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  Editor’s Note

surely time flies, is like yesterday when 
we were excited about 20-for me, was it 
really for you?

well for perspective media it really was 
20-for us, we managed to close it with 
issue no 15 which we believe it has been 
made possible because of your support as 
a digital reader of our magazine. it is also 
in this year that our blog(web page) man-
aged to get a professional face lift as it 
has had its own domain ( www.perspec-
tivelive.com ), we had our test cast on the 
side of pespectivelive listen-live which is 
now off for the preparations for 2015,. 

As we are facing yet another festive sea-
son let us be vigilant as most of people 
take advantage of this time to break into 
other peoples property and steal what 
ever belongs to them. if u gonna be vis-
iting get a person who will check your 
house.

right, 2015 is here, let us ensure that 
everything we aiming at achieving in the 
next year is written down so that you can 
monitor and discipline yourself by refer-
ring back to the promises you made to 
yourself. by the way all wishes are attain-
able but through hard work, as we enter 
2015 let us ensure that we work, we must 
work to an extend that even those who 
think we are lazy acknowledge that we 
are born hustlers, “uzoyithola kanjani 
uhleli ekhoneni?”

have a marry Christmas and a happy new 
year, hope you will continue to read PER-
SPECTIVE Mag

EDITOR

RADIKADI RASHILO

4.PERSPECTVEmag-December 2014



  Lifestyle 1050 Hip Hop

HEAVYLINES 
INDUSTRY 
101 *2

It is crucial for you to be honest about your motiva-
tion behind doing music, if you intend to do music 
as a career better work with people who are driven 
by the same motivation. Set goals to show that you 
intend to grow in this industry, doing things pro-
fessionally initially will make people take you seri-
ously. Decide on which direction you want to take 
before even starting to work on your craft, it is now 
where you have to decide whether you want to be 
a trend setter or you want to follow trends. I repeat 
again have passion for what you are doing don’t do 
it because you have the skill, skill can be acquired 
through hard work but passion is something you 
cannot work on.

With 4 EP’s nominated for the 1050 EP OF THE 
YEAR BLACK & GOLD EP snatched it at the last 
minute; this might have been contributed by the fact 
that it has been recently released. At the end it ended 
up receiving most votes followed by FOR MY CITY 
EP which was also trailing behind with the least votes 
during the first week, but seemed to pickup during 
the second week. ENVY EP was leading the flock but 
disappointingly the votes stopped in a couple of days. 
ALL RED EVERYTHING didn’t get so many votes 
and sadly they fall behind with least votes.

1050 EP OF THE YEAR
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1. KINGtheJEWISH ft FOMEH – WE GRIND IT. 
2. REP & CHRISTYLE – ANGIS’BHAYI. 
3. INFARED ft JUDO FLIP – ALONE.
4. SKYLER ft ADDIC & FALCON – DONT BRAG.
5. QUEEN ft REP & CHRISTYLE – TRIPPIN.
6.  SO FRESH ft PHUMZILE – STHANDWA SAMI.
7. INFARED ft JUDO FLIP & CHRISTYLE – GOOD LIVIN.
8. KINGtheJEWISH – GOING PLACES.
9. REP & CHRISTYLE – KELLY ROWLAND.
10. QUEENIE MAJESTIC – LIKE A BOY. 

1050

                   

1050 2O14 TOP 10

BEST
ARTWORK





2nd annaul_mtoni on steriods; 6th december 2014

  Lifestyle Beziwa Kuphi?????
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  Share Poetic Thoughts

Isn’t it right that every child should have a bed
To have a roof over their head,
Isn’t it right, that every child
Should be shown affection,
Be safe and secure, protection,
Isn’t it right? 

We all have a right to an education,
Seek help, receive the right medication,
Everyone has the right to a good nutrition, 
Not malnutrition
We are equal! 

We all have the right 
To enjoy school,
Be treated kindly, not like a fool,
We should all speak our minds 
Our rights should not be declined,
We are equal.

We all have the right,
To follow our dreams,
Isn’t it right we shouldn’t judge in looks,
Comparing ourselves to models in magazines and books,
Isn’t it right?

Girls and boys are alike,
People think it’s not true,
That’s something I dislike,
Express yourself, don’t be afraid to stand up, be you, 
We are equal.

Suicide is a major problem,
Between teens,
We don’t let them blossom,
Into individual human beings.

Be yourself,
Don’t be scared,
We are not always here to be compared,
We are equal!

There is no one like us on the earth,
We are special,
Everyone is valued, the same amount of worth,
We are all on the same level.
We are equal!
Isn’t that right?

What do I have to do to get you to notice 
me?
Change my hair, the way I walk.
My clothes, the way I talk.
We’ve known each other for some time now 
yet I’m still invisible to you. 
My feelings run deep and how
I wish you only knew.
I see your face every time I close my eyes
To me you just seem so different from the 
other guys.
To you I’m just a friend
Nothing more, nothing less
I settle for friendship in the end
Because I don’t want to make a mess.
Instead I’ll keep my secret to myself 
And take my pride back off the shelf.
Until one day you finally see 
That you and I were meant to be.
I’ll wait for now but not too long
Because sooner or later I’ll be gone.
So when will you notice me

ISN’T IT 
RIGHT....WE 
ARE EQUAL

WHEN WILL YOU 
NOTICE ME?

Written by: Edwin makitla
Inspired by: Youth

Published by: Edwin makitla 
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 I Was Raped
Yes, you read that right. I was raped.

