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Just as the aura circles on the cover radiates harmony and energy, so too does the universe 
guides you through the infinite cycles of creation 
and manifestation.
 By tuning into this flow, you awaken the latent power within. Meditation is your doorway to connection, while manifestation is the language of your soul. Every thought, every intention you send into the universe returns to you, amplified. 
Step into the light of your potential and watch as the Universe aligns with your vision.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Thank you for choosing "The Way Out". May this Book be a guide on your journey to peace, transformation, and awakening. your path is yours to walk, but you are never alone— trust in the universe, and it will show the way.
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Blank pages have been purposefully included throughout this book—to give your thoughts room to breathe.
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Introduction
In a world filled with challenges and uncertainties, my journey has been one of resilience, discovery, and the relentless pursuit of understanding. My name is Clement Kgalema, and as I reflect on my life, I realize that my experiences are not just my own; they are like a fabric made from the threads of struggle, growth, and the search for purpose. Born in the small town of Jane Furse, Ga-Sekhukhune, in Limpopo, and raized in the vibrant township of Alexandra, I’ve navigated a landscape shaped by both love and adversity.
Though my roots are in Jane Furse, where I was born at Jane Furse Hospital, it was Alexandra that truly shaped who I am. Alexandra is a place that can either build you or break you, and I say this from experience, having almost been dragged into smoking at a young age. It taught me many hard lessons, lessons that have stayed with me and influenced the choices I’ve made throughout my life. The reality of life there was raw, a constant reminder of the thin line between survival and losing yourself.
I was raised by my late grandmother, the smartest, most loving, and strongest woman I’ve ever known. She was the guiding force in my life, teaching me the value of strength and resilience. After her passing, my grandfather, who once stood beside her, changed. He succumbed to alcohol and abuse, and his actions would later play a significant role in my life, leading me into a dark chapter that included jail time, a story I’ll break down further in later chapters.
But even in the toughest times, my parents entered my life at just the right moment, providing love and support. The timing couldn’t have been better. Their presence filled in the missing pieces, giving me a sense of balance in a world￼[image: Finding Peace in Chaos Finding Peace in Chaos] that often felt unsteady. This book is an exploration of my journey, a blend of struggle, survival, and the lessons learned along the way. The events I’ll share with you might shock you, leaving you questioning how I survived them, or how I reacted in those moments. Some of these experiences are so intense that, when I look back, I wonder if I am truly living the life I remember or if I’m trapped in the body of an old soul.
For years, I’ve been a keen observer of human behaviour, developing a fascination with psychology, the intricacies of the mind and the complexity of the people around me. This curiosity began back in primary school, while living with my paternal grandparents, and it’s something that’s grown over the years. I’d observe people, the smart ones, the ones who loved women, the ones who carried themselves differently. It started with endless questions in my mind, and now, I can tell a lot about a person just by looking at their ears. Sounds crazy, right?
Many of my peers have not experienced life the way I have, and for that, I’m both grateful and humbled. Everything I’ve lived through has taught me something, and my hunger for answers has led me to knowledge that I’ll only share a glimpse of in this book. Some of the questions I’ve asked, about who runs the world and how things really work, deserve books of their own. But for now, I’ll focus on the journey at hand.
This book is not just about the hardships I’ve faced; it’s about the growth that came from those experiences and the lessons I’ve learned. I’ll take you through the depths of my spiritual journey, share the places and dimensions I’ve encountered, and reveal the wisdom I’ve gained along the way. I’ll also share my thoughts on mastering discipline, a key lesson I’ve learned over the years.￼[image: Finding Peace in Chaos Finding Peace in Chaos]
Writing has always been my passion. I once rapped, writing lyrics that carried meaning, and I even dabbled in scriptwriting and directing short films. Writing, for me, is not just a form of expression, it’s my purpose. It’s a way to share my message, to wake up, guide, and help as many people as I can.
I still remember the moment when I first felt the urge to share my message through music. It was my first year of high school, and some guys were playing music on a portable speaker at the back of the class. They played Joey Bada$$, and I was sitting near the speaker, surrounded by classmates who knew me as the funny guy. As I listened, I paid close attention to the lyrics, and something clicked, it hit me that this is how a message should be spread. That moment sparked something in me, and from there, I started writing my own lyrics, determined to communicate something deeper, something meaningful.
But life didn’t stay simple. Things got more interesting when I met new friends, and that journey eventually led me into depression. I didn’t want my parents to know. Not even my best friend knew what I was going through. I’ll share more about that part of my story in the chapters to come.
All I ask from you, just know that whatever you’re going through, whether good or bad, you are not alone. The mechanisms that helped me survive may just help you too. This is not just a memoir; it’s an invitation to walk this path with me, to explore the complexities of life, and to understand that no matter how dark it gets, there’s always a way out. You just need to find it.
 
