
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Book title 

Pandemonium and Hullabaloo in the Land

By Khokhovula Gundabaloyi


Copyright

© 2025 Pandemonium and Hullabaloo in the Land

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise—without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles or reviews.

This is a work of prophetic reflection and social commentary. All characters, situations, and references, unless otherwise clearly indicated, are based on real systems, structures, and spiritual truths observed in contemporary life. The author bears no responsibility for misinterpretations made in bad faith or with dishonest intent.



  	
	    
	      Also by Khokhovula Gundabaloyi

	    

      
	    
          
	      Belief Cables Unearthed: The Earth in Question

          
        
          
	          Belief Cables Unearthed: The Earth in Question

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Whispers of the Night: Messages Carried by Spirit Wind

          
        
          
	          Whispers of the Night: Messages Carried by Spirit Wind Volume 3

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          The Empire Motivational Dialogue

          
        
          
	          Pandemonium and Hullabaloo in the Land

          
        
      

      
    
    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Dedication

[image: ]




To the Elders who weep in silence,

To the children who no longer dream,

To the drums that were once sacred, now ornamental,

To the mountains still whispering beneath concrete,

To the Spirit who is being shouted over,

And to every soul, aching for silence in a world intoxicated by noise—

This book is yours.

To the Light Bearers, the Roar Keepers, the Watchers of the Sacred Fire—

We will rebuild.

We will listen again.

We will remember.
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"The voice of the Lord was never in the earthquake, nor the fire, nor the wind. But in the still small voice."

— 1 Kings 19:12

“When the drums are too loud, even the ancestors stop dancing.”

— African Proverb

"You shall know the false ones by how they market the sacred."

— Khokhovula Gundabaloyi

Introduction

Pandemonium and Hullabaloo in the Land, a bold, roaring cry through chaos, deception, spiritual disorder, and societal confusion—yet with ancestral depth and meaning hidden beneath the madness.

There is a sound that shakes a nation, and it is not the thunder of God—it is the noise of men.

Once, the world moved with rhythm, with divine order, with ancestral breath flowing through trees, rivers, and prayerful tongues. But now, we awaken to uproar. The land groans with confusion. Governments erupt in scandals, pulpits have become stages, and prophets wear microphones louder than their spirits. Silence—sacred, ancient, powerful—has fled.

This book is a cry from the bones of the earth and the whispers of the spirit world. It exposes the chaos we’ve come to normalize: the commodification of the sacred, the theatricality of worship, the digital pollution of prophecy, and the global noise of deception dressed as diplomacy. It travels through churches, parliaments, homes, timelines, and dreams—tracing the fingerprints of confusion and the fading echoes of truth.

Pandemonium and Hullabaloo in the Land is not just a title. It is a diagnosis. A lament. A trumpet. A fire in the temple calling us to stop dancing in smoke and return to the flames that purify.

Herein are the untold sermons of the Spirit, the buried wisdom of the ancestors, and the raw truth of a world spinning with loudness yet starving for listening. These chapters are not opinions—they are revelations dressed in clarity.

You will be challenged.

You may be offended.

But above all, you will be awakened.

Welcome to the book that doesn’t whisper.

It roars.
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There is a time to cry softly.

This is not that time.

This is a time of roaring confusion—of sacred things turned into slogans, of prophets reduced to performers, and of nations distracted while spiritual thrones are auctioned to the highest bidder. It is as if a spell of sound has overtaken the earth, and in its volume, the whispers of Spirit are drowned.

Pandemonium and Hullabaloo in the Land was not written as a sermon—it was born as a spiritual interruption. It is the ancestral hand tapping the shoulders of those who are asleep with their eyes open. It is the roar from the silent mountain, the echo of bones that remember order.

This book carries no neutrality.

It takes sides—with truth.

It mourns what we have lost and confronts what we have allowed.

You will journey through churches where hashtags lead prayers, governments that roar like gangs, prophets who never fast but always film, and altars where data bundles are holier than devotion. You will also hear the call—beneath it all—to reclaim sacred silence, sacred rhythm, and sacred sanity.

This is not just a book.

It is a mirror, a map, and a mourning song.

I invite you to enter with humility.

And I challenge you to leave with clarity.

Let the noise be silent.

— Khokhovula Gundabaloyi

Makwe Mountain | 2025
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Chapter 1: Pandemonium and Hullabaloo in the Land
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Pandemonium and Hullabaloo. Two words. Each thunderous. Each unruly. Each carrying in its belly the cries of nations, the sorrows of the spirit, and the fall of order in a land that once knew the rhythm of sacredness.

Pandemonium is not just a storm—it is a state of being. It is the throne of chaos erected in places where truth has been overrun by distortion. It is what rises when the people no longer remember the voice of the spirit, and when leaders no longer remember the weight of sacred responsibility. In its ancient meaning, Pandemonium referred to the capital city of Hell—where all demons gathered, conspired, shouted, and ruled. Today, it no longer belongs to mythology. It has taken its place among us, seated in our parliaments, standing behind our pulpits, shouting from our screens, and whispering from our phones.

It is a force that sweeps through the land with no mercy. In a nation, Pandemonium shows its face when presidents change but poverty deepens. When elections are a festival of promises that never touch the ground. When citizens march in protest but find no ears. When electricity disappears, clean water becomes a dream, yet the budget continues to reward the builders of bulletproof cars. Every month becomes an election year. Every day, a new appointment. But the cries of the poor echo back with no answer.

