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“When silence stole their voices, only one child remained to sing against the gods of sand.”
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“To those who speak even when the world forgets how to listen”

“Silence is never empty.

It only waits for someone brave enough to fill it.”

— Desert Proverb of Nqoma

Premise: A village wakes one morning unable to speak, yet a phantom choir sings through their bodies. The only one left with a voice — a child — must lead them across a desert where forgotten gods sleep beneath the sand.

Reader’s Note

This is not a story of comfort.

It is a tale of silence that grew teeth, of voices that fled their owners, of gods who sleep too shallow beneath the sand.

If you listen closely, you may hear the phantom choir between the lines — it is said they still echo, even here.

Reader, take this journey at your own pace. The desert does not forgive the hurried, nor does memory.
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​Introduction
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Once, there was a village where every roof leaned toward the stars, and every night ended with a song. The people sang to mend quarrels, to guide the sick, to call the rains. They believed their throats were threads, stitching the fabric of the world.

But dawn came one morning like a thief, and the world woke to silence. Lips moved. No sound followed. The air felt hollow, as if some unseen hand had scooped the voices away. Yet — and this is where the terror began — a song still poured from their bodies. A choir, disembodied, spilling out from chest and bone, carrying harmonies none of them had ever learned.

Only one child’s voice remained her own. One voice against the desert. One fragile thread to lead the voiceless across the sands where forgotten gods slept and dreamed of rising.

This is her story.

This is their silence.

And perhaps — it will become your song, too.
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​Synopsis
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When the sun rose over the desert village of Nqoma, it stole more than shadows.

It stole their voices.

The elders opened their mouths, but no sound came. Children tried to laugh, but silence spilled out instead. Yet even as their throats failed, a phantom choir erupted — a haunting harmony that poured through their bones, filling the air with songs they had never learned.

Only one child, a girl named Lira, remained with her voice intact. Chosen or cursed, she becomes the unwilling leader of the voiceless, guiding them across a desert where forgotten gods lie buried beneath the dunes. Each step awakens whispers of power older than time, and each hymn of the phantom choir brings them closer to ruin — or salvation.

But the gods do not sleep peacefully. And the desert does not welcome trespassers.

In a journey woven from myth, horror, and hope, The Choir of the Voiceless asks: what happens when silence itself becomes a weapon, and when the last fragile voice must decide the fate of a people who can no longer speak for themselves?
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​Chapter One: The Morning Without Voices
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The first sound of that morning was not the crow of the rooster, nor the crackle of the cooking fires, nor the low murmur of elders greeting the day.

It was nothing.

Silence rolled over the village of Nqoma like a storm without thunder, sudden and unnatural. Doors opened, goats shuffled from pens, water pots were lifted — but all of it was wrapped in a soundless shroud. Not even the children’s laughter split the dawn.

And then, as the villagers reached for their voices, as lips parted and throats strained, the horror announced itself.

A song poured from their bodies.

It was not their own.

The phantom choir swelled through chest and bone, a harmony older than their memories. No one moved their mouths, yet music rose — resonant, layered, otherworldly. Tenors and altos where no singers stood, crescendos weaving like serpents through the dusty morning air.

The villagers dropped baskets, stumbled back from one another, pressing their palms against their own throats as if to snatch back the sound. But still the song roared.

And through all of it, one voice alone cut clear — small, human, frightened.

“Mother?”

Lira’s voice.

She was ten, a child with hair like black reeds and a habit of singing herself to sleep when the nights grew too long. Her mother spun toward her, lips moving frantically, but no words came out. Instead, her body carried the choir like a drum — a booming note swelling from her ribs, vibrating the very air around her daughter.

“Mother, what’s happening?” Lira cried again. Her words fell into the strange music like pebbles into a storm.

The villagers gathered quickly in the square, their bodies trembling with the song they could not stop. Some tried to hum their own tunes over it, but the phantom drowned them out. Others covered their ears, though the sound came not from outside but from within — inescapable.

An elder named Kaelo, his face lined like cracked clay, raised his hands for order. His mouth opened — silence. Then his body shuddered, and a new thread of melody escaped him, a baritone so deep it rattled the clay jars nearby. He shook his head wildly, as though to deny it.

One by one, others tested their voices — a mother calling her child, a man trying to curse, a grandmother beginning a prayer. Each effort collapsed into nothing, swallowed, replaced by the choir. Their throats were empty vessels, stolen instruments.

All except Lira.