Don’t worry. It wasn’t last night, or 
last week, or last month, or last year. 
But it happened, and this is the first 
time I’ve said that without qualifying 
it in some way. I rarely use the R-word 
when I discuss it.

Shortly after graduating from college, while 
I was still living in a state I hadn’t been born 
in, hundreds of miles and a five-hour drive 
away from my family and any actually reliable 
support system of friends, I experimented 
with alcohol and excess and drunkenness. 
Why? Because I’d been raised in a Christian 
bubble, right up through four and a half years 
of undergrad at a private Christian school. I 
wanted to know what the World was like.

My boyfriend of three years (who was three 
years younger than me) had broken up with 
me because he no longer believed in God, and 
I still did. There were other reasons (another 
girl, opposite goals and dreams, stages of life 
that were too different – I was a burgeoning 
adult in the real world; he was still in early 
undergrad). But the main issue between us 
was our difference of belief about faith and 
religion, and it drove us apart, and that’s okay.

But there were other things that had occurred 
in that relationship – things that caused me to 
question whether I was valuable as a person, 
and desirable as a woman. That boyfriend and 
I never had sex, but I was not a virgin when 
we met. I (willingly) gave up that title and be-
came a statistic at the age of 17. For the next 
six years I allowed guilt and shame over my 
deflowered, marred, damaged status 

It was through that group of friends that I met a 
guy we can call Camden. Camden was what many 
might call a “good ol’ boy.” Big, football linebacker 
type of guy, sorta square headed, and honestly not 
all that attractive when it came down to it. But I 
was getting over my boyfriend of three years, who 
– even though he discarded his faith – refused to 
have sex with me, which I took personally, as a 
rejection of my womanhood, even though he gave 
lots of other, perfectly acceptable reasons (we were 
too young; he was a virgin, it was important to him 
that his first time be…special; there was a pregnan-
cy risk, and we weren’t ready either to get married 
or deal with the responsibility of a child).

So, back to Camden. Who wasn’t hot by any 
means, or even mildly attractive, but who found 
me sexually desirable, especially after we’d been 
drinking. My natural tendency to be flirtatious 
encouraged him, which is of course not surpris-
ing. Plus, and this is something else the church 
likes to shame women for, I have a sex drive. My 
body physically responds to sexual stimulation, 
to sexual attention, and to sexual hints and flirta-
tious comments. Sadly, it isn’t just the church that 
condemns sexuality and libido in women. It’s most 
of the world at large. But the church is the  context 
I know.

Camden made lots of advances that I rebuffed. I 
enjoyed the flirting but wasn’t interested in dating 
him (either casually or seriously), so in my mind 
that meant no sexual interaction needed to occur. 
But he kept joining our group on bar outings, and 
he kept seating himself next to me, and he kept 
touching me – first my hair (which was quite long 
back then), then my arm, my hand, my hip, my 
lower back, my knee, my upper thigh.

I don’t remember all the details of how things 
progressed (alcohol was invited to all of our get-
togethers too, remember), but things did progress. 
Light kissing, making out, grinding, and all of the 
other things that good and creative Christians do 
when they feel the need to draw the line at actual 
intercourse. We never went on a date. I never 
asked for a date, and he never offered.

Though many will start to judge me at this point 

in the story, I did not feel cheapened by our in-
teractions at the time. Everything we had done, I 
had agreed to do. And there were plenty of things 
he asked to do that I did not agree to do, and we 
didn’t do them. He was pushy, and asked for vari-
ous acts multiple times in a given hangout session, 
but I was always firm with the lines I had drawn, 
and I always “won,” even if only because I could 
say no for longer than his drunk body could keep 
his mind awake or his erection stiff. And yet, the 
church and much of the world would want to label 
me at this point. Tease is a common word, and slut 
usually follows soon after.

He certainly thought I was a tease. Why would 
I flirt with him, text him provocative messages, 
invite him over at midnight, if not to allow him 
to penetrate me? How cruel I was. I couldn’t tease 
him like that. Once his penis was erect, it needed 
to be satiated, relieved. It was a physiological, 
biological fact. It’s why men have to masturbate. 
But not women, right? We don’t have a bulging, 
throbbing flagship of physical proof. Well, there is 
physical proof of a woman’s sexual desire, as any 
educated person knows. But for a woman to seek 
masturbation for sexual satisfaction, as a relief of 
sexual tension, as a physiological necessity: That 
is Wrong with a bolded, capitalized, underlined, 
italicized W. Women can turn it on and shut it off 
like a pressure valve, and society says we should. 
Men can’t, though. Men must expunge their 
tension, and any woman who raises the tension 
(literally) but then refuses to relieve it is a tease, a 
bitch, a slut, a cunt for doing so. But men are not to 
be blamed for their needs. It is primal, instinctive, 
and natural. Wet dreams prove that, right? (Hint: 
Women can have orgasms while they sleep too.)

I eventually broke off my dalliance with Camden, 
realizing that I wanted better for myself than a 
midnight booty call. I wanted better than a non-
relationship that was only sexual (if not intercour-
sal). And I wanted better than a man who repeat-
edly ignored my protests and my NO, treated me 
as if “no” were a game. As if I were a plantation 
maiden being proposed to in 1861, and saying ‘no’ 
was the proper, decorous thing to do but that, if 
pressed enough, I would give the answer I really 
meant, and wanted to give, which was ‘yes.’

to conquer and rule me because the church 
mandates that it should. Premarital sex is 
wrong, the church says. Period. And, because 
the church says that it’s such a black and white 
issue, the implications that accompany the 
wrongness of the act heap a load of guilt and 
shame – mostly the shame – upon the person 
who engages in premarital sex but still wants 
to be part of the church – and especially so 
when that person is a young woman.

