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			Birds sing so

			Sweetly in freedom,

			Unclipped, unhinged

			So sweetly in freedom;

			Uncaged chirps in

			The sweet by and by 

			In freedom the birds sing,

			So sweetly in freedom

			They fly

			—Beverly Oliver
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			Introduction

			I remember in my dreams, I dream that I fly every day. At night I fly.

			 —Dr. Sebi, November 2005

			That flying, that soaring high in the sky and beyond, on August 6, 2016, landed Sebi among the ancestors, observing wide and long all of us down here on the ground. “Did my teachings take hold?” I imagine Sebi asking. “Did they instill change and usefulness on all levels: health, nutrition, love and respect for self and nature? Will my African Bio Mineral Balance therapy live on and make a difference?”

			Sebi, I answer and write this: It lives. It lives in your children who have picked up your torch and continue to teach and practice natural healing and sustainable living. Sesa, Xave, Saama, Kellie, Abdul, and Asami perform yeoman-like work propelling your healing methods to great heights. And certainly, companies that bear your name and legacy, such as The Fig Tree, Next Generation Herbal Products, Usha Village, A Healthy Crush, Dr. Sebi’s Cell Food, Sebi’s Daughters LLC, follow suit.* I can confirm that since your transition, Sebi, products I’ve purchased from them are as effective today as when you were alive.

			Your La Ceiba, Honduras, healing village, Usha, continues to attract visitors and clients interested in a firsthand dip and wallow in Usha’s thermal waters, the hot spring. Your residence, that architecturally phenomenal glass house you built, stands among the mango trees and a landscape heavily upgraded since 2005. Asami (Alfredo Bowman Jr.) lives at Usha Village now. He maintains it along with Saama, a young lady who has grown by leaps and bounds since I first saw her in 2005. They maintain the village well, at least from what I’ve seen on social media. My last visit there was 2008.

			So much has changed since my visit to Usha Village in 2005: the glass house, a fitness area, a thermal swimming pool, a picket fence that runs from the cabins all the way down to the bath houses, and a circular open-space gathering area for health talks with visitors. When Sebi talked about health and life in 2005, he did so in his hut, stretched out long on his king-sized bed with me across the room sitting on a futon, my microphone and cassette player beside me. 

			This book pays homage to those moments and one of the greatest opportunities in my life—an invitation to visit and interview for one full week master herbalist Dr. Sebi in his hometown, La Ceiba, Honduras, November 6-12, 2005. It also celebrates his lasting legacy twenty years later, when sea moss and bladderwrack product sales have skyrocketed to billions of dollars.

			According to National Geographic’s article “Sea moss has become a billion-dollar health trend. Is it worth the hype?” sea moss sales, by the year 2030, are expected to grow to $2.60 billion, surpassing 2024’s $2.8 billion. I’m confident Sebi has played a large role in that growth, cheerleading the effective health benefits of sea moss and sea weeds for more than forty years. Way to go Sebi! And Adio Kuumba Akil agrees. She’s the naturalist and food therapist who helped launch Sebi’s career in the U.S. In a full circle tribute, the section titled “End Words From a First Protégé,” Adio praises the path Sebi chose and the effect his journey has on all of us.

			This 20th anniversary edition of Seven Days in Usha Village: A Conversation With Dr. Sebi also has an added chapter, “Dr. Sebi Shared More That Week in Honduras:   His Methodology.” From what causes disease to how he removes disease and why, you’ll find it in that gem of a chapter. His essence, his light shines in every word. Here’s hoping you’ll find useful takeaways that will change your health and nutrition for the best.

			I’ll never forget that conversation in Honduras twenty years ago. I’m grateful I can celebrate this milestone with you today. 

			—Beverly Oliver

			
				
					Disclaimer: These companies are mentioned as objectively and factually as possible.

				
			

		

	
		
			Alfredo Darrington Bowman, better known as Dr. Sebi

			
				
					[image: ]
				

			

		

	
		
			Prologue

			After leaving the ocean, and shortly after my healing, I began working for the County of Los Angeles’ Martin Luther King Hospital as a thermal engineer. I worked there for ten years, and for all those years I was researching plants. I was driven to conducting this research. While working at King Hospital, things began to change at work. I would go to work as usual but the herbs were constantly in my skull talking to me like, “How could you betray us knowing that there is healing to be done, and you’re working as a steam engineer!” This was in my skull constantly, but because of the presence of cyanide, uric, and lactic acid it was easier to not respond to this call, to deny myself and others, as well. I was always fighting the war between the herbs and my false sense of security. I had arrived. I made a “nice” living, and my family and I had a comfortable life. I purchased clothes, a car, a house, and still I had no peace. It was not enough to live like a normal person would. These herbs were bent on stressing my life.  I dreamed about them. They were with me (or I was with them) twenty-four hours a day. I would go to work and instead of seeing  pipes, boilers, and condensers, in my head I was seeing the beautiful purple flower of the blue vervain plant or smelling the bitterness of the chaparral. I was obsessed and always angry with myself. The herbs demanded obedience and did not let up. I finally gave in and delivered myself to them.

