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  Editor’s Note

It is that time of the year where people will flocking into the small, clean and historical town of Mid-
delburg in support of a good course of educating a black child. The 06th of September is the annual 
Paul Mthimunye big walk an event where cash is raised on a mission to take disadvantaged kids to 
tertiary, well the perspectivelive team will be there full force.

On the same note we also celebrate woman as August is the month to celebrate woman. Check our 
featured story of how a young lady saw an opportunity in the big city when everyone got blinded by 
the lights “Romile consultants...”

This month we have managed to set up an online radio on our side a project we think will bring in 
more developments about as time goes, for now go to www.perspectivelive.com and click the listen 
live tab on the menu and enjoy the music.

We are still are working towards being your one stop information portal and wont stop till that is 
done.

A big thank to Witness for pushing for the online media to be started when I was against it, for now 
I see things at the position she was looking at it from. By the way it was a long way to here and still a 
long way to go, keep your fingers on www.perspectivelive.com and remember a great Pedi guy once 
said “kodumela moepa thutse...”.

EDITOR

RADIKADI RASHILO
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  Motivational Note

 stop being lazy 
and put in work 
for Christ! 

 
You sign into twitter every morning to tweet, 
“Thank God for letting me see another day!” 
Then you log into Facebook in the afternoon, 
checking your messages and posting your daily 
bitter Facebook status about your baby mama/
daddy or ex-girlfriend/boyfriend. Then you go 
back on twitter to tweet “ I wanna get f***ed 
up tonight at the club!” or  “I was too faded at 
the strip club last night.” then the next morn-
ing you proceed to thank God for blessing you 
with a new car, two jobs, and the blunt you just 
rolled, while you get ready for church.

Now, that I got your attention. Does anyone see 
what’s wrong here?! Does this describe you? 
Does it describe anyone you KNOW? I’m not 
trying to call anyone out or maybe I am. I be-
lieve a lot of people think they can be HOLY or 
SAVED only on Sundays or occasionally when 
they want a blessing. A lot of people in my gen-
eration believe that they can live comfortably 
in their sinful lifestyle but still be considered 
children of God. I’m afraid it doesn’t work like 
that. It takes discipline to be Christ like, you 
must put in work.

I will be totally honest and transparent with 
you. Before, I gave my life to Christ. I believed 
I was still considered a Christian because I 
simply believed Jesus died on the cross for my 
sins (which is true) and accepted Christ as my 
savior. I thought that was more than enough! I 
thought I could get away with anything as 

LONG as I believed in my heart He died for 
me.Although, I am not perfect and I still ask 
for forgiveness from my sins everyday... I did 
things in my past like God wasn’t watching 
me. I was a complete MESS! I used to curse 
so much for absolutely no reason! I used to lie 
all of the time about little things. I definitely 
didn’t love my neighbor. I had such an horrible 
attitude towards everyone. I used to test the 
boundaries with guys, play with temptation. I 
used to lie and cheat.  I used to do ALL of that. 
Like many others, I used to say the phrase, 
“God knows the heart” like that was a good 
enough excuse to keep doing sinful things and 
knowingly displease God day after day.
It takes MORE than just believing in Jesus to 
be considered a Christian. It takes discipline. 
You cannot continue to live comfortably like 
you’ve been living and expect to get to heaven. 
A few things are going to have to change. Let 
me share with you a scripture straight from the 
bible that can back up everything I’m saying! 

James 2:14-17 
14”What does it profit, my brethren, if some-
one says he has faith but does not have works? 
15 If a brother or sister is naked and destitute 
of daily food, 16 and one of you says to them, 
“Depart in peace, be warmed and filled,” but 
you do not give them the things which are 
needed for the body, what does it profit? 17 
Thus also, by itself, if it does not have works, is 
dead.” 
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Here’s an example for this scripture...

Let’s pretend someone posted a status on 
Facebook saying they were going to lose 100 
pounds so they can have a beautiful body for 
spring break. The person confessed in their 
post how they were fully committed to the 
“1oo weight loss challenge” and proceeded to 
post their before picture on Facebook along 
with their diet. Unfortunately, that person 
hardly ever worked out our stuck to the daily 
routine. You never seen them in the gym or 
heard them talk about the gym. Instead they 
were lazy and did nothing. Occasionally, they 
went to the gym, only to be seen and be able 
to post a status about how hard they worked 
out in the gym. When in reality, they hardly 
did anything besides listen to their ipod and 
perpetrate on twitter about them working out. 
The diet they were given started to become too 
difficult for them. They started to eat junk food 
all the time, posting nothing but their favorite 
unhealthy snacks like ding dongs and honey 
buns on Instagram. Fast food was the ONLY 
thing they thought about. They craved chicken 
on Tuesday’s from Popeye’s and desired 2 for 
R80 chicken foldover from McDonald’s. They 
complained how hard the diet was and how it 
wasn’t fun at all. They even resulted into starv-
ing themselves, missing out on a couple of 
meals a day so they won’t gain weight. They did 
this ALL for their goal, they decided to com-
mit to the challenge because of their promise of 
their beautiful body for spring break and still 
believed they were going to get the results they 
were promised. 

DO YOU THINK THEY SUCCESS-
FULLY MET THEIR 100 WEIGHT 
LOSS CHALLENGE? 

Now, let me break the methapors I have in this 
example down... 

100 kilograms
 Represents the sins that weigh you down. The 
sinful ways you want to get rid of that is un

comfortable.  You’re tired of looking at your-
self in the mirror and seeing something that is 
NOT in His image. You want to change. You 
want to stop doing the things you’re doing. 
You want to get on the “1o0 weight challenge” 
which consist of you giving your life to Christ.

Facebook status
Represents you finally giving your life to 
Christ. He promises in Romans 10: 9”That if 
you confess with your mouth, “Jesus is Lord,” 
and believe in your heart that God raised him 
from the dead, you will be saved. 10For it is 
with your heart that you believe and are justi-
fied, and it is with your mouth hat you confess 
and are saved.”

