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This is not just a book — it is evidence, testimony, and warning all in one.

Many will open these pages expecting to see a man defending himself, trying to clear his name after a public humiliation. But they will quickly discover that this story is not about defending one man — it is about defending the truth itself.

In the noise of social media, where a single clip can destroy a lifetime’s work, and where lies are rewarded with likes and shares, truth has become an endangered species. My kidnapping was not just an attack on me; it was a strike against every person who believes in speaking openly against injustice, corruption, and spiritual fraud.

If you are holding this book, I ask you to put aside every rumour, every headline, and every whisper you have heard about me. Approach these pages as if you are hearing the story for the very first time — not from the mouths of those who profit from falsehood, but from the one who lived it, survived it, and is now telling it without fear.

The events you will read about here are not comfortable. They will challenge what you think you know about our society, our leaders, our police, and the hidden world of spiritual manipulation. But the discomfort is necessary, because comfort is where corruption grows unnoticed.

This is my account, but it is also the story of a nation struggling with the weight of crime, silence, and compromised systems. Read it as a witness, and when you turn the last page, ask yourself: if it were you, would you have survived? And if you survived, would you have spoken?
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I dedicate this book to the people — not just those who stood with me, but even those who doubted me, judged me, or turned away.

To the mothers and fathers who have lost loved ones to crime, to the children who grow up in a world where the truth is often buried under fear and lies, and to every person who has been silenced by threats, humiliation, or public shame — this is for you.

When they kidnapped me, they thought they were destroying me. They thought that fear would make me bow, that humiliation would end my voice. But I carried that pain not as a personal wound, but as a burden for the people.

I took their blows, not because I am fearless, but because I know that fear in the face of injustice is the seed of oppression. I refused to keep quiet, because silence in the presence of lies is an agreement with darkness.

Jesus died for the salvation of souls. I, in my own small and human way, bore my cross in the name of truth, dignity, and the restoration of order in our spiritual practices.

To all who read these pages — may you see not a man broken by crime, but a servant who stood when standing meant danger, who spoke when silence was safer, and who carried the truth not for his own survival, but for the awakening of his people.

This book is my gift to you. It is also my challenge to you: never let fear decide the limits of your voice.

Introduction – I Took the Blow for You

There are moments in life when a person is not attacked because of what they did wrong, but because of what they dared to do right.

My kidnapping was one of those moments.

For years, I stood against fake healers, ritual killers, and the kind of spiritual criminals who exploit our traditions for greed. I spoke out when others stayed silent. I challenged dangerous lies, even when they came from those with power, money, and influence. And for that, I became a target.

When they dragged me into that roadside video — forcing me to say words that were not mine — they weren’t just attacking Khokhovula the man. They were attacking the voice that dared to warn you, the courage that refused to bow, the truth that refused to hide. They were attacking the hope that one day, our spirituality could be clean again.

The Purpose Behind the Ordeal

To the casual observer, it may have looked like a simple humiliation. To the uninformed, it may have seemed like proof of guilt. But I tell you today — that moment was a spiritual battlefield. I did not stand there as a victim only. I stood there as a shield, absorbing the blow so that the truth about their darkness could one day be told without fear.

Jesus died for the salvation of mankind. I, on my smaller scale, took the hit for the people — not because I wanted glory, but because someone had to take a stand in a world where evil thrives when good people stay silent. My pain was the price for bringing into the open what so many knew but feared to say.

The Lies They Fed You

They called it a “community intervention.” There was no community there — only criminals, rifles, and a camera. They wanted you to believe they were heroes catching a fraud, when in truth they were liars protecting their own criminal empires. They wanted to plant a seed of doubt in your mind, so that when I spoke against their rituals of blood and greed, you would not listen. They wanted to make my name toxic so that my message would be silenced.

Why This Book Exists

This book is not my defence — it is my weapon. It is the truth written in ink, not whispered in fear. It is here to dismantle the false image they painted of me. Every chapter is a brick removed from the wall of lies they built around my name. Every page is a declaration that they failed.

I am not writing to seek pity. I am writing to restore the truth — because the truth is not just for me, it is for every person who has been silenced, shamed, or destroyed by false narratives. It is for those whose stories never made it to the public because fear choked them before they could speak.

A Message to You, the Reader

You may have seen the video. You may have heard the rumours. But I ask you — read before you judge. Learn before you decide. Ask yourself why men with so much to hide would go to such lengths to bury my voice.

I survived that day not by chance, but because my mission is not finished. I am still here to warn you, still here to guide, still here to fight. They may have tried to destroy my name, but they could not destroy my calling.