“Can’t you hear me?” she screamed. She clutched her chest, terrified she too might suddenly betray her own sound. But her words echoed true. Rough. Unsteady. Beautiful because they were hers alone.

The crowd turned to her.

Hundreds of eyes, wide, desperate. A child’s voice had become the only tether to the world they understood.

Lira stumbled back under their stares. “I don’t— I don’t know what to do!”

The phantom choir shifted, as if mocking her words. It bent into a haunting melody, low and mournful, that made the hair on her arms rise.

Her grandmother, bent with age, shuffled forward. The old woman grasped Lira’s shoulders, lips moving soundlessly, eyes wet with tears. The child strained to read the words.

You must lead.

The day staggered forward like a wounded animal. No trade songs in the market. No lullabies for the goats. No haggling, no gossip, no arguments to salt the air. Just silence, stitched with that terrible music that poured from every chest.

Children sobbed without sound, and their bodies sang instead. Men beat their fists against the ground, and the ground vibrated with the choir. Women tried to pray, but the gods did not answer — or perhaps they answered too loudly, through the song itself.

By midday, the villagers sat in the square, exhausted, pale. The song had not stopped. It shifted tone constantly, weaving endless hymns that had no source and no end.

Only Lira’s small voice remained.

“Why me?” she whispered, sitting apart, her back pressed to the baobab tree at the square’s edge. The bark scratched her spine. The village looked at her as though she were both savior and curse.

She tried singing — just a little hum. It cut through the phantom melody like a thread of color in endless grey. Heads turned. The choir faltered for a breath, then surged again, louder than before.

Lira clamped her hands over her mouth. Fear pounded in her chest.

She remembered her father’s story — the old desert gods, buried under dunes long before Nqoma was built. They had been silenced, chained, forgotten. But in dreams, he said, they still sang.

What if this was their song?

Her stomach twisted. The idea was too big for her ten-year-old body to hold, but the whispers in her mind would not stop: the gods are waking. The gods want voices. They have taken ours.

And she alone remained.

Night fell. No stars came out. Only a thick black sky, and the choir swelling like a tide. The villagers lay restless, unable to sleep while their bodies sang against their will. Some clawed at their throats until they bled, desperate to stop the sound.

✦ ✦ ✦

Lira curled beside her mother, who rocked silently, her lips shaping lullabies that never reached the air. The phantom song replaced them with something deeper, stranger.

“Mother,” Lira whispered, “what if it never stops?”

Her mother kissed her forehead, tears streaking her cheeks. No words. No comfort but touch.

Lira closed her eyes, clinging to the rhythm of her own breath. It was all she had.

At dawn, the elders gathered again in the square. They formed a circle, their bodies humming in grim harmony. Kaelo, the elder, lifted his hand. He traced words in the sand with a stick:

THE DESERT.

Gasps — silent, but felt in every chest.

Lira frowned. “What desert?”

Another elder traced beneath his word:

GODS.

The choir surged, as if agreeing. A booming chord rattled the ground.

Kaelo’s stick shook. He scrawled again:

VOICE MUST LEAD.

And then, the circle of elders turned their eyes to Lira.

Her breath caught.

She wanted to cry, to run, to scream until her throat cracked. But she could do none of that — not when they all stared with the weight of their stolen voices pressing down on her.

“I’m just a child,” she whispered.

The choir shifted. For one heartbeat, its harmony bent into something resembling laughter — mocking, cruel, endless.

Lira stood in the silence after, trembling. The phantom music filled the air, but within her, a different sound stirred. Something fragile, something defiant.

Her own voice.

And though she did not want to lead, though she wished with every bone that someone else could take the burden — the truth pressed against her like the desert wind.

She alone could still speak.

And if she did not guide them, no one would.

The journey into the desert of forgotten gods had begun.
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​Chapter Two: The Elders’ Gathering
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The sun rose thin and reluctant, as if afraid to witness what had unfolded in Nqoma. Its light stretched over the huts, the baobab, the dusty square where silence sat like a swollen shadow.

✦ ✦ ✦

The phantom choir had not ceased. It swelled and receded, sometimes soft as a mother’s hum, sometimes thunderous as a storm breaking on stone. The villagers had learned, in a single night, that they could neither outrun it nor silence it. It was not theirs to command.

And yet, all of them gathered.

They came into the square in small groups, their feet stirring the dust in patterns that felt almost ceremonial. Eyes hollow, lips trembling with unspoken words, they circled around the baobab where the elders had already assembled.

