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PREFACE
This book is more than just a coming to age story; it’s a wealth of knowledge that will be beneficial to all readers. It started with a personal journal that I had written about my journey from Haiti to the United States but it became a journey from ignorance to self-knowledge.
The book is written for the many youths whose questions go unanswered in this world, who struggle to find identity, and are unsure of how to create a vision. This is my journey from ignorance to enlightenment, but yet it’s sort of a guide to any one who dares to pursue self-knowledge and attain to higher ideals, and it is an inspirational tool for those who dare to dream. So may it be helpful to you.
Good Luck in all your endeavors!
André Lexima
INTRODUCTION
I was born in a small and secluded community on the island of La Gonave, Haiti. My mother always said mine was an easy birth. I popped right out, no stress and no pain. In our culture when a child is born, each new birth required a ritual, a way to rightfully introduce a child into the world. Everyone from extended family to neighbors attended. As soon as the cord was cut between me and my mother a prayer was recited asking the creator to bless my life in the world; days later I was given a bath in herbs to protect me from the ills of the world. Life is a gift, and it is held sacred by those who know it as such. Since birth I always carried a sense that life was sacred and that I had a great purpose for being in this world.
As a child my life was driven by an unknown force, as if I was being guided by something other then myself; and I think all kids are driven in the same manner. I was naturally active and curious; the saying goes… “Be ye as a child and ye shall enter the kingdom of the Creator.” Today I sense what this means. A child is pure in heart and mind, so he doesn’t worry, have anxiety, or dwell on things unnecessarily. A child doesn’t have thoughts of evil or corruption. Most importantly, a child has no attachment to a world of materialism, and he is present in each moment, moving from one moment to the next without holding on to past experiences. A child has no fear or doubt as to the unknown; he surrenders to all things, and is open to every experience life offers. Now this is only true for a child born into a natural environment, not a technological world where every child has a cell phone.
The world in my eyes as a child was fresh and new, everything vivid. I was bursting with spontaneous energy and always silly. Silliness was the nature of spirit when in motion. I often wish I could go back to being a child, I urge for it at times, because I remember how peaceful and joyous life was as a child. I feel that if I don’t bring this feeling back inside of me, now that I’m a young adult, I won’t be able to enjoy life. Is this the same feeling that drives people to have offspring, to reconnect with this child inside? How I lost myself in this way is puzzling, but I must gain back that state of mind. I must humble myself and live in the present.
My childhood in Haiti seems to be the most precious and memorable part of my existence. There was a feeling of being free to live and to be, where laws and institutions of cruelty were far from my mind, but instead only nature and the life given to me by the Creator. My father had 15 children, 10 by my mother and 5 by my step-mother. In those days having a lot of children was economical for a parent, since more children could help to work the land and increase the chances of wealth. In our community we lacked many necessities and we were poor, but that didn’t mean that we had to be in despair. Being poor offers lessons only those in touch with life can perceive; poverty breeds experiences of strength, dignity, and virtues indispensable to the soul of man. You see, even though man is poor in terms of physical necessities, he is rich as long he has a healthy body and a knowing mind. With these two, fulfillment can be gathered even in the most broken environments. But poverty is a condition no person should ever have to face. When food is scarce and hunger is hard to satisfy, this becomes a painful predicament. Even worse is when poverty is influenced by oppression, exploitation, and violence; then it takes on a form of suffering that stunts the growth of human beings. The rise of political violence in Haiti during the 1990’s caused my father to go to the American embassy for aide, and a visa was granted to him and his family to enter the U.S. as refugees. My father wanted greater opportunities for me and my siblings. As poor and uneducated as my parents were, they knew that learning would give us greater opportunities in life.
My family arrived in the U.S. and moved into a poor neighborhood in April of 1993; I was 10 years old at the time. It took some years to adjust to the lifestyle but eventually we got used to some things; but never could we get used to the cold winter. I always wished I was in Haiti during those days. From our front porch we observed the new environment. For much time it seemed like my family was being observed, as if we were an experiment, or a scene in a circus; the whole world knew of us and we knew nothing of them. From time to time we would have visits from the refugee workers and other Haitian families in the local area who would speak to us about the country and their experiences in it. I became sick with chicken pox the day the city newspaper came to do a story on us, we sat on the front porch and photographs were taken.
