
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


UNDEFINED: 

Lessons Beyond the Scars

––––––––

By Venroy V. Joseph

––––––––

[image: A white text with a shadow

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]

veJov Publishing, LLC

Published in the United States of America


Copyright © 2026 by Venroy Vere Joseph

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopy, recording, or otherwise, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except as provided by United States of America copyright law. 

ISBN: 978-1-972196-01-4, hardcover version

ISBN: 978-1-972196-02-1, eBook version

Library of Congress Control Number: 2026907842

Front cover photograph: © Adobe Stock 

Front cover and book design by Venroy V. Joseph. 

First edition.

Printed in the United States

Published by 

veJov Publishing, LLC

5457 Twin Knolls Road, Suite 300

Columbia​, MD​ 21045 



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    Special Acknowledgements

To my parents and family—thank you for the relentless push. For refusing to let me settle. For seeing more in me than I sometimes saw in myself. Your steady insistence on growth shaped the discipline, courage, and resilience woven through these pages.

To the Potter's Seventh-day Adventist Reunion Group—your encouragement to bring this story to light mattered more than you know. Thank you for pushing this piece out of reflection and into publication.

 

And to that special person behind the scenes—you know who you are—own your chapter. Your quiet support, steady belief, and unseen contributions helped carry this work further than I could have alone.

      

    


Special Acknowledgements

To my parents and family—thank you for the relentless push. For refusing to let me settle. For seeing more in me than I sometimes saw in myself. Your steady insistence on growth shaped the discipline, courage, and resilience woven through these pages.

To the Potter’s Seventh-day Adventist Reunion Group—your encouragement to bring this story to light mattered more than you know. Thank you for pushing this piece out of reflection and into publication.

And to that special person behind the scenes—you know who you are—own your chapter. Your quiet support, steady belief, and unseen contributions helped carry this work further than I could have alone.

Table of Contents



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Introduction 

[image: ]




Chapter One The Cold Room and the Warm Life  

Chapter Two Manchineel  

Chapter Three My First  

Chapter Four Fowl and the Old Hillman  

Chapter Five The Little School  

Chapter Six Saved by the Breast  

Chapter Seven One of Seven  

Chapter Eight “Don’t Bother Me”  

Chapter Nine Black or Stop Back  

Chapter Ten Push  

Chapter Eleven Sorry  

Chapter Twelve Ms Simon’s Dog  

Chapter Thirteen Summers  

Chapter Fourteen Skip  

Chapter Fifteen Scarface  

Chapter Sixteen Firestone  

Chapter Seventeen Discovery of an artist  

Chapter Eighteen Mushing  

Chapter Nineteen Failed Escape  

Chapter Twenty Don’t stand so Close  

Chapter Twenty-One  Change the system 

Chapter Twenty-Two Apricity  

Chapter Twenty-Three  Indicator  

Chapter Twenty-Four Summer Shorts  

Chapter Twenty-Five Love Taken  

Chapter Twenty-Six Reckless  

Chapter Twenty-Seven The Rebound  

Chapter Twenty-Eight My Only Begotten  

Chapter Twenty-Nine Salt or Sugar 

Chapter Thirty Breviary  

Notes What are your lessons 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Introduction

[image: ]




This is not a book about triumph in the way stories are usually told.

There is no straight line here. No neat arc where suffering appears briefly only to be politely resolved. What follows is not a performance of resilience, nor a catalog of victories polished for admiration. This is a record of becoming—uneven, unfinished, and often uncomfortable.

I did not always understand what was happening to me while it was happening.

Some moments announced themselves loudly—through blood, fire, sirens, and courtrooms. Others arrived quietly, disguised as ordinary days, small choices, casual words, or silent disappointments. Many of them left marks. Some of those marks are visible. Others live beneath the skin, shaping decisions long after the moment has passed.

This book is titled Undefined: Lessons Beyond the Scars because my life has resisted easy definitions from the very beginning. I entered the world under assumptions of loss—assumptions whispered by professionals who believed the story was already over. Yet I survived. And survival, I learned early, does not mean the absence of pain. It means the continuation of meaning.

Scars appear throughout these pages—not as trophies, not as warnings, but as witnesses. They testify to heat endured, impact survived, and systems navigated. They remind me that healing is rarely clean and never rushed. More importantly, they reveal that while scars can shape direction, they do not own identity.

This book is not written to persuade you of anything.

It is written to invite you into experience.

You will meet faith that sings in hospital rooms and questions itself on mountain trails. You will encounter love that promises and love that withdraws. You will see humor erupt in fear, mischief interrupt reverence, and art emerge as a language when words fail. You will walk through cultures colliding, systems failing, and lessons arriving long after they were needed.

Some chapters may feel light. Others may feel heavy. That is intentional. Life does not arrange its teachings by emotional comfort. It delivers them as they come, and we decide later what they meant.

If there is one quiet truth woven through this book, it is this:

what happens to us does not automatically define us—but it does redirect us.