A lot of people know this fact about me – that 
I’m not a virgin. A lot of people probably also 
have suspected it over the years. I have been 
a flirtatious girl since the time I was four and 
obtained my first boyfriend, so it would be an 
easy speculation or conclusion to draw for the 
speculating and concluding types. But a lot of 
people also don’t know it. Or, at least, didn’t 
know it, until just now.

Near the end of my college career, and just 
after, I ran with a group of friends I’d gone to 
school with, and in retrospect I can admit that 
it was a fairly shallow group, catty and petty 
at times. It was also a very inclusive group, 
though. Anyone who wanted to hang out with 
us could, and we had a good old time when 
we went out drinking and carousing. We got 
drunk often, and woke up on one or another’s 
floors on many occasions.

  Our Stories Heart To Heart



16.PERSPECTVEmag-December 2014 17.PERSPECTVEmag-December 2014

How many times have we heard that bullshit from 
some frat guy on TV, in a movie, or in real life? 
“Her lips said no, but her eyes said yes.” Unfortu-
nately, there’s a wildly popular song here and now, 
in 2014, that uses that exact same logic, with lyrics 
such as, “I know you want it,” and “the way you 
grab me” and “must wanna get nasty” and “you’re 
an animal, baby, it’s in your nature” and “you 
wanna hug me, what rhymes with hug me?”

Frankly, Mr. Thicke, that is the biggest load of 
bullshit I’ve ever heard in my life.

But I digress.

So things with Camden ended, and we each moved 
on. By that time my main post-college friend 
group had broken up and gone separate ways, 
and I had started to meet and make new friends. I 
didn’t see or hear from Camden for a long time.

Then, months later, one day out of the blue, I heard 
from his best friend; let’s call him Eddie. Eddie was 
having a birthday party at one of the clubs down-
town, and I was invited. Given how long it’d been 
since I’d heard from either of these guys – not even 
a peep on Facebook (and this was back when we 
actually used Facebook to communicate) – I was 
surprised. I was reluctant to go. Nobody from the 
old crowd except these two was going to be at the 
party, and it didn’t sound like a lot of fun to me. I 
hemmed and hawed on the phone with Eddie, told 
him I wasn’t really digging it, etc. He begged and 
pleaded, said it had been forever since they’d seen 
me, and they both missed me and would love to 
hang out again, “like the old days.” I finally re-
lented. “Oh, and by the way, would you mind being 
DD?”

So that was why they wanted to see me so badly. 
They wanted to get totally hammered and then get 
home safely. Well, my conscience kicked in, and 
I went to the party. I drank water while everyone 
around me drank everything behind the bar, it 
seemed like. Then Eddie and Camden and three 
total strangers somehow piled into my car for the 
drive home during the wee hours for the after-
party, which was at the house Eddie and Camden 
rented together. Well, I was game for some house 

drinking. It would be safe, I wouldn’t be driving 
until the morning; Eddie had said I could crash 
on their floor. Wasted Camden made a lewd joke 
about how I could have as much of his bed as I 
wanted.

On the drive home, Camden threatened to throw 
up from the backseat. I threatened his life if he did. 
I had just bought my car. Alcohol-infused puke 
was the last thing I wanted to break it in with. I 
rolled down a window for Camden and sped the 
rest of the way home. He made it, but just barely. 
As soon as I pulled into the driveway, he stumbled 
out of the car, took two steps up toward the house, 
and spewed the contents of his stomach every-
where. Mmm, sexy.

We all went inside and began the drinking all over 
again, including Camden, who, freshly emptied, 
was good as new. It didn’t take me long to get 
drunk, and I also grew very tired. I wandered into 
an empty room and slumped on a couch, dazed 
and hoping to doze off. Camden – drunk again – 
found me before too long. He touched me in ways 
that my body found arousing, and I eventually 
started kissing him. We made out for a while. He 
tried to take me back to his bedroom, but we only 
made it as far as his closet. I have no idea what 
happened after that. I woke up on the floor of the 
closet, in a pile of clothes, mine included, Camden 
sprawled on the floor beside me, totally naked. He 
began to stir when I moved, and he sort of lumped 
himself on top of me again. I said no, I was tired, 
I just wanted to sleep or go home. “Here,” he said, 
“we can sleep. Let’s go to the bed, though.” I started 
to grab my clothes and was instructed to leave 
them. I was wearing my underwear and maybe my 
bra.

We both collapsed on the bed, and I immediately 
fell asleep again. I’m not sure whether he did, or 
how much time passed. The next thing I knew, he 
was on top of me again, groping me again. I tried 
to push him off, but he was football linebacker big, 
and far too strong for me, especially as a drunken 
deadweight. I remember foggily telling him “no, 
no, no,” and I remember him ignoring me. His 
hands, his fingers roamed all over. He sloppily 
sucked at me, he clumsily thrust fingers inside of 

me, and I wriggled and tried to get far enough 
away to fall back asleep. I remember saying, “I’m 
not even wet” as an attempt to deflect his focus 
from my vagina.

Finally he got up, and I breathed a sigh of relief. I 
drifted back to sleep.