Kaelo, the eldest of them, leaned on his staff of carved mopane wood. The staff hummed faintly — even wood now seemed to carry the phantom’s resonance. His eyes were sharp, though his mouth refused him sound. When he looked at Lira, she felt as if the full weight of the desert pressed on her chest.

The elders squatted low. With their sticks, they began to write in the dirt. This was how the meeting would be held: words etched, not spoken.

The villagers watched, their bodies singing even as their eyes pleaded for leadership.

Kaelo’s first word was slow, shaky, carved deep:

WHY.

The crowd stirred. A murmur should have risen — confusion, speculation, fear — but only the choir answered, a mournful chord that climbed through every chest and throat. Mothers clutched their children tighter. Men lowered their heads.

Another elder, Namisa, bent and scratched into the earth with quick strokes:

GODS.

The air thickened. The phantom choir shifted its key, rising sharp, discordant, as if mocking the suggestion. A note so loud it rattled the dust from the baobab’s bark.

Lira shuddered. She stepped forward, bare feet pressing the warm earth. “I don’t understand. Which gods? Ours? The ones my father told stories of?”

Her voice rang out, the only human sound. The villagers flinched at its strangeness. For a heartbeat, the phantom quieted — as if listening.

Then, with cruel swiftness, it surged louder, a wall of harmonies that drowned her words.

Lira pressed her hands over her ears. “Stop it!” she shouted. “Stop!”

The choir ignored her.

Kaelo dragged his stick again:

FORGOTTEN.

Namisa added: BURIED.

Another elder, Ntho, leaned forward, his hand trembling as he wrote:

UNDER SAND.

The villagers drew back, gasping though no sound left their lips. The choir answered with a low rumble that seemed to shake the ground beneath their feet.

Lira’s mind flashed with her father’s tales: gods who had been silenced, sealed beneath dunes older than the village, punished for their hunger. They had sung the world into being — and sung too greedily, so their voices were chained.

And now, perhaps, the chains were breaking.

Her stomach knotted. “If they’re waking, what do they want with us?”

She hadn’t expected an answer. Yet the choir bent again, bending into a strange imitation of words, layered voices shaping something like meaning.

Voooiiice.

The villagers collapsed to their knees. Some clawed at the ground, others clasped hands in prayer. The choir swelled triumphant, as if pleased at their fear.

Lira staggered back, clutching her chest. “They... they want voices.”

Kaelo’s stick scratched once more:

OURS TAKEN.

The crowd looked to Lira. Again. Always, their eyes returned to her.

Namisa wrote: CHILD HAS VOICE.

And then Kaelo, with painful slowness: VOICE MUST LEAD.

The villagers pressed their foreheads to the earth, as though in agreement. The phantom choir sank into a deep hum, vibrating like satisfaction.

Lira’s heart pounded. “No. I can’t. I’m just a girl.”

Her grandmother shuffled to her side, touching her hand. The old woman’s lips moved, and though no sound escaped, Lira read the words easily.

You are chosen.

The phantom sang higher, twisting in triumph. The sound seemed to coil around Lira, clinging to her bones, tightening.

Her breath caught. “Chosen? By who? By them?” She pointed to the sand beyond the huts, where the desert stretched endless. “Or by you? You all just want me to do this because I still have a voice. But I’m scared. I don’t even know where to go!”

The silence after her words was worse than the song.

Then Kaelo turned. Slowly, painfully, he etched three final words in the dust:

TO THE DESERT.

The villagers bowed their heads. The phantom choir lifted into a melody that felt like marching. The decision was made.

That night, preparations began. Silent preparations, shadowed by the choir.

Men lashed gourds of water to poles. Women packed maize, dried goat meat, and bundles of herbs. Children clung to mothers, weeping without sound, their bodies humming with borrowed notes.

Lira wandered through the village like a ghost. Everywhere she went, eyes followed her — some with hope, others with dread. She could feel their need pressing down on her shoulders like a boulder.

At her own hut, she found her mother sitting at the threshold, staring into the fire. Flames licked upward, crackling — but even the fire made no sound. The choir devoured everything.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
MYHTICAL FANTASY STO

THE

CPH)HI

OF THE

WOICELES
SONGS BENEATH THE SAND
- #» -BOOK I- =

S

“WHEN SILENCE STOLE THEIR VOICES, ONLY ONE
CHILD REMAINED.-TO SINGTAGAINST THE GODS
OF SAND.

MBIGANYI MALIDZA






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
-

-

-

7O





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





