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  “How fortunate for governments that the people they administer don’t think. Adolf Hitler.
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  Brontė and her father sat at the bank of the Hartebeest Dam angling for some bass, which seemed to be elusive this morning.




  




  At the age of nine, she had learned a lot from her father about fishing.




  




  Suddenly, her father let out a scream that he had caught something and he swung his tackle and out came a carp instead.




  




  The carp was caught by a hook and lure and Clement Cerwin tried to hoist it above air.




  




  Without warning, they heard a loud squawking sound above and they both looked up.




  




  “Look daddy”, Brontė pointed up into the sky “it’s a fish eagle and it wants to steal our fish’’, she said with the innocence of a child.




  




  “No baby” her father rectified “It’s not a fish eagle but a vulture”.




  




  “But…’’ the vulture swooped down towards them but missed the carp and went for her dad instead.




  



  All of a sudden they were walking in an open field in Oudtshoorn, where her father had an ostrich farm. He was holding her hand as they walked gaily and she trotted beside him.




  




  Unexpectedly, they heard a loud shrieking and they both looked up and saw a bird high above the sky.




  




  “Look daddy’’ Brontė said “it’s a flying ostrich’’.




  




  “No baby’’ her father corrected again “it’s not a flying ostrich but a vulture’’.




  




  “But…’’, this time the vulture flew very close high above their heads and Brontė let out a scream of fear. The vulture had yellow menacing eyes and its breast had fiery red dotted feathers.




  




  Its beak was very sharp as if it was a double edged sword and its wings were bat like. She could see that its claws were steel like and as it hovered above them, it was putting a show for her to take in these details.




  




  She looked around for her dad but he was nowhere to be found. She called out for him but he did not respond and as she looked up again, she saw the bird flying up towards the sun and with no effort at all it made a sudden summersault without flapping its wings and it flew back towards her.




  



  The bird opened its claws in midair as if to grab at her but before it could pounce, she felt a powerful shove and as she fell down, she saw her father again.




  




  Relief swamped over her and the bird missed its intended prey. It flew up again and this time its angry squealing echoed throughout the field.




  




  It turned towards her father with fierce determination and Brontė could not see it properly as the bird was clothed by the afternoon sun. It flew menacingly towards her father, who tried to duck out of sight but the bird was too fast. Its claws closed in around his neck and it pulled him up and away.




  




  Brontė could only watch helplessly as the giant bird whisked her father away as she lay on the grass in the field where she had fallen.




  




  All of a sudden, she saw what looked like a football come flying from the sky and it bounced on the ground and came to stop near her head.




  




  As she looked at the object, she saw that it was a severed head. Her father’s head. As she stared, the head grimaced at her and worms started popping out from all the orifices on the head.




  



  Brontė let out a powerful scream but her voice came out as a whisper. The head snarled at her and the eyes rolled back inside the head and revealed an empty eye sockets.




  




  “Daddy, daddy’’ she screamed but her voice came out as a whisper again.




  




  Brontė’s eyes flew open and she realized that she was having a very strange nightmare, one she had never had before. She closed her eyes again to take stock of herself.
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  “Agnes, wait’’ Zweli begged her.




  




  “C’mon, darling” she responded laughing “it’s those fat cakes you like to eat for breakfast’’ she said to him with love “you must exercise regularly to burn the fat’’.




  




  “Who? Me? Fat?’’ Zweli, panting, tried to look at his body while at the same time trying to catch up with his wife.




  They were having their usual morning jog along Walker Street towards Brooklyn at around 06:15.




  




  “Wait up’’, Zweli called out to her but she just gave him a short glance and increased her speed. Just before Devinish train station a car came cruising slowly beside him. A window rolled down and a polite old lady peered her head and said “excuse me sir’’.




  




  “Yes?’’ he replied, out of breath.




  




  “Can you please tell me which way to er…’’ the old lady paused, “to Mahlambandlopfu?”




  




  Zweli’s curiosity was roused and he took a closer look at the old lady and flinched with recognition. The old lady was gone and there was Agnes, his wife, at the passenger seat, grinning at him.




  




  Zweli glanced at the road ahead and saw the figure what looked like his wife still jogging intently. He looked back at the figure in the car and the woman said “what’s wrong darling?’’ and she curled her lips at him “what’s the matter? Are you seeing double? It’s me”, the woman said.