In the spiritual realm, Pandemonium is the sound of prophets who no longer hear. Leaders who walk without direction. Followers who follow without knowing what they follow. It is the sound of sacred voices drowned beneath performance, marketing, and influence. Altars still burn, but no longer heal. They glitter, but they do not guide. The covenant has been forgotten. The ancestral order has been mocked. The people have made themselves gods, but none fear the true Spirit. Truth lies trembling beneath the heels of loud and hollow voices.

Pandemonium is demonic confusion—the kind that speaks in tongues but not in truth. The kind that builds churches, yet breaks communities. The kind that sells deliverance but leaves the buyer more bound than before. It is spiritual noise designed to imitate light, confuse the weak, and gather crowds under a blanket of false fire. When materialism replaces sacredness, when everyone declares themselves divine, when ancient laws are traded for trends, Pandemonium becomes the god of the land.

But it does not walk alone.

Hullabaloo is its companion. If Pandemonium is the spiritual disease, then Hullabaloo is the distraction that hides it. It is the performance that dances while the people perish. The uproar, the drama, the spectacle—all built to shift the gaze away from what truly matters. In language, Hullabaloo has always meant a commotion, a fuss, a loud disruption. But spiritually, it is something far more dangerous. It is the smoke and mirrors that keep the chaos looking like celebration. It is the masquerade that prevents reflection.

Hullabaloo is when a minister is caught in corruption, yet escapes judgement by creating a bigger drama. When the masses forget the billions that were stolen because they're busy debating his accent, his clothes, or his clever slogans. It is when social media trends distract from human suffering. When the voice of the raped child is buried beneath hashtags and dances. When families silence pain to protect their image. When a nation forgets the dead because the entertainment is too good to stop.

It is not just out there. Hullabaloo is also in the self. It is the mind filled with every opinion but starved of direction. It is the heart that follows every voice but refuses to be still. It is the soul that scrolls endlessly, searching for something real, yet avoiding the silence where the true Spirit waits.

Together, Pandemonium and Hullabaloo form a deadly alliance. One corrupts the structure. The other masks the decay. One breaks the sacred. The other entertains the brokenness. And in the noise, the silence dies. The people no longer hear the spirit. The land forgets how to listen.

We now live in a world flooded with information, but starving for wisdom. Surrounded by noise, but abandoned by truth. The ancestors whisper, but are ignored. The prophets cry, but are ridiculed. Sacred matters have become jokes. Healing is marketed in packages. Suffering is a show. And above all, the roar of spirit has been replaced with clamor—confused, hollow, directionless clamor.

This chapter is not written to entertain. It is written to mourn. It is the drum of warning. The beginning of a journey into the chaos that covers the land. But even in the midst of this noise, the sacred remains alive. Buried, but alive. Wounded, but not dead. Waiting. Watching. Ready to return.

And so we begin, not with a greeting, but with a roar. A roar not of anger, but of truth. A roar not to dominate, but to awaken. A roar that calls back the Spirit. A roar that announces the coming of silence—holy, ancient, sacred silence.

Because where the noise ends, the healing begins.
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The Marketplace of Noise
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There was a time when speech carried weight. When a word spoken by an elder could calm a village, or a whisper from a prophet could stir the hearts of kings. There was a time when language served the sacred, when silence walked before wisdom, and when voices were used not for attention, but for instruction. That time is gone. In its place now stands a marketplace of noise.

In this marketplace, everyone is selling something. Words are for sale. Opinions are for hire. Identity is a product. Every voice wants to be heard, not because it carries wisdom, but because it fears being ignored. The sacred is drowned beneath shouting matches of influencers, experts, entertainers, and self-proclaimed saviors. The world has become a stage, but no one is watching to learn. They watch to escape.

The noise is constant. Relentless. It comes from the pulpit and the parliament, from the studio and the street. It wraps around every conversation, every headline, every prayer. Nothing is still. Nothing is quiet. The marketplace of noise rewards exaggeration. It celebrates scandal. It rewards the one who shouts the loudest, not the one who speaks the truth. It rewards the one who performs pain, not the one who heals it.

Even the spirit realm is no longer safe from this trade. Prophets compete for attention. Healers compete for fame. Sacred rituals are filmed for views. Ancestral voices are quoted like slogans, used to decorate what is no longer sacred. Noise has become currency. Silence is now suspect.

This marketplace is not bound by walls. It exists everywhere. On our phones, in our homes, inside our temples, even in our minds. It travels with us, feeds on our fears, and grows louder each time we refuse to disconnect. It promises relevance, but delivers emptiness. It offers visibility, but steals peace. And worst of all, it masks itself as meaning.

In the marketplace of noise, suffering becomes a song. A politician can make poverty poetic. A spiritual leader can turn trauma into testimony without ever addressing the pain. We perform our grief, decorate it for the crowd, and call it healing. But true healing needs no audience. It needs stillness. It needs space.

There is a reason why the ancient ones would retreat to the mountain, to the forest, to the cave. Not to be seen, but to see. Not to be heard, but to hear. They knew that power is not in loudness. It is in alignment. And alignment cannot happen in a marketplace filled with shouting.