Beautiful spring break body
Represents the promise God gives us. He 
promises eternal life for those who believe in 
Him!  He promises in John 11:25 “...I am the 
resurrection and the life. He who believes in 
me will live, even though he dies.” Christians 
believe we have to get through this first death 
in order to be with him forever. Being absent 
from the body means you’re in  the presence of 
the Lord! 

the Gym
Represents the Church to gather with other 
saved believers of Christ to fellowship. I know a 
lot of people don’t like churches because of the 
“judgmental” people or because the pastor did/
said something to make him/her mad. First of 
all, we shouldn’t be judging anyone! The bible 
says in Matthew 7  1”Do not judge, or you too 
will be judged. 2For in the same way you judge 
others, you will be judged, and with the meas-
ure you use, it will be measured to you.” So.. 
don’t worry about those people who you feel 
like are judging you when you go to church! 
Church is just a building. It’s nothing more, 
nothing less. However, Christ himself prom-
ised... “For where two or three are gathered 
together in My name, I am there in the midst 
of them.”Matthew 18:20 I don’t know about you 
but I love being in the presence of Jesus. It’s no 
better feeling! That’s all the motivation I need 

 
to go to church. But if you read that scripture carefully, it says two or three people at least. So... 
that means if you need to start a small bible study group then do it! 
craving Junk/Fast Food
Represents the worldly sinful desires we want that harm us more than nourishes our bodies. Junk 
food doesn’t give you strength. It just makes you hunger for more food because the flesh is never 
satisfied. “For everything in the world- the cravings of sinful man, the lust of his eyes and the 
boasting of what he has and does- comes not from the Father but from the word.” 1 John 2:16

Diet
Represents the discipline Christians need in order to live a Christ like life. We cannot surround 
ourselves with temptation. The devil loves to tempt us into doing things we know we have no 
business doing. We must be disciplined enough to resist ALL temptation and call on Jesus to help 
us get through any and every situation.
Missing meals, starving
Represents the spiritual starvation you’re putting yourself through. Don’t starve yourself when 
Jesus is the bread of life! We need him to survive  (I know I surely do!) Once we seek Christ, we’ll 
forever be full with his spirit! 

Perpetrate on twitter
Represents you committing sins and knowing in your heart they are wrong but yet acting as if 
you’re as holy as can be. It also represents the Christians who give off that persona and image as if 
they are perfect and never sin at all. That is not true! If we were perfect, then God wouldn’t have 
sent Jesus down int he form of flesh to die for our sins. Stop perpetrating, man. We all fall short 
of His glory.

Whew! 

I hope I did not confuse you with all those metaphors and my long example of James 2:14-17. If It 
helps I encourage you to re-read the example again... now that I broke it down. maybe you’ll have 
a better understanding? We (including myself) desperately need Jesus in our life in order to sur-
vive and maintain in this world. We will be faced with challenges and tempted by the devil. We 
cannot get so caught up with our busy schedules and become lazy and not work off the “fat” or 
sin that weighs us down. Most importantly, we have to do good deeds. We have to love our neigh-
bor. We have to help one another. We can’t continue to gossip about somebody because they have 
on a name brand that isn’t like yours. Jesus had love in his heart all of the time. He was caring and 
loved us ALL. We can’t call ourselves Christian and not love one another. That’s crazy! We need to 
stop tweeting about how we wish we were closer to God and start putting our words into action! 
Start praying and actually getting on our knees and pouring out heart to Christ for waking us up 
instead of tweeting it. Start putting in the work. Start helping others when their in a time of need.  

But to finally answer the question... NO, the person in my example most certainly did not meet 
their challenge. They did not reach their goal. However, I have a challenge for YOU. I challenge 
you to trust Jesus with all of your heart and pour your heart out to Him, confessing your love for 
him and showing the Lord that your faith is NOT dead by your actions. It takes more than just 
BELIEVING. If your lifestyle doesn’t reflect Him then change it up, stop being lazy and put in 
work for Christ!
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  Political Note

One great guy once gave me a definition of the word “com-
rade” by saying “is when a group of people have one enemy 
and it is characterized by the turning against each other.” 
Guys is not that far Emalahleni municipality was moved from 
a hand of one mayor to the other, last week people from the 
area held her hostage at the local radio station studios. 
That made me to ask myself a question that goes “Is there 
such a thing as political loyalty?”

Besides all I saw a picture of a political party called 
NEFF alongside EFF. Young people of this country are on 
daily bases becoming common copies of the other, every 
small thing you do, the other will improve on it and own up 
to it, is this a sign that young people have now fully en-
tered into politics? 

On the other hand we see politics getting all personal... 
for now I will use a phrase that says “what happens in 
Nkandla should remain in Nkandla”





12.PERSPECTVEmag-August 2014

  Our Stories Heart To Heart

 my family, my 
worst nightmare 

Shocking family secrets

A s an adult that was 
sexually and physically 
abused as a kid, I want 
to reach out to all those 
that that just like me, 

know the pain and the shame a lot of 
us carry throughout our lives.

We must not be silent.  We must 
speak up and share our experiences 
to help others.

I want all the pain and hardships I’ve had in my life to serve its purpose.  If my life experiences can help touch 
just one person, young or old; than my mission in life gets closer to being achieved.
When I was three years old, my younger brother drowned in a ditch filled with water in the back yard of my 
Grandparents house.  He was only two.
I still remember it like it was yesterday.  It had rained heavily earlier that day, and we couldn’t go outside and 
play.  My brother and I waited and waited until the rain finally seemed to be stopping.  We were both out that 
back door in a heartbeat! 
I remember seeing one of my soccer balls floating in the middle of this ditch.  Which to me seemed too big to 
try and reach for my ball, so I walked away.  I remember thinking in my head “Well at least nobody  else would 
be able to get MY ball”  and for some reason it made me happy.  So I walked back into the house.  
Moments later My Mom and Grannie were calling out my brothers name and he was nowhere to be found.  We 
looked for him everywhere.  Next door, out on the streets, in the back yard, but he had gone missing. 
Then Mom notices my soccer ball floating in the middle of the ditch and something red peaking from right 
underneath the water.  She reaches for a long wooden stick and pokes at the ball. 
I remember seeing his little body floating in the ditch in his red overalls.  My Mother and Grannie reached to 
get his lifeless body out, and rushed to the hospital.  It was too late.  My younger brother had died at the age of 
two.
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The blow was extremely hard on my parents.  They were a very young couple.  Mom was only 16 and Dad 
was 20.  Both of them become reclusive and would cry almost everyday.  I felt forgotten.  They were days 
when my Mom didn’t want to be around me.  Not sure why, maybe I reminded her of my brother and it was 
too painful.  Dad worked nights as a waiter, so I never really saw him much either. I started spending more 
and more time at my Grandparents home.  All of my aunts and uncles were very fund of me.  (Mom was the 
second oldest out of 8 children and she was only 16 when she gave birth to me; so they were all kids them-
selves) At the time Mom and dad were still dealing with their sorrow. I felt forgotten and abandoned by my 
parents. I loved staying over I felt loved and wanted there. 
They mourned the lost of their youngest son so much, that they forgot they had a four year old still there.  
They never saw the signs of me being sexually abused at the hands of others.
The first time I was molested I was four years old.  It was one of my uncles.  He sat me on his lap and started 
touching me.  He said that the game had to be between us two only, that if I ever said anything he would 
stop loving me.  I didn’t want him to stop loving me!  In my mind I felt that my parents blamed me for my 
little brother’s death and they didn’t love me anymore.

