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Dedication Message

To the streets that raised me, the voices unheard, and the prophets disguised as madmen.

For every soul walking the thin line between faith and fear, between purpose and madness—this is for you.
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1.1 The Streets Are Watching – The preacher’s first warning is ignored, but death is already near.



1.2 Mfethu, This Ain’t Normal – The visions start coming more often, more vivid, more terrifying.




1.3 Blood on the Pavement – The first prophecy comes true; a young hustler is found dead exactly as described.




1.4 Ekasi Don’t Listen – The kasi dismisses him as another madman, but he knows more bodies will fall.


1.5 The Gospel of Shadows – His following grows—some seek guidance, others want him dead.
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2.1 Wena, You Know Too Much – The cops warn him to stop talking, but how do you silence visions?




2.2 Skeletons in the Sermon – His past resurfaces; he wasn’t always a preacher.




2.3 A Curse or a Gift? – A voice whispers in his dreams: "Did God send you, or something else?”
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3.1 Umlilo Wenkohlakalo (Fire of Crime) – The kasi erupts as fear turns to chaos.




3.2 The Whispering Walls – Graffiti on the township walls starts mirroring his visions.




3.3 Voices of the Departed – The spirits of the murdered haunt his dreams, revealing secrets of the past.




3.4 The Last Prophecy – His final vision is the most terrifying—his own death.




3.5 Revelations in Blood – When the last warning is spoken, the truth will either set him free or bury him forever.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Part 1: The Calling of a Watchman
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1.1 The Streets Are Watching



The preacher’s first warning is ignored, but death is already near.



The streets never sleep. The neon glow of taverns, the flickering streetlights, and the distant echo of gunshots—this is ekasi at night. The air is thick with smoke, a mix of braai meat, cheap cigarettes, and something darker, something unseen.

In the middle of it all, a man stands alone on the corner of Zola Street, his tattered coat barely shielding him from the night’s chill. His eyes burn like fire, scanning the restless souls passing by. His voice, deep and urgent, cuts through the noise like a knife.

“Repent! A shadow walks among you! The blood of a son will stain these streets before the sun rises!”

A group of young men, leaning against a wall, burst into laughter.

“Eish, mfethu! Uyasangoma now?” one of them shouts, flicking away his cigarette.

A woman carrying a child tightens her grip on the baby, shaking her head as she walks past. A taxi driver leans out of his window, chuckling. “Hayi man, every kasi has that one crazy pastor. Go home, old man.”

But the preacher doesn’t move. His hands tremble, his heart pounds. He isn’t crazy—he knows what he saw.

In his vision, a young man with a red hoodie lay lifeless under a flickering streetlight, blood pooling beneath him. The wind whispered his name, but the preacher couldn’t catch it. All he knew was that death had already made its choice.

A stray dog howls in the distance. The kasi moves on, ignoring the madman.

But the streets are watching.

And before the night is over, the prophecy will come true.

1.2 Mfethu, This Ain’t Normal

The first time he saw it, he thought it was just another bad dream. The second time, he started to wonder. By the third time, he knew—this wasn’t normal.

It always started the same way. A blur of red. A scream swallowed by the night. The echo of a name whispered in a voice he didn’t recognize. Then, just before waking up, he would see it: the lifeless body, twisted in the dark like a puppet with its strings cut.

And then he would wake up. Gasping. Sweating. Heart pounding.

Kgotso sat up in his bed, pressing his palms into his face. His room was barely more than four walls and a bed—no luxuries, no distractions, just him and the ghosts that refused to let him sleep. The kasi outside was still alive with music, sirens, laughter, and the occasional gunshot. Life didn’t pause just because a man was drowning in his thoughts.

He grabbed the half-smoked cigarette from the ashtray, lit it, and took a deep drag, letting the nicotine cut through his anxiety. He stared at the cracked ceiling, his mind running circles.

Why me?

The question had no answer.

Two weeks ago, he was just another man trying to stay out of trouble, just another face in the crowd of hustlers, dreamers, and survivors. But now?

Now, he was seeing deaths before they happened.

And it was driving him insane.

“What’s wrong, mfethu?”

The next day, he sat outside the spaza shop, watching the street like a man expecting bad news. His boy, Lebo, sat next to him, peeling the label off a Coke bottle.

“You look like you saw a ghost,” Lebo joked.

Kgotso didn’t laugh. Because the truth was—he had.

Instead, he muttered, “Mfethu, this ain’t normal.”

Lebo gave him a sideways glance. “What you talking about?”

Kgotso hesitated. Saying it out loud made it real. But holding it in? That was worse.

“Last night,” he started, “I had another one. The dream.”

Lebo’s face dropped. He had heard about the first two.

“This one was worse,” Kgotso continued. “I saw... I saw who it was this time.”

Lebo stopped peeling the label. “Who?”

Kgotso’s stomach twisted. He swallowed hard.

"It was someone we know."

Silence sat between them like an uninvited guest. The kasi moved around them—cars hooting, kids playing, gossip being exchanged in hushed tones—but none of it mattered.

Lebo exhaled sharply. “Nah, broer. You tripping. These dreams? They just dreams, nothing else.”

But even as he said it, his voice shook.

Because deep down, they both knew the truth.

It wasn’t just a dream. And soon, someone would die.

1.3 Blood on the Pavement

The smell of iron thickened the morning air, mixing with the dampness of last night’s rain. A crowd had gathered, their whispers slicing through the silence like a broken bottle on concrete. Someone gasped. Someone cursed under their breath. Someone else muttered a prayer, as if it could undo what had already been written.

The young hustler lay sprawled across the pavement, his body twisted like a discarded marionette. Blood pooled beneath him, seeping into the cracks of the road, feeding the thirsty ground. The same blood that Mfundo—the Ghetto Prophet—had seen in his vision just days before.

He had spoken. Warned them. Described the scene exactly as it was now. The location, the time, even the bloodstain shaped like a crooked cross. They had laughed, called him mad. But madness doesn’t predict the future.

A cold dread settled in Mfundo’s chest as he stood at the edge of the crowd, staring at the prophecy come to life. Had he spoken it into existence? Had his words made it real? Or was he merely cursed to see what no one else could prevent?

“Mfethu, this is bad...” a voice murmured beside him.

Mfundo turned to see Rasta Jay, the old weed vendor, his eyes bloodshot with something that wasn’t just dagga smoke. Fear clung to his face.

“You said this would happen,” Jay whispered. “Exactly like this.”

Mfundo swallowed hard. The truth was a heavy burden. It always had been.

But this? This was just the beginning.

1.4 Ekasi Don’t
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