Every experience leaves an imprint. The question is not whether we are marked, but whether we allow those marks to become limits—or maps.

This is my map.

Not to explain who I am,

but to show how I became.

Welcome to Undefined.
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The Cold Room and the Warm Life

I entered the world on Sunday, June 10, 1973, under circumstances that should have ended it.

I was born to Keith and Venita Joseph of Potter’s Village, Antigua, West Indies, on a morning defined not by celebration, but by urgency, blood, and quiet resignation. My mother suffered from Placenta Previa—a condition that is still dangerous even today, and in 1973, on a small island with limited medical resources, it was often fatal. She hemorrhaged severely. By the time the seriousness of the situation was fully understood, too much blood had already been lost.

Inside Holberton Hospital, the atmosphere turned grim. Nurses whispered in voices meant to be discreet, but heavy with finality. They spoke not of recovery, but of inevitability—of what would be said afterward, not what might still be done.

They did not realize my mother could hear them.

Drifting in and out of consciousness, she overheard what amounted to her own epitaph being drafted at the foot of her bed. Something in her refused to accept it. Weak as she was, she turned inward and began praying to her God.

“Father,” she pleaded, “what will my family and others say? They will proclaim that she joined the Adventist church and now will die.”

It was not only fear of death. It was fear of testimony—fear that her faith would be reduced to gossip rather than witness. And so, as blood drained from her body and certainty drained from the room, my mother did the only thing she still could.

She sang.

Her voice was faint, strained, but unmistakable.

“Master, the tempest is raging,

The billows are tossing high...”

In a room where professionals had already surrendered, my mother filled the air with faith. It was not performance. It was survival.

Still, the medical consensus had settled. She was presumed dead. I was given even less consideration. Most had abandoned the possibility of a live birth altogether.

This was where the story should have ended.

But it didn’t—because my uncle Ralph Anthony refused to accept quiet consensus as truth.

He left the hospital and drove more than half an hour over rugged Caribbean roads to Dr. Cuthryn Lake’s home at Lion’s Estate near Newfield Village. When Ralph reached him, Dr. Lake was not dressed for surgery or summoned by protocol. He was in gardening clothes. That did not matter.

They turned back immediately. Later, Dr. Lake would say it was the fastest drive to Holberton Hospital he ever experienced.

Dr. Lake walked into a scene already written off. He assessed quickly. When he stepped outside to speak to my father, Keith Joseph, he was honest.

“I don’t think I can save the child,” he said. “But I’ll do all I can to save your wife.”

Blood was needed. The community responded. Under Kennedy Cooke, with phlebotomy technicians coordinating, people gave what they had. Studley Joseph, Hughlester Joseph—my father’s brother—and others stepped forward.

Against all probability, my mother lived.

And so did I.

I was placed in the cold room—the one reserved for babies not expected to last. But I breathed. I stayed.

The cold room did not define me.

The warmth that fought its way in did.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter Two

[image: ]




Manchineel

A few years after my dramatic entrance into the world, life finally felt light.

It was one of those perfect Caribbean days—the kind Antigua seems to produce effortlessly. The sun was high and generous, the breeze warm and steady, and the water at Long Beach shimmered a shade of blue that felt almost unreal. On that day, Potter’s Seventh-day Adventist Church held a picnic, and the entire scene felt safe, joyful, complete.

I was just shy of two years old.

In true Antiguan style, every family brought food and drink in abundance. There was no scarcity—only sharing. Sister Venus arrived with trays of homemade treats that disappeared almost as quickly as they were uncovered. Sister Manelis lounged on a chair she had made herself, singing melodiously, her voice drifting across sand and sea. Nearby, Pastor Trotman, Brother Generlette, and other young adults played cricket, using makeshift bats and coconut branches stuck in the sand for wickets.

The day unfolded without incident. Laughter moved easily. No one was watching the clock.

After hours of sipping sweet Caribbean punch, my small body sent a signal I didn’t yet know how to announce. I needed to pee. Quietly—unnoticed—I slipped away from the group, wandering off in search of privacy. With the innocent confidence of a child who believed the world was safe, I relieved myself where I stood.

I had no idea I was standing beneath a manchineel tree.

The manchineel does not warn. It does not sting immediately. It waits.

Not long afterward, Sister Venus noticed me scratching—persistently, urgently. She looked closer, then froze. She brought me quickly to my mother. Panic spread instantly. Blisters were already forming on my private parts—the unmistakable reaction of manchineel exposure.

The laughter stopped.

The ease of the day collapsed.

My parents did not hesitate. They rushed me to Holberton Hospital for treatment.

For me, this moment carried a quiet first—it was the first time I was truly separated from both my mother and father. That night, alone in a hospital crib, I screamed with everything in me. People later said you could hear my cries all the way in Johnson’s Village. It wasn’t just pain. It was confusion. Fear. Abandonment I didn’t yet have words for.
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