My uncle and I played “our” secret game every time I saw him.  At the beginning I didn’t enjoy it.  The 
things he did to me hurt and would make me cry.  When I would cry, he would always hold me and tell me 
he loved me and that it was going to be ok.  I felt comforted and needed.  As the weeks went by it all became 
“normal” to me.
I started to look forward to seeing my uncle.  I started to enjoy playing our secret game.  I looked forward to 
him holding me and telling me that he loved me.  I yearned for that!  It made all the pain I physically felt of 
what he did to me worthwhile.  I didn’t know any better I was only four years old.
The molestations continued for weeks.  It’s all like a dream to me.  I’m not really sure the length of time they 
happened for.  What I do remember though is that while staying over so much, I was also being molested 
by one of my aunts and a different uncle.  I was being molested by three different people all living under the 
same roof. 
I was so confused.  I felt that what was happening to me was normal and that everyone experienced it.  I was 
only four years old, I didn’t know any better. 
My parents were never around and cried all the time.  They became more and more distant from each other 
and from myself.  They argued all the time.  My father became a very angry person always in a bad mood. 
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I felt so responsible for everything.  I wished that it had been me that drowned that rainy Sunday afternoon.  
My little brother would still be alive and they’d be happy again.  Anything better than to have to go through 
being touched over and over by three different pairs of hands almost every night.  I was so sad and felt alone 
and abandoned. 
One day my luck seemed to change!  Dad announces that he’s got a job offer in Los Angeles, Ca and tells us 
that we’re moving.  He looked so happy.  His eyes had that life in them again.  My parents were happy again.  
That made me happy too!  I was excited to leave behind the nightmares that I was enduring.  For the first 
time in many months we had hope and look forward to the future. 
We arrived in Los Angeles one early morning.  We came to stay with my uncle, his wife and his youngest 
son.  My uncle had two sons.  One of them which was of college age that was still living there at the time.  
They lived in a small 2 bed bungalow type apartment, it was a very small space.  At night my Parents slept in 
the living room and I slept in my cousin’s room on the floor next to his bed. 
Everything seemed fine at first.  Everyone in the house worked during the day, my cousin would babysit till 
one of my parents would get home.  I was beginning to like life in Los Angeles. 
It all changed one morning.  I wake up to find my cousin laying next to me touching me, doing the same 
things I so wanted to get away from! I continued to just lay there like I was paralyzed.  He asked me if I had 
ever been touched like this before so I told him yes.  He seemed very interested in my story, because he 
stopped touching me and sat up quickly.  I didn’t want to tell him at first but he threaten me with telling my 
Dad about it.  I was scared, so I told him.  He then told me that the only way he wouldn’t tell my Parents was 
if I let him do those “things” to me.  He would molest me for almost two years while we lived there almost 
every day. 
My young mind couldn’t understand what was happening to me at that time.  I was being molested by yet a 
fourth family member, and I was not even five years old. 
The molestations I suffered at the hands of my cousin continued for as long as we lived with my uncle.  For 
over two years.  During this time I became old enough to attend preschool.  I was so excited!  Going to 
school meant that I’d be away from home most of the day!  I wouldn’t have to endure being raped and hurt 
by my cousin everyday. 
School was great at first.  I was learning to read and write, I had lots of friends.  Life was happy for me.  I 
became best friends with the Principal’s son.  That’s when everything changed.  I met the next person that 
would molest me.  The principal of the school was well liked by all the parents.  He was Mr. nice guy and he 
could do no harm.  For some reason he seemed to get a special liking to me. 
He was always hanging around me.  He would sit me on his lap and put my hand on his crotch and would 
ask me to massage it.  He would take me to his office and undress me and rape me.  He would tell me that I 
was his favorite little boy and that he would always love me.  That what we did together was a form of love 
that was meant just for me.
My parents trusted this man.  He came to our home many nights for dinner and somehow he would find the 
time to molest me even there.  He was the fifth person to rape and molest me in my young life.  I was not 
even six years old yet!
I began not wanting to go to school and would cry.  I didn’t want to see this man anymore.  I was being 
raped by my cousin at home and by this man at school.  I was scared and didn’t know how to tell my par-
ents. 
One morning while my dad was driving me to school, I started to tell him why I didn’t want to go to school; 
but he just dismissed it and said that I was making excuses and called me lazy.  He called me a little fagot for 
crying so much. 
When we got to school, I refused to get out of the car. Which made my dad even angrier.  He dragged me 
out of the car and push me on to the side walk.  I hit the side walk and hurt my arm.  I couldn’t move it and 
was in so much pain.  He accused me of exaggerating and dragged me into school.  Later in the day the 
nurse had to call my mom to pick me up.  I had a dislocated elbow.
I was so young and so confused.  My father seemed to resent me and I did not know why.  He had become 
more and more violent towards me and would insult me out of nowhere.  So I kept quiet and kept being 
raped by my cousin and the school principal.  I was not even 6 year old yet..
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When I turned six years old my Parents finally had saved enough money to move out of my uncle’s home.  
My Mother was about to give birth to my baby brother.  He’s arrival signified a new beginning for the family.  
He came to fill the space that the death of my little brother had left.  Life seemed to be getting better for all.  
For me, it meant moving away from my cousin and also changing schools.  I did not have to see the men in 
my life that were sexually abusing me anymore!
My Mother worked in a factory that made women bathing suits during the day, and Dad worked at night 
unloading trucks at a furniture company.  As luck will have it, Dad hurt his back and had to go on disability.  
The money that Mom was making was not enough, so we had to go on welfare to survive.  I guess this made 
my Father extremely depressed.  My Parents fought all the time.  Dad was always mad at everything and 
everyone including me at times.
One night while visiting my uncle, I remember all the men sitting out in the garage around a table playing 
cards.  I was standing around watching.  My cousin picks me up and sits me on his lap.  He begins to touch 
me under the table and puts my hand on his crotch.  Then I think my Father must have seen me, because 
the next thing I remember was being pulled by my hair and dragged outside.  He’s screaming at me “Fagot, I 
knew it! I knew you were a fag.  You act like one, you talk like one, and now you’re embarrassing me in front 
of my friends and family”  He slapped and kicked me over and over, so much that everyone had to come out 
and ask him to stop.  I didn’t know why this was happening.  I was just six years old.
My life was never the same.  Dad seemed to enjoy bullying me and calling me names.  Anytime I was happy 
or in a good mood, he’d say that I acted like a fag and would slap me and beat me.  Every time we left the 
house he would warn me that if I acted like a girl out in public, that he would beat me.  Most times than not 
he always did.  I had to endure the beatings, but also endure the harmful words he would tell me.  He’d say 
that I was not the son he wanted.  That he wanted a boy not a girl and that I was a disgraced to the family.  I 
was so scared to go out with him, that when we were out I’d soil myself.  On many occasions we had to leave 
my soiled clothes at public restrooms or people’s homes.  I was afraid of my Father!
Everyday he would make me practice talking like a man.  Everyday he would tell me how ashamed he was of 
me that I was not “normal”  I began to feel ashamed of myself.
By the time I had started first grade, I had been raped, molested, abused by my own uncles, aunts, cousins, 
and my school principal.  Wasn’t this enough?!  And now, my Father was beating me and bullying me.  I felt 
worthless!
I was molested only one more time at the age of seven, when my uncle came to visit and stayed with us for a 
month.  He molested me every night before bed.  The beatings from my dad continued my whole childhood 
up until I was eighteen.