In this age, the danger is not that we are being lied to. The danger is that we can no longer tell the difference. We are surrounded by voices, but we are starved of truth. We are praised for being vocal, even when we have nothing to say. And so we continue trading in the marketplace, selling pieces of our soul in exchange for moments of visibility.

But every marketplace has its closing hour. The noise cannot last forever. There will come a time when the performance stops, when the crowd disperses, when the silence returns. And in that silence, we will be forced to confront the question that noise helped us avoid: Who are we without the performance? What do we believe when there is no audience?

This chapter does not end with judgment. It ends with invitation. Leave the marketplace. Return to the silence. Find the voice that is not trying to sell itself. Find the voice that listens before it speaks. Find the one who does not shout, but whose words shake the earth.

Because in the end, it is not the loudest voice that will heal the land. It is the truest one.
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Spiritual Anarchy — The God of Everyone and the God of No One
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There is a crisis deeper than poverty, more violent than war, and more invisible than corruption. It is the crisis of spiritual anarchy—the collapse of sacred order, the loosening of spiritual responsibility, and the rebellion of human beings against the very principles that once guided their existence. In a land where everyone now claims godhood, there is no longer fear, no longer reverence, and no longer submission to the true Spirit.

This anarchy is not marked by visible bloodshed, yet it wounds entire generations. It does not arrive with sirens, yet its impact can be felt in every corner of the land. People now speak of their own truth, create their own morality, worship their own image, and craft a personal gospel tailored to their emotions. What once was divine has become optional. What was sacred has become debatable. God has become an accessory to lifestyles, no longer the center of them.

There was a time when the gods were feared. When ancestors were honored. When spiritual laws were not to be broken or negotiated. A time when calling upon divine names required purity, preparation, and purpose. Today, those names are worn like jewelry. People quote scripture, chant incantations, and summon spirits they neither understand nor obey. They want the power without the posture. The blessing without the burden. The crown without the calling.

This spiritual anarchy breeds confusion. In its chaos, false altars multiply. One speaks in the name of the ancestors, another in the name of angels, a third in the name of economic breakthrough, and a fourth in the name of moonlight and crystals. People no longer discern; they simply collect. A bracelet from this one, a potion from that one, a prayer from another. But a mixed altar invites mixed spirits. And a mixed spirit invites destruction.

There is no order in this anarchy. There are prophets who hear nothing. Healers who feel nothing. Priests who carry no fire. All are busy, yet none are aligned. They have built temples out of ambition, ministries out of marketing, and healing shrines out of competition. And the people, hungry for hope, eat whatever is placed before them—no matter how poisonous it may be.

The result is a nation possessed not by demons, but by noise. Sacred law is mocked. Ancestral instruction is ignored. The land is filled with practices, but emptied of purpose. It is no longer about connection to spirit, but about projection of status. Who has more followers? Who attracts more desperate people? Who can say the most impressive words in the shortest time?

This spiritual anarchy is what happens when everyone is a god, and no one fears the true Spirit. When the voice of sacred elders is replaced by young voices seeking popularity. When silence is mocked, and stillness is avoided. When people consult because it is fashionable, not because it is necessary. When rituals are performed for content, not for cleansing.

We are not merely witnessing a shift—we are watching a fall. A fall from reverence. A fall from obedience. A fall from the sacred path carved by the bones of those who came before us. And unless this anarchy is addressed, we will see temples filled with people, yet void of power. We will see spiritual activity increase, yet transformation decrease. We will see miracles on screen, but suffering in silence.

To confront this chaos, we must return. Return to the mountain. Return to the cave. Return to the altar that requires stillness, not selfies. The gods do not speak through popularity. The ancestors do not move through fashion. The Spirit does not follow hype. It demands truth. It demands alignment. It demands that we remember who holds true authority.

Because if we are all gods, then there is no God. And if there is no God, then we are lost in a universe of echoes—voices without roots, songs without rhythm, rituals without results.

But for those who still know how to listen, the true Spirit still speaks. Not through chaos. Not through competition. But through the silence that survives all noise. Through the voice that whispers beyond the shouting. Through the path that is old, yet still alive.

Let the people return to the voice that cannot be marketed. Let the temples burn down if they must, but let the Spirit rise again.

Not the god of everyone. Not the god of no one.

But the God who still waits where order was last honored.
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The Unruly March of the Self-Appointed
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There was a time when one had to be chosen. When the calling was not taken but received. When a person would wrestle with dreams, fall sick with ancestral visitations, weep in the wilderness, and suffer the tearing of old self before emerging as a vessel of spirit. That time has passed. Today, the path has been reversed. The called are silent, and the uncalled are loud.

This is the age of the self-appointed. An era where anyone can stand and say, “I am sent,” without ever being summoned. Where people ordain themselves with certificates printed at night, robes bought online, and titles invented to impress, not to serve. There are apostles with no roots, bishops with no burden, prophets with no preparation, sangomas with no initiation, and life coaches with no life experience. They march, not because they have been led, but because they refuse to follow.

In this unruly march, the sacred structure is trampled. The lines between the real and the performance are blurred. Elders are mocked. Traditions are cut short. And discipline has become outdated. Everyone wants the throne, but no one wants the wilderness. They reject the silence where character is forged. They bypass the training where patience is learned. They despise the humility required to carry true power.

