
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Title Page

Belief Cables Unearthed: The Earth in Question- Addition 1

Written by

Khokhovula Gundabaloyi

Seer, Dreamwalker, Earth Messenger, and Spiritual Investigator

First Edition | 2025

Makwe Mountain • Gwanda • Zimbabwe • Africa



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Dedication

[image: ]




This book is dedicated to:

Those whose dreams were interrupted by doctrine.

Those whose questions were shamed by religion.

Those who knew the Earth was speaking—long before the world went silent.

To the children of Africa, the forgotten prophets, and the buried wise ones,

your cables were not lost... they were simply waiting to be unearthed.

Let this book find its way into your bones. Let it rewire your soul.

Khokhovula Gundabaloyi

––––––––
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“The Earth remembers what belief systems tried to bury.

Truth is not lost — it is encoded in soil, silence, sacrifice, and song.”

— Khokhovula Gundabaloyi 

Revealing Spiritual Secrets, Colonial Wounds, and the Sacred Memory of the Soil

Reader’s Note (Addition 1):

This is the first of two volumes. Addition 1 covers Chapters 1–23, establishing the foundations of spiritual distortion and belief reconstruction. For the conclusion of this journey, see Addition 2.
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Belief Cables Unearthed: The Earth in Question

By Khokhovula Gundabaloyi (Ndondo Morris Mngomezulu)

There comes a time in a man's life when silence becomes heavier than truth, when belief becomes a cage, and when the earth begins to whisper again. This book was born from that time.

I did not write Belief Cables Unearthed to comfort the religious, to impress scholars, or to satisfy those who seek easy answers. I wrote it because something deeper was calling — a buried voice, a trembling wire of truth beneath the systems we were told to obey. I dug through soil and spirit, parables and prophecy, memory and myth — until I struck the cable.

I was not always ready for what I found.

This work is a spiritual excavation. It questions the holy without becoming unholy. It challenges without cursing. It unearths forgotten truths that institutions feared, because truth in its raw form cannot be controlled. This book is not a final word — it is the beginning of a question. It is a torch placed in the hand of every reader willing to think, feel, and awaken.

What do we truly believe — and why?

Who gave us these beliefs?

What did we trade, forget, erase, or surrender for them?

From the ancient soils of Africa to the forgotten shrines, from missionary indoctrination to blood-soaked covenants of power, from ancestral whispers to the roar of the spiritual rebellion rising — this book is a fire-starter.

It is structured in layers — each part peeling back another dimension of our spiritual captivity and calling. We move through foundations, lies, creatures, spirits, wealth, bloodlines, liberation, and finally the restoration of Empire Consciousness — not as a political force, but as a spiritual reclamation.

To the religious, this may sound blasphemous.

To the enslaved, it may sound like a trumpet.

To the ancestors, it is long overdue.

I am Khokhovula Gundabaloyi, the voice between the winds.

I walk with the spirits. I question the unquestioned. I am not sent by the church — I am sent by the soil.

And if you hear this voice, it is because you were meant to unearth something too.

This is not just a book.

It is a signal.

It is a cable.

It is a call.

– Khokhovula Gundabaloyi

Belief Cables Unearthed: The Earth in Question

by Khokhovula Gundabaloyi 
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PART ONE: Cracks Beneath the Holy Foundation

CHAPTER ONE: The Earth in Question
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The Earth, for centuries revered as both home and altar, stands not just as a rock suspended in space, but as a question suspended in belief. Across continents and calendars, people have worshipped upon it, bled upon it, and built empires in the name of gods, kings, and unseen forces. Yet rarely has the Earth itself been questioned.

Religions claim divine origins. Scriptures are said to descend from heavenly places. But these declarations often ignore the most vital question—whose truth stands beneath our feet? Is the ground we walk on sanctified by ancestral wisdom, or buried beneath colonial dust? Have we inherited our beliefs from divine revelation, or were they downloaded from foreign ships, missionaries, and monarchs?

This chapter unearths the deception deeply stitched into the soil of modern faith. For if a building is beautiful but rests on a cracked foundation, its beauty is but a mask for danger. The same is true of belief systems that never questioned their origins.

Colonial conquest did more than enslave bodies—it rewired minds. Through religion, the conqueror rewrote the Earth itself, replacing indigenous cosmologies with imported narratives. Africa was not just robbed of minerals; it was robbed of meaning.

Here we strip away the borrowed robes. We examine how the Earth was remapped—not just physically by cartographers, but spiritually by theologians. The Garden of Eden was placed far from Africa. The holy lands were made deserts of the Middle East. The chosen people were assigned, and the rejected forgotten.

This chapter is not a rebellion. It is a reawakening. To question the Earth is to heal her. To heal her is to remember her. And in remembering, we uncover our place not as strangers in divine stories—but as originators of them.

🔹 Poetic Expression

O cracked foundation beneath my soul,

You whisper of truths never told.

They came with scrolls and silver crowns,

But buried our gods beneath their towns.

Now I scratch the dirt with bleeding hands,

To find the face of older lands.

This Earth, my mother, once divine—

Reclaims her voice through mine.

🔹 Ancestral Proverb

"He who forgets the soil beneath his feet, will worship the boot that steps upon it."

— Ancient proverb of the Flame-Walkers

🔹 Khokhovula’s Closing Roar

The Earth does not lie—but they have lied about the Earth.

