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Note to the Reader

This book is not written to fight the world,

nor to convince or convert.

It is not here to answer every question,

or to give you a new belief to wear.

It is here to invite you 

back into yourself.

You may not find the answers you were looking for,

but you may hear something deeper:

your own truth echoing beneath the noise.

This book is not a debate.

It is a reflection.

It is not against anyone.

It is for the soul that listens.

Read with stillness.

Read with honesty.

Read not to argue,

but to remember.

Opening lines 

> Before we bowed to the cross,

we bowed to the fire.

Before we folded hands in prayer,

we called the river by name.

Before we read the word,

we listened to the wind.

This is not rebellion.

It is remembrance.
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Chapter 1: When Spirit Had No Name
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> We did not need to be told that God exists.

We lived with the wind and knew.

Before they gave it a name,

we called it umoya, the breath,

the spirit that moved through all things.

We did not kneel to learn holiness.

We were born with dust on our skin

and that was enough.

There was a time not too far behind us when our people lived in rhythm with the unseen.

They did not say, “I am spiritual.”

They simply were.

They did not say, “I believe in God.”

They listened to the rain,

read the fire,

saw dreams as letters,

felt sickness as a message,

and trusted death as a return.

There was no need to define the divine 

because the divine was not outside of them.

Spirit was not taught. It was inherited.

A newborn would cry, and the elders would say,

“The ancestors have returned.”

A dream would arrive, and they would say,

“You have been visited. Prepare.”

A sudden sickness would not always call for a doctor 

but for snuff, imphepho, water, and words whispered into the bones.

They knew how to speak to rivers.

They knew how to ask the trees.

They knew how to carry the silence.

This wasn’t magic.

This wasn’t superstition.

This was memory passed through blood 

through the hum of drumbeats,

the smoke of cleansing fires,

and the hands of grandmothers who never read a Bible

but knew how to resurrect spirit from ash.

But then, spirit was renamed.

The missionaries came.

With paper, with prayer,

and with fear dressed as salvation.

They did not understand what they saw.

So they called it evil.

They called our healers witches.

They called our altars demonic.

They burned what they could not translate.

And we  the grandchildren of this invasion 

we inherited the confusion.

> But now, something in us is stirring again.

The blood remembers.

The bones speak.

The spirit is not dead it was only waiting.

This is not a call to abandon what you know.

This is a call to remember what was taken.

To ask:

Who were we before the Bible?

Who prayed for us before missionaries?

What did we lose in the trade of God for guilt, and spirit for shame?
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This book is not an answer.

It is a return.
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Chapter 2: The Path of Bone and Fire
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> Before the cross,

there was the circle.

Before the Amen,

there was silence.

Before God had a face,

Spirit had many voices.

We were not faithless people.

Our faith just didn’t come with a book.

It came with dreams. It came with bones thrown onto skins stretched over earth. It came with the way a child looked at a storm, or the way a grandmother’s hands trembled before news arrived.

We walked barefoot not because we were poor,

but because we knew the land had ears.

You could not trample on what listens.

How Did We Know What We Knew?

We were not taught to fast 

we simply knew when the stomach refused food,

it was the soul that wanted to speak.

We did not call them “visions” 

they were visits.

We did not say “God told me” 

we would say,

> “The ancestors came last night.”

“I saw a snake by the door.”

“My dreams are no longer mine.”

Our rituals were not performances 

they were conversations.

We would cleanse with water,

smoke the air with imphepho,

whisper names to call back the spirit that had been scared away.

The Healer Was The Library

The sangoma did not need research.

They did not Google anything.

They sat by the river,

watched the flames dance,

spoke to trees,

and remembered the songs of their forebears.

When someone was sick, they didn’t ask,

“What is the symptom?”

They asked,

> “What was the last thing you dreamt?”

“Who have you not forgiven?”

“What is trying to return to you?”

They healed not only the body,

but the story trapped in the bones.

> In their world, disease was not an enemy.

It was a messenger.

So they didn’t fight it first 

they listened.

They didn’t suppress symptoms 

they asked the river,

"What must we give back?"

And Then... We Forgot

We were told that the snake was evil.

But no one asked: Then why does it appear in every dream of awakening?

We were told not to talk to the dead.

But no one asked: Then why do they keep visiting us?

We were told our silence meant ignorance.

But we knew:

> “A loud voice doesn’t mean truth.

Sometimes, truth walks barefoot and says nothing at all.”

This Is Not Nostalgia. This Is A Call.

You, reader 

You are not here by accident.

You didn’t open this book because you were curious.

You opened it because something ancient in you wants to be seen.

Let it be seen.

Let this be the book that returns your spirit to its original frequency.

Not Christian.

Not Pagan.

Not Western.

Not performative.

Just true.
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Chapter 3: Before There Was a Name for God
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Before missionaries arrived,

before temples, texts, and robes 

there was breath.

And rhythm.

And the smell of the earth after rain.

We did not call it “God.”

We called it umoya the wind, the spirit,

felt in the rustling leaves,

heard in the bones of the drum,

seen in the dance of firelight on brown skin.

Our ancestors didn’t need books.

They read the stars, the cracks in the soil,

the way cattle turned their heads

before a death or a storm.

They didn’t need priests.

They became vessels.

When a child was born with sight beyond sight,

they were not diagnosed 

they were initiated.

When the old spoke,

they didn’t quote prophets from foreign lands 

they quoted silence,

dreams,

and the way water curved

when poured from a calabash.

Spirituality was not separate from life.

It was the life.

The planting of seed was a prayer.

So was the birth of a goat,

the cracking of maize over fire,

the humming of a mother while braiding her daughter’s hair.

We were not lost.

We were in tune.

But then came the erasure.

They brought names we couldn’t pronounce,

and gods who looked nothing like us.

They said ours were demons

because they didn’t understand

the language of the ancestors

echoing through our bones.

They came with promises of heaven,

but they took the land

and told us we’d be rewarded later

if we obeyed now.

We were told to forget our way 

and we almost did.

But the bones remembered.

The fire remembered.

The dreams never stopped.

And now,

you  reader, seeker, child of forgotten altars 

you are remembering.

You are not starting a journey.

You are returning to one.
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Chapter 4: The Spirit Was Not Taught, It Was Caught
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We didn’t learn spirituality.

We absorbed it 

through smoke,

through dance,

through the trembling voice of a grandmother

as she told the story of a night the moon turned red.

You didn’t need permission to be spiritual.

You just needed to be present.

A child would feel a shadow pass

and run to the elders 

not out of fear,

but because they knew

the unseen walked beside the living.

When someone passed on,

they didn’t leave 

they arrived somewhere else.

And we talked to them.

We fed them.

We called their names.

We asked for their wisdom before we acted.

Our ancestors did not speak of “afterlife”

because they knew life never ended 

it only shifted form.

Ceremonies were not performances.

They were conversations with the invisible.

The drum wasn’t music.

It was a heartbeat 

the same heartbeat heard in wombs and in war.

We didn’t fear the night.

We walked barefoot into it.

We knew the stars had names.

And some of us were those stars,

returned again to finish what was once begun.

This is why spiritual power was not inherited by wealth.

It was given by spirit,

chosen in silence,

and confirmed by dreams.

The sangoma did not advertise.

They were found in visions.

They didn’t teach you.

They reminded you.

Because you already knew.

This is why you’re reading this now.

Not to learn,

but to remember.

You’re not searching for belief.

You’re peeling off the lies
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