The next thing that woke me was a stinging, burn-
ing sensation inside my vagina. Camden had gone 
to the bathroom and gotten scented lotion to use 
as a lubricant. I don’t even know if he had a con-
dom on. I didn’t have time to think; the burn was 
all I knew in that moment. I shouted, “OUCH 
THAT HURTS GET OFF OF ME” and shoved him 
as hard as I could. I didn’t send him flying or any-
thing, but he did pull out, and lazily rolled over.

I didn’t say anything else to him. I calmly sat up, 
gauged my level of drunkenness, deemed it to be 
drivable, and went to the closet to retrieve the rest 
of my clothes. By the time I put them on, Camden 
was on his back on the bed, snoring loudly. I found 
the rest of my things, tiptoed through a house scat-
tered with crumpled bodies, went out the door, got 
in my car, and drove home, where I crawled into 
my own bed and fell asleep for several more hours.

When I woke up later and recalled the sequence 
of events, I wondered briefly, Was that rape? But 
I dismissed the thought because I was a Law and 
Order: SVU addict, and what had happened to me 
was nothing like what happens to the girls on that 
show. Camden wasn’t a stranger grabbing me off 
the street, after all. He was a regular guy, whom I 
knew. It was natural for him to think I’d want to 
have sex with him. I’d teased him (there’s that word 
again) and encouraged him, and fondled him and 
let him fondle me plenty of times. Plus, we were 
both drunk. It’s easy to get the wires crossed. But 
didn’t I say no? Didn’t I tell him I didn’t want to 
have sex? I’m sure I said no. But we were drunk. It 
was my fault for getting him all wired and ready to 
go. It was my fault for making out with him at all. 
It was my fault for driving them home and drink-
ing at the after party. It was my fault for falling 
asleep on their couch. It was my fault for agreeing 
to go that night at all. It wasn’t long before I had 
had convinced myself that what had happened was

not rape at all, or anything close to it. Everything 
was my fault. I never considered calling any au-
thorities or trusted mentors or even close friends. 
Nobody would know. I had made a mistake, and I 
had been punished for it. There was no reason to 
admit my sin to anyone.

It was more than a year before I told anyone what 
had happened with Camden, and by the time I did, 
I had moved back to Kansas City and left behind 
the drinking, partying, sex life I cultivated after 
college. By the time I did talk about it, I spoke flip-
pantly and placed all the blame with myself. I nev-
er used the R-word; I didn’t even consider using 
the R-word. The first person to whom I described 
the scenario used that word, and I cringed and 
recoiled from it. No, no, it wasn’t that. Not nearly 
that serious. No way. It was just…drunk sex. It was 
my fault. I shouldn’t have gotten drunk. I should’ve 
just gone home after I drove them.

“Audra, did you agree to have sex with this guy?”

Well…no. But-

“No buts. Audra, that is rape. I don’t care how 
drunk either of you were. Someone having sex 
with you after you’ve said no is RAPE.”

Well, okay. If you say so.  But..

And so on. Over the last few years I’ve had multi-
ple conversations that went just like that. I describe 
a downplayed, heavily guilted version of events. 
My conversation partner clarifies by using the R-
word. I deny it, retrace my words, emphasize my 
own culpability.

The conversations always ended either with agree-
ing to disagree or – more often – with me pretend-
ing to agree that it was rape and then changing the 
topic quickly. Over time, I began to accept that the 
situation was far more serious than I ever let my-
self believe. I began to refer to it in my mind and in 
later conversations as an instance of non-consen-
sual sex. Even now, writing this today, I don’t like 
using the word rape. That word implies a victimi-
zation of some kind, and I have never seen myself 
as a victim. I was not attacked, or assaulted. The
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encounter was not violent in any way. My vagina 
was not torn, I got no STDs, I did not get pregnant. 
Hardly anything at all happened, actually.

But something happened. I was advanced upon. I 
indicated more than once that I was not interested 
and that the advance was not welcome. I was ig-
nored. And I was physically penetrated against my 
will. (And, thanks to the fact that he used scented 
lotion – which is not intended for sexual employ-
ment – I was also caused physical discomfort.)

Slowly, after more and more stories like mine 
surface, I have begun to realize that – alcohol or 
no alcohol – what happened in that bedroom that 
night has a label; it has a name; there is a word for 
it, and it does, unfortunately, start with an R.

And I’m tired of dismissing it as “

no big deal.” 

No, my life didn’t change an especial amount af-
terward, except for the fact that I cut off all contact 
with Camden. I stopped taking his calls, did not 
answer his texts, took his number out of my phone, 
and blocked him on Facebook. He was persistent 
for a long time after that. 

He created new Facebook profiles more than once 
and tried to friend me as if nothing had ever hap-
pened. (It’s actually kind of funny – or maybe a 
little disturbing – to see how many profiles of the 
same name appear on my block list.) He messaged 
me something casual once, asking how I’d been 
and saying we should catch up, it’d been a long 
time since we talked.

 I have not spoken a single word to him since the 
last time I saw him. 

The last thing I said to him was OUCH THAT 
HURTS GET OFF OF ME. I am still in contact 
with his friend Eddie, who has brought me multi-
ple reports over the years of Camden asking how 
I’m doing. I know that at least one time I told Ed-
die he could tell Camden to fuck off.

So, except for that, nothing really changed about 

my life, externally or internally. Except for my 
intense guilt and shame in hiding the truth. Except 
for my belief that I deserved what happened to me. 
Except for the disservice I’ve done to other young 
women and men by not being honest about what 
happened.