  




  Zweli stopped and tried to catch his breath. At the same time the car sped away. He looked ahead and saw the running figure disappear round a curve.




  




  Zweli was out of breath, he stopped running, his legs slight apart and he held his knees with open palms trying to get a rest, his heart beating a little faster.




  




  He felt a figure stand next to him panting as well. He looked slowly up and saw that the figure was wearing the same running shoes and tracksuits his wife wore. Relief came to his face and he stood up to look at her wonderful face, the face that always brought joy to his life.




  




  He saw the old woman who had earlier asked for directions, her eyes were bloodshot. Suddenly, they turned dark and hollow.




  




  She tried to grab at him, her fingers turning to tentacles of a hag and tried to serpentine towards his head and he let out a terrifying scream.




  




  Zweli woke up and felt beads of sweat on his face but all was dark. He tried to adjust his eyes so as to see in the darkness.




  




  “Damn he muttered”.




  




  For the past three days, he had been dreaming about his wife and all the dreams ended nightmarishly. He took his cell phone from the side head-board and looked at the time, it was 01:17. “Damn’’ he said out loud and switched on his side light and got out of bed.




  




  Agnes had been dead for three years now and he was having these dreams all of a sudden.




  




  “Was this a sign of things to come?’’ he asked himself.
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  The man with a rugby ball head woke up sated from last night’s randy excursion. He looked at the woman who lay naked next to him. He roused her, but she just wriggled her body and tried to find the sheets to cover herself.




  He knew that she would need her beauty sleep. After all, she only hit the pillow two hours ago.




  




  “What’s with these women?’’ he thought to himself. He was notorious for giving them no time to sleep at all and leaving them bruised and hurting between their thighs and yet they kept lining up for him. They kept coming for more and he never disappointed them. Some of them offered themselves to him for free.




  




  He got out of his bed and went into the kitchen and put a kettle on. He poured himself some coffee and went to the other bedroom.




  He sat down on the desk before the computer, naked. He switched it on and took the TFP7 and listened for a while but there was nothing of particular interest.




  




  He went back to the kitchen for a refill. He wondered about the NIA agent he was trailing. The man seemed careless for a secret agent. He bragged too much and his trail was easy to pick up even after losing it for a couple hours.




  




  The man with a rugby ball head was not sure if the agent did this on purpose, but he was sure that he left a lot to be desired. Of course, the agent was on a trail to solve a murder, a murder of his own wife, but he seemed clueless and careless.




  




  He would soon end up in much bigger trouble if he was not cautious, or he might disappear like others. ‘How he had managed to stay safe up to so far was a miracle’, the man with a rugby ball head thought.




  




  After disappearing from the radar for two years, the NIA agent resurfaced with an invigorated desire for revenge and had been careless in his crusade.




  




  The newspaper guy had been professional about it. He had also lost his wife but he carried himself with enough composure so as not to draw attention to himself, but this NIA agent was something else, careless.




  




  However, the man with a rugby ball head was too clever enough for that. He put two and two together and got a five. He smiled to himself and thought of how much he had invested in this particular case. He smiled at his ingenuity.




  Based on his observation, the newspaper guy was a good investigator but he himself was better, what with his police training. His whole life hung on this particular case and he treaded carefully. He was sure that his destiny would change and he would earn the respect of his peers and former colleagues.




  




  The man with the rugby ball head went back to the bedroom and looked at the figure sleeping peacefully on the bed and wondered if he should wake her up. He looked at her shapely figure inside the sheets and his loins sprung to life.




  He looked at the dressing table and saw his beloved Nokia AVJ699 Q Phone Triband Pro phone and smiled as he jumped inside the sheets and put his hand inside and felt the warmth of the tunnel between her legs 




  4




  




  Zweli went to the bathroom and poured water into the basin. He scooped the water with both his hands and splashed it on his face. He was cursing inside. The damn bad dreams were becoming an unwelcome companion and nuisance.




  




  According to the police report, his wife had been killed by a stray wild animal and they had no idea where it may have come from as all the wild animals that are in care at the Pretoria National Zoological Gardens had been accounted for. As such, a hunt was still on for this mysterious animal, and that was three years ago.




  




  He looked at his reflection in the bathroom mirror and he thought he saw creases on the sides of his eyes. He cursed again, “damn”, these dreams were aging him and his heart sunk miserably.