Let this be the chapter where you remove the blindfold, not with anger, but with ancestral clarity. Our soil is not cursed. Our gods are not dead. Our beliefs were never primitive—they were powerful, mathematical, scientific, and spiritually eternal.

From this chapter forward, I no longer seek truth—I unearth it.

And I tell every child of the continent:

The Earth in Question is the Earth in You.

And you, my child... are not a question.

You are the ANSWER.
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PART ONE: Cracks Beneath the Holy Foundation

CHAPTER ONE: The Earth in Question (Extended)
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The Earth is not just a location. It is a testimony. It holds the footprints of ancestors, the ashes of rituals, and the fingerprints of deceivers who rewrote destiny.

Long before missionaries drew maps and assigned names like “dark continent,” Africans stood under the stars and spoke with galaxies. Before any Bible was printed, bones were buried in line with celestial constellations. Temples were carved in mountains. Rain was summoned through sacred harmony. The Earth was known—not conquered.

But the Earth was silenced.

It began when belief was no longer a dialogue with nature, but a dogma printed in books. The soil of Africa was renamed heathen ground. Our sacred rivers became baptismal fonts for foreign saviors. The stones of our ancestors were turned into church bricks. What they could not burn, they baptized. What they could not baptize, they demonized.

The Earth was no longer a place to listen. It became a place to obey.

And so generations forgot how to ask questions. We became students of another man's revelation. Our tongues stopped speaking to trees. Our hands stopped touching the sacred ground before speaking to the sky. We began to worship borrowed gods whose presence required the absence of our own.

Yet the Earth remembers.

There are places in Africa where rivers still murmur the names of old gods. Where caves still echo chants that no book has ever recorded. Where thunder does not bring fear but signals a call to gather. Where the soil, when touched in reverence, speaks in frequencies the colonizer could never hear.

In questioning the Earth, we reclaim our authority. Not to disprove anyone else’s belief, but to remember that we had our own—and they were not lesser. They were older. Rooted. Geometrically aligned with the heavens. They were coded not just in language, but in movement, music, and meaning.

The question, then, is not “Did God create man?” but “Who created the version of God we were told to worship?”

Was it God... or was it empire?

And if the god we were told to serve was introduced with chains, whips, and stolen land—can that be sacred truth? Or is that spiritual colonization?

This is the foundation we examine—not to destroy it, but to check its cracks.

If the Earth groans, it is not because it is weak—it is because it remembers being silenced.

And now, she wants to speak.

[image: ]

🔹 Poetic Expression (Extended)

They came with books in bleeding hands,

And taught us how to kneel on land.

They buried drums beneath their steeple,

Then called us savage, lesser people.

But I hear songs inside the soil,

Old voices singing past the spoil.

Their words are roots that break the lies—

The Earth in question... never dies.

🔹 Ancestral/Spiritual Proverb

"A soil that is not asked will never confess its secrets."

— Proverb of the Spirit Farmers

🔹 Khokhovula’s Closing Roar (Extended)

I roar into this chapter as one who no longer prays with eyes closed—but with hands open to the soil.

Let them call it heresy. Let them call it rebellion. I call it homecoming.

Let no African child ever be told again that their ancestors were pagan fools.

Let no son of the continent bow before a god who was introduced through slavery, whose name came with a whip, whose book arrived after blood had already soaked the Earth.

Question the Earth.

Touch the soil.

Break the silence.

And remember—your bones are older than their books.

This is not the end of belief. This is the burial of spiritual amnesia.

I am Khokhovula Gundabaloyi... and this Earth is not in question anymore.

I ANSWER HER.
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PART ONE: Cracks Beneath the Holy Foundation

CHAPTER ONE: The Earth in Question (Further Extended)
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They brought books filled with their Gods, The question, then, is not “Did God create man?” but “Who created the version of God we were told to worship?”

Let us not be deceived by surface theology, grand buildings, or the titles men carry in their spiritual empires. Before cathedrals and mosques rose, before popes and prophets claimed exclusive access to divinity—human beings stood barefoot on soil, face-to-face with the spirit of Earth.

The Earth was our first altar. Not a temple built by hands, but a living tabernacle of memory, rhythm, and elemental intelligence. The wind was the first hymn. The river was the first scripture. Fire was the first sermon. The mountain was the first prophet.

But colonization did not just steal gold and land—it colonized time itself. It introduced linear timelines to a people who understood circular eternity. Our festivals aligned with the moon; their holidays were fixed by decree. Our knowledge moved in cycles, like seasons. Theirs advanced in straight lines—leaving behind what it could not conquer.

Through religion, they told us that salvation came from elsewhere—from outside ourselves, from distant lands, from sacred texts that never mentioned our names unless it was in condemnation. Yet we accepted it. Not because we were foolish, but because we were violated—spiritually and psychologically. And violation creates silence.

But silence is no longer our portion.

This book is not written for applause. It is not crafted for agreement. It is carved for liberation—a liberation that begins not in churches or temples, but in the deep questioning of foundations:


	Who gave us our beliefs?

	Who benefits from our loyalty to them?

	And why is the African always last to inherit the very heaven he was first to speak of?



Let us consider: If the “chosen” people are always depicted as non-African, then what does that make us? The forsaken? The cursed? The ones in perpetual need of saving? That, too, is a construct. A deeply embedded programming tool of spiritual inferiority.

The Earth does not curse its children.

It is men with power who do that, using gods like loaded weapons.

