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The Marrow Man 


By ALFRED Nono KHUMALO 



Chapter 1: Bone Language 

The stench hit first. Metallic, wet, and wrong. 

Detective Andile Sotho stood at the edge of the old warehouse, one foot in shadow, the other on rotting floorboards. Outside, the city buzzed like nothing had changed. But in here, the air felt like it hadn’t moved in years. 

A junior constable gagged behind him. Sotho didn’t blame him. 

The body was lying under a collapsed skylight, bathed in a beam of grey morning light. Male. Late 30s. Shirtless. Eyes wide open and dry, like he’d seen something so disturbing it had scorched the panic into his face. But it wasn’t the face that made Sotho pause. 

It was the rib. 

One of them had been removed — not broken, not shattered, but cleanly cut. 

And lying neatly beside the body, placed with the kind of care only madmen use, was that rib. Pale, stripped of tissue, glistening. 

Words were etched into it. 

YOU BURIED ME. 

“Detective,” a voice said behind him. It was soft, female, and cold enough to cut glass. 

He turned. 

Dineo Moremi was smaller than he expected. Not frail — compressed. Like a spring held tight inside a cage of control. She wore a dark trench coat, boots, and black gloves. Her dreadlocks were tied back in a severe knot, and her eyes — those infamous eyes — scanned the crime scene before she even said hello. 

“I requested backup from forensics, not a ghost story,” Sotho muttered. 

She ignored the jab. Walked past him. Knelt beside the body. 
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“It’s him,” she said. 

“The Marrow Man?” 

A pause. 

“No.” She looked up. “It’s a message. Someone wants me back in the game.” 

Sotho narrowed his eyes. “Why you?” 

Dineo smiled, but it didn’t reach her eyes. “Because I profiled this exact pattern... ten years ago. 

Before the case was buried. Along with the bodies.” 
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The Marrow Man 

Chapter 2: The Second Bone 

By the time they reached the second scene, the rain had started to fall. 

Not the kind that cleans the city — the kind that turns it into something slick and secretive. Johannesburg in the rain always felt like a city holding its breath. 

Dineo didn’t speak the entire drive. Detective Sotho glanced at her more than once, trying to read her expression. But she sat still, her eyes fixed on the window, watching the blur of the wet world pass them by. 

“You ever think you’re too calm for this line of work?” he finally asked. 

She blinked. “No. But I’ve thought that about you since the warehouse.” 

He bit back a response. She had a way of poking holes in people without even trying. Maybe that’s why they used to call her The Bone Witch behind her back at SAPS. Maybe that’s why they feared her as much as they needed her. 

The second victim was found in the parking lot of an old Catholic school in Yeoville — boarded up, abandoned, forgotten like half the city’s ghosts. The body had been dumped behind the chapel, drenched in blood that the rain hadn’t yet washed away. 

Female. Mid-20s. Naked. A rosary shoved in her mouth. 

Dineo crouched again. 

“He escalated,” she murmured. 

“What do you mean?” Sotho asked, crouching beside her. 

“He’s not just removing bones now. He’s using symbols. The rosary. The school. This location... it matters.” 

She turned the body gently. Something clicked beneath it. 

A sharp breath escaped her lips. 

Another bone. 
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This time, a femur. 

It had been sharpened into a spear. Wrapped in twine. Pierced through a plastic bag. 
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