  




  If it had not been for the deaths of the other three police officers who had been working at the Presidential Residences he would have resigned himself to the story and theory of a wild animal being on the loose, a story that was told to the public by the police.




  




  He wiped his face and went back to his bedroom. He picked his Nokia AVJ699 Q Phone Triband Pro phone from its stand and pressed the pickup button and it came to life.




  




  He loved this phone and the fact that few people owned this kind of phone gave him more pleasure. Even Vicente Escobedo was not in possession of such a smart phone, although he worked for the National Intelligence Agency.




  




  The Nokia AVJ699 Q Phone Triband phone looks like any ordinary mobile phone in that it can dial and receive any calls. However, the phone has a built in special programme called Tele-Bug with Tele-Monitor 4000 with modular plugs for instant connection to 10 telephone numbers. It can sense voices and movement in the room and report who it belongs to.




  




  The phone also has features that connect to the numbers that are under surveillance. In order to put a certain number under surveillance, all one has to do is send a text message to the number in question and if the owner reads the message just for a fraction of 10 seconds, then their number is stored in the Monitor 4000.




  




  When the owner of the phone under surveillance makes or receives calls, the numbers at the other end are revealed to the Nokia AVJ699 Q Phone Triband. Even text messages sent and received from the number under surveillance are revealed to this smart phone, including the recipients thereof.




  




  The smart phone can keep 10 phones under surveillance at the same time without raising suspicion. The only flaw is when two such phones have the same number under surveillance, then there is no knowing and telling on the other smart phone.




  




  “Whoever has created this piece of gadget must surely be smiling to themselves”, Zweli smiled as he listened to the conversation he had intercepted earlier. This was the call the NIA agent had made to the Psychology Lecturer. He looked outside the sitting room window and saw the waning moon. He wondered if he should go and see Guru Rajesh Raghunath about the dreams he was having.




  




  Guru Rajesh Raghunath was the head spiritual teacher at the Mirriamen Hindu Temple in Marabastad. Zweli believed in building relationships unlike burning bridges.




  As such, he had built a strong relationship with Guru Raghunath to an extent that the Guru had become his own spiritual teacher and guide.




  




  He made a mental note to call the Guru first thing in the morning about the recurring dreams he was having, but right now he needed to sleep. He had a whole day before him to find the connection between the NIA agent and the Psychology Lecturer.
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  Brontė, inspectingly, ran her fingers through her entire face and she felt the rough congealed blood on her soft and supple skin. She ran them down to her neck, touching the traces of the smudges as it circuited through her chest and ending right below her left breast She lay spread-eagled and naked atop a Solomonic magick circle drawn with a white chalk in her loft apartment.




  Apartment 2b in La Place, South Street, Hatfield overlooked the street that connects the University of Pretoria and LC de Villiers Sports Ground. The late September morning sun filtered through the curtains on this glorious Wednesday.




  




  The caretaker had said “ma’am, this here is a beautiful loft you have bought for yourself”, three years ago when she came to occupy the apartment after the sale thereof was concluded.




  




  “Yeah, I’m going to love it here”, she had replied with an elated voice, more like a voice of a child who has received a toy for the first time.




  




  “Definitely”, he enthused. “You’re going to make and have lovely memories here”




  



  If only what had just happened last night could only be a bad dream and she would wake up to those lovely memories as anticipated.




  




  Her beautiful chest, with upstanding breasts, heaved with every inhaling and rested when she exhaled. Although she was very awake now, her eyes were closed but her eye-balls were moving restlessly inside her shut bushy eye-lids. The black-brown bush on her pubis was neatly trimmed by using a scissor instead of shaving them off altogether. She had a flat stomach that exhibited no stripe marks.




  




  Actually her entire body had no sign of fat marks which indicated that she exercised regularly and took great care of herself and never used any kind of weight-loss pills to enhance her shapely and trim body. Her voluptuous figure was full, with hips that pleasantly protruded obtrusively.




  Her breasts, although full, were firm and her nipples were relaxed.




  



  Her breathing was coordinated. She took long inhalation of air and kept it in her manipura chakra for a count of 6 and then exhaled without breathing in for a count of 4. Her body relaxed with every breath thus allowing her to concentrate and focus.




