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I wrote my first novel in 1993. I was young. Hopeful—maybe too optimistic. I sent it out like a prayer sealed in an envelope. The reply came back sharp: critics called it misguided, disappointing, and not worth pursuing. I stopped submitting. But I never stopped writing.

For years, I wrote in silence. No applause. No audience. Just the page—and whatever part of me still dared to return to it. That silence became a second skin. Now, decades later—older, scarred, but unwavering—I return, not in defiance, but with the quiet conviction that even rejected soil can bloom.

As a South African novelist, I write forensic literary thrillers that braid sacred myth, political betrayal, and emotional fracture. My stories do not console. They interrogate. They ask what it means to inherit silence. They name the names the world tried to erase. They believe memory is not a relic—it is resistance.

I hold degrees in engineering, teaching, and English. I am also a man of biblical faith—drawn to symbol, story, and moral reckoning. My work reflects this inheritance. It is structurally rigorous, emotionally volatile, and spiritually encoded. Whether I’m exploring encrypted chants, erased archives, or ritual injustice, I write at the crossroads of grief and truth.

My narrative craft weaves literary precision with cinematic propulsion. I draw from African oral tradition, global noir, scriptural cadence, and forgotten records of land theft and spiritual silence. The result is fiction that resists resolution, instead revealing a fracture between what we inherit and what we choose to remember.

When I’m not writing novels, I develop screen projects for international film and television, mentor emerging African writers, and curate initiatives that restore suppressed histories through story.

I don’t believe stories should merely entertain. I think they should trespass—leave something behind: a question, a ghost, a hunger for justice.

As I’ve said before: “A story must trespass to matter. If it doesn’t cost you something, it doesn’t belong on the page.”

And after all these years, I’m finally ready to pay that cost.
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May these pages carry your voice.
May my name honour your memory.
— Neo L. Knosi

Chapter 1: The Sand Beneath the School

The first crack wasn’t the sand. It was the sound—metal giving way. A cheap spade handle. Split, sudden.

Litha Nkosi blinked at the jagged edge in her hand—dust on her tongue. The garden behind Thuthuka Secondary wasn’t meant for digging. It was meant to look neat while the smartboards inside the classrooms flickered with static.

“Nice going,” Kabelo muttered. Her brother’s sneakers scraped the concrete edge, spray can rattling in his hand like he was itching to tag the wall instead. He smirked—then, too fast: “Not like you’d know what you’re digging for anyway.” A jab. Then softer, almost swallowed: “Still... It’s our code down here.”

Contradiction. He winced at himself, kicked at the sand. The rattle of the can echoed like a mistake.

Zuri shifted beside them, her shoes leaving careful half-moons in the dust. She coughed—sharp, like the air betrayed her. “You shouldn’t—someone will see.” Her eyes darted to the cracked smartboard flickering through the open class window. The static hum was wrong. Not classroom-wrong. Surveillance-wrong.

Litha shoved the broken spade into the ground anyway, reckless, hiding the sting in her palm. Don’t show them. Don’t— Her thought broke off.

Blue. A blink of blue. Under the sand.

She froze. The others leaned in. Kabelo’s smirk slid away. Zuri’s mouth opened, closed, opened again, no sound.

The sand shifted under Litha’s scraped nails. She coughed out grit. The broken spade clattered uselessly, handle flopping. Failed. Stupid symbol. She pressed harder with her bare hands, too desperate, and the glow widened.

A seam of metal. Curved. Sealed.

Not supposed to be here.

The hum inside the smartboard cracked louder. Like a throat clearing. Or a mic live when it shouldn’t be.

“Door,” Kabelo whispered, for once, no joke. He crouched low, hand brushing the bunker curve like it was a mural waiting for code. The can hissed, sputtered. Paint coughed onto the sand in a pathetic blob.

Failed again.

Zuri’s voice finally broke through. “It’s... nothing. Probably—just wiring. Old tech.” But she didn’t meet their eyes. Her silence gave Litha cover. A lie that stuck.

The bunker seam gleamed. The spade is broken. Spray paint sputtered. Static still humming, closer. Too close.

And somewhere above, invisible, Agent Sera Mokoena’s shadow leaned in.

The blue pulse didn’t stop. It blinked steadily, like a heartbeat trapped beneath the soil.

Litha wanted to cheer. To claim it. Instead, her throat burned. Too much dust. Too much silence. She coughed into her sleeve, leaving a streak of brown across the cuff.