Growing up I always felt different from a lot of the boys.  I tried to hide it because I did not want my Father 
beating.  Dad’s favorite saying to me was “we should burn all the fagots at the stake”  I was ashamed of my-
self and was terrified of my Father.  I wanted to run away so many times, but did not want to leave my 
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Mother, Brother and baby Sister.  I dreamed about the four of us leaving my Father behind and starting over 
without him.  I knew that in order to leave we needed money.  When I was twelve years old, I decided to 
look for a job.
I heard from my a friend in school, that he had started working with a neighbor detailing the inside of com-
mercial buses.  Not much money but I could do it on the weekend and after school.  I asked my friend to let 
me meet his boss.  The man was twenty two years old.  He was a neighbor that lived two doors down from 
me with his parents.  His parents were friends with my Father, so dad approved of me working with him.  As 
faith would have it, this man was my first gay experience.  I was only twelve and he was twenty two.  (I still 
don’t know how to feel about that.  I say experience because the only difference between what had happened 
to me a toddler was this time, is that I let it happened.  I knew what it was.  I share this because it’s related to 
the incident that I’m about to describe.)
One day my “friend”/boss tells me that he wants me to meet some important clients that will bring a lot 
of business; and that he wants to take a couple of his employees with him.  Both my friend and I were the 
“lucky” ones. 
We arrived at this house and are greeted by three men.  All very nice and friendly and non threatening at 
all.  We sit in the living room and they all begin to chat away.  Then one of the men there asked if I liked 
video games, to which I respond yes.  He then takes me into the back of the house into a room to play video 
games.  
After a little while the other two men that I had met earlier walk into the room.  One of the pulls me away 
and throws me on the floor face down.  All three of them started touching me and kissing me all over and 
undressing me.  They held me down, took my clothes off; and one at a time they all took times raping me 
over and over.  At one point I gave up fighting.  It was a scene I knew too well, and I knew that I couldn’t 
escape no matter how hard I’d fight.  So I gave up.  After it was all over to my surprise the men asked if I had 
enjoyed it.  One of the men told me that I was the best looking one out of the two my “friend” had brought 
them.  It was then when I realized what had happened.  I was brought there to have sex with these men, and 
all three had chosen me to be the “lucky” one.
Aside from the physical pain the men made me feel, I felt emotional pain.  I didn’t cry, in fact I did not say a 
word.  On the way back in the car with all the men and my “friend”,  I remember one of them asking if they 
thought I’d tell my Father “He looks like he’s about to cry”, he said. “I don’t want any trouble with his dad”  
My friend knew how terrified I was of my Father and that I would never say anything to him.  He was right.  
I knew that if my dad would find out about this, he would find about me having sex with a man, so I didn’t 
say anything.  When we got back home, the three men took money out of their wallets and gave it to me.  I 
refused it, but they basically forced me to take it.   I never said anything to anyone about what happened to 
me that day.  I was an adult before I told this story to anyone for the first time.  I was twelve years old when I 
was raped by three men.
The Day My Father Was Going To Shoot Me For Being Gay
This is my coming out story.  Well, I never formally came out to my Parents.  My Parents actually found out, 
and these are the events that transpired following their discovery.
I had just turned fourteen; I was a “normal” teenager just like the rest except that I had been carrying a big 
secret my whole young life.   I was Gay.
I knew I was different from a very young age; My Father would remind me every day since the age of five 
that I was “different”.   He would beat and ridicule me anytime he felt that I was “acting” or talking like a 
girl.  I grew up afraid of my own Father and endured many beatings at his hands.  Dad never knew that I 
had been sexually abused at the age of three by family members and by a school teacher when I was in kin-
dergarten.  The molestations continued up until the age of seven.  I never told my Parents anything.  I was 
terrified of my Father.
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The story begins on a Saturday afternoon.  My Mom and Dad were in my room during their weekly 
inspection of my closets and dresser.   My Father was a very controlling man and was very strict.  The 
room searches had been going on since I have used of my memory.  This time though, their weekly search 
would turn my life into a living “hell”.
My best friend on the block that lived next door to us had an uncle.  His name was Raul.  Raul was in his 
early twenties from what I can recall.  I had a silly kid’s crush on him.  I never acted on it.  I would just 
sit in my room and write poems and love letters dedicated to him.  I would dream that he would love me 
back and would rescue me from my Father and the beatings I endured.  I wanted a way out so bad that I 
used to sit in my room and day dream about different scenarios on how to escape.   This was just another 
one of those dreams.
Dad found my notebook under my mattress and read everything.  Both my Mother and Father called me 
into my room and started to scream and cry.  My Father kept screaming in my face how disappointed and 
angry he was in me.  He kept on slapping me and kicking me over and over.  It seemed like an eternity.    I 
kept screaming for him to stop, but he wouldn’t stop.  I did not know what to do.  In a moment of rage I 
screamed at my Mother “It’s all your Brother’s fault!”  Then, my Dad stopped beating me.  This was the 
first time that I was telling them about the sexual abuse I had to endure at very young age and how their 
not being there had affected me so much.  This set my Father into a bigger rage.  He went to get his gun 
and told me he was going to kill me.  He said that he would rather have a dead Son than a Fagot. 
My Mother fought with him, but he was so angry he was not listening at all.  He then went up to the roof 
and threatened to kill himself.  He placed the gun to his head.  My Mother was hysterical and was blam-
ing me for the whole incident.  My Father was ready to jump off the building.  I was so scared and felt so 
guilty that I had put my Parents through such shame and pain.
My Father decided that he would take matters into his own hands and called my Uncle to come to our 
house.  My life as I knew had turned into a bigger hell than the one I had been living since the age of 
three.  My Uncle denied the whole thing and told my Father that it was all my fault.  I was a Fagot and the 
whole block knew it and talked about it.  I couldn’t believe that the nightmare he (my Uncle) had made 
me live for years were suddenly my fault.  It made me question if everything I remembered was fake.  How 
could it be possible?  I knew it was true.  I felt so powerless yet again.  It was a feeling I knew too well.
The weeks and months that followed the incident were very tough on me. My Parents stopped talking to 
me and they ignored me for months.  They would only speak to me to tell me what to do but will not even 
look at me.  I felt so ashamed.  I was not allowed to go out by myself anymore.  Anytime I had to go do the 
grocery shopping for the house, I had to either take my eight year old brother or my youngest sister.  Both 
of whom I took care of like I was their Father. I have a special bond with both my siblings till this day.
My Father thought that in order for him to “fix” me he would send me to seminary school to become a 
priest.  He said that I was going to go to hell and that God was the only one that could help him.  He said 
him, because Dad’s biggest concern was always what others would think and say about him.  He was more 
concerned with his reputation than in my well being. 
I was enrolled in seminary school at the age of fourteen.  I was the best student and got good grades.  I 
prayed everyday to God for him to change me.  I would cry in my room at night asking God why I had to 
be Gay.   I had been beaten and ridiculed my whole life by my Father and the kids in the neighborhood; 
I did not want to have these feelings anymore.  I tried and tried.  I prayed and prayed, but nothing would 
change.  I was so confused I had (have) so much faith in God I couldn’t understand why God was not 
listening to me. 
It did take me sometime to go through the pain and the shame that I felt.  I did not love and accept myself 
for most of my life.  I made many “wrong” choices in my life and sabotage pretty much anything good that 
I had going for me.