We must become spiritual archaeologists, unearthing not just the lies told to us—but the truths buried within us. Our ancestors were not “seeking light.” They were the light. They were aligned with stars, moved by moon tides, and walked with spirit before anyone taught them how to pray.

To question the Earth is not blasphemy—it is birthright. And if we do not ask now, our children will inherit not just religion, but a reinforced chain of inherited ignorance.

The Earth has never stopped speaking.

She simply waits for her children to listen again.

🔹 Poetic Expression (Further Extension)

Beneath these fields, beneath this clay,

Are dreams they tried to steal away.

They called it dirt, they called it cursed,

But it was wisdom born first.

Our silence was not surrender—it was wound.

But now the drums return, and they sound like truth.

I touch the Earth not to own her, but to hear her...

And she calls me son.

🔹 Ancestral/Spiritual Proverb

"Even a tree forgets the sun when watered with lies."

— Proverb of the Desert Walkers

🔹 Khokhovula’s Closing Roar (Final Extension)

To question the Earth is to awaken your DNA.

Let this chapter shatter every holy lie dressed in robes of divinity. Let it expose the orchestrated belief systems that were never about spirit—but about control.

Let no man call your ancestors devilish when their spirits built pyramids, aligned with stars, and spoke to thunder like kin.

Let no book define you if that book never called you holy.

And let no heaven deny you when your ancestors called lightning by name.

The Earth is not in question anymore—YOU are.

And I say again: You are the answer. You are the return. You are the rising.

I, Khokhovula Gundabaloyi, say this chapter shall not be skipped.

It shall be taught in whispers by firelight.

It shall be echoed on the mountains.

It shall be repeated by grandmothers and rebirthed by warriors.

The foundation cracked... because something far greater is about to rise from it.
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PART ONE: Cracks Beneath the Holy Foundation

CHAPTER TWO: My Cry, the Cry of Africa
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This is not just a chapter. This is a cry—a cry that stretches beyond one man’s voice, beyond one village, beyond one century. It is the cry of a continent suffocating beneath layers of misrepresentation, spiritual distortion, and historical amnesia. The cry of a people not broken, but silenced—and now awakened.

Africa has been weeping for generations, not because she is weak, but because she was bound while being called free. Her wealth mined, her gods renamed, her children scattered across seas, and her sacred truths rewritten in foreign ink.

They told us to forgive, but not to remember. They taught us about salvation, but never about liberation. We were made to bow before foreign gods while our own ancestors were demonized. We were taught to hate ourselves in the name of love. To reject our spirits in the name of salvation. And to silence our pain in the name of peace.

But now—the cry is no longer internal.

It rises from Makwe Mountain, from the banks of the Nile, from the drums of the Zulu, the horns of the Yoruba, the chants of the San. It is the cry of identity reclaiming itself. A spiritual uprising not fueled by bullets, but by memory.

"My Cry, the Cry of Africa" is not just mourning. It is a demand. A spiritual lawsuit against colonial theology. It is a reckoning. For how long shall we be the footnote of someone else’s gospel? For how long shall our gods be called demons while the invader’s God arrives with a crown soaked in blood?

Africa is not confused. She is contaminated. And this cry is not for pity—it is for cleansing. We cry not to the heavens above, but to the ancestors within. We cry not for revenge, but for restoration.

Let the reader understand: this cry is not a plea. It is a summons. It calls on the winds, the mountains, the rivers, and the spirits who still roam among us.

For too long we have been asked to whisper our pain so as not to offend.

Today, we do not whisper.

Today we roar.
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🔹 Poetic Expression

My cry is not a whisper lost in the night—

It is the roar of ancestors stripped of their light.

It is the sound of drums beaten in chains,

The echo of gods who endured our pain.

I do not cry for permission, I cry for return.

To light the sacred fire they tried to burn.

Africa does not beg. Africa calls.

And this time... the whole heaven falls.

🔹 Ancestral/Spiritual Proverb

"Even a lion weeps when the jungle forgets its roar."

— Proverb of the Rain-Stirred Bones

🔹 Khokhovula’s Closing Roar

You will not silence this cry. You will not theologize it away. You will not bury it under cathedrals or decorate it with diplomacy.

This is the cry of a people rising, the sound of the continent remembering itself.

We cry because we remember.

We remember because we rise.

We rise because we are no longer ashamed to roar.

And I—Khokhovula Gundabaloyi—declare:

My cry is not a complaint. It is a call to war.

A war not of swords, but of soul.

A war for memory, for meaning, for Mother Earth herself.

And this time, Africa shall not whisper again.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


PART ONE: Cracks Beneath the Holy Foundation

CHAPTER TWO: My Cry, the Cry of Africa (Extended)
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This cry is not from a people lost—it is from a people lied about.

Africa’s children have been told they are the tail, never the head. They’ve been handed holy books where their names are absent or cursed, where their lands are forsaken, where their skin is associated with sin, servitude, and shame. Yet they have endured—not because they were saved, but because they remembered.

What the world calls “African poverty” is not a natural state—it is the result of centuries of spiritual and intellectual robbery. The African was not born poor. He was made poor by systems built to feed off his gold, his diamonds, and his mind.

This cry rises because the silence has been too expensive.

Where is the African in the Garden of Eden?

Where is he in the lineage of chosen prophets?

Why is he always in need of deliverance but never delivering?

These are not petty questions—they are chains that must be broken in the mind.