I live in a world where it’s not only normal that 
I blamed myself; it’s accepted. It’s expected. The 
church is failing women in this regard. Society 
is failing women in this regard. Men are failing 
women in this regard.

Having been wronged, violated, doesn’t have to 
make you a victim. Am I going to fill out a police 
report? No. But I’m going to stop denying that 
something horrible happened to me. And I’m go-
ing to (try to) stop feeling shameful about it. And 
I’m going to stop focusing on why it was my fault, 
or even whether it was my fault.

I’m not sharing my story so people can feel sorry 
for me. Please do not do that, in fact. I’m telling my 
story because I know I’m not the only one who’s 
been holding onto a story like this. I’m telling my 
story because this story has to stop being written. 
I’m telling my story because I have young female 
cousins and a young niece, and I don’t want my 
story to become theirs.

The simple fact is, no matter what led up to the 
event, no MEANS no. And nobody, no matter how 
horny, no matter how intoxicated, no matter how 
physiological tense, has the right to ignore that.

i was
raped

http://aliteraryillusion.wordpress.com
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 Street Talk Social Pages

what y’all saying on your 

facebook 

  Our life Young and Ambitious



  Our stories life story

how would you describe yourself?
A stone cold critic

whats the one thing most people 
dont know about you?
I speak at night

Hows your typical day like?
Wake up and criticize peoples Facebook status

what cant you live without?
Moms cooking

what do you love and hate about 
hiphop?
 I love the poetry in it,  I hate the fact that hip hop 

in south Africa is sampling kwaito tracks

what cant you get enough of?
 Ridiculousness episodes

whats your motto?
 Go higher than the person you look up to

whats your dream car?
Mercedes Benz

what does happiness mean to 
you?
Having love

whats the best advice you’ve ever 
received?
Don’t tempt those that tempted

what tips can you offer to aspiring 
young hiphop artist?
Know your sound and focus on your mastering

what are your long term ambi-
tions?
Build an international clothing line/record label

which of your accomplishments 
are you proud of??
Releasing a mix tape at the age of 16
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Get to Know one of our rising male MC’s
Many call him smashy but at 
home his known as Simphiwe 
Mahlangu

 Smashy



Posted by R.L. Stollar

 note: The following is reprinted with permission from Lana Hope’s 
blog Wide Open Ground. It was originally published on March 20, 
2013.

On the outside, my childhood looked blissful. I was raised 
outside the box, free to roam and explore. I was raised to think 
wide and deep, to argue and to question. My home was over-
taken in creativity. On the outside, we looked normal.

At the same time I was sheltered from ideas. I was free to 
think — but only within a narrow framework. I was a 90s kid, a 
homeschooler, and I had no idea gays and lesbians existed, and 
I was raised to believe outsiders were ungodly. Other home-
school mothers, and homeschool organizations put enormous 
outside pressure on my family that ended up driving my par-
ents into shamed-based parenting. I was fed nothing but bread 
and water if I was disrespectful. Sometimes my mom threw 
books across the room. And I would collapse in tears because 
I was to blame, and wept wondering if God would ever be 
pleased with me.

I lived in a world of contradictions. On the one hand, I was 
encouraged to explore. But then on the other hand, a gen-
dered childhood hovered over me. I was told that girls are not 
brilliant like boys, and I was told married girls could not and 
should not have a career.

For example, at Advance Training Institute of America con-
ference – a homeschool conference in Knoxville, Tennessee 
– we (my friends and I) asked to rock repel with the boys. The 
leadership just looked at us like criminals and said, “If you ever 
mention this again, I will go get your fathers. You are girls, and 
you should be grateful to get to sew.”

A piece of my heart was cut off that day.

Why the heck did God make me a girl? I asked myself.

I screamed that question and my heart beat and my guts hurt for years.Why did God give me a mind for debate and 
academics if he wanted me to stay home? Why did he give me a desire to teach if I could not speak in the church or 
teach anywhere outside an elementary school? Why did he give me a forest to explore if I was suppose to wear dress-
es? Why did he give me a desire to do everything else but sew if sewing makes me the definition of a quiet spirit?
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So I ran.

I left for college, and I admitted I was a failure in God’s eyes. I 
had failed. Clearly.

I went to movies. I had “worldly” friends (also called regular 
people). I stood up and said I’d had it with courtship. I studied 
what I wanted. I studied Marxist theory, even, and read and 
read and read.

But my spiritual abuse caught up. I now had buckets of shame.

Towards the end of college my stomach went in knots over my 
choices. I felt this enormous sense of shame and guilt. So I did 
what every daughter of spiritual abuse does — I blamed myself.

Lana, you are a filthy sinner. If only you had kept your heart 
pure. If only you had tried harder. If only you had not read such 
liberal books. If only you had better friends. If only you had 
never turned on the TV. Your parents were right. I spewed lies 
to myself.

Lies. Lies. Lies.

OH MY GUT.

Soon after graduation, I started crying at night and begging 
God to remove my guilt. It was the most depressing few months 
of my life.

*****

5 years later I do not feel anymore shame or guilt over my col-
lege life. It’s not because I’ve had a great spiritual moment where 
I repented of my sin and finally learned to get it all right. Heck, 
I’ll never get it all right. No, rather, instead I finally admitted 
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i Was spiritually abused and i blamed myself

that I had been spiritually abused, and I finally realized that I had been programed to feel guilty just for watching a 
freakin’ movie.
“The truth will set you free.”