  Our stories life story
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After years of struggle I finally came to terms with the fact that what had happened to me was indeed hor-
rible and very painful, but it was the story I had created in my head about not being good enough and not 
worthy that was really was causing me all the pain still.  I was living in the past.  I was missing out on my 
life.   It took me years to come to terms with it. With that said, please know if you are reading this; that any-
thing is possible.  Once we conquer our feelings and thoughts on how we see ourselves, life will change for 
the better.  I now know this.
I decided to accept the fact the God did love me, and that I had been born this way.  What I wish for now 
is that all the pain I suffered helps others with similar struggles.  If my story and all the hardships can help 
change just ONE person’s life, than my life has had purpose and I’m closer to achieving my mission in life.
Let’s share our experiences and help turn those dark moments into a positive thing.  There might be some-
one out there waiting to hear your words.  Lets support each other in this journey called life. 

Fredy Verdin (@piscesdreamer1)
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I believe that humans are complex creatures. We can feel a 
million things at one time. I am excited about the changes 
on the horizon, but that doesn’t make it any easier to leave. 
It’s a hellish sort of hurt because something heavenly 
went on here. Something beautiful and happy and lovely. 
Something that is totally worthy of me missing it. Some-
thing that is totally worthy of a little heart break, because 
if it doesn’t break your heart...it isn’t love. I have loved this 
life, these people, and this place that I call home. I had a 
beautiful beginning here. It was a blessed beginning. How-
ever, it was just a beginning...the story continues...for all 
of the characters. My story is going to continue separate 
from some of its current characters and that’s sad because 
it’s been a really good story thus far...but I wholeheartedly 
believe that it will still be a good story for us all. 

In this case, I don’t think my fragility is a sign of weakness. 
Rather, I think it shows a certain type of strength. I sup-
pose I could push all my feelings aside and pretend that 
this doesn’t hurt. However, I think if I did so, it would be 
a disservice to the amazing things in my life. Sure, there 
are moments when I am in fact breaking down and my 
insides are coming out...but it is just because for so long, 
my heart has been happy here. So, I’m going to let it hurt 
and remember that it only hurts because happiness, love, 
and joy happened here.  

http://alexsanford.blogspot.com/

Happiness
Happened
Here!

Happiness is happiness,
Happiness makes you 
whisper,
Happiness makes you 
love,
Happiness takes com-
mand,
Happiness makes you 
calm,
Happiness gives you com-
fort.

Happiness makes you 
happy,
Happiness makes you 
Murmur,
Happiness turned people 
to love you,
Happiness is love.

Happiness is honesty,
Happiness forms peace,
Happiness is what were 
waiting,
Happiness is deep down 
inside,
Happiness is gonna save 
us,
Happiness might just 
help me find true love.

If it doesn’t break your 
heart, it isn’t love
If it doesn’t break your 
heart, it’s not enough,
It’s when you’re breaking 
down with your insides 
coming out
That’s when you find out 
what your heart is made 
of...
- Switchfoot’s “Yet”

Well, it finally happened. 
I knew it was coming. The 
breakdown. The point when 
it all just became too much, 
when the stress had finally 
built up to such a point that it 
came out in the form of tears 
streaming down my cheeks 
and snot running out of my 
nose. The point when reality 
set in and that reality scared 
me.