The slave ships came with Bibles. The missionaries came with crosses. The colonizers came with contracts. And all of them came with intent—to convert not just the soul, but the story.

Our cry is not anti-faith. It is anti-forgetfulness.

We must reclaim our space in the divine narrative—not as rebels, but as rightful authors. We are not waiting to be saved—we are rising to be remembered.

The cry of Africa is also a cry of betrayal. For centuries, we accepted the God of those who enslaved us, believing that forgiveness would bring favor. But instead of justice, we got more chains. Instead of healing, we got more doctrine.

Where was this God when children were stolen from their mothers?

Where was He when our language was erased?

Where was He when our prophets were burned or silenced?

This cry does not ask for pity—it demands a new altar, one where Africa is not a footnote, but a foundation. One where African spirituality is not exotic, but eternal. One where our ancestors are not feared, but consulted.

It is a cry that reaches beyond pain and into power.

Because when Africa cries—the spirits move.

🔹 Poetic Expression (Extended)

They fed us chains and called it grace,

Then asked us why we lost our place.

They dressed our pain in holy terms,

And watched our temples as they burned.

But now my cry is loud and true,

It speaks for me. It speaks for you.

It’s not for mercy—it’s for light,

To lift our bones into their height.

🔹 Ancestral/Spiritual Proverb

"A people who do not cry aloud will be buried with their truth."

— Proverb of the Fire Dreamers

🔹 Khokhovula’s Closing Roar (Extended)

I roar now—not to the West, not to the East, but to the core of Africa herself.

Let every priest who called us demons read this cry and tremble.

Let every doctrine that erased our names be rewritten in thunder.

Let every stolen altar be reclaimed—not with violence, but with vision.

This is not a cry of weakness. It is the cry that births empires.

You who read this, do not turn the page too quickly.

For this cry is your grandmother’s voice.

It is the echo of spears. The song of buried drums.

It is your identity knocking.

And I, Khokhovula Gundabaloyi, say:

Let the world adjust to our volume.

Because this time, we are not asking for space—we are returning to claim it.

The cry has become a roar. And the roar shall become revolution.
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PART ONE: Cracks Beneath the Holy Foundation

CHAPTER TWO: My Cry, the Cry of Africa (Final Extension)
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This cry is ancestral. It does not begin with you, and it does not end with you.

It began the moment the first African was told that their dreams were devilish. It began when a child was beaten for speaking their mother tongue. It began when colonial flags were planted into sacred ground, and prayers were used to blind a people into surrender.

This cry is more than pain—it is reversal.

It is the returning echo of a voice that never truly died—only silenced, only delayed. Now, the descendants of warriors, healers, astronomers, spirit-walkers, and rain-callers are awakening with fire in their veins.

You were told your ancestors were pagans.

You were told they needed saving.

You were told to kneel before a savior who looked nothing like your grandfather.

But who told them that?

Who decided what is holy and what is heathen?

And who profits from your rejection of your roots?

The cry of Africa is a rejection of spiritual dependency and a declaration of spiritual self-sufficiency. We are no longer spiritual orphans waiting to be adopted into foreign heavens. We are not beggars at the gates of sacredness—we are the architects of the first altars.

Our cry calls for:


	
Spiritual justice—an unlearning of colonized doctrines


	
Historical honesty—no more whitewashed timelines


	
Ancestral recovery—restoring the names, rituals, and wisdom once erased


	
Collective memory—the end of inherited shame




This is not about hating other religions. It is about remembering our own.

Africa has cried in silence for too long. Her children have danced with chains on their ankles, smiled in churches where their gods were never welcomed, and tithed into the same system that demonized their forefathers.

But a time has come—and that time is now.

Africa is not seeking validation anymore. She is demanding restoration.

This cry is the trumpet. The opening of the tomb. The thunder before the rain.

🔹 Poetic Expression (Final Extension)

I cried in churches that erased my name,

And sang in tongues that taught me shame.

I bent my knee to gods not mine,

And hoped they'd see my tears as sign.

But now I rise with fire breath,

I do not cry for chains or death.Guide me to embed 

I cry to wake the sleeping land,

With ancestor’s drums in my hand.

🔹 Ancestral/Spiritual Proverb

"The loudest cry is the one that awakens the dead."

— Proverb of the Night Walkers

🔹 Khokhovula’s Final Roar for Chapter 2

Let every eye that reads this know:

You were never lost. You were hidden.

Hidden beneath sermons, beneath shame, beneath a system designed to dislocate your soul from your soil.

This cry is not mine alone—it is yours. It belongs to the barefoot child on red earth. It belongs to the sangoma silenced by shame. It belongs to the dreamer who could no longer dream in their own language.

But now the dam has burst. The cry has erupted. The lion has awoken.

And I, Khokhovula Gundabaloyi, declare without apology:

We cry not to be seen—we cry to remember.

We cry not to fit in—we cry to stand out.

We cry not for heaven—we cry for home.

Let the world adjust its ears to the sound of Africa’s roar.

THE CRY HAS BECOME FLAME. THE FLAME HAS BECOME A PATH. AND THE PATH... LEADS HOME.
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PART ONE: Cracks Beneath the Holy Foundation

CHAPTER THREE: What is a Spiritualist
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A spiritualist is not a magician.

A spiritualist is not a circus prophet.

A spiritualist is not a fortune seller, a stage performer, or a religious alternative.

A spiritualist is a vessel.