  




  The Solomonic circle that she lay on top of was usually concealed under her bed and was only revealed by pulling the bed up. Brontė used this circle only when she wanted to cast minor magick spells, perform rituals and conjuration, however, right now she was not performing any kind of magick. The circle also protected her when she slept at night.




  




  Brontė had slept on top of the circle the whole night for protection. There was another circle, also drawn with white chalk on the floor in the other bedroom in the loft apartment. This room was not used for sleeping therein she performed all her major rituals.




  



  Her eyes sprung open suddenly and she looked around the room and found herself lying on the cold floor of her apartment and she remembered it all.




  




  Those yellow vicious eyes stuck mostly on her mind. They were the eyes of a violent evil predator, one she had never heard about before. One she wished she will never encounter again.




  




  The demonic scowl on its face and that evil smell was something out of this world. It was from a decrepit hole of hell.




  




  She remembered the whooshing sound it had made like a giant bird from hell, the powerful hand that had struck her across the face could kill an individual instantly with just one strike and she considered herself lucky to be alive.




  




  The thing that attacked her had had a very bad breath and yet looked very human with wings and steel fangs. The thing could do with toothpaste and a bath or shower. It had a smell of death about it.




  




  She closed her eyes again in an effort to visualize and try to remember whether she might have seen the thing that had attacked her somewhere before but she could not place it. It was something from a fiction but still she had seen it and so had Vicente.




  




  “Vicente”, she called out the name but her voice was coarse probably from sheer exhaustion and fright and came out as a whisper.
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  Father Kabelo Bogatsu better known as Kay-Bee or KB by his peers and friends was a very blessed priest. He was the first priest to come out of St. Charles Lwanga in Soshanguve Block F. Both his parents were parishioners at this church. Born in 1967 in Wallmansthall, his parents came to live in Block K in 1974.




  




  He was the only child and son of Mr. and Mrs. Isaac and Belinda Bogatsu. His parents were doting on their only child and they had wanted him to become a medical specialist but to their now resolved anger and disappointment, their only son and child decided to become a Catholic priest. To their relief, he became the first priest to come from the Church and to preach and minister at the same church that he was baptized in.




  




  He later left the church under a mysterious cloud.




  However, some people suggested that he might have being having sexual relationships with girls in the church. Others said he had misappropriated the church funds. Only Father Bogatsu knew why he left. His parents also knew why he had left the church he had grown into and had loved so much. The Archdiocese placed him in the Cathedral in Bosman and Skinner Streets where he did official work for the church and from time to time he did ministerial work in churches around the continent.




  




  He was an easy man to love and he respected everyone.




  He had an extraordinary gift which was perhaps the reason that made him leave the parish.




  



  




  “I beg you, stop using the church as a cloak for your evil deeds’’, he used to preach. “Practicing witchcraft whilst also attending this church will not absolve you from burning in hell’’ he preached. Father Bogatsu was blessed with a special gift of a seer, and this made him unpopular with a selection of some worshipers who quickly fanned rumours that he was accusing them of practicing witchcraft.




  




  An attempt on his life was made by way of food poisoning but when the woman who was supposed to give him the food that was laced with poison slipped and fell, sending the poisoned food flying all over the entire room. The woman cried hysterically and told father Bogatsu the truth.




  Lies and more lies about him spread around the church and Father Kaybee decided to pack and go.




  




  This morning, Father Bogatsu was pacing up and down his chambers overlooking Bosman Street. In his right hand he was holding a Rosary, feeling each bead and the cross in his fingers. He was extremely worried this morning.
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  “Vicente,” she called out again as she summoned some strength she knew she still had and this time with more force and Brontė heard her own voice reverberate inside the apartment.




  




  Frantically, her mind started racing at 220 kilometers per hour.




  




  She raised her body from the floor and sat up with only her buttocks coming into contact with the floor and her arms wrapped around her knees and her head resting on her knees.




  




  She sat there for a while thinking hard. She stood up abruptly and raced to the portrait mirror in her bedroom and she saw the blood, which by now had become uncomfortable to her skin.




  



  She rushed downstairs to the kitchen hoping to find him there but there was no sign of him.




  




  Panic began to engulf her, she called out his name again but there was no response only echoes of her own voice.




  




  Worry tore inside her as she ran back to her bedroom and searched for her cell phone. She could not locate her own cell phone.




  




  She hastily pulled the bed back on top of the Solomonic magick circle, thus concealing it.