The self-appointed are not content with being unseen. Their spirituality must be advertised. Every moment becomes content. Every consultation becomes a performance. Every ritual becomes a brand. They turn the journey of spirit into a campaign of relevance. Yet true calling is never loud. It begins in hiding. It matures in rejection. It bears fruit in sacrifice.

This generation of self-appointment has birthed confusion. The people no longer know whom to trust. Every street has a shrine. Every app has a prophet. Every conversation begins with, “I had a vision.” But visions without discipline are dangerous. Messages without roots are manipulative. And callings without submission end in destruction.

These self-made figures do not walk in submission to anything but their ego. They are answerable to no one. They operate without council. Their dreams are law, and their feelings are final. But spirituality without accountability is spiritual anarchy. And where there is no structure, the spirit cannot rest.

True calling is heavy. It breaks the back before it builds the name. It demands obedience to something higher. It disrupts life, rearranges paths, and demands sacrifice. It brings one to the end of themselves before it opens the door to serve others. But this is not the message of the self-appointed. They preach elevation without foundation. They want resurrection without death. They want crowns without crushing.

The land is suffering under the weight of these false marches. Sacred places are turned into theaters. Healing is confused with hype. People cry but are not cleansed. They return from consultations with oils, bracelets, or declarations, yet their homes remain cursed. Because nothing true was imparted. Only noise. Only symbols. Only performance.

And yet, the Spirit is not deceived. The ancestors are not moved by followers. The gods are not persuaded by robes. There is still a divine ledger. There is still a sacred council. There is still a spiritual standard that no marketing can override.

In the shadows of this unruly march, the truly called still exist. Quiet. Hidden. Forgotten. They do not chase fame. They carry burden. They are found in huts, in caves, on mountain paths, in silence. They still wrestle. They still bleed in prayer. They still tremble when the spirit descends. They wait until they are sent.

This chapter is a warning. Not only to those who appoint themselves, but to those who follow anyone with a title. The Spirit does not move with every drum. Not all who chant are chosen. Not all who speak with power are walking in truth. Some are leading the people into deeper darkness—dressed in light.

It is time to ask again: Who sent you? And who did you submit to when you were sent?

Because the Spirit still walks slowly. It does not march with noise. It arrives like a whisper and burns like a fire. It still calls, but only those who are willing to be broken before being used.
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The Spectacle of Suffering — Poverty Turned Entertainment
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In an age where cameras never sleep and every pain becomes a post, suffering has lost its sacredness. It has become a performance. Poverty is now a spectacle. Hunger is monetized. Desperation is repackaged as a story of resilience for the benefit of those who have never truly felt it. And in the land, the cries of the afflicted echo louder than ever, not because anyone is listening—but because suffering sells.

Once upon a time, to suffer was to journey through a sacred process. Communities would gather around the suffering to comfort, to heal, to hold. There was dignity in endurance, and privacy in pain. But today, that privacy has been stolen. Suffering has become content. The poor are not helped—they are filmed. The sick are not healed—they are used. Their struggles are documented, not for justice, but for applause.

On the stages of temples and political rallies, pain is paraded. A single mother is called forward to cry about her life while cameras flash and promises are made. A hungry child is held up as a symbol of charity while sponsors pose. A dying patient is turned into a miracle advertisement before they take their last breath. But behind the lights and microphones, nothing changes. The cameras move on. The people remain.

This spectacle is not limited to politicians. It has invaded sacred spaces. In churches and spiritual houses, testimonies are curated. A woman weeps while sharing how she was healed, but no one checks if the healing lasted. A man shouts about deliverance, but returns to the same chains after the show ends. People clap, they cheer, they sow seeds of money into moments—but leave empty. The suffering was real. The performance was not.

And yet, the audience continues to grow. Why? Because the spectacle gives hope. It packages suffering as a story with a happy ending, even when there is none. It promises quick turnarounds. Instant miracles. Sudden breakthroughs. It distracts from the slow, painful, honest work of transformation. In this world, endurance is boring. Quick deliverance is desirable—even if it’s fake.

The land is now addicted to the spectacle. We want to see others cry, to remind ourselves that we’re not alone. We want to see others fall and rise, even if it’s scripted. We want to be moved, but not changed. We want emotion, not elevation. This addiction has made us numb to real suffering. A child dies on the street and people record it. A woman is abused and it becomes a trending topic. We no longer help—we share.

What does it mean for a nation when pain becomes performance? It means the sacredness of suffering is lost. It means the healer becomes a producer. The prophet becomes a director. The people become a cast. The spirit becomes a storyline. And truth becomes irrelevant, as long as the show goes on.

There is danger in this. Because when the world tires of your story, your pain is no longer entertaining. You are discarded. Forgotten. Replaced by the next tragedy, the next drama, the next crying face. And your suffering remains, deeper than before, now carrying the shame of having been used.

But the Spirit of truth still moves in silence. It still walks among the broken, unseen and unrecorded. It still sits beside the dying, not to capture a moment, but to carry a soul. It still heals, not for numbers, but for restoration. The true Spirit cannot be staged. It cannot be rushed. It does not care for applause.

And so, we must return. We must remember that suffering is not a tool—it is a journey. It is not a spectacle—it is a passage. Those who suffer are not actors—they are sacred beings passing through fire. And that fire deserves reverence, not ratings.

