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It’s never too late to stand out of that dark and exhausting loneliness, an- ger, hatred, brokenness and the fear to start over again. I am a living proof that anyone can start all over again.
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Waking From the Dead

The pain I felt when I saw the coffins descend into the cold graves that waited to swallow my people’s remains six feet underground is indescrib- able. There are no words in our realm that possess enough power to accu- rately describe the horror of saying goodbye to your loved ones. Today, I know that the Grim Reaper’s icy grip never pretends. Indeed, Death knows no boundaries. It blows like a violent wind that leaves poisonous traces of sorrow deep in the secret chambers of the soul. Whereas, those of us still blessed with life ironically feel dead within ourselves, the dead themselves have no luxury to know the emotions that come with wearing a mortal coat. Death is a ghost that haunts the living. The minute it strikes, you feel like one stabbed with a spear as tears of blood flood the corridors of one’s inner man. This is precisely how I felt when I buried my parents, one year after the other. I was just a young boy, crying over his late mother and father; crying for the siblings that remained with me; crying for my uncles who did not know how to cope with the loss. There was fear, confusion, pain and brokenness in the eyes that involuntarily met mine. I did not want to watch my relatives breaking down at seeing me so vulnerable and broken. It was only under the wings of Mother Nature that we felt sheltered from the typhoon of Death.

In spite of the tragedies that marked my childhood, life had to move on. I knew deep in my wounded heart that I had to carry on no matter what came across my way. It is a long and lonely road, with the traffic jam that arises from the million challenges we encounter. Stopping is not an option, unless to take a short rest and proceed to pursue your heart’s undying desires. You

learn survival skills as the road veers into jungles that demand wide open eyes; otherwise, the big five beasts will tear your skin off your psychological body. After years of travelling the rough patches of life you get to a level where teary mists and clouds that gathered around your eyes are wiped off. There are times when you realise that Mother Nature serves at the pleasure of our Heavenly Father. This is the God who goes beyond what nature is able to do to keep us biologically safe in the world. When I finally under- stood this I saw that God does not shield us from pain, but helps us to tran- scend it. He does not replace our experiences, but he creates new memories that begin to heal our pain and close the holes in our hearts. Like Lazarus, you eventually feel God’s voice pushing you to come out of your grave. In a way, you rise from the dead.

Fight for Your Own

It took one blink of an eye for me to reliase that if you don’t stand up for yourself in life, you will always rely on others. You need to be your own man or you will forever be a slave to another. Life trained me to always be ready to fight against ill-treatment. I have an attitude that warns any person to do their shenanigans far away from my face. When people who love taking advantage look at me they see a sign on my forehead that says, “Don’t dare mess with me. Don’t dare abuse or bully me. I will fight you tooth and nail.” As part of growing up without parents, I have not allowed anyone to dictate WHAT I should be or HOW I should be. Not only do I fend off bullies, but nature has taught me to always fight against any eye that feels pity for me. I have never allowed the society to treat me like a sorry case. This has perplexed my friends over many years. They have wondered how I managed to cope with tragedy. At times they would ask me if I was free to talk about my feelings, but I’ve always found my therapy in writing.

Perseverance is a Crown

Perseverance is not automatic, but it is a great quality if you want to make it in life. I used to cry myself to sleep every night until I developed a mentality that “everything will be okay one day.” The greatest outcome of enduring the pain is that in those wounds you will get used of the pain. The more you get used to the pain the more you begin to master perseverance. Losing my loved ones year after year made me realise that feeling pity for myself was not going to work at all. I always wanted to be up and running. I actually didn’t know what I was doing but I fought my way out of the pity party and continued to push against all odds. I have never looked back. I believed that everything has its own time and that with perfect timing, anyone can become a victor.

You might be going through some difficult stuff right now and feeling like losing hope. All I can say is that every hiccup has its lesson, whether small or big. In the most difficult of times I have found myself learning the pow- er of appreciation. I remember as a young orphan I would often spot a mother carrying plastic bags full of groceries and clothes for her children. That nearly broke my heart because I only had one pair of trousers and one sweater, which I wore through autumn, winter, spring and summer. In this situation, I learned to be grateful that we at least had shelter and never had to sleep under bridges. Although there were many fights in our adoptive homes, I am glad that we had an uncle who fought for us until we com- pleted our national senior certificate programme. Perseverance has taught

me valuable lessons anyone can use to turn their hardship around. I have learned to overcome my childhood trauma and the anger that lingered as a result. Although I explored a number of options as a young man, I have never handed myself over to drugs or allow them to abuse me. I focused on my studies until I made it to tertiary.

You Are Not Like Everyone Else

The law of inertia mentions the ability of all objects to remain in a state of rest or to keep moving at a uniform motion in a straight line. This means in your life you choose whether you remain at rest or you keep moving at uni- form motion despite the complexities you have come across. I have trained my mind to really distinguish between what I should do and what not to do. As a young adult, I have made my very own decision to be a man amongst boys who build shelters. I am that man who will build a home instead of a place to sleep. I have accepted that I am not like everyone. From an early stage I have taught myself to stay up late at night and mentally watch a reel of my mistakes unfold like a blockbuster movie. I have never been afraid to confront myself. It takes bravery to boldly stand firm in the face of uncom- fortable truth because truth does set free.




[image: image]



Commit Yourself to Your Craft

My writing journey has not been easy. I have often felt overwhelmed by writing, but I have never given up. When I started out I was only using a pen and paper. There was a time when I set all my writings on fire. Yet, the desire to write never stopped. It was like a fire that was lit in my soul. The fire was fueled the more I read mind-blowing books by authors who taught dedication, determination and discipline. I decided to commit myself to writing until my heart stops beating, whether I got rejected in the long run or not. I told myself that writing is a gift from heaven, which allowed me to express how I feel and how I see the world. This book is a culmination of all the undying efforts I put behind my writing. My prayer is that this book helps someone who feels like giving up on their dream prematurely. You do not have to throw your life into drugs and alcohol. There is something in you that can change your life and possibly change the world. You should adopt an attitude of refusing to run from your challenges. You must face them directly and learn how to cope and eventually triumph in your quest to live a meaningful life. Lastly, never stop dreaming or at least setting goals. My goal is to become a dynamic speaker. Each time I see speakers ascending to the stage, something burns within me. I can’t wait for the day I speak on big stages, sharing the contents of this book with an attentive audience.
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Learn to Dream Small

Big dreams are wonderful. However, you must learn to take things one step at a time. I have had to shelve my big dreams and create short-term goals that are achievable. Small failures create a clear path to big victories. Those who specialise in high jump competitions don’t start where they win trophies. They start with lower hurdles and posts. They more they can endure the lower posts the higher they go, until they face their equals at the finals.

Mind Your Own Harvest

Don’t allow yourself to envy people who build mansions and buy sports cars. You were not there when they did what they had to do in order to afford doing what they appear to be doing. It is their time to harvest. Focus on your own seeds. Focus on your own sweat and leave other people’s har- vesting season alone. Lastly, focus on building your patience until the day you get to reap what you have sown. Whatever pain you are going through is not meant to destroy you but to wake you up to a greater purpose. Today, my story is becoming beautiful because I have allowed myself to learn from the pain that I have felt through the years. Tomorrow someone may wish to be me, not knowing what I went through to get to a stage where my life inspires many people.

Nature Will Meet You Half Way

Pain becomes bearable the day you discover that
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