The process of learning the truth at a healing level has been slow and rocky, but underneath it all I can feel the truth 
rushing through me.I am His beloved.

https://homeschoolersanonymous.wordpress.com/2014/01/28/i-was-spiritually-abused-and-i-blamed-myself/
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I know I can’t explain it in any other way than to say that she was not a very nice person, in fact if truth be 
known she was never going to love me, never going to care for me and even before I was born these things 
were decided. She was unable to love, unable to care and unable to see me as anything more than an object 
such was the evilness within her.

Yet she gave birth to me and many would say that my mis-fortune was that I was born to this woman in these 
circumstances. But I also know that without her body I wouldn’t be here, my children wouldn’t be here, so it is 
strangely mixed feelings that I sometimes feel. I think once I use to love her and once I desperately sought her 
loving me back but then things changed and I began to realise just how much this woman hated me. I began to 
realise how she saw me, not as a child, not as a human being but instead as an object and a commodity.

I hate the very fact she felt she could treat me the way she did, I still cannot comprehend how any woman 
would behave in the way she did. Yet society has fuelled this disbelief for few people imagine a woman could 
harm her child in this way. My female biological parent was just a body that carried me into this world, she 
was never a mother, she never cared for me and she wasn’t able to show me mercy or care. The dysfunctional 
beliefs she held were nothing short of perverse and evil and she held views many people including myself will 
never fully understand, views that were skewed and utterly wrong.

This woman like many other women was an abuser, she didn’t show love or affection she showed abuse, anger, 
rage, hatred, you name it she showed it. This woman who once carried me didn’t seem to have any maternal 
instinct, she didn’t see a new born baby she saw one thing an object she hated and one she could use and use 
to good effect. Growing up I wasn’t her child, I was her possession, I was controlled and owned by this woman 
and I had absolutely no rights, no choice and I wasn’t allowed such things as free will or opinions. I sat the 
other night and thought of her and how she would bark out orders to me and my older half siblings. If she said 
jump people would ask how high, if she said go – you went.

Yet to the outside world this woman was seen in my guises, and to the professionals involved in my childhood, 
the teachers, the doctors, the social workers and the psychologists she was one of two things. The poor woman 
struggling to cope with this difficult child and living in difficult circumstances or the problem that no one 
knew what to do with. She was able to convince many with her lies that she was the victim, she was unwell and 
yet she was doing her best, it wasn’t her fault I had yet another bruise, or another injury of some kind and my 
behaviours or symptoms had nothing to do with her. Some people fell for her lies and I was too afraid to cor-
rect them instead I just stayed silent and nodded my head, I didn’t tell them she abused me, who would have 
believed me if I had?

But some professionals saw through her lies and yet they still failed to protect me, they left me living in an 
intolerable situation and basically ignored what was going on in front of their very eyes. They saw things, they 
knew she was the cause of my extreme nervousness, anxiety, tension, stomach cramps, physical injuries, emo-
tional scars and a mountain of other things too, but they didn’t step in and help me. Instead they left me living 
in this nightmare and they doped me up on medication to make it more bearable ‘for this poor unfortunate 
child’ these are the words they used to describe me in medical letters and reports.

This woman was at the time untouchable it seemed and I grew up knowing that this horror was my life and 
there was no escape, well except to dissociate which is what I did on many occasions. This woman wasn’t my 
only abuser but she was the key to it all, she was the person who controlled the access other people had to me 
and she benefitted from others abusing me.

There are words that I keep hearing in my head currently that seem to just not want to let me go, that reso-
nate inside me and tear at my heart. Words that basically sum up how this woman saw me, treated me and felt 
about me. Those words are ‘my mother prostituted me’. I don’t know if people today will believe me or not, to 
be honest I don’t care what others think, I know the truth and the truth needs to be set free.
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Female 
Abusers

The most damaging aspect of abuse is the trauma to our 
hearts and souls from being betrayed by people we love and 
trust.

Please be aware the content of this article may cause distress to some as it contains sensitive information. Please exercise self care.

Sometimes words we utter strike a chord deep down, it’s as if they go straight to the core of our being. The other 
day words describing the situation in my childhood were uttered, they have continued to resonate in my mind 
over these last few days. It’s hard when the past leaves such a legacy and yet it’s time that past was shattered, the 
strength it holds over me broken.

I had been talking about how I had been betrayed by the person who is my biological female parent, it was 
through tears that I talked of her failings and the reality of that time. I found myself asking questions, did she 
always hate me, did she ever love me, what was it I did wrong, but invariably it led to the one big question WHY? 
WHY Me?
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I need to be set free from the past and that past is worse than most peoples worst nightmare, I so desperately 
wish it wasn’t but I can’t change what happened, or the things done to me. I cannot change how she hated me 
or how she viewed me it’s too late to change who she was. This was my reality it doesn’t have to be the legacy I 
take forward, I can choose my future and the hold she has over me. I can break free from the fear I once held, 
the fear of a woman who despised me, who hated me and who basically throughout my childhood sold me to 
whoever was willing to pay.

I’m currently struggling to come to terms with the starkness of the reality, I am slowly realising that all I was 
worth to my mother was the price people were willing to pay. It’s hard to come to terms with the pain this 
truth holds, even though I know it’s true beyond doubt, it hurts. It is like someone is stabbing at my heart and 
trying to tear it to shreds, it’s an all-consuming pain that’s how much it hurts.