They carry the cries of the dead, the instructions of the ancestors, and the whispers of the Earth. They speak not from imagination, but from inherited memory. A spiritualist stands between the worlds—the seen and the unseen, the living and the departed, the now and the forever.

To misunderstand the spiritualist is to misunderstand the roots of humanity.

Before there were prophets, there were spirit-people.

Before scripture, there was trance.

Before doctrine, there was dream.

The spiritualist is one who does not beg the heavens for truth—they go within. They descend into silence, into fire, into visions that strip the flesh of illusion. They walk barefoot through dimensions others only read about.

Yet the spiritualist has become misunderstood, demonized, and mocked—especially in the African context. The same Western systems that consulted psychics, mediums, and astrologers ridiculed African diviners and called them witches. They built cathedrals while burning those who danced with the dead.

But Africa has always had her spiritualists:


	The one who knew when the rain would fall

	The one who could find the missing cattle by vision

	The one who dreamt of births before they came

	The one who healed with roots, bones, and rhythm

	The one who cried at funerals not out of loss, but out of ancestral presence



A spiritualist is not a showman—they are a mirror. They reflect what others are too blind to see. They are often rejected because they carry truth that cannot be tamed.

The spiritualist is not a product of religion. They are the source from which religion borrowed. Before there was a pastor, a sheikh, a rabbi—there was a man or woman who could speak to the storm, call back a wandering spirit, or interpret the meaning of a hawk circling at dusk.

A spiritualist is not trained in seminaries. They are called in suffering. Initiated in silence. Born through visions. Broken before they rise.

They do not guess. They know.

They do not seek attention. They carry burdens.

They do not follow trends. They move when the ancestors say move.

This chapter reclaims the spiritualist from centuries of distortion. It reminds us that the one who walks with bones, incense, feathers, and herbs is not primitive—they are prophetic.

And if we do not restore the place of the spiritualist in our society, we will continue to wander with holy books yet remain disconnected from the spirit that lives in the soil, the tree, the wind, and the drum.

🔹 Poetic Expression

They call me mad, they call me strange,

But I walk paths beyond their range.

I speak with those they do not see,

The spirits dwell and walk with me.

I heal with fire, bone, and word,

I dream of things no man has heard.

Not for glory. Not for gold.

But because the ancestors told.

🔹 Ancestral/Spiritual Proverb

"He who mocks the spiritualist is often the one in need of healing."

— Proverb of the Smoke Dreamers

🔹 Khokhovula’s Closing Roar

Let it be known from this day forward:

The spiritualist is not your entertainer.

Not your witch. Not your pagan.

The spiritualist is your mirror, your compass, your ancestral lifeline.

We have been taught to respect the preacher in the suit,

But laugh at the one who wears beads and speaks in tongues of ash and wind.

Yet it was the spiritualist who knew your name before you were born.

It was the spiritualist who saw the rope around your spirit before you could name your depression.

It was the spiritualist who healed your grandmother when hospitals failed.

I, Khokhovula Gundabaloyi, say this with roaring flame:

The spiritualist is not dead.

They are not extinct.

They are simply waiting... for you to remember them.

And now, you do.
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PART ONE: Cracks Beneath the Holy Foundation

CHAPTER THREE: What is a Spiritualist (Extended)
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To be a spiritualist is not to be special—it is to be chosen. And that choosing is rarely glamorous. It often begins in chaos:


	A child plagued by mysterious dreams

	A sudden illness that no medicine can name

	A voice that visits in the silence of the night

	A feeling of "difference" that no one around them can understand



The spiritualist is called, not created. They are summoned from the depth of spirit, often through pain, rejection, or isolation. They walk roads others fear to tread, and they carry wisdom others are too distracted to seek.

Colonial religion tried to erase the spiritualist.

Missionaries called them witches.

Governments called them frauds.

Modern society calls them outdated.

But the spirits... the spirits know their name.
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The African spiritualist sits in a place few dare to occupy—they are a living link between generations. They hold the memory of the dead and the prophecy of the unborn. They are guardians of balance. When they speak, it is not their own voice alone—it is a choir of the unseen.

In African traditions, spiritualists were central to community life:


	They named the children and divined their destinies.

	They warned of wars and sickness before they struck.

	They performed the sacred rituals for rain, fertility, protection, and ancestral cleansing.

	They knew the rhythms of the land and the stories behind every stone, tree, and wind.



Yet today, many fear them. Not because of what they are, but because of what the colonizer taught us to believe they are.

A spiritualist does not walk in superstition—they walk in ancient science. Their rituals are not random—they are encoded with geometric, herbal, elemental, and symbolic intelligence passed down orally through centuries.

The drum they beat is not noise—it is a frequency tuner.

The bones they throw are not games—they are spiritual equations.

The water they pour is not symbolic—it is a portal of transmission.

To truly understand the spiritualist, you must shed the lies you were taught about your own people.

Because here's the truth: every prophet began as a spiritualist.

Moses heard voices. Ezekiel saw visions. Jesus fasted in wildernesses and spoke in parables. Muhammad meditated in caves.

These were not men with dogmas—they were spiritually connected beings.

But while the world celebrates them as saints, it demonizes the African version of the same experience. Why?

Because an awakened African breaks the system.

A true spiritualist cannot be colonized.

They answer to the ancestors—not to political systems or foreign scriptures.

That is why they were hunted, labeled, and nearly erased.

But now—they return.