If this land is to heal, we must first learn to look at suffering not with cameras, but with compassion. Not with audiences, but with action. And when the performance ends, and the lights go out, it is only love that remains. Only truth that restores. Only spirit that saves.
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Corruption and the Choir of Justifiers
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Corruption no longer hides. It sings. It dances. It smiles in the open and dares the righteous to question it. In the land, corruption is not only an act—it is now a culture. And like any culture, it has worshippers. It has defenders. It has its own choir. A choir of justifiers.

There was a time when corruption brought shame. When being caught in wrongdoing meant retreat, silence, repentance, or at least denial. But now, it brings power. To be corrupt is to be seen as clever. To manipulate systems is seen as strategy. To steal public resources and call it reallocation is considered leadership. The moral compass is broken, and the needle now spins freely, pointing wherever the wind of convenience blows.

The justifiers are not always the guilty. Many times, they are the ordinary citizens, the spiritual followers, the congregants, the family members, the admirers. When a leader is caught, they do not ask: Did he do it? They ask: Why are they targeting him? When a prophet is exposed, they do not ask: Is he clean? They say: The devil is fighting him because he’s powerful. This is the choir—trained not to seek truth, but to protect image.

In politics, corruption is explained away as compensation. “He suffered during exile, let him eat.” “They’re all stealing, at least he shares.” “It’s our turn now.” Justifications that turn wrongdoing into entitlement. Theft into reparations. Looting into loyalty. And so the land continues to bleed.

In the church, the same disease spreads. When spiritual leaders are found abusing power—sleeping with congregants, extorting the sick, selling fake miracles—their defenders sing louder. “Don’t touch the anointed.” “We must pray for him.” “No one is perfect.” And just like that, the altar is preserved, but the truth is buried beneath convenience.

Even in families, corruption is protected. The uncle who molests is kept close, “because we don’t air our dirty laundry.” The son who steals from the household is called a hustler. The cousin who frauds people in the city is admired for sending money home. There is no accountability—only silence covered in respectability. And slowly, darkness becomes the norm.

The choir of justifiers is dangerous not because they commit the crimes—but because they allow them to continue. They raise their voices to drown out truth. They dress sin in cultural pride. They cloak evil in spiritual language. They normalize what should be condemned. And in doing so, they help build a land where accountability is impossible.

The problem with corruption is not just that it takes money—it takes morality. It teaches the next generation that integrity is weakness. That success is for those who cheat smartly. That transparency is foolishness. It rewrites the definition of power and paints honesty as rebellion. A nation soaked in this thinking cannot grow. It cannot heal. It cannot survive.

But corruption has an enemy. Not law. Not policy. But truth. Truth does not shout. It does not decorate itself. It does not defend what is wrong. It exposes. It pierces. It makes people uncomfortable. That is why the choir sings so loudly—because silence would force them to hear the truth they are avoiding.

And what of the spirit? What of the ancestors? What do they say when their names are invoked to protect the corrupt? When prayers are offered on the backs of the stolen? When altars are built with funds soaked in dishonor? The spirit does not answer every call. It does not bless every offering. It does not walk with hands that have refused to be cleansed.

Corruption and spirituality cannot coexist. One will always choke the other. Where there is no truth, there is no Spirit. And where there is no Spirit, there is no healing—only noise.

The land must silence the choir. Not with force, but with return. A return to the sacred standard. A return to elders who speak with fire, not flattery. A return to leaders who fear the gods more than they love their own comfort. A return to altars that burn corruption instead of blessing it.

Until then, the choir will keep singing. The people will keep suffering. And the gods will keep watching in silence.
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The Prophets of Profit

[image: ]




Once, a prophet was a man or woman who feared no king, bowed to no gold, and stood between the people and the wrath of the Spirit. The prophet walked alone, cried often, spoke only when spoken to by the divine, and bore the burden of truth like fire in the bones. But now, the prophet has become a brand. A name to promote. A voice to monetize. A strategy for wealth. The prophet has become profitable.

This generation of prophets wears suits that cost more than the homes of their congregants. Their altars are decorated with stage lights, not sacred fire. Their words are rehearsed for cameras, not birthed in prayer. They speak in rhythms, in catchy phrases, in promises soaked in prosperity. They no longer weep before they speak. They no longer retreat to caves for clarity. They no longer seek heaven—they seek followers.

The Prophets of Profit know what the people want to hear. And they give it—every Sunday, every livestream, every retreat. They sell hope in packages. R5000 for a private session. R10,000 for a one-on-one deliverance. Prophetic oils, miracle water, sowing into breakthrough. Healing has a fee. Blessing is a product. Salvation is a monthly subscription. It is not the Spirit that leads them to speak—it is the market demand.

The poor come with their last coins, desperate for relief. The sick come with trembling hands, hoping for mercy. The broken come searching for light. And they are met with price tags. Their desperation is the soil in which these prophets plant their empires. Their pain is converted into profits. Their confusion is weaponized. It is no longer about guidance—it is about gain.

These prophets speak of cars and houses, not justice or repentance. They declare a season of promotion, not a season of purification. They anoint the wallets, not the wounds. And when someone questions them, they do not respond with humility—they respond with curses. “Touch not the anointed,” they shout. But their anointing has become a shield for greed.