		

	
		
			 Mama Hay—Beginnings

			DR. SEBI: Well, hey, me, I’m out the bush. Dr. Sebi was born and grew up in the bush.  So, the dictates that provided me the environment that I have internally and mentally is not the same as a child born and grew up in a city. I grew up, I saw snakes. I could tell you the different snakes, spiders, bush, the herbs, the taste of them, the birds, because I grew up in that.

			BEVERLY: Were you experimenting with herbs then?

			DR. SEBI: No, no, no. I just knew the herb. Most Hondurans know herbs. Most young boys and girls from the Caribbean know herbs. They know herbs.  

			BEVERLY: What about the healing?

			DR. SEBI: They may not know about the healing properties of the herbs but they know herbs. And I knew that herb. I didn’t even know the healing properties until recently.

			I remember my life distinctly from age three because I had an experience that I will never forget. I was playing by the Aguan River and did not realize that the water was too deep.† 

			DR. SEBI: What happened is I went to the river and the river wasn’t too far from the house, and I saw this shrimp. And the shrimp was huge to me but I know it was something I wasn’t supposed to take out of the water. And the shrimp kept backing up, and kept backing up deeper, deeper into the river and I was following the shrimp.  When I looked, I was in a hole. And I was holding on to these logs and these logs were turning over and wouldn’t let me grip them.

			I had to hold onto logs and float to shore. I ran all the way home dripping wet. My mother never knew that before I arrived that day I had been fighting for my life in the river. That was the first indication of the importance of water in my life.

			BEVERLY: Who is Mama Hay?

			DR. SEBI: Mama Hay is a young lady that was born in Belize. She was born in the Protectorate, the Principality of Belize under the British at the time. About her life with her mother, I know very little. I know a lot about her life with her grandmother, which was Elizabeth.  Elizabeth was my grandmother’s grandmother. And according to my grandmother she was a very tall woman, very strong woman. She lived until the age of 124. Then my grandmother, Mama Hay, was born to Carolina. Carolina had two girls.  Mama Hay was one. I don’t remember the name of the other girl. Mama Hay grew up very attached to her mother. Mama Hay never even had a boyfriend until she was already age twenty-eight. And a young man who was very much in love with her came to, you know, ask her to be his mate. But Mama Hay said no. She didn’t feel good with the man. And as my grandmother telling me the story, I could look into her eyes and tell that when a woman doesn’t want a man, it’s not that she doesn’t want him because he’s lesser than another. She just doesn’t feel right with him. She doesn’t resonate with him. She said no, no, no, no many times. 

			Well, one night the man in question came and shot my grandmother in her left breast toward her heart. They took my grandmother to the hospital thinking that she would be dead. Everybody thought she would die. But my grandmother lived. And then she said I think I can leave Belize now. I should leave Belize. She left Belize and she came to Honduras. She came to Honduras in the year of 1914, and she met this man that took her off her heels. His name was Ben Francis. He was a Haitian. This Haitian gave my grandmother love and a life that even when she was telling me the story, and she was already in her seventies, eighties, the laughter, the love that this man brought to her was still showing in her face. 

			He was from Haiti and she bore him two children, Violet and Lucius. Lucius left very early for the United States. Violet stayed and took care of Mama Hay until she passed. Mama Hay wasn’t a woman that you invite to a dance. She was never part of any sorority. She was never part of a lodge. She was never part of anything. She was never invited to anything.  Mama Hay was a very secluded lady, very, very, very private. And I didn’t notice that I would be going to sleep every night at six o’clock. And it was because of Mama Hay.  Mama Hay would tell me these stories because Mama Hay took possession of me when I was eight, and she took care of me until I was about eleven. 

			BEVERLY: Why did Mama Hay take possession of you at the age of eight?

			DR. SEBI: Because she had met another man by the name of Duncan from Jamaica.

			BEVERLY: Your grandmother?

			DR. SEBI: My mother met another man from Jamaica named Duncan after my father was killed. My father was killed.

			BEVERLY: Do you know how or why?

			DR. SEBI: Yes, I know how and why and I even met the man that killed him. I met the man in New Orleans. His name was Earl Bellcarris. They called him Monterey “the hand of a tiger.” He killed my father, paid by people to kill him to come into possession of the land of my grandfather. And I have the papers in my hand right now. All the land of my grandfather is my possession. But my father was killed because of that. But my father also was a very angry man. He used to look for trouble.

			BEVERLY: What was his name?

			DR. SEBI: His name was Clifford, Clifford Bowman. A man came to me once and said that the gun that he showed me was the gun that he bought to kill my father with. So Mama Hay had me under her tutelage in whatever from age eight. At age eleven, I became a caddie and then I went to work in the Miramar Standard Fruit Company, dairy farm. It was called Miramar. I worked until I was fourteen. Then I left Miramar and went to work in the commissary. And Mama Hay became even closer because I would work hours that gave me more hours with her. In listening to her I learned from my grandmother that the thing she prized more than all is her independence. Her independence.

			It was easy for her to leave Belize. It was easy for her to tell the man that shot her she didn’t love him. Some women would have played it off in a way to not hurt the individual. Not my grandmother. She was straight upfront. She didn’t like this man and she was shot because of it. So Mama Hay suffered at the hands of the Black man, her brother, what is still continuing to perpetuate. The Black man, many of us are very abusive and rightfully so, because the very food that precipitates the abuse is being fed to us by our wives. So you see, it’s a vicious cycle. Mama Hay made sure that I did not become
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