This is my story. This is my truth. And by the time you close this book, you will see — the kidnapping was not my shame. It was my cross. And I carried it for the people.

The story you are about to read is not the story they wanted you to hear.

It is not the edited video they put on TikTok.

It is not the whispered lies spread in secret meetings, nor the poisonous headlines fed to a public that never saw the full picture.

This is my story — unbroken, unedited, and unafraid.

When I was kidnapped, it was not because I had stolen, cheated, or harmed anyone. It was because I had spoken a truth that many feared, and in that truth, they saw the end of their deceitful empire. I had publicly condemned rituals of wealth that demand human blood and the mutilation of innocent people. I had refused to stand with those who exploit spirituality for greed. I had told the people of Southern Africa: there is no prosperity in slaughtering your own.

For this, I was marked.

They planned it. They trapped me. They forced me at gunpoint to say words that were not mine. They made me declare myself a fake, a fraud, a liar — when in reality, my only crime was protecting the people from lies that destroy lives. And to make their crime heavier, they dragged the names of the President and the Minister of Police into their script, knowing that even the mention of such names would shake the nation and cast shadows on me.

Some watched that video and believed it. Others doubted but stayed silent.

What no one saw was the man behind the camera, the guns at my side, the threats to my life if I did not perform their script. What no one saw was the bush where they held me hostage, pretending it was the voice of “the community.” There was no community there — only criminals with a plan.

The damage went beyond me.

My children stayed over two years without going to school.

My family lived in fear, hiding from the threats that never stopped.

My name — which I had built over decades of service as a healer, a spiritual mediator, and a protector of the people — was dragged through the mud by those who profit from the very darkness I stood against.

I do not write this book for pity.

I do not write it to beg for forgiveness from those who do not even know the facts.

I write it because history has shown us that silence is the greatest ally of injustice.

Jesus died for the people — I, in my own way, faced death for the people.

Not because I wanted fame, but because I wanted the truth to remain unshaken, even under the weight of lies.

In these pages, you will see what really happened. You will see the names, the faces, the moments, and the failures — from the thugs with rifles in a public restaurant, to the police who walked away while I begged for help, to the social media platforms that gave my kidnappers a stage.

This book is not only a defence — it is an indictment of a system that allows criminals to wear the cloak of community and silence the voices that dare to speak against them.

And so I begin, with this promise:

By the time you close the last page, you will understand why I could not be silent, why I could not be broken, and why — no matter the cost — I will never apologize for telling the truth.

Author’s Statement – To All Who Still Hold Doubt

Before you turn this page and step into the heart of my story, I must speak plainly — to you who have heard the whispers, seen the videos, or felt the weight of the rumours.

I know what you were told. I know the image that was painted for you. I know how easy it is to believe the loudest voice in the room, especially when that voice comes dressed in the cloak of community concern. But loud does not mean true.

When you saw that video, you saw a moment cut from its truth and presented without its context. You saw a stage built by criminals and lit by fear. You did not see the rifles pointed just out of frame. You did not hear the threats that forced the words from my mouth. You did not witness the years of work I had done before that moment — exposing fake healers, warning against ritual killings, fighting to keep our traditions pure.

If I had been silent, I would not have been kidnapped. If I had looked away from their crimes, I would not have been humiliated. This book is not an excuse — it is the proof that my stance was worth the risk.

To the leaders whose names were dragged into that crime scene: I have not refused to apologise. But I ask — apologise for what? For being forced at gunpoint to say words I did not choose? For surviving an attack meant to bury my calling? An apology given under the shadow of injustice is no apology at all — it is surrender. And I will not surrender.

To my community: do not let the lies they planted in your mind grow into truth. Judge me not by the moment they manufactured, but by the years of work I have done and the cause I continue to serve.

To those who still doubt: keep reading. If your heart is open, these pages will remove the fog they wrapped around your eyes. If you choose to keep the fog, then understand this — your doubt is not about me. It is about your willingness to believe in truth when lies are easier to swallow.

I did not walk away from that ordeal broken. I walked away armed with the one thing they cannot kill — the truth. And I am placing it in your hands.

Prologue — The Spur, Standerton, January 9, 2023

The smell of grilled meat still clung to the air. Children laughed in the play area. Waiters moved between tables with trays of sizzling platters. It could have been any ordinary day at the Spur restaurant in Standerton. But for me, it was the moment the shadows finally stepped into the light.