In ancient times, prophets confronted kings. Today, prophets dine with them. They are invited to parties, to campaigns, to exclusive networks. They bless political rallies, attend celebrity weddings, and walk red carpets. Their allegiance is not to the Spirit—it is to influence. They have become consultants to power, not messengers of truth.

And yet the Spirit mourns. Because the true prophetic voice has not disappeared—it has been silenced. It has been hidden beneath the noise. The ones who still carry the fire are pushed to the margins. They are poor. They are ignored. They do not trend. But they still dream. They still weep for the land. They still speak when no one wants to listen.

The Prophets of Profit have created a generation that chases results, not relationship. That wants miracles without obedience. That wants to hear good news, even when the soul is rotting. These prophets tell the people what they want to hear, not what they need to hear. And for this, they are loved. Adored. Followed. Paid.

But what is the cost of this falsehood? A land where no one repents. A land where altars are full, but the heavens are closed. A land where the people dance but do not discern. A land where every voice claims to be from God, but none carry the weight of truth.

The day will come when the Spirit exposes the difference. When the noise will be separated from the voice. When the stage will fall, and only those with true fire will remain. Because the Spirit is not for sale. It cannot be bought. It cannot be negotiated. And when it moves, it does not bring profit—it brings power.

The question remains: when the gold is gone, when the crowds disperse, when the lights are off—will the prophet still prophesy?

If not, then he was never sent. He was only selling.
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The Disappearing Healers
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There was a time when a healer could be found by the river, sitting under trees, listening to the spirit of the wind. A time when they were known not by posters or social media pages, but by the quiet echo of testimonies whispered from healed mouths to listening hearts. They did not need to announce themselves—the ancestors did it for them. And when one approached them, it was with trembling, not with entitlement.

But now, they are disappearing.

Not because the gift has vanished, but because the world has become too loud for true healing to remain visible. The land has become hostile to silence. Hostile to slowness. Hostile to sacred process. We live in a time where the people want speed. They want instant restoration. They want to be healed by someone they do not respect, and to be delivered without being disciplined.

The real healers are retreating. Into mountains. Into sacred caves. Into stillness. Not because they are afraid, but because they are unwilling to compete with noise. They do not scream to be seen. They do not convince. They do not flatter. And so, in a generation where visibility means validity, they vanish from public memory—but not from ancestral history.

In their place, new faces rise. Loud, decorated, market-ready. They borrow the language of the old ones but not the discipline. They know how to call upon spirits but not how to listen. They wear beads but not burdens. They hold horns but not humility. They perform rituals with empty hands, for crowds that cheer louder than they reflect. Their shrines are modern, their prices are high, and their power is light.

This is why the sick return home worse. Why the cursed remain bound. Why the dreams do not clear, and the nightmares do not cease. Because healing cannot happen where the healer is absent. A healer is not just a person—they are a presence. They are a vessel that carries what cannot be taught or advertised. They walk with the dust of the ancestors on their shoulders. They speak with the voice of those buried long ago.

But the land has made it difficult for them to remain.

Some have been mocked by the very people they helped. Others have been threatened by institutions and systems that profit from sickness. Many have died unknown, uncelebrated, unloved. Their graves are scattered, their names forgotten, yet the roots of their power still nourish the soil of this continent. They are the nameless warriors of wellness—the ones who poured oil on wombs, who cast bones with tears, who listened before they spoke.

Where have they gone? They are in dreams. They are in visions. They are in the hands of children who are not yet aware of their calling. They are waiting for a land to remember them. To make room again for slow healing. For sacred touch. For processes that are uncomfortable but honest. For paths that take time, but never leave one the same.

We must understand: not all healing looks like deliverance. Not all healers wear beads. Not all solutions are quick. The disappearing of the healers is a warning—a sign that the land has forgotten how to honor those who bleed for others in secret.

If we want them back, we must become quiet again. We must seek not power, but cleansing. Not fame, but restoration. We must stop demanding and start listening. Because a healer does not work for applause. A healer moves where the spirit sends them. And the spirit will not send them to noise.

Let us not wait until the land is dry of help, until the people are dying with unhealed wounds, until the last true voice has turned to silence. Let us seek again—not with desperation, but with respect.

The healer will return when the land becomes ready again. When we remember that to be healed is not a right—it is a sacred invitation. And it must be received in stillness.
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Women of Fire, Daughters of Chaos
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There was a time when the woman was the fire beneath the hut, the drumbeat of the home, the whisper of wisdom behind the leader’s ear. She was the keeper of rituals, the interpreter of dreams, the protector of the family’s sacred thread. In many African lineages, it was the women—grandmothers, mothers, healers—who held the secrets of the bones, who brewed the healing herbs, who marked the timing of the moon. She was not weak. She was not small. She was spirit in skin.

But in this season of pandemonium and hullabaloo, the woman of fire has been pulled into a whirlwind of chaos. Not by accident, but by force. The world has not only silenced the sacred feminine—it has distorted it. The land that once lifted her has now placed her in positions where she must shout to be heard, fight to be seen, and often wound others to survive.

The balance has been broken.

Today, many women burn—but not with purpose. They burn with rage. With pain. With memories of betrayal, of abandonment, of being used and forgotten. They rise, but with wounded wings. They lead, but often from places still bleeding. The sacred order has been replaced with a performance of power. And in many places, feminine power is now misunderstood as rebellion.