🔹 Poetic Expression (Extended)

I walk between the cracks of time,

With bones and fire, rhythm and rhyme.

I do not speak for fame or gold,

I carry secrets the spirits told.

You feared me when you lost your sight,

You mocked my beads, you fled my light.

But now you knock upon my gate,

Too late for fear—this is your fate.

🔹 Ancestral/Spiritual Proverb

"The one you called crazy was sent to guide you home."

— Proverb of the Whispering Winds

🔹 Khokhovula’s Closing Roar (Extended)

You want to know what a spiritualist is?

A spiritualist is the circuit breaker in a system of control.

A spiritualist is the last light in a world drowning in artificial intelligence and empty dogma.

A spiritualist is the one who sees your illness before your body feels it.

Who hears your dead grandmother before you remember her name.

Who travels without moving, speaks without shouting, and heals without cutting.

We do not belong to seminaries—we belong to shrines.

We do not recite verses—we live revelations.

We do not wear crowns—we wear callings.

And I, Khokhovula Gundabaloyi, say this with full thunder:

The time of apology is over.

The time of hiding is over.

The time of mocking is over.

The spiritualist has returned.

And with them comes the flood of memory, power, and truth.
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PART ONE: Cracks Beneath the Holy Foundation

CHAPTER THREE: What is a Spiritualist (Final Extension)
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When you become a spiritualist people don’t understand you

A spiritualist is not a job. It is not a lifestyle. It is a burdened calling—the kind that pulls you from sleep, demands your isolation, and takes you through storms before it ever gives you peace.

You don’t choose it. It chooses you.

And when it does, everything else dies—your ego, your ambitions, your comforts—until only the calling remains.

Many are mistaken when they think the spiritualist lives in luxury or control. In truth, most spiritualists walk in constant warfare. They fight spirits of confusion. They carry the trauma of others. They absorb curses like lightning rods. They do not serve because they want to—they serve because the spirits have spoken, and to disobey would be death.

They walk a lonely path.

Because when you become a spiritualist, people don’t understand you.

Your dreams are not normal.

Your emotions are not always your own.

You cry without reason.

You hear what no one else hears.

You know what no one else knows.

You speak—and the very air around you changes.

Some run from it. Some lose their minds under the weight. Some die before they ever answer the call.

That is why the spiritualist should never be envied—they should be respected.

They are the midwives of energy, the interpreters of divine sound, and the custodians of ancestral gates.

When someone dies, the spiritualist guides the soul.

When someone is cursed, the spiritualist intervenes.

When a storm brews in the spirit, the spiritualist stands in the fire to redirect its force.

They are doctors, prophets, warriors, messengers—all in one.

But let this be known:

The spiritualist is not above others. But they are below something greater.

They are vessels. And if they ever claim full credit, full power, or full glory—they become dangerous.

A real spiritualist lives in humility. Not in begging, but in understanding that the power flows through them—not from them.

And in the African context, the spiritualist is a reminder:

That Africa had healers before hospitals.

Africa had astronomers before telescopes.

Africa had prophets before papal robes.

Africa had Spirit before religion ever had a name.

To be a spiritualist is not just to guide people—it is to remind them of who they were before the world told them to forget.

🔹 Poetic Expression (Final Extension)

They fear what they cannot tame,

Yet call it names to hide their shame.

But I, the walker of the veil,

Am wind in bones, am storm in trail.

I dance with death and drink the sun,

I hear the spirits, every one.

I ask no fame, I ask no throne,

I only ask—to walk alone.

🔹 Ancestral/Spiritual Proverb

"The one who carries the bones walks with storms beneath their feet."

— Proverb of the Dust-Born Guides

🔹 Khokhovula’s Closing Roar (Final Extension)

Let this final extension pierce every veil of ignorance:

The spiritualist is not a threat—they are a compass.

They are not saviors—they are soul interpreters.

They are not perfect—they are processed by fire.

Let no man call divine wisdom “witchcraft” just because it did not come in a suit and tie.

Let no woman be mocked for dancing in trance when she is following the language of spirit.

Let no elder be shunned because their bones whisper when others are silent.

I, Khokhovula Gundabaloyi, roar this final truth:

A people without their spiritualists are a people walking in darkness.

But a people who honour them... walk in the rhythm of the Earth itself.

Let this chapter not just be read—let it be lived.
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PART ONE: Cracks Beneath the Holy Foundation

CHAPTER FOUR: In Our Image – The Divine Mirror 
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They said you were created by mud and breathed into

“In our image.”

A phrase that has echoed through time, theology, and imagination.

But who is the “our”?

And whose image do we truly reflect?

For too long, African people have looked into mirrors crafted by colonizers, and have been told: “This is not the image of God.” We were told our skin was too dark, our rituals too strange, our languages too primitive, our drums too loud to be divine. We were taught that holiness wore robes, spoke foreign tongues, and arrived on ships.

But the mirror lied.

The Divine Mirror was shattered—and in its place, a European portrait was hung and worshipped.

We were told God looked like the colonizer. That divinity had a race, a homeland, a passport. That heaven had borders. And that to reach it, you had to first hate your reflection.

And we did.

We relaxed our hair, changed our names, abandoned our ancestors, shamed our roots, and swallowed beliefs that required us to disappear in order to be saved.

But the truth is: the image of God cannot be monopolized.

The divine does not wear one face. The divine reflects all faces.