 
 
 
 
Chapter I
I am a story still unfolding, a seeker of roots and truth. In the echoes of my past, I search for the map to my future.
 
1

Through My Eyes
 
I’ve always considered myself a curious person, a deep thinker. But before I get into the details, let me share the origins of my surname, Kgalema, a story that my grandfather passed down to me someday.
I remember asking him where our surname came from, and he told me that it originated in Botswana during the colonial and pre-apartheid eras in Southern Africa. He explained that the name comes from the Bakgatla tribe, specifically the Bakgatla-ba-Kgafela. During the conflicts of those times, the chiefs and kings of the Bakgatla tribe escaped from Botswana and settled in Limpopo (Mamone) alongside Kgosi Sekwati I (King Sekwati I) and his ancestors. As different groups spread across the land, multiple sub-tribes were formed, and Kgalema was one of them.
It makes sense when you look at the name linguistically. If you take the name "Kgafela," remove the "F," replace it with "M," and shift the "L" to where the "F" was, you get "Kgalema." Maybe that’s how the name evolved over time.
Growing up, my older sister and I were raised by our grandparents while our parents lived together, working hard to ensure we survived. Living with elderly people is one of the greatest gifts one can receive because it instils discipline and teaches valuable life lessons. I still remember telling my grandmother that I would be staying indoors all￼[image: Through My Eyes Through My Eyes] day, and she would laugh and say, “We will see, I don’t believe you.” Determined to prove her wrong, I would actually stay inside all day, and over time, it became a habit. To this day, people know me as someone who prefers being indoors. I enjoy my own company and feel at my happiest when I am alone.
However, when it comes to hustling and being out on the streets, it’s like I become a completely different person. Even my best friend is often surprised by how many people I know, despite the fact that I spend most of my time indoors. I have so many fun childhood memories, ones that my childhood friends and I still joke about today.
Everyone knew that I was raised by my grandparents, and I was always with them. My grandfather, however, did not like children, there’s no better way to put it. He had a reputation. It was funny because my friends would play soccer in our driveway, and my grandfather would insist that we sit outside before a wall was built around the house. If my friends kicked the ball too close to the yard, they knew the rule: I had to run and grab it, give it to my grandfather and he would pop the ball and tear it apart. Every kid in the neighbourhood was afraid of him.
Even recently, while I was writing this book, I met up with my sister's old childhood friend we call Zambane (which means “Potato”). He’s much older now, but as we sat around the fire reminiscing, he said, “There is no one who doesn’t know your grandfather’s slap.” Everyone, from him to his older sisters, who are now grown with children of￼[image: Through My Eyes Through My Eyes] their own, remembered his infamous slap. My grandfather had some wild sayings too. One of his favourites was, “I will cut off your private parts and hang them on my roof!” As kids, we would laugh at it, not taking him seriously, but everyone feared him.
One of the funniest childhood memories I have is of my friends playing “knock and run.” They would wait for me and my sister to be safely inside the house before playing it on our home because they knew my grandfather would give them the attention they wanted. If the streetlights came on while we were still outside, we knew we were in trouble. My grandfather’s reaction to the game was always what they wanted to see.
Old people love planting, and my grandparents were no different. Before tenants moved into our yard, we had massive fruit trees and vegetable gardens. I ate so many bananas growing up that to this day, I can’t stand them. We used to cut bananas before they ripened, wrap them in newspaper, place them inside a maize meal plastic bag, and leave them for a few days. When we uncovered them, they would be perfectly ripe, naturally sweet, and less starchy.
Every Sunday, my grandmother, my sister, and I would go to church at Zion Christian Church (ZCC). We never missed a
Chapter II
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