Yes, the daughters of this era are strong. Fierce. Loud. Visible. But many are also exhausted. Their roles have multiplied. They are expected to mother, to build, to nurture, to lead, to seduce, to heal, to pray, to provide—and to do it all without showing cracks. In that pressure, many are cracking silently. They turn to rituals without direction. They chant words they no longer believe. They seek altars that offer power, not peace.

Spiritual confusion among women is not a new thing—but it has deepened. Some have turned their backs on ancestral calling because of shame or fear. Others chase callings that were never meant for them. Others have inherited spiritual burdens from their mothers and grandmothers and do not even know why they are dreaming of snakes, bleeding without cause, or feeling spirits in their wombs. Their bodies become battlefields. Their hearts, graveyards. Their eyes, dry wells.

And yet—they still rise.

Even in chaos, women are finding language. Even in disorder, they gather. They host sacred circles. They birth nations. They keep secrets the world has long buried. Many do this alone. Others do it silently. Some do it in ways the world misunderstands. But they carry the fire still.

There are those who misuse that fire—who use beauty as a weapon, who cast spells for control, who manipulate through seduction, who burn not to cleanse but to destroy. But they, too, are daughters of chaos—pulled from their divine center by the noise of the age. Their rebellion is not just personal—it is historical. Generational. Inherited.

What we are seeing is not the failure of women. It is the failure of a world that forgot their sacred place. That mocked the matriarch. That turned mothers into machines. That robbed daughters of their voice. That taught women to fight each other instead of heal together.

But the fire can return to its sacred use.

Not all women are meant to be prophets. Not all are meant to be sangomas. Some are dreamers. Some are dancers. Some are the silent roots beneath the family tree. Others are thrones for ancestral queens long forgotten. Their calling is not always loud—but it is always necessary.

Let the land remember: when a woman carries fire with no direction, the nation burns. But when she is aligned, instructed, protected, and honored, the nation is healed. Her voice becomes prophecy. Her hands become sanctuary. Her womb becomes the altar.

The chaos will not last. The daughters of this age are waking. Not to dominate. Not to mimic the madness of men. But to rebuild the sacred circle, to restore the broken drums, and to remind the land what real fire feels like.

It warms. It guides. It protects. It never burns without cause.
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Men in Shadow, Fathers in Silence
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There is a quiet collapse happening across the land—one that few speak of, yet all can feel. It is the fall of sacred masculinity. The disappearance of fathers. The fading voice of the man who once stood between chaos and his home. The silence of men who were once warriors, protectors, priests, and visionaries. And in this silence, noise has grown.

This is not the silence of wisdom. It is not the stillness of the elder who listens before he speaks. No, this is the silence of absence. Of men broken by burdens they were never trained to carry. Of men haunted by expectations they cannot meet. Of men raised by ghosts of fathers who never taught them how to love, how to lead, how to stand, or how to heal. These are men who were taught to suppress, not to speak. To conquer, not to connect. To provide, not to protect spiritually.

In this season of pandemonium and hullabaloo, men are either too loud or too lost. Some dominate in fear, clinging to power they do not understand. Others retreat into shadows—addicted, distracted, depressed. They exist, but do not lead. They speak, but do not guide. They shout, but do not shelter.

And the result? A generation that fears fathers. Sons who do not want to be like the men who raised them. Daughters who do not trust the men they were taught to admire. A society where masculinity is either feared, mocked, or forgotten. A spiritual vacuum where ancestral thrones once stood.

Once, the man was the gate. He was the spiritual eye of the home. He knew when the ancestors were unsettled. He burned impepho not because it was culture, but because he felt the shift in energy. He would sit by the fire with his children and tell stories laced with ancestral law. He would discipline not to punish, but to shape. He would go to the mountain not only to become a man, but to become a spirit-carrier. That man is rare today.

Instead, many men are now seekers of performance. They pursue money, success, sexual conquest, or spiritual positions—but not healing. They avoid therapy, mock vulnerability, and call pain weakness. They are spiritually blind but socially active. And their homes suffer in silence while they serve pulpits, platforms, or political seats.

Others carry unspoken trauma. Childhood wounds. Absent fathers. Abused mothers. Lost dreams. And because society never gave them permission to grieve, they bury it. Deep. Until it shows up as violence, addiction, coldness, or spiritual confusion. They consult too late. They cry when the marriage is gone. They seek answers after the son rebels. They carry burdens that should have been shared—but now weigh like curses.

There is also the issue of spiritual emasculation. In many homes, men are spiritually passive. The woman dreams, burns candles, leads prayer. The man is silent. Spiritually unavailable. He no longer walks into the sacred. He no longer leads from within. And when spiritual warfare comes, the household has no male spiritual gatekeeper. The enemy walks in. And the children pay the price.

But this is not the end of the story.

There are men rising again. Quietly. Deeply. They are confronting their pain. They are returning to the river. They are asking their ancestors for instruction. They are breaking generational silences. They are holding their sons and apologizing. They are weeping in secret and seeking realignment. They are not loud. But they are true.

These men are not perfect—but they are present. They do not quote scripture—they live it. They do not parade power—they carry responsibility. They are the fathers this generation forgot it needed. The husbands who heal with presence, not just provision. The brothers who cover, not compete.