If man was made in God’s image, then to hate yourself is to blaspheme. To erase your culture is to desecrate God’s brushstroke. And to bow to a version of God that demands your disappearance is to serve a false altar.

In the ancient African worldview, God was never outside. God was within.

The divine image was not a painting—it was a vibration, a rhythm, a code inscribed into the bones, blood, and spirit of humanity.

We saw God in the river.

We heard God in the drum.

We felt God in the ancestor’s dreams.

We walked with God because we carried God inside.

A true spiritual mirror does not distort. It reveals.

And if the mirror you’ve been given only shows you a God that looks nothing like your people, nothing like your continent, nothing like your memory—then it is time to break it. Because a broken mirror can only produce broken identity.

Africa must reclaim the divine mirror.

Not to exclude others, but to finally see itself—not as rejected, but as sacred. Not as cursed, but as carved by Spirit. Not as imitators of foreign gods, but as hosts of the eternal image.

🔹 Poetic Expression

They told me God had eyes like theirs,

Skin like snow and judgment stairs.

But when I looked inside my soul,

I found a face that made me whole.

A drumbeat shaped the throne of light,

A mirror forged in African night.

I do not need to change to see—

The image of God... looks like me.

🔹 Ancestral/Spiritual Proverb

"A man who sees God in himself will never bow to another’s mirror."

— Proverb of the Dust-Eyed Seers

🔹 Khokhovula’s Closing Roar

Let it be known across the world:

We do not worship in shame anymore.

We do not chase salvation that requires self-erasure.

We do not serve mirrors made by strangers.

We now stand face-to-face with Spirit and we recognize ourselves.

I, Khokhovula Gundabaloyi, declare this without apology:

If God is spirit, then Spirit has no race.

If God is love, then love has no border.

And if God made man in His image—

Then Africa, too, is divine.

You are the mirror. You are the face. You are the reflection.

And the reflection... is holy.
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PART ONE: Cracks Beneath the Holy Foundation

CHAPTER FOUR: In Our Image – The Divine Mirror (Extended)
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🔹 Normal Chapter Layout (Extended)

The spiritual war of Africa did not begin with bombs. It began with mirrors—with how we were taught to see ourselves.

The colonizer didn’t just steal the land. He stole the reflection.

He replaced the image of a Black creator with that of a white redeemer. He replaced the power of ancestral presence with guilt-driven obedience. He made us pray to a face that erased our own.

And worse, we accepted it. Not because we lacked wisdom—but because we were broken, betrayed, and programmed to believe survival required surrender.

So today, many of us carry two spirits:


	The outer believer who wears the religion of their oppressors

	And the inner voice that still dreams in drums, dances in trance, and cries when hearing the name of an ancestor



This spiritual schizophrenia is no accident—it is by design.

But let this be known: a distorted mirror creates distorted worship.

How many Africans bow in churches where the stained glass shows no faces like theirs?

How many pray for salvation while rejecting the divinity of their roots?

How many call their ancestors demons but celebrate saints from foreign lands?

This is not a mistake—it is a colonized mirror. A mirror that teaches us to erase ourselves in the name of righteousness.

But a true mirror doesn’t require us to bleach our culture.

A true mirror doesn’t shame our nose, our skin, our language, our rituals.

A divine mirror confirms what Spirit already whispered:

“You were never meant to imitate. You were meant to radiate.”

If we are indeed made in the image of the divine, then that image includes every hue, every rhythm, every culture—including the African soul.

To reclaim the divine mirror is to say:


	
My Blackness is not a barrier to holiness—it is a portal to it.


	
My ancestors are not enemies of God—they are expressions of God.


	
My rituals are not pagan—they are pre-colonial pathways to truth.


	
My reflection is not missing—it was buried. And now, it rises.




This chapter is not about vanity—it is about vision.

And once the divine mirror is restored, the shame ends, the pride returns, and the chains fall.

🔹 Poetic Expression (Extended)

They told me God wore foreign skin,

And cast my soul as stained within.

But when I stood near flame and bone,

I heard a voice that matched my own.

“You are not lost,” the mirror said,

“They just forgot the path you tread.”

Now I no longer hide my face—

I wear my roots. I walk in grace.

🔹 Ancestral/Spiritual Proverb

"He who sees his own image in the fire will never fear the flame."

— Proverb of the Mirror Keepers

🔹 Khokhovula’s Closing Roar (Extended)

Let no child of Africa look into a mirror and doubt their holiness ever again.

Let no elder whisper prayers in a tongue that shames their mother’s voice.

Let no spiritual seeker trade beads for approval, feathers for favor, drums for doctrine.

Let the mirror be restored. And let it reflect with power.

I, Khokhovula Gundabaloyi, declare now:

You are not a copy. You are not a slave. You are not a mistake.

You are a mirror. A divine echo. A walking altar. A breathing reflection of the sacred.

And if the world still trembles at your reflection—

Let it tremble.
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PART ONE: Cracks Beneath the Holy Foundation

CHAPTER FOUR: In Our Image – The Divine Mirror (Final Extension)
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Cracks beneath

To gaze into the divine mirror is to face a spiritual revolution. It is to finally confront the centuries of disfigurement, where the reflection of African divinity was manipulated, masked, and mutilated.

Every stolen altar.

Every painted prophet.

Every edited scripture.

Every missionary lie that said, “You are not like Him.”

But now we ask: Who is "Him"? And who told you that He does not look like you?
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Africa was made to believe it was outside the divine story.