  




  She looked at the dressing table and there was no sign of her cell phone.




  




  She sauntered back downstairs to the bathroom and ran cold water into the basin. She took her face-cloth and washed away the uncomfortable blood from her face and body.




  



  She quickly put on a fresh G-string underwear and bra.




  Brontė took out her floral dashiki top from the wall wardrobe, which she loved most and had belonged to her mother, white Nike sport shoes and Levi’s jeans and put them on.




  




  She did not feel any hunger, only panic was eating at her very soul.




  




  She retraced her steps back to LC de Villiers Sports Ground, back to where they had been last night.




  




  “Good morning”, she said as she reached the security guard at the entrance of the Sports Ground.




  




  “Good morning madam”, the chubby security guard replied. She had a breastplate name tag that read Makhubela. “How can I help you madam?” the security guard went on.




  



  “Um err”, Brontė stuttered and stopped. The security guard looked at her with interest bordering on curiosity and inquisitiveness and this made Brontė feel uneasy.




  Brontė defiantly fought back the tears that were welling up in her eyes as her mind raced, trying to figure out what to say next. She knew that she could not relate the events of yesternight to this seemingly nice lady for fear of startling her and spreading unnecessary rumours. “I lost my cellphone near the dam last night”, she replied.




  “Where exactly did you lose your cell phone, madam?”




  the security lady asked.




  




  Her question brought relief and comfort to Brontė, thinking that maybe her phone might have been found and perhaps someone or something may have been noticed of last night’s commotion.




  




  “Uh, we were sitting by the dam just towards the High Performance Centre”, she told the security lady.




  



  “You were sitting with whom?” Makhubela asked.




  




  Hope eternal sprung up in Brontė’s eyes and her voice changed and calmed. “I was sitting with my boyfriend, have you seen him?” she asked.




  




  “You mean to say that not only did you lose your phone but your boyfriend as well?” Makhubela asked her, laughter in her eyes.




  




  “No, I mean”, Brontė said, anger and frustration rising inside of her. “Never mind, can I just look for my cellphone?”




  




  “Sure, go ahead and satisfy yourself”, Makhubela said, looking at Brontė with those laughing eyes.




  




  Annoyed and feeling stupid, Brontė shot straight to the Sports Grounds.




  



  She went to the dam where they sat last night and looked on the grounds and there were no trace of any blood or sign that there had been a struggle there.




  




  While she was searching the grounds, her mind was reliving the events of last night.




  




  Satisfied that there was no indication that people had sat on the particular space, she wandered around the dam hoping to find at least her cellphone but there was nothing there. She returned to her apartment.
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  “What do you mean the boy has disappeared?” a flustered Dr. Michael Stander asked.




  



  “The night staff couldn’t locate him after he went to take a leak last night” a pained Sister Makhafola tried to explain.




  




  “He’s just a small boy” Dr. Stander said. “He can’t just vanish from such a big hospital.




  




  “Well, sir”, Sister Makhafola tried to explain further but was cut off.




  




  “No, find him”, he said. “I don’t want any excuses. Just find him”.




  




  “We tried but he’s nowhere to be found, Sir”.




  




  “And what about the CCTV footage?”




  




  “His disappearance isn’t recorded by any of the cameras”




  




  “How is that possible? Surely the security system is functional?”




  



  “There was interference in the security system during the purported time of his disappearance” Sister Makhafola explained. “And the cameras mysteriously became blurred at around that time”.




  




  “No ways”, his voiced blazed. “No ways, a young boy his age can’t just up and go at midnight, no ways”. “Find him and I mean now”, and hung up, cursing. He could not believe what he had just heard. “Foolish idiots”, he said loudly.




  




  The boy in question had been admitted at the Louis Pasteur Private hospital yesterday afternoon following a car accident he had been involved in. His driver died instantly and the car he was in was written off as it could not be salvaged.




  




  Miraculously, the boy survived this accident with no scratch in his body and of more interest to Dr. Stander was that the ‘wonder boy’ was able to tell the names of all the hospital personnel who were attending to him even though he had never met any of them before.




  




  Of even more interest was the fact that some of the staff had no breastplates with their name tags on them including Dr. Stander, compounded by the fact that they had not introduced themselves to him.