All I ever wanted as a child was to be loved, accepted and cared for, I got that from my father but not my 
mother. That isn’t my fault the blame for this lies with her not me the child who was robbed of her innocence. 
I’m slowly coming to terms with the fact I am not to blame, but it’s not an easy road to journey along.

However unpalatable it maybe to society, females do abuse, they physically, psychologically and sexually abuse 
children. Female offenders are not uncommon yet somehow society seems less willing to accept this truth, it’s 
time attitudes changed so victims like me have a fighting chance of getting help and support to break free from 
the women who hurt them. It’s time we realised mothers can be the perpetrators of abuse.

Copyright DID Dispatches 2014

https://diddispatches.wordpress.com/2014/11/05/female-abusers/

  Tips School Me 

WHY SOME WOMEN 
WILL NEVER BE MAR-
RIED EVEN IF THEY 
PRAY TO GOD TO GIVE 
THEM A MARRIAGE:

1) she is bossy, unsubmissive, a know it all - ever talking 
type,
2) will terrorise her husband, therefore God does not hear her 
terrorism prayers, she is a dragon in a nice outfit, a fighter 
against men, a bully
3) inherited a bad attitude from her mother or friends or rel-
atives, she has a bitter heart, learned all evil lessons from 
her unmarried friends
4) has no heart to serve her future husband, but selfish heart 
to serve her own self
5) wants men’s riches, not a true lover (disqualified her own 
husband because all she love is money), she is a greedy monger
6) full of empty pride - yet desperate and needy of a husband, 
has a cocky attitude, not willing to learn from anyone,
7) will not benefit her husband in any way after marriage (not 
ready to be a suitable helper)
8) has a heart of a prostitute (not a wife’s heart, BONE OF MY 
bone attitude)
9) trouble maker, ever quarreling, and gossip - NO PEACE wher-
ever she goes
10) busybody and unhappy person who finds fault with all men 
in the world (no man is right for her)



30.PERSPECTVEmag-December 2014

TETIOUS woman because the 
bible says from Proverbs 21:19 
- “It is better to dwell in the 
wilderness, than with a conten-
tious and an angry woman”. 

THAT LITTLE ANGER YOU 
HAVE IS DRIVING MEN 
AWAY FROM YOU. You will 
never be trusted with a hus-
band until you are a joyful 
peaceful woman. GOD SEES 
your angry dragon in heart. 
DONT MATURE ANGER IN 
YOUR HEART. Be a loving 
woman, a joyful-smiling-happy 
woman. 

THAT UNFRIENDLY AND 
UNFORGIVING HEART is 
driving your future hus-
band away, even if he was 
ready to put a ring in your 
finger. 

A KNOW IT ALL, you don’t 
want TO LEARN or have a 
learning ATTITUDE CON-
TRARY TO SCRIPTURE BE-
CAUSE GOD’s word says: “Let 
the woman learn in silence”(1 
Timothy 2:11-15). GOD 
wants to give men the type of 
wives who learn. DONT BE A 
KNOW IT ALL.

THE NEXT THIS IS TO CON-
SIDER YOUR CONDUCT, 
because God looks at your 
conduct. HE WANTS LADIES 
who can be subject to thier 
own husbands. NOT WOMEN 
WHO CONTROL MEN. I f 
you are that type, you will pray 
uNtil you get white hair with 
no man forthcoming to ask 
your hand in marriage.
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TEARER must not be given a 
ring. WHEN YOU DO, EX-
PECT A DIVORCE soon. 

JESUS HAS MANY UNMAR-
RIED MEN IN THIS WORLD. 
WHAT IS KEEPING THEM 
FROM YOU IS YOUR MAN-
NERS. Dont be friends with 
nasty women. THIER EVIL 
ATTITUDE WILL RUB OFF 
YOUR LIFE.

What number are you going 
to fix this YEAR! WHEN 2015 
START, GOD WILL BLESS 
YOU WITH A HUSBAND. 
But you have to repent. YOU 
HAVE TO CHANGE NOW. 

The bible says: “Wives, submit 
to your husbands, as is fitting 
in the Lord”(Colossians 3:18). 
WITHOUT A SUBMISSIVE 
HEART, you are not ready for 
marriage. YOU ARE SIMPLY 
A LITTLE JEZEBEL. That is 
why GOD is not answering 
your prayers.

“As Sarah obeyed Abraham, 
calling him lord. And you are 
her children, if you do good 
and do not fear anything that is 
frightening”(1 Peter 3:6). 

YOUNG MEN and men in 
general ARE AFRAID TO 
MARRY A DRAGON lady 
(Jezebel in disguise).READ 
ABOUT JEZEBEL, is is an evil 
hearted woman who drinks 
blood, a dragon rider.

Nice hair style or beauti-
ful clothes will never get you 
“a husband”. GOD WANTS 
VIRTUOUS WIVES. Humble 
wives. NOT ANGRY-CON

WHICH OF THESE ARE 
YOU. GOD WANTS TO GIVE 
YOU A HUSBAND, BUT HE 
CANNOT GIVE A HUSBAND 
WHEN YOU ARE NOT 
READY.

YOU WILL PRAY UNTIL 
YOU DIE with no one to mar-
ry you BECAUSE YOU DONT 
WANT TO CHANGE. A WIFE 
IS A SUITABLE HELPER. A 
LOVER. A COMPANION. A 
PEACE-FULL PERSON. Not a 
melancholic. 