“Don’t touch it,” Zuri said. Her voice snapped like chalk breaking. She stepped back, math notebook clutched tight against her chest. “It could be... radiation. Or an alarm. Or—”

“Or treasure.” Kabelo leaned closer, spray can dangling loose now. He laughed once, too sharply. “Relax, Einstein. You think every blinking thing is gonna kill you?”

But his laugh cracked halfway. He caught himself. Looked at Litha. “Maybe it’s nothing. Just sand tricking the light.” Gaslighting her. She knew it. Then—like he couldn’t stop himself—“But if it’s real, it’s ours. You started it.”

Contradiction again. His bravado was leaking, and she felt it.

Litha pressed her scraped hand harder to the seam. The metal was cold. Solid. “It’s not nothing,” she whispered. “It’s a door.”

“Door to detention if the teachers see.” Zuri’s sarcasm came out thin, like she was already out of breath.

And then—thud. From inside the school building. A chair knocked over? No—too heavy. The kind of thud that carried intention. Litha’s skin prickled. Surveillance wasn’t just static. Someone was inside. Listening.

Kabelo froze, a can rattling in his fist. “We’re not alone.”

The blue blinked again, almost brighter. Taunting.

Zuri’s voice quivered: “We should cover it back. Pretend we didn’t—”

But she stopped, because the spade handle snapped, useless—rolled down the slope of sand, and hit the seam. The light flared in answer.

All three of them jumped.

“Broken spade opens the secret base,” Kabelo muttered, half-grin, half-grimace. “Figures.”

But the glow didn’t open anything. It only blinked... slower now. Waiting.

Litha’s heart thumped to match it. Dust filled her nose. Sand under nails, blood sting in her palm. Mess everywhere.

And then—above the hum of static—another sound. A whine. Not chalkboard. Not a teacher.

Drone.

She knew it before she looked up.

The sky through the cracked windowpane flickered dark as something passed overhead—quick shadow, then gone.

Agent Sera’s eyes. Watching. Already too close.

The drone’s shadow cut fast across the cracked playground wall, and then—silence again. Too neat. Too planned.

Litha’s chest thudded harder than the blue light below. She wiped her hand on her skirt, streaking sand and blood across the fabric. Mundane. Ugly. Evidence she couldn’t hide.

Zuri whispered, “It saw us.” Her voice tripped over the words, syllables clipped.

“No way,” Kabelo shot back. Spray can in hand again, as if it were a weapon. He raised it toward the window, but the nozzle sputtered, spat paint in his own palm. He swore under his breath, shook it, then hissed louder: “They always watch. Always. You think our walls don’t already snitch?”

Litha almost laughed. The rebel with his paint dripping like slime. Symbol cracked. Failed. But he didn’t laugh. Not this time. His shoulders hunched like he’d been caught mid-graffiti.

The blue glow under the sand blinked once. Stopped—dead dark.

Zuri gasped. “What did you do?!”

“Me?” Litha snapped back, though her own heart felt like it had cut off, too. She wanted to smack the spade, make it blink again, but the tool lay broken, useless.

They crouched in the silence. Dust scratching throats. Static still hissing from the window, a teacher’s voice swallowed by interference. No one dared move.

Then: a click. Metallic. From the seam.

The ground shifted—barely. A puff of old air pushed through cracks. Litha’s hair lifted, cold across her scalp.

“It’s opening,” she whispered.

“No,” Zuri said, too fast. “It’s locking. Trapping. Doors don’t just—”

“Shh.” Kabelo crouched low, ear close to the seam. His smirk flickered back, thin, brittle. “It’s a signal. Not for us.”

Litha’s stomach turned. Signal. Meaning... someone else now knew.

Above them, a voice—tiny, filtered through static. Not their school. Not a teacher. A recording, maybe. Or a warning.

“U—moj...” The word fractured, like a ghost choking through dust.

Zuri dropped her notebook. Papers spilled, equations skidding across sand. She lunged to grab them, but it was too late—the wind carried one page straight toward the seam. It slid into the crack. Gone.

Her eyes widened. Trembled. That was her loss. Her work. Her safety.

Litha reached for her, but stopped. Fingers hung in the air.

The blue glow flared once, hard, then went completely black.

Above, the drone whined again—closer.

And in the reflection of the cracked smartboard, Litha thought she saw her: Agent Sera Mokoena’s outline, calm, patient. Waiting for them to make the next mistake.

They shouldn’t have come back the next day. But they did.