A few days ago marked the one 
month mark...one month until 
I pack my last few bags, load 
‘em up, move 6 hours away

from home, , and start a new 
job. Many people because 
they are curious/kind/ex-
cited etc. have been asking me 
about how I feel about the big 
move. I usually answer with, 
“Uhhh...” My feelings are com-
plicated to explain. I feel in-
credibly blessed that I will have 
a job doing something that I 
love doing and something that 
I believe God created me to do. 
I am excited. In some ways, I 
am so ready to go and in other 
ways, I am so...not. I am really 
nervous. I am really scared. I 
am really going to miss home. 

We are currently trying to get 
the power and such turned on 
in my new digs so that I can 
move part of my stuff next 
weekend (July 5-7). It is turn-
ing into an ordeal and as my 
mom was asking me about it 
last night, I shut down. A few 
hours later she came into the 
living room and before I could 
stop myself lots of words start-
ed pouring out of my mouth...
here are a few examples:

“I know you’re going to miss 
me, but you’re only losing one 
person...I’m leaving everyone I 
know.”  

“I have take things one day at 
a time. I’m so stressed and I 
don’t even realize it. Look at 
my face! It is all broken out. It’s 
from the stress.”

Basically, I said lots of silly 
stuff...but it was the truth that 
was on my heart. However, 
one not-so-silly thing that 
came out of my mouth nearly 
as fast as the tears streaming 
out of my eyes, was this, “I’m 
glad it hurts.”

Here’s the truth...bold, in your 
face, not holding anything 
back...right now, there’s a hell-
ish sort of hurt going on inside 
of me. It hurts like crazy. I am 
on the verge of tears at practi-
cally every moment. When 
one of the sweet faces of one of 
the sweet children here at the 
church looks up and smiles at 
me, tears threaten to fall. 

 Happened   
 Happiness   
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  Our life Young and Ambitious

Ticket to Jozi
My full names are Wisani Nkhensani Olivia Mahungati born 
in the 1980s in a small town called Giyani which is located 
in Limpopo province. I am the last born of 5 siblings and a 
mother of two beautiful kids. Baatile and Romeo.  I am told 
by my sisters that I have always loved the mirror when grow-
ing up. Whatever I did I did it in front of the mirror. My sisters 
tells me that I used to fiddle around with their makeup wear-
ing their heels and start acting up in the house. I remember 
at some stage when I was still in high school I will take a cap 
from the fine ball pens the yellow ones with black lids and 
start picking up dirt from my classmates nails. My dad used 
to make me wash and massage his feet at list once in a week 
not knowing how to massage. My aunt loved making herself 
up she had all sorts of nail colors, make up you name it and 
when she came around I will fiddle around and ask her to 
paint my nails little did I know that one day I will become the 
person that I am today through the staff and things that hap-
pened when I was growing up.

 I have always wanted to do clinical chemistry when I was 
growing up. One day we were watching our old time favorite 
soapie Generations and Karabo had a Hair and Beauty Salon 
and I said to my sister whom I was staying with at the moment 
that, that is what I want. I want to have a beauty and hair salon. 
My sister being herself she said and you will have it, believe and 
trust in God. When we all moved in Richards Bay I enrolled 
with Intec to do my hair course as this was not a full time class 
thing I ended up getting a salon at the mall where I did volun-
teering work while studying this hair course. But it came to a 
point where I was not feeling what I was doing, but something 
caught my eye. There was a lady that came in the hair salon at 
list twice a week and she was doing nails and that was quite 
interesting… I was so interested I kept going back to that place 
because of  that. I learned doing nails from there.

One day I was sitting at home and hanging around, my sister 
had gone for a weekend with her husband as they were never 
around on weekends and I stayed behind with the kids. She

called me and asked me to get a Bona magazine and told me to open page 98. When I opened that maga-
zine, I could not believe my eyes of what was on that page… boom there it was a profile on a Beauty col-
lege situated in Durban. We did all the follow up and I was a student that was in 2001 since then I was in 
the industry.

Business is not something I have always wanted but as time went on and with different companies 
and spas I have realized my God given talent and potential to lead and direct and that’s when I said I 
will one day have a spa. I love what I do and having my own establishment will be a step forward and 
a dream coming true. I remember drawing business plans and coming up with ideas to start this for 
my own but for some reason I did not manage to open then. I guess God has something else planned 
for me rather than having my own spa. As I went in this industry I fell in love with training, educating 
and empowering people that’s when I came up with Romile Consultants. The company combines 
everything that I do and love, mobile spa where we do the beauty treatments at the comfort of their 
homes and chosen venue. Spa agent we help individual or companies that are looking for spa re-
treats as I have more in depth and know where to place depending n their needs and specification. 
Event planner I plan events that will educate and empower people in the field of beauty. My last 
event was held we were teaching a group of individual about fitness, fitness and beauty. Being beau-
tiful inside out. The turnover was overwhelming and it was a success. My next event we taking them 
to a spa massage. Recruitment I search and get the best reputable spas for all the upcoming beauty 
therapist. Romile Consultants is a all in one stop and I am doing what I love, have passion and good 
at.

Moving into the big city of Johannesburg was a big move as today I am being interviewed by you. I saw 
the market and the need for what I am doing is huge in Johannesburg. Opportunities are here one just 
have to access it. This move God put in for me at the right time as He is God of time. My family is very 
supportive helpful and there for me. They understand the type of industry I am in, which the time I need 
to be with them I am not. Last year was the first Christmas in over 5 years I have spend with my family, as 
with what I do family is not in the vocabulary. God has blessed me with this family that so understanding 
and supportive towards my career.

I am also a qualified assessor in the beauty industry. I believe in this, this is what I am born to do, this is 
where I am met to do. I heal in the power of touch.

I have worked in places such as Gary Player Health spa in Sun City, Xclusive Spa in Mafikeng, Amani 
African spa, Sabi Sabi Game reserve, Thorny bush game reserve, Ivory tree game reserve, Sheperds tree 
game reserve, Amani Spa Rosebank at the Crowne Plaza Hotel, Radisson Blu and The Hyatt hotel, OR 
Tambo International. I have massages and worked on people such as King Lerou Molotlegi king of the 
Bafokeng, Mashego Masheo Director of Harmony mines, Captian of the Ghana soccer team(Forgot his 
name). Lira the musician, Eric Edmeads one of the well achieved motivational speaker across the world, 
the list is endless.

