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            Gateborn
Cracks Of The VVeil 
''In the red dust of Rustenburg, where platinum veins run deep as ancestral memory, three children discovered that some doors should never be opened—and that sometimes, to save the world, you must become the very key that locks it shut."
Gateborn weaves South African mythology into contemporary horror, exploring how colonialism's wounds create spiritual vulnerabilities. The novel examines the insidious nature of evil that hides behind benevolent facades, embodied by Upindi's decades-long masquerade as a charitable church leader while conducting unspeakable rituals. Through its three protagonists—Legend (The Key), Boipelo (The Path), and Tshepo (The Force)—the story interrogates identity, sacrifice, and the weight of ancestral responsibility.
The narrative's power lies in its unflinching portrayal of spiritual violation: the exchange of innocent children's souls for demonic entities represents a corruption that transcends physical horror. This metaphysical terrorism reflects real-world traumas of displacement, cultural erasure, and the theft of innocence. The underworld anchor beneath Rustenburg serves as both literal supernatural threat and symbolic representation of historical wounds that refuse to heal.
The novel's resolution offers no easy redemption. Victory comes through sacrifice—Tshepo's willing dissolution into the underworld river—and the survivors carry permanent scars. Legend's burden as both key and debt, Boipelo's role as guide for the spiritually wounded, and Palesa's transformation into cosmic healer reflect the truth that healing trauma is not about forgetting, but about learning to carry the weight with purpose.
Gateborn Cracks Of The Veil ultimately argues that some battles leave everyone changed, that heroism often requires becoming the very thing you fight against, and that the price of protecting innocence is the loss of your own.
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PROLOGUE: THE WHISPER IN THE STONE
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"Before the first brick was laid, before the first mine shaft was sunk, the earth here remembered a different name. And it slept."

— Fragment from the Lost Scrolls of Maropeng, Rustenburg.

To the casual eye, it was just another South African town, sprawling across the Highveld. A tapestry of corrugated iron shacks clinging to dusty hillsides, interspersed with the more ordered grids of suburban homes. The air, thick with the scent of coal smoke and distant braai fires, hummed with the daily rhythm of taxis, street vendors, and the deep, industrial thrum of the platinum mines that fed its pulse. People lived, loved, toiled, and died here, their lives woven into the familiar fabric of ordinary existence.

But Rustenburg held a secret. A very old secret. Beneath the bustling streets, deeper than any diamond vein, lay an ancient wound in the world. Not a geological fault, but a tear in the very fabric of reality, a nexus where the veil between realms thinned to gossamer. It was a path to the underworld, a primordial anchor that had pulsed with dormant power for millennia, occasionally stirring in forgotten dreams, a whisper in the stone that only the truly attuned could hear. For centuries, it had largely slept, a faint, barely perceptible hum beneath the earth.

Until the quiet arrival, decades ago, of a man named Upindi. He migrated from Tanzania, a soft-spoken, unassuming figure who sought "greener pastures" in the booming mining industry. He worked hard, saved, retired. He became a pillar of the local Christian community, his deep voice leading hymns, his generous hand always extended to the needy. He built a reputation of unimpeachable kindness, a man of God, revered and trusted. No one, not a single soul, suspected that his true pasture was not the earth’s mineral wealth, but its ancient, hidden spiritual power. No one saw the patient, calculating gleam in his eyes when he spoke of "nightly prayers," or the subtle, almost imperceptible shift in the air when he passed by the old, abandoned church. 

He had sensed the anchor. He had studied it. And for years, unnoticed, he had begun to exploit it, a silent, insidious cultivation of power. He learned to coax the gates, the smaller fissures connected to the main anchor, to open just a sliver. Enough for his pawns to slip through.

The first child vanished quietly. Then another. Small, isolated incidents, easily dismissed by a busy world. A runaway. A tragic accident near the river. The whispers began, but they were vague, easily drowned out by the everyday clamor. The dust of Rustenburg, so fine and red, began to remember. It remembered the faint, chilling cries that no one else heard. It remembered the silent, hulking forms that moved through the moonless nights.

The veil was thinning. The anchor was stirring. And the ancient power, long dormant, was about to find its Key. A key born of this very earth, a reincarnation whose awakening would not only expose Upindi’s horrific trade but would also threaten to unleash something far older, far more terrible, from the depths of the underworld itself.

The night was coming. And the King was about to remember his name.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 1: THE DUST REMEMBERS

[image: ]


"The earth keeps its secrets, but the wind remembers every whispered name."

— Old Rustenburg Saying

MmaSesi’s hands were a map of hardship. Knuckles like ancient stones, palms crisscrossed with lines that told stories of maize fields under a merciless sun, of scrubbing floors in houses that weren’t hers, of raising a child who wasn’t hers, but was hers all the same. Legend, then just Lesedi, had known no other mother. 

His own, they said, had given her last breath birthing him, a silent sacrifice that left only the echo of a scream in MmaSesi’s memory. His father was a ghost, a name whispered once, then swallowed by the veld.

Their shack, perched precariously on the edge of Tlhabane, was a testament to survival. Corrugated iron gleamed like tired silver under the harsh sun, patched with scraps of cardboard and faded plastic. Dust, fine and red, coated everything, settling on the chipped enamel mugs, the worn Bible on the small table, the very air they breathed. It was the dust of Rustenburg, heavy with the weight of forgotten histories, of mines that bled diamonds and platinum, and of secrets buried deeper than any shaft.

Lesedi remembered the first time the dust had hummed. He was no older than five, playing with a rusty toy car in the yard. The air had gone still, the usual cacophony of township life – the distant thrum of taxis, the shouts of children, the bleating of a goat – had faded to a muffled whisper. The ground beneath his small hands had vibrated, a low, resonant thrum that seemed to come from deep within the earth itself. He’d looked up, eyes wide, but MmaSesi was inside, humming a gospel tune as she stirred pap. He’d dismissed it as a trick of the heat, a childish fancy. But the memory, fleeting and mysterious, clung to him. A scar in his young mind, like the crack he would one day see in the world.

That same week, little Thandiwe from two streets over vanished. Not with a scream, or a struggle. Just... gone. Her mother, a woman with eyes already too old, said she’d been playing near the old stadium, chasing a stray dog. The police shrugged, mumbled about runaway children, about the dangers of the township. It wasn’t alarming, not really. 

Children went missing sometimes. It was a sad fact of life, a ripple in the vast, indifferent ocean of Rustenburg. But MmaSesi had clutched her worn Bible tighter that night, her lips moving in silent prayer, a shadow in her eyes that Lesedi couldn’t decipher.

It was around that time that Mr. Upindi became a fixture in the community. He was a Tanzanian, they said, who had come to South Africa years ago, like many, seeking opportunity in the mines. He’d retired recently, a man of quiet dignity, always impeccably dressed in his Sunday best, even on weekdays. 

He’d joined the local church, his baritone voice
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