  




  Also, another interesting development was that the boy had asked to speak to him in private and shockingly revealed the doctors’ secret. Like a fortune –teller the boy revealed to him what he thought he had suppressed for many years. But the only mystery was that the boy was 7 years old and too young to be a prophet.
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  In her search for Vicente and cell phone as well as answers to last night’s events, Bronte’s preoccupied mind did not register other events taking place around her and as such did not see the men who were following her, each separate from the other. They were both following her at a safe distance with much interest.




  




  Fifteen minutes later she stood in a queue at the Brooklyn police station waiting her turn to be served.




  



  When her turn came, she tried to relate her story to a seemingly bemused obese police sergeant who just looked at her as if she was mad.




  




  Frustration mounted within her and she wanted to punch the police sergeant but kept her temper in check. She knew that that would land her behind bars and that was not what she wanted right now.




  




  As she walked out of the police station back to her apartment she felt crestfallen and she almost cried at the treatment she had received from the police official. He did not believe her story and had called other officers to come and listen to the blab he was subjected to.




  




  “Excuse me miss”, a man’s voice called out from behind her. She turned around to find a black man standing next to a charcoal Citroёn C4 Aircross SUV parked right in front of the police station. He wore black Kurt Geiger jeans, Lacoste sneakers and a JD mercerized shirt.




  




  She pointed at her chest unsure and said “are you talking to me?”




  



  “Not to be rude to you ma’am but I don’t see anyone else around”, he said to her signaling with his right hand for her to come closer.




  




  She walked stiffly closer, not out of fear but apprehension and concern as to why this man was calling her. Curiosity took the best of her as she walked closer to him.




  




  He was dark in colour as if burned by the summer sun, she could see that the back of his hands were also dark but almost velvety. He wore a ring on his left ring finger and his arms were powerfully built as if he was a weightlifter.




  His chest, although dressed, revealed power and strength and his shoulders were so broad but beautifully built one would think he was a boxer.




  




  As she stepped closer she could see his long, almost sharp but full nose. He had strong high cheekbones and a handsomely chiselled lower jaw with an accompanying Hollywood like chin. His eyes were black with dark eye brows and lashes. He had full symmetrical lips and his semi open mouth revealed teeth that were snow white with no trace of nicotine stain.




  




  She got two metres close to him and she could smell his powerful Aramis perfume, although he did not marinade himself in the perfume it was quite alluring and sexual.




  “I’m sorry to bother you but I couldn’t help but overhear your conversation with the police official”, he said to her in a powerful but yet African accented voice.




  




  Brontė was taken aback by this because although she had been in the police station she had not noticed his presence in there. She shrugged it as an oversight purely based on the state of distraught she was in.




  




  “Er, well”, she started to say something.




  




  He cut her short by a wave of a hand and said “by the way my name is Zweli short for Zwelindaba”. He offered his hand and she took it slowly registering his looks and face.




  She did not trust him but thought it would be worth a try to hear what was on his mind. There was nothing he could do to harm her, not in front of the cop station.




  




  “I’m Brontė”, she stuttered “Brontė Cerwin”, and she introduced herself.




  




  “I know who you are”, he told her with a smile in his face.




  Surprise and alarm registered on her face.




  



  “How do you know me?” she asked with a tone of astonishment.




  




  “Would you like to sit down somewhere so that we can have a chat?” he asked her courteously, ignoring her question deliberately. “I don’t think that this is a good place to talk”, his eyes wandered around the street and where they were standing.




  




  “And what’s it that we have to talk about?” Brontė asked apprehensively.




  




  “Well, for starters”, he paused and looked fully at her face and he could see she looked haggard as if she had been at a night vigil. He stepped closer to her and spoke as if to whisper so that no one could hear him. “Well we could speak about the case you were trying to open and Vicente”, he stopped again and looked at her.




  




  Brontė’s eyes flew open and she became wide awake and alert. She opened her dry mouth to speak and Zweli put his right index finger on his lips and said “sshhh, don’t say anything”, his eyes darted around the street as if to see if someone was listening to their conversation She quickly thought about Vicente and wondered where he could be. She had tried to call his cell phone from a public phone but his number was not available. Actually she had called his number, which she had committed to memory a dozen times and still the voice told her that the subscriber was not available and she should leave a message. She had left countless messages in hope that he may call her.