Litha first. Always her. Sand still crusted under her nails, broken spade handle shoved into her backpack like proof she hadn’t imagined it. She slipped past the cracked smartboards, humming their same old static. Past the noticeboard with peeling exam schedules no one read anymore, into the dusty garden where everything had started.

The sand looked disturbed, yes—but wrong. Scooped open wider, like someone else had been digging overnight.

Her stomach dropped. She thought of Sera Mokoena’s reflection. Maybe not reflection. Maybe presence.

Kabelo swaggered in a minute later, his hoodie sleeves rolled up, a spray can clinking against his belt. His grin was too big—forced. “Relax, sis. If they wanted us, we’d already be dust. Look—” He kicked at the sand like it owed him answers.

A hollow thump. Not sand. Not stone.

Metal.

They both froze.

Zuri stumbled in last, out of breath, though she hadn’t been running. She clutched her math notebook tighter than ever—minus the page the bunker had stolen. Her voice wobbled. “We... we shouldn’t—”

“Too late,” Litha cut in. Dust in her throat again. She coughed, hard, trying not to let it sound like fear.

Kabelo crouched. His fingers brushed sand aside, scraping until the hollow shape revealed itself: a curved panel of metal. Door. Seam. Same as yesterday.

Except—

“Wait,” Litha whispered. “It’s open.”

The seam gaped slightly now, as if breath were forced its way out. A line of dark. Not glowing blue. Just... dark.

And then—movement.

Something shifted inside. A scrape of joints. A wheeze like a broken accordion. Then—two fingers. No, claws? No. Metal, half-buried, jerking free.

Kabelo scrambled back so fast he tripped over his own foot. “Robot.”

It pulled itself up in a shudder. Half-covered in sand, rust, and wires tangled, eyes flickering faintly. Its head jerked sideways—glitchy. Then sound.

Not words, not yet. Just noise. Static chopped into syllables.

“U—... moj... child...”

The voice cracked like an old recording.

Zuri’s face went pale. She shook her head fast, too fast. “No. Not possible. Not—it shouldn’t—”

The robot coughed sparks. Lifted one hand. Reached straight toward Litha.

The robot’s hand stopped inches from Litha’s face. Wires frayed, fingertips sparking. For a moment, it looked like it might crush her nose flat.

Then—clunk. The arm fell limp, wedged in the sand like a dead weight.

Kabelo laughed. Too loud, nervous. “Well. Guess the apocalypse runs on low batteries.” He shook his spray can and aimed it at the metal shell. “Bet I could tag it before it even blinks again.”

The can sputtered—again. Spat a sad streak of paint across his own sleeve. Yellow smear, sticky and useless. He stared at it, jaw tight. “Okay. Maybe not.”

Failed symbol. Again.

Zuri edged closer despite herself, notebook clutched so hard her knuckles whitened. Her voice cracked. “It—it spoke. Did you hear? Umoja. It said Umoja.”

Litha shook her head. “Not properly. Just noise.” But the word had burned anyway. Umoja. A word teachers avoided, like chalk rubbed off a board too many times.

The robot twitched again. Head tilted. Its mouthpiece crackled.
“U—moj... child...”
And then, bizarrely— “Bruh.”

Kabelo’s jaw dropped. “Did—did it just call me bruh?”

The laugh tore out of Litha before she could stop it. Sharp, too human. Zuri clamped her hand over her own mouth like she’d sinned just listening.

The robot sagged sideways, sand sliding off its dented shoulder. Sparks coughed, fizzled. The smell of burnt plastic stung their throats.

Litha crouched low, dust sticking to her scraped knees. She reached for its head, then paused. “What if it shocks me?”

“Then you’ll glow,” Kabelo muttered, but his grin cracked. “Don’t. Please don’t touch it. We don’t even know what it is.”

Zuri whispered, “It’s evidence. Or—or bait.” Her words trembled into the air.

The robot flicked back to life—suddenly. Its eye-lights pulsed weakly, one dimmer than the other. It rasped: “Chi...ld... dust... remember...”

The sound chilled Litha more than the drone shadow yesterday. A code? A memory? Or just static pretending to be prophecy?

And then, as if exhausted by its own voice, the robot slumped forward. Its head thunked against Litha’s shin—dead weight.

Silence pressed in. Too loud.

Kabelo cleared his throat. “So... what now? Dig it up? Or bury it again?”

Litha swallowed. Dust cut her tongue. She wanted to run. She tried to scream. Instead, she whispered: “We keep it.”