To get adjusted to the new environment my parents planted a late garden in the back yard, a hint that no matter where you are, the earth is still your mother and it will take care of you. My father took his first job as a dishwasher in a local restaurant. Being dedicated to everything he does, dishwashing was no different. My father recognized that he was giving his children an opportunity and he worked hard to make sure we knew it.
For the first few months we were entertained by a white kid who lived across the street. He would throw rocks at us and call us niggers. Since we spoke no English and we didn’t know what he was saying, we just laughed at him, thinking he was crazy. When we went to school in the fall, my sister and I found ourselves being teased because we were foreigners, but when the other students hit and spit on us, we retaliated with the same. We eventually learned English and made many good friends.
It was a great joy for me to go to school, and as I entered the junior high I excelled. I maintained honors while being a class clown, as well as playing soccer, track, football, etc. At this time I started dreaming that I would become great, that I would do great things in life with the opportunity I was given. Once I became a junior in high school this spark began to dwindle. Up to this point I had been able to avoid the obstacles that plague the average young black male, but I found myself often hanging out in the streets, although I would have rather been doing something else. By now I had forgotten my beginnings and my culture. I started to take on the American lifestyle. It was like I was being lured to forget where I came from. I managed to avoid the traps of dropping out of school, drugs, and the likes, but I couldn’t escape the fate of going to prison. I was charged and sentenced to several years of imprisonment for being present while my comrades committed a larceny. I found out that man can be guilty through his associations. I was perplexed as to how I came to be sitting in prison when I had been on the verge of going to college, possibly an Ivy League school.
No matter the cause, this event began my long journey to self-rediscovery and awakening. While living in the perilously oppressed prison environment I decided that I wouldn’t allow my dreams to be diminished, in spite of the circumstances. While incarcerated I began the work of examining each and every flaw and working hard to transform them I turned the harsh environment into a school whereby I exposed myself to great philosophers, a range of academic subjects, and a study of mind and culture. I made knowledge and self-mastery my only endeavors. In this personal growing up journal, Knowledge Never Overshadows Wisdom, K.N.O.W, I recorded my thoughts, visions, and inner struggles in a process that quickly took me from being a mere juvenile to becoming a standing adult.
Through this journey, I studied spiritual philosophy and gained wisdom through meditation that allowed me to regain the joy of my childhood and an enlightened mind. I emerged out of prison undiminished, with a sense of purpose and a call to live out my destiny. I came to know that feeling that had been with me since birth: that I’m on this earth to accomplish a certain task and that the ancestors are always there guiding me. Even though the journey took me from my native paradise and into the American prisons, I gained meaningful lessons that would resonate throughout the rest of my life.
Life is synonymous to building a sacred temple; the only thing is that this temple is your mind. To begin you have to start with your foundation, in this case the first brick you lay shall be your Character.
The 7 Arts:
Loyalty
Discipline
Responsibility
Integrity
Perseverance
Self-esteem
Courage
May 19th, 2004
For some uncertain reason I have the urge to keep a journal. It is said that your way of thinking expresses who you are, so I hope to find some hidden wisdom in these words when I glance back at them. There’s so much I wish to put in this journal that has come to me prior to today, but I’ll let the past be the past and keep to the present moment.
Today I continue the struggle to understand the undisciplined nature that I try so hard to rid myself of. No matter how hard I try, my attention is not on the proper level. It’s not just my attention… it’s all the necessary tools which I need for mental and spiritual growth. I wish I could see things clearly for what they are and not just hold on to concepts I was given by society or the distorted thinking gained through my own experiences. From now on I will think every decision through before I make it. Everything is already in me, but when the time comes for me to apply what I know, I don’t even think. I make conscious decisions, but they’re bad decisions.
Knowledge class was beautiful today, it gave me great inspiration. We talked about returning back to the people who we once were, those great spiritual beings who left behind the Metu Neter so I could find way back to the source from whence I came.
May 20th, 2004
Why is it that I have certain ideas about people when I haven’t even met them? It is better to meet a person with an open mind than to have ideas about them before you get to know their nature; for then you don’t set yourself up for disappointment. Even if you have a good idea about them, they may not live up to your expectations. So either way you still set yourself up for disappointment.
