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Atwell Isaac, is a South African writer and independent international publisher whose stories pierce the heart of human emotion, truth, and tragedy. Known for weaving intense drama with raw authenticity, Isaac has carved a unique voice in contemporary African literature.

He first captivated readers with Nomzamo, a haunting tale. The novel explores the dark unraveling of a friendship circle after a tragic mistake. Nomzamo, the central character, accidentally kills her abusive boyfriend during her birthday celebration.

Desperate to cover her tracks and avoid prison, she commits the unthinkable  silencing her own friends, one by one. This psychological thriller delves deep into guilt, betrayal, and the terrifying lengths people go to protect themselves.

Atwell followed with Sabela: I’m White & Xhosa, a powerful coming of age story about a light skinned boy born to a Xhosa mother who dies during childbirth.

Rejected by his rural community and believed to be cursed, Sabela embarks on a soul stirring journey that takes him from the misty Eastern Cape to the city lights of Cape Town, where he uncovers the painful truth about his father’s identity and finds belonging in the most unexpected places.

Isaac’s writing is known for its emotional depth, gripping plotlines, and its fearless portrayal of South African identity, trauma, and transformation. As an independent publisher, he is passionate about telling stories that are often silenced stories from the margins, stories that matter.
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THE THUNDER OF SECRETS

Howick Falls had always carried whispers.

Some whispered of ancestors who walked through mist. Others of screams at midnight that weren’t carried by wind. But the oldest and most feared tale was never told loudly it lived in silence, murmured only in rituals and warnings. The Zulu elders called it Inkanyamba a name never to be spoken near rivers.

They said it was a giant serpent with the head of a horse and the eyes of burning rage, dwelling beneath the surface of Howick’s thundering waterfall. Only shamans and fools dared speak its name. And no one, not a single soul, had ever seen it...

Until 1933.
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THE SOUND IN THE WATER

It was a warm late afternoon in July, and the golden glow of the sun began to die behind the hills of Howick. Thando, a curious 13 year old boy, wiped the sweat from his brow as he balanced barefoot on a smooth rock at the edge of the river. He held a fishing rod his grandfather had carved for him from a stick of Wild Olive.

He wasn’t alone. His friends, Sibusiso and Jabulani, joked and tossed stones further down the stream. The bush around them rustled now and then, but the boys were used to it. This was their playground.

But Thando... he felt something.

Something was off.

It started as a low hum in his ears. Not a sound he could hear but a feeling in his skull, like the world was vibrating.

“Did you hear that?” he asked.

“Hear what?” Jabulani frowned, annoyed at being interrupted. “That... that growl in the water.”

Sibusiso laughed. “Are you fishing crocodiles now, wena?”

Thando forced a smile, but his eyes didn’t lie. He was scared. The hum grew louder in his mind a thunderous roar, submerged but furious, boiling beneath the surface. And then... The water shifted.

Not a splash. A movement. Deep. Angry. Purposeful. As if the whole river had inhaled.

The sun dipped lower. Shadows lengthened.

And then they saw it. The water in the middle of the river rose not splashed rose, as if something massive was pushing upward from beneath.

Beneath the surface... were two burning red eyes. Watching. “RUN!” Jabulani screamed, scrambling back with Sibusiso.

But Thando... he couldn’t move.

His feet felt rooted to the stone like tree roots his body frozen, locked in terror. He stared as the beast rose from the river like the nightmare of a god. Its neck shimmered with wet, slick scales the size of roofing tiles. The head it had the long, narrow face of a wild stallion, yet stretched and deformed by something unnatural. Its mane thrashed like seaweed caught in a storm.

And those eyes.

They didn’t just look at him. They looked through him.

In the distance, Sibusiso and Jabulani had vanished into the trees, screaming for help. And then just as quickly as it appeared the creature opened its mouth and let out a sound that shattered every bird’s flight. A guttural roar that cracked like thunder.

The sky above twisted.

Clouds swirled unnaturally, coiling like the creature’s own body.

And Inkanyamba soared upward.

Yes soared. Not swam. It flew, spiraling into the sky like a demonic ribbon of black and silver.

Thando fell to his knees, eyes wide, his breath caught in his throat.

Then everything went black.

When the villagers found him later that night, he was still by the river alive, but paralyzed. His lips were quivering, his pupils unblinking, his limbs stiff and cold.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
written by Atwell Isaac

EMBO

THE THUNDER OF SECRETS

INKANYAMBA

Inkanyamba it was a giant serpent with the head of a horse and the eyes of
burning rage, dwelling beneath the surface of Howick's thundering waterfall. Only
shamans and fools dared speak its name. And no one, not a single soul, had ever

seen it..

Until 1933.






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.png
written by Atwell Isaac

EMBO

THE THUNDER OF SECREIS

INKANYAMBA

Inkanyamba it was a giant serpent with the head of a horse and the eyes of
burning rage, dwelling beneath the surface of Howick's thundering waterfall. Only
shamans and fools dared speak its name. And no one, not a single soul, had ever

seen it..

Until 1933.






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