THE REASON GOD IS STILL 
SAYING NO, IS BECAUSE 
YOU ARE A BULLDOZER. 
You will destroy your own mar-
riage. CHANGE THAT ATTI-
TUDE TODAY. God says: “The 
wisest of women builds her 
house, but folly with her own 
hands tears it down”(Proverbs 
14:1). A FOOL IS ONE WHO 
TEARS her marriage. The type 
of woman who is “a divorce” 
minded type and ever-making 
wars with her husband or 
a man who wants to marry 
her. SOME UNMARRIED 
WOMEN HAVE A marriage 
TEARING attitude, as well as a 
man-tearing behaviour that is 
why GOD IS STILL SAYING 
NO. WHEN YOU SEE MISS 
“tear” it up, as her. SHE WILL 
GIVE YOU STRESS. God does 
not give husbands “stress-
ful” Wives, but “a good thing”. 
READ THE BIBLE, GOD 
SAYS he who receives a wife, 
receives a good thing. NOT A 
DRAGON/TEARER. GOOD 
wives are needed. And God 
wants them for his single men 
who are all over the world. Are 
you a “tearer” type. MISS 

God says “Likewise, wives, be subject to your own husbands, so that even if some do not obey the word, they 
may be won without a word by the conduct of their wives”(1 Peter 3:1).

YOUR CONDUCT AND MANNERS AS A WOMAN COUNTS A LOT. You are not FIT FOR A MAN WITH 
A BAD ROTTEN DRAGONIC manners. 

God created a suitable fit helper, not A TROUBLE MAKER. “Then the Lord God said, “It is not good that the 
man should be alone; I will make him a helper fit for him”(Genesis 2:18).

A dragon or JEZEBEL CANNOT SUBMIT TO A HUSBAND IN EVERYTHING, yet God says: “Now as the 
church submits to Christ, so also wives should submit in everything to their husbands”(Ephesians 5:24).

ONLY READY WOMEN will get married. YOU ARE NOT READY IF YOU are not desiring to be a wife who 
is ruled by her husband. SCRIPTURE SAYS: ““Unto the woman he said, ... thy desire shall be to thy husband, 
and he shall rule over thee” (Gen. 3:16).

A WOMAN WHO DOES NOT DESIRE TO BE RULED by a husband IS NOT GOING TO GET MARRIED. 
Dragons and bully type women hate being ruled. THAT IS WHY THEY WILL PRAY AND NEVER GET 
MARRIED ANY TIME SOON.

They will desire wedding dresses and fit them and buy marriage or wedding magazines to gaze others getting 
married. THE PRIDE OF BEING BULLY has its payment. Never bully men. BE A ready WOMAN whom God 
will say, this one must surely get a good husband in 2015.

ITS TIME FOR CHANGE, 2015 IS COMING. MARRIAGES ARE COMING. NEW FAMILIES ARE COM-
ING. Are you on God’s list OF THOSE GETTING MARRIED or not because of your behaviour! FIX YOUR 
HEART AND ATTITUDE TODAY.

From
S.STEPHEN MOGAGABE
Email: evangelismsa@aim.com
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me and life
  Motivational Note

A life taken for granted is one that always urges to make sense and misses the beauty of simplicity which is 
the most precious gift that anyone can give their concious.To truly enjoy your life,you must stop comparing 
yourself to others and start being thankful for who you are.

Life can give you a hundred reasons to cry, but you can give life a thousand reasons to smile.To
be strong one should have faith in one’s self and trust in one’s strength. It takes strong heart to
overcome every hardship that will come. Nobody gave me a manual to life,but reality is you actually write 
your own manual.

Life has always showed me things I wanted and never wanted to see.I’ve experience victories and 
failures,happiness and sadness but one thing for sure I always get up.I’m not defined by no man,but I’m 
God’s divine orchestration.

When you no longer allow money and fashion shape your personality you on the brink of being free from 
slavery.Took my heart away from money, I’m not interested in fame. My Ambition is priceless.
Regardless of how it goes down, life goes on!You can take it all away from me except my burning desire to 
achieve greatness! I seek no riches,for The Lord has granted me wealth beyond measures. My only competi-
tion ismyself.

Our shed blood stains fabric,but Jesus shed blood bleaches out the stain of sin.In the apostle john vision of 
heaven at the end of time,thousands of people surround jesus on His throne,waving palms and acclaiming 
Him as their victor over evil.They’re dressed in dazzling white robes that have been washed in the blood of 
the Lamb of God.

What a glorious glimpse this is,there we’ll stand near His throne with those who in faith bear His name.
Our old sin-stained garments will be washed white with Jesus blood,poured out for us on the cross.We have 
become GOD’s “just ones”,His “holy ones”,eternaly redeemed by His blood.With our Saviour living forever 
among us,we’ll lack nothing ever again.

All human life is in the blood, without it you die. Jesus shed/gave his innocent blood, his life, so that we 
might have life through it. His blood will blot out all our sins that condemn us. (Repent, therefore, and be 
converted, that your sins may be blotted out, Acts 3:19.)

The blood of Christ is the best sin stain remover in the universe. In Isaiah 1:18 we read: “Though your sins 
are like scarlet, They shall be as white as snow….” Jesus did not come into the world to condemn us for our 
sins (John 3:17) but rather to save us from our sins (Matthew 1:21). He only will save us if we ask him, and 
then seek to serve him.

Jesus Blood:The Best 
Stain Remover!

  Spiritual Note






