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            "The dead are never gone.
They wait in the walls,
in rusted locks and broken clocks,
in the silence between footsteps,
and the breath we forget to take.
They linger where truth was buried,
where fire once raged and names were erased.
Not to haunt, but to be seen.
Not to scare, but to be remembered.
In places forgotten by time,
they stand watch,
until someone dares to look back."
— Old Sebokeng Saying

      

    


To the night-shift workers who keep watch while the world sleeps.

To the forgotten souls, the untold stories, and the silent halls that remember.

And to those who walk alone in the dark, but never give up the light.

––––––––
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PROLOGUE:

Before the WhispersJabu Nkosi clocked in, his boots echoing in the Numaco Steel Plant’s endless halls. The factory hummed, its pipes groaning, its air thick with oil and heat. Jabu, a quiet guard, was invisible to Sebokeng’s bustle, but his heart held Thuli’s smile, her birthday tomorrow. He checked the furnace, its glow searing, and whispered, “One more night, then home.” Fear flickered—he’d seen sparks ignored, doors locked too long. Pride kept him walking, duty to his family.Then, a scream. Fire roared, smoke choking the air. Jabu pounded a sealed door, his hands blistering, terror for Thuli drowning his cries. No one came. Silence fell, his name erased. Years later, Lefa Mobu would stand here, his heart racing, feeling Jabu’s fear like a shadow, the factory’s hunger waiting.
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​Chapter One: 
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THE FACTORY AT NIGHT

Lefa Mobu stood outside the security booth, breath fogging in the cold June air of Sebokeng. The Numaco Steel Plant loomed before him, its smokestacks clawing at the starless sky, broken windows glinting like jagged teeth in the moonlight. 

The township’s pulse—dogs barking, radios crackling, children shouting in dusty streets—faded behind, swallowed by the factory’s oppressive silence. Lefa’s new security uniform scratched his neck, its stiff polyester a reminder of his desperation. Pride battled fear in his chest, each heartbeat a question: could he survive this place? His mother’s warning echoed from that morning: “That factory steals souls, Lefa. It’s no place for your heart.”At home, her cough had rattled through their small house, each hack a knife in Lefa’s gut. Bills piled on the kitchen table—rent, electricity, her medicine—unpaid, mocking his empty pockets. 

He’d counted coins, fingers trembling, guilt heavy as stone. “I’ll make it work,” he’d promised, meeting her tired eyes, but the words felt hollow. She’d gripped his hand, frail but fierce: “Be careful, my boy. Numaco takes more than it gives.” Now, under the factory’s shadow, fear coiled tighter, doubt gnawing: was he strong enough? Pride pushed back—he was Sebokeng’s son, forged in struggle, unbroken by hardship. Lefa gripped his baton, its weight grounding, and stepped toward the booth, heart pounding like a drum.Inside, the air was thick with damp concrete and stale coffee, the walls leaning inward as if alive. 

A single bulb flickered overhead, casting jagged shadows across a cluttered desk—pens, a cracked mug, a radio silent with dust. Lefa’s fear spiked, the booth a cage, the factory a beast waiting to swallow him. He set his flashlight down, its beam weak against the dark. The logbook lay open, pages yellowed and curling at the edges, ink glistening as if freshly written. Lefa froze, doubt creeping in—he hadn’t touched it. His fingers brushed the page, cold as ice, the handwriting sharp: 2:17 AM. All clear. -J.N.Fear surged, a cold wave crashing over him. “Who’s J.N.?” he muttered, voice trembling in the silence. Was he alone? Doubt screamed: was he losing his mind already, on his first night? Guilt pricked—he should know the factory’s history, the guards before him. He flipped the pages, but they were blank, the signature a lone mark. The monitors buzzed, their screens grainy. 

Camera 6 flickered, a shadow moving—too smooth, too silent, unnatural. Lefa’s terror spiked, heart hammering against his ribs. Run, his mind begged, legs twitching. Pride held him fast: he wouldn’t fail his mother, not when her life depended on this job.He sat, flashlight trembling in his grip, duty steadying his breath. “I’m not afraid,” Lefa whispered, but his shaking hands betrayed him. The factory’s pulse thrummed through the walls, its silence alive, feeding on his fear. The shadow on Camera 6 lingered, a smudge of darkness, watching. 
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"When the factory sleeps,
the truth awakens.”
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