I had been lured here under the promise of a radio and television interview. The people from Xoki Holdings had called again, persistent after my earlier refusal. They said they wanted my thoughts on Ukuthwala for money and the growing wave of rituals sweeping across Southern Africa. I had warned against this path so many times on radio, on television, in print — condemning the mutilations, the killings, the theft of human souls for greed. I thought I was meeting broadcasters. I did not know I was walking into the hands of hitmen.

I had a bad feeling from the start. The kind that makes your stomach tighten and your skin prickle. But I told myself I was being paranoid. I sat at my table, ordered lunch, and waited. My phone rang again — the same voice asking where I was. “At the Spur,” I said. A few minutes later, two men walked in.

They didn’t sit. They didn’t smile. They didn’t belong here. In their eyes I saw only calculation. In their hands, under jackets, I glimpsed the cold shape of rifles. One leaned in close and said, “Hurry up.” My world slowed to a pulse-beat rhythm.

They escorted me outside, where more men waited. Eight in total. Their vehicle, a Ford Ranger, was ready. My own car was taken by others. Within seconds I was shoved into the back seat, boxed in, and the barrel of a weapon pressed into my side.

“Your banking details,” one demanded. “Now.”

As the road blurred past, they took my phone, my watch, my dignity. R33 000 drained in one transfer. More demanded from other accounts. I was forced to call clients and ask for money. Even my father-in-law was pulled into this — R25 000 paid for my release. All the while, the men spoke in a strange mix of threat and uneasy respect.

One of them asked, “Why are you so heavy for us? We have never kidnapped a man and released him without spilling blood. We don’t know if we fear you, like you, or if your spirits make you untouchable.”

But untouchable or not, they had another weapon — humiliation. They forced me to sit in front of a camera and recite a script. In that script, I called myself a fake traditional healer. I apologized to the President, the Minister of Police, and the public. Every word was a knife in the truth I had spent my life defending.

That video, taken in captivity, appeared on TikTok weeks later. It spread fast — a public shaming designed to undo everything I had built. And yet, here I am. Still alive. Still speaking. Still refusing to bow to those who trade in blood and fear.

This is my story. It begins long before that day in the Spur. It begins with my birth, my bloodline, my calling — and the unshakable bond between me, my ancestors, and the truth they sent me to speak.

––––––––
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Preface

There are moments in history when a single event is twisted so far from the truth that it threatens to bury a person’s life work under the rubble of lies. My kidnapping was one of those moments. The guns, the threats, the forced video, the names of leaders thrown into the script — all of it staged to destroy my credibility, to silence my voice, and to turn the public against me. For many, that video on TikTok and the whispers that followed became their only “evidence.” It became the lens through which they saw me.

But this book is here to tear down that lens. This is not a story of a man exposed for wrongdoing; it is the story of a man punished for telling the truth. My “crime” was not fraud or deceit — it was speaking out against dangerous, inhumane rituals that some have normalized for profit. I stood against practices like Ukuthwala for money and the mutilation of human beings for so-called wealth rituals. For that, I was marked.

To those who saw the video and believed it without question — I do not blame you. We live in a time when a 30-second clip can crush a lifetime’s reputation, when public opinion is shaped in moments, not in facts. But understand this: the kidnappers didn’t just attack me; they attacked the very principle of truth-telling in our spiritual space. If they could break me, they could scare every healer, every prophet, every truth-bearer into silence.

Jesus died for the people. I, in my own way, died for them too — not physically, but in the public arena where reputation is life. I took the blows so that future voices would know that the fight for spiritual integrity is worth the cost. My name was dragged, my safety stripped away, my children’s lives disrupted, yet I remain standing. This is not the legacy of a fraud. This is the legacy of a warrior.

In these pages, you will see the truth unmasked. You will see the politics, the corruption, the silence from those who should have acted, and the complicity of systems that allowed a crime to be broadcast without consequence. You will see the reasons I was targeted, the enemies I made, and the spiritual laws I refused to break.

This book is not written to beg for sympathy. It is written to reclaim the narrative, to remove the poison from the well, and to make it impossible for the lies to outlive the truth. If you have ever believed the worst of me, I invite you to read with an open mind. If you have ever stood for truth, I invite you to stand with me now.

Author’s Note

This book is my testimony — not only of what was done to me, but of the resilience that refused to die. I did not choose to be kidnapped, humiliated, and forced into a false confession. But I did choose what to do with that pain. I chose to turn it into a record, a warning, and a shield for those who will come after me.

If you read these pages with the eyes of judgment, you may miss the truth. But if you read with the eyes of justice, you will see that every page is not just my fight — it is the fight of every ordinary person who has ever been silenced by lies.
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