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ACT I: The Collision
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CHAPTER 1: The Mandate
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Thato Seleke's Savile Row suit—midnight-blue wool—felt like a straightjacket. He stood beside Director-General Hlatshwayo's mahogany desk in the air-conditioned Pretoria office.

Panoramic windows framed the city. Sekoto abstracts hung opposite. The leather furniture smelled expensive. Struggle heroes had built this room. Their children now sold it.

"The problem, Thato," Hlatshwayo said, "is optics, not legality. The claim itself is spurious, legally speaking. But the narrative is toxic."

Thato said nothing. First Nation claims had constitutional weight. Not much, but enough to stall the deal.

The reality, in this specific case, was the SKA Adjacent Development Land, a vast, arid tract in the remote Karoo. The Commission would sign it over to the Maluti-Agri Consortium within days. A BEE group with the right connections. A group tied to his own career. The transfer would cement Themba Seleke's legacy.

Hlatshwayo slid a newspaper across the desk. The headline read: "The Star-Gazer's Silence: Where is Oupa Sol and the Land That Was Stolen Twice?"

"The journalist," Hlatshwayo said, "Van Wyk. Leah van Wyk. She's turned the land deal into a public spectacle. First Nation heritage. She claims the original evidence, the archive of Elder Soloman 'Oupa Sol' Links, vanished when he did—twenty years ago. She's weaponizing a ghost."

Thato picked up the article. A photograph showed Leah van Wyk addressing a crowd in a dust bowl. Wind whipped her hair. Her eyes held conviction he'd never seen in a courtroom. Worn jeans. Cotton shirt. Professional.

"She's appealing purely to sentiment, Sir," Thato said. "The current claim she supports relies solely on unproven indigenous lineage and anecdotal history. It's impossible to adjudicate outside of the existing constitutional framework. The First Nation claim has no legal standing without archaeological proof. That takes years."

"Precisely, Advocate Seleke. But she's managed to stall the Consortium, leveraging public pressure and historical guilt. The investors are nervous, the Minister is receiving calls, and Themba is getting impatient."

Themba. Thato's stomach tightened.

Uncle Themba Seleke. Anti-apartheid hero. Principal director of the Maluti-Agri Consortium. At thirty-five, Thato was the Commission's youngest senior counsel. Themba's doing. His career was Themba's investment.

Themba had mentored him since his father's passing. Master the system, Themba taught him. Enter the house, don't burn it down. Themba's house was threatened by a journalist wielding a twenty-year-old ghost story.

Hlatshwayo leaned forward. "Your mandate is twofold. Firstly, you must investigate this 'cold case' claim and the supposed archive. Find out if it exists. If it does, you must find legal grounds to discredit it—not just dismiss it—before it gains traction in court. Secondly, you must handle her. Neutralise the narrative. Get the deal signed. This is a political mandate, Thato. Understood?"

He understood.

"I understand," Thato said. "I will commence immediate formal inquiries into the original police case files and the subsequent land reclassification. I will reach out to Ms. van Wyk today to 'facilitate cooperation,' as per protocol."

As he turned to leave, Hlatshwayo said, "Remember, Thato. Loyalty is not a virtue; it is a strategy. Choose wisely."

Thato walked out. His footsteps echoed. The first step was meeting Leah van Wyk. Her eyes. Defiant.

—-
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CHAPTER 2: The Firebrand
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Leah van Wyk's 'office' was a trestle table in the back corner of a dusty community hall in Kookfontein, just outside the disputed SKA boundary. The hall smelled of weak rooibos tea, old newspapers, and sun-baked earth. Red dust coated everything—her laptop screen, her notebook, the edges of her coffee mug.

Children played outside. The perpetual rhythm of resilience hummed through the walls.

"You've woken the Vultures, Leah," observed Mama Naledi. Tiny, wizened, her face mapped by the harsh Northern Cape sun. She wore a traditional Griqua kappie, stark white against her dark skin. She leaned on the table, gaze sharp.

Leah looked up from her laptop, cross-referencing land deeds with census records. "I meant to, Mama. I wanted the noise. They thought Oupa Sol's disappearance was the end of the story. They thought the official classification of 'Coloured' was enough to erase the 'Khoisan' claim forever, making the land 'unclaimed' and easy to steal."

Mama Naledi was the key. She had been Elder Soloman 'Oupa Sol' Links' apprentice. The keeper of his stories, his last confidante. Her memory was sharper than any police report.

"The Vultures circled the land after the sun set on apartheid. Soloman called them the Vultures' Circle—the men in suits who came to feed on the remains of the old system. The new predators wear cleaner clothes, but their hunger is the same." She tapped the table rhythmically.

Leah felt the familiar surge of cold, focused anger. Every peeling paint chip, every broken windowpane in this hall was a testament to decades of neglect. Themba Seleke's generation had promised to fix these places. Then leveraged them for profit.

"The Land Claims Commission has finally reacted," Leah told Mama Naledi. "They've sent their sharpest mind: Advocate Thato Seleke. I just received his formal request for a meeting." She brought up his professional profile—impressive degrees, high-profile cases won, the Seleke name.

Mama Naledi's eyes narrowed. The older woman reached out, her hand resting lightly on Leah's arm. "He is one of Themba Seleke's people, the Consortium man. He is the velvet glove on the fist. Don't let his beautiful arguments confuse the truth."

"Then he's coming to bury the archive, not find it," Leah vowed. The thought of the man in the picture—the controlled, aristocratic jawline—sent a peculiar jolt through her. He represented everything she fought against. Yet he was formidable. She thrived on confrontation. "I'll engage him. I'll make him watch while I find that archive first. I need to know his strategy, and his weakness."

Leah composed an email to Thato Seleke's official contact, using professional cooperation language but injecting subtle challenge. She offered a meeting to "facilitate cooperation and review the historical context." She attached a non-public deposition from Mama Naledi detailing the last night Oupa Sol was seen. A deliberate provocation.

As she worked, Leah reflected on the archive itself. Oupa Sol hadn't just kept a diary; he had meticulously mapped the ancestral routes, the burial grounds, and the oral histories that proved the land had never been unclaimed. He called it his 'Star-Map'—the celestial and terrestrial coordinates of their heritage. When he vanished, the Star-Map vanished too.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
T. G. Nduna

The Lie That Stole the |

4 t:nd' and the Love 4

w»






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