The land cannot heal without its men. The home cannot rise without its fathers. The spirit cannot flow where the masculine has been spiritually exiled. It is not a question of dominance. It is a question of balance. Masculine and feminine. Sun and moon. Mountain and valley. Voice and echo.

Let the fathers return—not to rule, but to restore. Let the men speak—not with violence, but with vision. Let the brothers rise—not in ego, but in energy. The world is noisy, yes. But the silence of our fathers is louder than the noise. And until they speak again, with healing in their voice and spirit in their breath—the land will remain out of rhythm.

The time of shadow must end. The time for sacred men to step into the fire, not to burn—but to become light, has come.
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Chapter 2: Social Media Sangomas and Hashtag Prophets
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In the digital village, where likes are the new incense and comments the new amens, a strange evolution has occurred. The sacred has gone viral. The altar has been replaced by algorithms. Prophecy now fits in 60 seconds. And healing is just a post away. This is the age of the Social Media Sangoma and the Hashtag Prophet—a season where spirituality has been uploaded, filtered, shared, and often distorted.

They rise in multitudes. Some genuine. Many not. They do not wait for dreams—they wait for trends. They do not sit under the fig tree for instruction—they sit under ring lights. Their consultations are not done in candle-lit rooms filled with ancestral presence—they happen in inboxes, emojis, and video snippets with suspenseful background music.

There is nothing wrong with using technology to reach people. But there is something deeply wrong when sacred processes become content, and when the spirit is reduced to a marketing tool. The danger is not in visibility. The danger is in the dilution. The sacred cannot be rushed. Spirit cannot be reduced to reels.

These new voices speak with authority—but often without alignment. They wear beads but do not know where they come from. They speak of totems but do not know their clan. They invoke the names of gods and ancestors they’ve never submitted to. They teach others how to manifest, how to command spirits, how to light candles and speak affirmations—but they have never fasted, never been mentored, never been broken.

They thrive because the people are desperate. Hungry. Confused. And in a noisy world, anything that promises spiritual power feels like light. But not all light is fire. Some is just glitter. And glitter never burns what needs to be removed. It only decorates the wound.

The Hashtag Prophet preaches in quotes. “You’re entering your season.” “God is elevating you.” “Your enemies will see you rise.” Sweet words, but empty. There is no rebuke. No correction. No demand for repentance, or alignment, or inner work. Just declarations dressed for consumption. It is prophecy without process. Fire without fuel. Power without sacrifice.

The Social Media Sangoma offers herbs, oils, readings, sometimes even curses—all online. They perform rituals on video, film their dreams, and post photos of clients mid-consultation. Privacy has disappeared. Sacredness is forgotten. It is no longer about the journey—it is about engagement. They attract thousands. But many are just watching, not healing.

This is spiritual fast food. Easy to digest, but leaves the soul malnourished. People follow these voices, imitate their rituals, copy their words—yet remain lost. Why? Because they are consuming spirit like content, not living it as truth.

True calling is never glamorous. It is heavy. It is ugly. It involves vomiting, crying, losing, breaking, surrendering. It cannot be packaged neatly. It cannot be taught in a single post. And it definitely cannot be performed for views.

Yes, the digital world has opened doors. But we must ask: what is walking through those doors? Is it spirit, or spectacle? Is it instruction, or influence? Is it sacred, or just popular?

Not all who post are fakes. Some are sent. Some are pure. But you will know them not by their editing—but by the way your soul feels when they speak. Real spirit unsettles. It convicts. It awakens. It does not just excite. And it never calls attention to itself, but to the work that must be done.

The ancestors are not fooled by followers. The gods are not impressed by digital reach. What matters is alignment, obedience, and truth. If a message can go viral and bring transformation, so be it. But if a message only entertains, yet leaves the people in bondage, then it is noise—another chapter in the great hullabaloo.

We must discern the difference.

Because the voice of the true ones may not trend—but it will thunder through your dreams at night. It may not go viral—but it will pierce your spirit. It may not comment back—but it will follow you into prayer, into healing, into the wilderness of self.

May the real ones rise again. Quietly. Steadily. Without the pressure to perform.

May spirit return to the sacred path—not just the screen.
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Cults, Puppets, and Political Witchcraft
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The line between sacred leadership and spiritual manipulation has grown thin. In the land of pandemonium and hullabaloo, people are no longer led—they are owned. They are not guided—they are controlled. And what was once a community of the spirit has become a cult. What was once a servant of the people has become a puppeteer. What was once prayer has become political witchcraft.

The cult does not always begin as evil. It begins as promise. A charismatic voice. A spiritual teacher. A prophet with accuracy. A healer with results. And the people gather, hungry for hope. They gather with dreams in their hands, pain in their hearts, and faith on their shoulders. But somewhere along the way, the altar is replaced with a throne.

The spiritual leader becomes untouchable. His word replaces that of the ancestors. Her voice becomes louder than the gods. They claim exclusive access to heaven. They curse those who leave. They demand loyalty over truth. They isolate followers from families, from old beliefs, from personal thought. And by the time the people realize what they’ve entered—it is too late. The spirit of the cult is now their home.

Cults are not always marked by robes or compounds. Some look like churches. Others look like political movements. Some operate through WhatsApp groups and livestreams. But the sign is always the same: you may enter freely, but you cannot leave freely. You are asked to surrender more than you were told. Your money. Your time. Your mind. Your soul.
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