May 20th, 2004
How silly is life; I can get extremely upset and moments later laugh because of the humor in the situation. I think to myself, “what the heck was I thinking, I should have never reacted this way, and I must’ve been in another state of mind.” Well this is exactly it, I wasn’t aware of the negative emotion that aroused, and I end up expressing this emotion. Then, I would laugh at the moment and how different I would react to it if the situation would arise again, at this day and time. This is why humor should be an essential part of life, it can be found in all things. It is humor that will help make light of things and help you overcome some difficult times. When embraced, it releases an internal energy that is open and relaxing, which helps to find the best remedy to the situation. I will smile more when faced with bad situations, in the end it’s not the situation that matters but how I reacted to it. My reaction will either allow me to grow, mentally or spiritually, or it will lead me into more distress in life. I will smile, if not for any other reason then because it’s life, and I’m experiencing it.
I was given a gift of being able to experience this thing called life; I shall always be thankful for this, good or bad. At the end, I won’t be able to take anything in life with me except for what is within me, my mind and the experiences of my soul and spirit. Nothing matters after death except me and the weighing of my heart before the Creator. So from this day on I will not waste life by being ignorant and making the same mistakes over and over. The same results will take form unless I do something different, something more. I will always smile when life goes astray, when I’m faced with adversity, when I feel humiliated or when I experience difficulty in doing something. I’ll just smile; I’ll smile when I feel like there’s no reason for smiling, because there’s always a reason to smile, if not for anything than for the experience itself. There’s humor in all things. I only have to look and listen and I’ll find it. At times, it’s not humor that invokes a smile, but joy, joy is the feeling that consumes me when I’m in a state of completeness, a state of not lacking. I’ll always remain with a smile, or hold to the feeling of goodness inside, which is synonymous to a smile.
May 21st, 2004
The feeling always exists, the feeling of remorse and sympathy. In competition I put the enemy at my mercy; I roar with victorious pride, I feel satisfied with vengeance and retaliation. When I’m in repose, my enemy is no longer my enemy; he is not one which I feel hostile against. He is a friend and a brother, bonded through human lineage and connected in spiritual essence. His defeat becomes mine, his feeling of sorrow becomes my own, but in a grave sense… because I’m the cause of his pain. It’s like injuring my brother and having to go home to tell my mother of it. This feeling is powerful. It contains many of the other feelings that exist: sadness because of the hurt I feel for my brother, anger since I have caused something which I did not want, a remorse - lagging within, and love because of my realization that we are one and the same. The wisdom that I gain from this feeling usually fades away quickly to return again on another day when something similar happens; and I continue to strive. I hope to master this virtue one day, the virtue of being humble in victory and defeat, and impartial to the two.
May 21st 2004
I know neither the reason for it nor how it comes about, but unprompted depression creeps up inside of me. Why? This feeling of sadness, sorrow, and discouragement, I hate it. It’s as if my spirit is taken away from me. I wish this feeling would die. It traps me and forces me to spend my day inside of it. Nothing I do will take away from its power. Why does depression exist? Is it because I fail to do something that life wished me to do? Maybe this is the feeling I get when I’m tired of life, tired of trying. Maybe I’m not free mentally and spiritually, for if I was, I wouldn’t be limited by a simple emotion, I wouldn’t need anything outside of me to occupy and satisfy me. To truly be free, all I need is my mind, my own inner self, which is the source of my inner peace. Maybe it’s my mind drawing up states of illusion. I have to take control of these thoughts, I shouldn’t let my thoughts and feelings control me like this. All I have to do is treat these thoughts like nothing, for that’s what they are. Sooner or later thought goes away, so it’s not worthwhile for me to dwell on them. They come and go, so to be free from them, I have to be unmoved by them. I have to gain complete control of them. I can’t let my thoughts control me throughout my whole life. If anything, I will direct my thoughts on positive things, so that I never go wrong. Master self and you master all. Now through this realization I no longer feel depressed, I studied my thoughts and decided what to do about them, and now I no longer have this feeling of depression. Amazing!
May 24th 2004
It seems that my whole life I’ve been giving or I’ve been willing to sacrifice all for the sake of benefitting others. Almost anything I have in my possession I’m willing to give. If possible I’ll give you my time, attention, my labor, my mind; I’ll give you anything that will help you in life or make life a little bit better. When I give I feel good about it, I know that I’m doing a great work. Giving uplifts the spirit; it uplifts humanity as a whole. Imagining a world in which human beings kindly give to one another… great things would happen.
Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/12507 to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you appreciate their work!