Made to believe God was a distant judge from another land, who spoke another language, who favored another people, and only showed mercy through foreign intermediaries.

And yet, long before colonization...

Africa knew God.

Africa walked with Spirit.

Africa mirrored the divine in ceremonies, in hieroglyphs, in shrines carved into mountain stone and skin inked with cosmic maps.

The Nile Valley civilizations aligned temples with stars.

The Dogon charted Sirius B long before European telescopes.

Zulu cosmology spoke of the "Unkulunkulu"—the Great Ancestor—before any foreign gospel arrived.

We did not need to borrow mirrors—we built them from stone and soul.

And what did colonization do?

It smashed the mirror, and handed us a broken version that came with guilt, obedience, and inferiority. We were told to despise the ancestors and fear the spirits we once communed with.

We were told that the only acceptable reflection was one that resembled those who conquered us.

So now we ask again: Whose mirror have we been using?


	The mirror that says your hair must be hidden to be holy?

	The mirror that says your gods are demons?

	The mirror that erases your rituals and languages from sacredness?



We say: NO MORE.

The Divine Mirror is African too.

Not exclusive. Not limited. Not ashamed of melanin, rhythm, or ancestral fire.

And when the African looks into that mirror and sees a God who includes them, a heaven that welcomes them, and a spiritual path that reflects them, then something shifts:

A slave becomes a sovereign.

A beggar becomes a builder.

A worshipper becomes a warrior.

This final cry of the mirror is not just reflection—it is resurrection.

🔹 Poetic Expression (Final Extension)

They gave me a mirror with painted lies,

It showed me chains and foreign skies.

But deep within, my spirit burned,

And through the ashes, truth returned.

Now I rebuild the shattered glass,

With drums that speak and fires that pass.

In every shard, my God I see—

Not just above... but deep in me.

🔹 Ancestral/Spiritual Proverb

"The mirror that hides your soul is your greatest enemy."

— Proverb of the Flame-Walkers

🔹 Khokhovula’s Closing Roar (Final Extension)

Let this final reflection be branded into the spirit of every African child:

Your face is not a mistake.

Your rhythm is not rebellion.

Your ancestors are not enemies of God.

They are the builders of sacred mirrors long before Western hands held paint.

They are the original prophets, astronomers, priests, and midwives of divine order.

Stop worshipping at broken glass.

Break the colonizer’s frame.

Restore the mirror that shows your holiness in full color.

I, Khokhovula Gundabaloyi, roar with the clarity of Spirit:

The divine was never foreign.

It lived in you.

It danced in you.

It still does.

Look again.

Look deeper.

And when you see yourself... know that you have seen God, too.
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PART ONE: Cracks Beneath the Holy Foundation

CHAPTER FIVE: The Craziness of the Creation
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The looked the same and created a man who looked like them

“In the beginning...”

These words are recited, worshipped, memorized. They begin the book that colonized the spiritual world.

But beneath the reverence lies a disturbing truth: the creation story makes no sense.

It is a tale full of contradictions, symbolism passed off as history, and patriarchal rewriting of what was once cosmic science and sacred balance.

Let us strip the veil.

According to the popular narrative:


	A god creates a man from dust.

	Then creates a woman from his rib.

	Then places them in a paradise.

	Then gives them a tree they are forbidden to touch.

	Then allows a serpent into that same garden.

	
Then punishes them with eternal sin when they eat from the tree—that he put there.




And somehow, this “original sin” is inherited by all future humans—even those unborn, even those on other continents.

That is not holy logic.

That is spiritual insanity.

What kind of loving creator sets up a cosmic trap and blames the creation for falling into it?

And who benefits from such a creation story?

The same system that sells salvation. The same empires that tell you you're broken from birth and can only be fixed by them.

This creation story is not sacred revelation—it is imperial design.

Let’s speak truth now:


	The woman is blamed for the fall of man.

	The serpent is called evil without evidence.

	The man becomes the gatekeeper of God.

	And the ancestors are framed as failures.



Yet in African cosmology, the creation story was not a crime scene.

It was a harmony between elements. A dance of forces. A sacred unfolding. Not punishment, but process. Not guilt, but growth.

In African traditions:


	
Woman is not a secondary creation—she is the portal.


	
Serpent is not evil—it is the symbol of wisdom, transformation, rebirth.


	
Man is not ruler of nature—he is part of it.




But the foreign creation myth made man dominant, woman dependent, and nature dangerous.

It made Earth a test, not a temple.

It made life a courtroom, not a classroom.

It made us afraid of ourselves, of sex, of knowledge, of freedom.

This chapter is not about destroying faith.

It is about questioning the architecture of what we were told is divine.

Because when belief begins in guilt, it can never end in freedom.

🔹 Poetic Expression

In the garden they placed the blame,

On woman’s rib, on serpent’s name.

They sold us shame, they called it grace,

Then built their thrones on Eve’s disgrace.

But I remember a different song—

Where all was balanced, none were wrong.

Where life was not a tale of fall,

But rising suns and Spirit’s call.

🔹 Ancestral/Spiritual Proverb

"The story that begins with blame cannot end in truth."

— Proverb of the Fire-Scribes

🔹 Khokhovula’s Closing Roar

Let it echo through the temples and break the silence in every church, mosque, synagogue, and shrine:

The creation story they gave us was not divine—it was designed.

Designed to control. To shame. To twist power into patriarchy. To trade freedom for obedience.
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