  




  ‘Vicente, the man I have come to love and seem to have lost in just 2 days’ she thought to herself. He had come into her life like a space-shuttle and was gone in a blink of an eye. ‘Where could he be?’ she asked herself. ‘Did he plan all this?’ the thought struck her. ‘Did he come to me just to have a fuck and disappear?’ Many questions came flooding into her mind and now this stranger has just mentioned his name. The name Vicente was becoming synonymous with mystery and intrigue.




  




  “Please, get into the car and let’s go somewhere to talk”, he motioned to his Citroёn and broke her train of thoughts.




  




  “No, I’m not getting into your car”, she retorted fervently.




  




  “Then we can walk if you don’t mind”, Zweli said to her, his voice sounding a little edgy. His eyes skirted around the semi deserted street except for some students who were walking from the University of Pretoria, oblivious of what was going on. “It’s of mutual benefit for us to talk”, he told her more like pointing out to her. “Vicente might be dead as we speak and the more time we waste the colder the trail will become”, Zweli broke it all to her.




  




  She caught her breath willing herself not to shout out.




  “No, you’re lying. He is not dead”, she said. “No, it can’t be”, she sounded hysterical but somewhere in her soul she knew that it was all possible, that somehow this stranger might be telling the truth. The thing of last night was evil enough to kill.




  




  “Well, if you prefer to convince yourself of that possibility then I guess it would be best if I leave you to it”, he told her and took out the keys of the Citroёn C4 Aircross from his trouser pocket and pressed the immobilizer and a sharp loud tweet sounded. He opened the door and got in and left her standing there paralyzed and vulnerable.




  




  “Please, wait”, she called out agonizingly to him.
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  “I’m his mother and you can’t him keep here”, the woman had said. “Not without my permission”




  




  “Ma’am, please”, Doctor Stander said soothingly. “The boy was involved in a serious accident and we still need to keep him under observation and do some tests”.




  




  “There is no way you’re keeping him here”, the mother insisted. “I am taking my son home with me now”.




  




  “No, you can’t”, the doctor told her. “You see as a doctor, I’m bound by duty to keep him overnight and if nothing happens then your son will be released tomorrow morning but not until then”. Doctor Stander looked at the hysterical mother. “I will keep you posted if anything happens”.




  




  “Perhaps you didn’t hear what I just said?” the mother said in a raised voice, thinking that maybe the doctor was short of hearing.




  



  “Yes Ma’am, I heard you correctly but it is hospital policy to keep patients over for observation so that we can never have any comebacks”.




  




  “To hell with your policy”, she screamed. “To hell with comebacks”.




  




  “Please, just bear with us”.




  




  “Do you know who I am?” she asked him angrily, her voice shrill.




  




  “No ma’am”, Doctor Stander said calmly. “But I guess you yourself know who you are”.




  




  “Are you being insolent with me?” the woman asked him,




  




  “I am sorry, I am not being insolent. But…”




  




  She cut him short fuming, “I’m the Personal Assistant to the President of this country and I’ll make sure that I have your licence to practice revoked, you, you”.




  



  




  She could not finish because the man who had accompanied her intervened and gently pulled her to the side and softly whispered to her. He had been standing there all along and watched the confrontation between the mother and the doctor.




  




  “Now, doctor can we see him?” The man had asked after he had managed to calm the woman down.




  




  “Of course you can”, Doctor Stander politely said. “This way please” he said as he lead the way to the ward.




  




  But now the boy had disappeared without a trace and the hospital authorities wanted answers to that as much as he did. The staff that had been in charge had all fallen asleep last night during the time the boy disappeared.




  




  The CCTV had no record of him leaving the hospital and no one saw him leave including the patients in the ward, although they were all children. Only the receptionist of the ward spoke with him when he asked for permission to go to the toilet.




  



  “No, someone must have seen him leave”, Doctor Stander thought out to himself. He wanted so much to speak to the boy. He wanted to hear if the boy could tell him anything further about himself.




  




  The boy was a mystery. He had survived a deadly accident without a scratch. The boy had revealed his dark side. The dark side that Dr. Stander alone knew, the dark side he had hoped he would take to his grave with him.
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  The News Café on Burnett Street in Hatfield Square is a fully licensed trendy coffee and health shop. They offer a wide-ranging cocktail menu and a selection of wines and light meals. It has an indoor and outdoor sitting for all types of persons including smokers and nonsmokers who would like to enjoy themselves while having a meal and drinks at the same time.
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