Wisani NO Mahungati
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Phenomenal woman

I am me.In all the 
world,there is no one else 
exactly like me.There are 
people who have same 
parts like me,but no 
one adds up exactly like 
me.Therefore,everything 
that comes out of me is au-
thentically mine becouse I 
alone choose it***

I own everything about 
me-my body:including 
everthing it does,my 
mind:including all my 
thoughts and ideas.My 
eyes:including the im-
ages of all they behold,My 
feelings;whatever they 
might be-anger,joy,frustrat
ion,love,disappointment.

My mouth and all the 
words that come out of it-
sweet,polite,rough,correct 
or incorrect.My voice-
loud and soft.All my 
actions,whether they be to 
others or myself.I own my 
fantasies,my dreams,my 
hopes,my fears.

I own my 
triumphs,successes,all 
my failures and mistakes.
Becouse I Own All of me,I 
can become intimately ac-
quainted with me.By doing 
so,I am my own best friend

  Our History Tribute
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1956  

National Women’s Day is an annual public holiday in South Africa on 9 August. This 
commemorates the national march of women on this day in 1956 to petition against the 
pass laws that required South Africans defined as “black” by The Population Registra-
tion Act to carry a ‘”pass,” an internal passport that severely restricted their movement. 
Each “pass” designated specific urban/metropolitan areas in which the bearer was au-
thorized to live, work and travel. Within such areas, black South Africans were re-
quired to carry and produce their “pass” at all times, and were arrested if without one. 
As such, it served to maintain population segregation, control urbanisation, and man-
age migrant labour during the apartheid era.

9 august



  Share Music Booth

(In Shona – Zimbabwe)
Hakuna wakaita sa Jesu, (There’s no one compared to 
Jesus)
Hakuna wakaita sa Yee (There’s no one like Him)
Hakuna wakaita sa Jesu (There’s no one compared to 
Jesus)
Hakuu hakuchina (There is no other name)

Nda manya manya, kwese, kwese (I have searched every-
where)
Ndatenderera, kwese, kwese (I have run around every-
where )
Nda tsvaga tsvaga, kwese, kwese (I have looked around 
everywhere)
Hakuu hakuchina (There’s no other name)

(In Sotho – South Africa)
Iyo hlonolofatsa, Iyo hlonolofatsa (Iyo Bless, Iyo Bless,)
Iyo ka lebtso la Ntate (Iyo, The name of the father)

(Still in Sotho)
Jehova, O lefika laka (Jehovah, you’re my Rock of Ages)

24-7 I will praise you Jehovah
24-7 I will praise your Holy Name

(In Pidgin – Nigeria)
This kind God oo, I never see your type oo
This kind God oo, Blessed be your holy name

(In Twi – Ghana)
Woayoo, Woayoo, Woayoo ewurade ye oheni (He has 
done it, God is king)
Woayoo, Woayoo, Woayoo ewurade ye oheni (He has 
done it, God is king)

(In Lingala – Congo)
Yahweh, Yahweh, Yahweh kumama Yahweh (Yahweh/
God be Praised)
Yahweh, Yahweh, Yahweh kumama Yahweh (God be 
Praised)

sonnie
badu
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afro praise medley



 Street Creed Fashion

FASHION RETARD is both an Organic & 
Non-Organic Fashion Brand Based & Oper-
ating In Pretoria, South Africa. 

Founded Early 2014 by 4 Friends & Aspir-
ing Entrepreneurs who attend High  School 
together, who saw the importance of Invest-
ing Small Change to start something that 
will live on. Namely - Phumulani “Glen-
rock”  Mngomezulu, NjabuloJnr Khumalo , 
Tshiamo WesleyJnr Malebo & Lindokwakhe 
Masango. 

As time went by,  Koketso Tlhabane, Celeste 
Chotia & Amokelani Makhobela signed to 
be the Brand’s Ambassadors.

Celeste who attended the RVK FASHION 
SHOW - The International Show that was 
held In Pretoria ( Aula Theatre) from 28 Feb-
ruary - 2 March. Where  She shared runway 
stages with The Likes of Kieran ( London ) , 
Miss Cheng ( Taiwan ) ,  Suzanna ( Tanzania 
) , GALXBOY ( South African Clothing Line  
) and Joyous Celebration who were perform-
ers at the show. 

In March/April The Brand Released Its Very 
first “Dangri T-shirt” which was A T-shirt 
Designed In a form of A Dangri, Embroi-
dered In Jean, Where The Likes of Local Ra-
dio Personality -  Charmaine “Blaque Velvet 
Voice Of Choice” ( who also Hosted Glen-
rock on her previous show “013 Connexion”  
about the Brand )  & Poet - Kevin Maropa 
were also part of Being Ambassadors of The 
Design Itself, not forgetting,  

Dressing Flaunt Clothing In a showcase at The Middelburg, Mhluzi Basketball Courts “Hip Hop & Fashion 
Fusion” which also was a Success.

“It was always a dream to me to one day be involved in Fashion Production, This is Just the start, what me , 
Junior, Tshiamo, & Lindo have Created is something that’ll live on, no matter the challenges we’ll face in the 
way, but giving up is somewhere I just wont go, because What we’ve created is not just about making clothes 
or making money, Its Art &  I believe In art, I believe In our art, I believe Fashion Retard Is Fashion Creativ-
ity, and we are the Creatives, Cretaing that Art” words of  One of The Founders and a Manager to the Brand 
- Phumulani “Glenrock” Mngomezulu. 
Now In STOCK is The Fashion Retard “Skillful Sweater” which is a Round Neck/CrewNeck Sweater with The 
“Skillful Pattern” Printed Back and Forward. Selling at R250.00 per Jersey. With Blue & Grey Colours. 

And ofcourse not leaving the Summer Wear Package that’s currently under Manufacturing to be out in Octo-
ber. 