The robot twitched again against Litha’s leg. Heavy. Hot. A faint hum rattled inside its chest, like it wanted to restart but couldn’t.

“Keep it?” Zuri’s voice went high, panicked. “Are you out of your—your mind? It’s dangerous. It’s broken. It’s—” She cut herself off, chewing her lip raw. Her eyes darted toward the cracked smartboard window, static still humming. “Someone will track it. They already know.”

“They already know us,” Kabelo shot back, shaking his sleeve as if the paint smear proved his point. “Every tag I’ve thrown is in their system. What’s one more glitch-bot?”

“Not the same.” Zuri hugged her notebook to her chest like a shield. “This is different.”

The robot jerked upright suddenly. All three flinched. Sparks snapped, fizzled. It raised its head. Eye-lights flickered unevenly, then words stumbled out—half cough, half laugh:

“U—mojo... child... stand... bru—bru—” The voice fractured, looped. “Stand... bruh... stand...”

Kabelo groaned. “Great. It’s my robot now. Perfect.” But his smirk didn’t hold. The sound unsettled him, too.

Litha pressed her scraped palm against the metal shell, wincing as grit cut her skin. She didn’t know why. Maybe to quiet it. Maybe to claim it. Her heartbeat thumped against the machine’s broken hum.

And then—click.

From above.

Not a robot. Not them. A drone lens snapping into focus.

Zuri’s breath hitched. “We have to go.”

“No,” Litha whispered. Her mouth tasted of iron—blood where she’d bitten her tongue. “If we leave it here, they’ll take it. We’ll lose it.”

“We’ll lose ourselves,” Zuri snapped, fiercer than usual. Her voice cracked mid-word, betraying her.

The robot sagged again. Its chest cavity wheezed open an inch, gears whining. Something inside glowed faint—a shard of code, maybe a power cell. Then—pop. Tiny sparks spat onto the sand. Burned a hole straight through one of Zuri’s scattered equations.

She gasped. “My notes—” She grabbed too late. Another page gone.

Litha’s stomach knotted. Every discovery costs. Always.

“Pick it up,” she said. Her voice was low, hoarse. “We carry it.”

Kabelo hesitated, then bent. The spray can rattled, dented, and hung off his belt like a joke. Together, they hauled the machine upright, its weight sagging heavily between them.

Above, the drone shadow circled again.

And in the faint glow of its cracked chest, the robot whispered one last glitch before falling limp:

“Dust... remembers...”

Flek was heavier than he looked. Metal bones don’t care about twelve-year-old arms.

Litha’s shoulder screamed as the robot sagged against her. Kabelo grabbed the other side, muttering curses under his breath. The spray can on his belt rattled like a laugh track that wouldn’t shut up.

Zuri trailed behind, clutching her half-empty notebook, eyes darting everywhere—windows, fences, sky. “You can’t just drag it across the yard. Someone will see.”

“Then help,” Kabelo snapped, sweat beading across his forehead. He almost dropped the weight.

“I—” Zuri stammered. “I’m not touching it. What if it shocks—”

“Then it shocks you,” Kabelo shot back. “Big deal. Might fix your nerves.”

His words bit too hard. Even he knew it. He looked away, jaw working. Contradiction again—mocking, but the grip he had on Flek was steady, loyal.

Litha’s knees buckled. The robot hit the sand with a dull thud. She gasped for air, coughed dust. Chest tight, throat raw. Messy. Unheroic.

“Shh,” Zuri hissed. “Someone’s coming.”

They froze.

A squeak of chalk on the board. Then silence. Too clean. No footsteps.

Litha glanced toward the classroom block. Every window buzzed with static; patterns crawled like insects across the glass. Surveillance. Watching.

“We’re being tracked,” Zuri whispered.

“No,” Kabelo said too quickly. “We’re not important enough.” He kicked at the sand like it could erase the truth.

Litha stared down at the robot. Its chest cavity flickered faintly again—then died. She wanted to scream at it to wake up. To explain itself. To explain Umoja. Instead, she spat grit from her mouth and whispered, “We can’t leave it here. They’ll bury it deeper.”

“How do you know?” Zuri asked.

“I just do.” The words came too fast, reckless. She didn’t have proof. She just had the burn in her palm and the static in her skull.

The sand shifted under Flek’s body, like the ground was breathing



















































Chapter 2: Flek’s First Glitch 
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Chapter 3: Energy Loop Reboot 











































































































































































































































































































































Chapter 4: Codes in the Dust 
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