For Details & Orders: 
Email: fashionretardofficial@gmail.com
Call: 083 592 1129 
Facebook: FASHION RETARD
Twitter: @FashionRetard
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ALL THE STYLE 
STAR BUDDIES





32.PERSPECTVEmag-August 2014

•	 Task oriented: success has always been said to guised in hard work. So you should be convinced 
that to gain a satisfying reward, task has to be well executed and completed in due time.  And in order to 
for you to fine your task so easy and convenient to do then goal setting have to come to play. Also ef-
ficiency, effectiveness and time management are important aspects that enable an entrepreneur to com-
plete a task successfully.  

And with all the goal setting and hard work, total focus on the end result fortifies and enables you to pay total 
attention on that which you have set out to do. As an entrepreneur the number of times you spent when you 
work as an employee under someone might be considerably few but when it comes to personal business you 
might just have to spend double or thrice the normal time you spend then. The reason been almost all the 
responsibility will be resting on your shoulders. And it’s your dedication to work that defines the final out-
comes.  

•	  Empathy:  this is where many businesses miss it. The business you run, the goods and services you 
render is not about you at all. Businesses in general are all about your customers. So in order to maintain 
a balance in your business you must be able to see yourself in other people’s shoes.  

You must be able to mentally put yourself in the shoes of the people you intend to influence, lead and sell 
to. You must be able and willing to feel what they feel. And when it comes to serving your customers to the 
maximum, you must be able to see in the same light they see your business so that you can easily be able to 
detect loopholes and also be able to correct abnormalities in order to take your business to the next height.

•	   Resourcefulness: entrepreneurship encompasses a lot of things and among them is the role of 
leadership. At the onset of most business venture, the pioneer is most time both the leader and the fol-
lower. Later on when the business employs other hands to aids its running, the owner must be able to 
provide good leadership and guidance needed to move the venture forward.

The ability of the entrepreneur to identify, mobilize and effectively utilize the available resources which can 
be physical and non physical to push the enterprise forward is what will determine the success of his business 
both in the present and in the future.

•	 Planning: what defines a real business is the form in which it is represented and interpreted before 
its execution. To be able to see the real picture of an enterprise in terms of why it should be setup, what 
needs to be done, it is necessary to establish a written plan.

A business plan helps an entrepreneur to clarify situations, open up challenges and permit decisions to be 
made as to whether to engage in activities that will lead into the establishment of the proposed venture.    
Also a business plan does more than just explaining how the business is going be, where, how and when. It 
also indicates whether the business will be profitable or not.   
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Ten (10) Core Vaues 

Of An Enterprenuer 

  Tips School Me

To be an entrepreneur (self employed) is one of the best 
decisions anyone can take, but it is always best to know 
that there are responsibility attached to every decision 
taken by any individual. Whether such decision is rightly 
or wrongly taken has no base anymore after it has actually 
been taken. What should be expected is the responsibilities 
and consequences that follows afterward.

To become an entrepreneur there are basic tools you will 
need to keep you on track in the race and they are listed 
below:

E          Energy
N         Need to achieve
T          Task oriented
E          Empathy
R          resourcefulness
P          planning
R          Risk taking
I           Innovation
S          Skills
E          Endurance  

•	  Energy: I got understand over time that entrepreneurship is basically not met for the lazy both at 
mind and at hand. The need for mental and physical strength cannot be exchanged for anything. Because 
the challenge of setting up, building, and running an enterprise is at time overwhelming.

As an entrepreneur you will be faced with challenges at different time and point that might even require im-
mediate attention. So it’s your ability to stretch your mind beyond limits at times that differentiate you from 
every other person out there. Also in order to operate maximally, your brain needs to be stimulated including 
all of your senses: sight, hearing, smell, taste, and touch. Your physical health is also paramount. You need to 
be fit in order to run your day to day task and this can be achieved by good rest, diet and periodic exercises.  

•	  Need to achieve: is there any need for setting out on a journey without a destination in mind? Is 
there any need for setting goals without a vision at heart? The same goes for starting any business. Your 
overall perception of what you want to do, how you want to do, when you want to do, where you want to 
do it and also where you want to be matters a lot.

Success is no man’s family member or neighbor. It’s an entity that is won over by your attitude towards your 
set goals and life in general.



Risk taking: what is business without risk?  Entrepreneurship is a game of risk itself. The decision 
to start a business venture or undertake a n activity must be made. Every business person takes decisions, 
but mostly after they have made some level of research and investigation so that at the end they are able 
to achieve some level of result and successes. 

The decision to start a business is a risk. The willingness to keep on running it is also a risk. What make 
a risk worth taking it is when it is well calculated and when the probability of success is higher than that 
of failure. So as an entrepreneur you will always be prompt to take steps. And the ability to take the first 
bold step of starting is what marks the difference between an entrepreneur and a non entrepreneur. In 
simple definition success starts when you are able to take a step away from your comfort zone.   

•	   Innovation: the ability to transform old ideas and also apply new ones that will enable you 
(entrepreneur) to undertake tasks differently is another trait of a good entrepreneur. Through indi-
vidual creativity, initiatives, imagination, intuition and vision you are empowered to transform things 
and create diverse medium of doing things in order to accommodate and be able adjust to any cir-
cumstance you may find yourself.

Innovation does not only come by thinking alone, it gain more root when it is coupled with good and 
timely information on different issues, fields and professions. Great entrepreneurs both in the past and in 
the present age place good value on information, because it forms the base for good decisions.  
   

•	  Skills: this part can’t be ruled out neither can it be joked with because it determines or dictates 
the modus operand of any establishment. Technical know-how is what enables any person under-
takes and successfully complete any task.  Most individuals have some certain skills that can be useful 
when developing a business venture.

 So it’s important as an entrepreneur to therefore evaluate the talents and levels of skill you command 
and how they can be harnessed to realize an enterprise. Your talents, knowledge and acquired skills have 
to be constantly utilized and applied to different areas of their needs otherwise they become useless and 
of no value in your pursuit.  

•	  Endurance: this is one of the greatest virtues of an entrepreneur. There are many challenges to 
be faced in anything you intend to do either in the business world or otherwise. And some of this 
said challenges have negative impacts and are also discouraging.

In order to ultimately realize your business dream or enterprise that which you indulged in, your ability 
to keep on working hard and tirelessly is very important. The place of patience, perseverance, persistence 
and absolute confidence in what you do are some attitudes you will need to adopt to enable you to en-
dure the challenges you will encounter until your success become sure.
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