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The staff and students of APNLC are proud to present the third edition of our “Stories 
 Unfolding” newsletter. In this edition, we are given the privilege to delve beneath the 
surface, and gain deep insight into our students’ lives beyond the classroom walls. 

This year, celebrations was used as the theme to direct our learners’ reflections. As 
 the staff read through all the entries, we were taken aback by the variety of unique 
 approaches to the theme. 

This theme evoked an array of emotions and memories; for some students, the theme 
prompted them to write about such things as holidays, while for others it inspired writing 
about personal milestones. This array of responses reveals the diverse backgrounds  
which make up the student body at APNLC; this newsletter has provided an opportunity 
to celebrate ALNLC’s unique community. 

The students worked extremely hard to brainstorm, edit and create their final product.  
On behalf of the APNLC staff, we would like to thank all the students for sharing their 
wonderful stories.
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Celebrating... FIRSTS

An Amazing Experience by Linda Lin

I have done well in many competitions, but never came first place in any until I moved to Toronto. It was an 
unforgettable experience. 

I had been teaching Chinese in Vancouver for ten years. When I lived in Vancouver, my main language 
was Chinese, thus after I moved to Toronto, I planned to learn English. Scadding Court is my neighbourhood 
community centre, so it was my first choice to study English there. My teacher was a responsible and  
serious lady. She always encouraged us and gave us confidence. She told us, “When you are learning a 
new language, forget everything you learned before. You have to imagine you are a kindergarten kid.”

In 2008, the Toronto Start sponsored an ESL Spelling Competition. My best classmate was chosen as a  
candidate to represent our class. I was one of the substitutes. At recess or lunch time, I always helped her 
practice. On the night of the first spelling contest, I went to the Toronto Star Building to cheer my classmate. 
The sponsor announced suddenly that all substitutes could also join the competition. Every candidate would 
be asked to the stage and given a word to spell. The rules were if you missed three words or if you used your 
hand to write, you were out of the competition. Although I made one mistake on the word “cement” - which 
I’ll remember how to spell forever – I did well enough to make it to the next round of the competition in the 
end. It would be held in 18 days. 

From that day, I began to practice. If you think that if you learned all the vocabulary that the sponsor gave 
us then you could get first place, you would be wrong. At the second contest held at City Hall, I was asked 
some words that were not on the list. I didn’t think I would be the winner; therefore I took it easy and gave  
my kids a smile when they were sitting in the audience waving to me with love. Every time I spelled a word 
correctly, I heard my teacher and classmates give me an encouraging round of applause. I appreciated 
their support. It gave me more confidence.

At last, only three candidates remained. I could not believe I was one of them. And then, one of the final 
two. The other candidate was a charming young girl. I thought she would be the winner. But, to my own 
surprise, I won because I knew how to spell “abbreviation.”

     From substitute to first place winner, it was a great turn of 
     fortune for me, like the Chinese idiom, “Unintentionally planting 
     a willow, but willow turns into shade.”  This experience taught 
     me a lesson: trust in yourself – you can do it. Now I keep on 
     studying hard. I wish to be a magician, waving my magic 
     wand to unscramble all my vocabulary into a sentence. May 
     be one day I can win best storyteller, if there is this kind of  
                                                          competition.  

              Nine Mornings by Wanda lee Lewis

              St. Vincent and the Grenadines celebrates Nine 
              Mornings (serenading) from the 16th to the 24th of 
              December, from midnight until dawn every night.  Nine 
              mornings is a unique Vincentian festivity associated 
              with the Christmas season. It is a celebration that brings 
              the young, the middle age and the old out. 
              Traditionally, all villages hold fun competitions such as 
speech making, beer drinking and banana eating, crying, laughing and storytelling. A later addition was 
the carollers who go from house to house singing Christmas carols. They played their guitar, drums and 
all different kinds of instruments.   

Each village has its own activities, such as performing music or speeches in front of judges who will  
decide on the best performance.  Even our very own radio station has its own calling program. The  
radio station will give a Christmas song, and then you sing in your own tune and rhyme to the line.  

The best song will win a price. Each day you will see all different 
kinds of activities going on in each village. On the very last night 
for nine mornings, some people would prefer to go outside to 
boil their ham on a coal pot.  If you are lucky enough you will 
meet your pot on, while others are complaining about thieves 
who took their hot pot from the fire. This celebration comes with 
lots of fun and laughter.  Whenever there is a person going 
home for a vacation at Christmas, it’s not because they missed 
their family alone, but because in St. Vincent, you will never get 
bored on Christmas day or while the days counted for Christmas,  
because of all the activities before Christmas.  I would like to extend 
an invitation to you all, to my beautiful country St. Vincent. This 
practice is entirely unique to St. Vincent and provides an opportunity 
for all.     

CELBRATION of..... seasons, love, laugher, family,

grandmothers, special events, motherhood, fatherhood, daugthers, 

success, travelling, special events, New Years, friends, loved ones, birth, 

partners, school, learning, stories, independence, knowledge, death, 

courage, seasons, changes, firsts, new skills, new beginnings, 

Easter, travelling, kindness, weddings, achievement, community, moving 

forward, food,
 
 nature,

 
challenges, grandfathers,

 
pets, 

 LIFE 
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My First Game of Volleyball by F.M.

One Saturday, a few years ago, some friends of mine invited me to play 
volleyball at The Beaches. I thought back to my childhood games; my 
siblings and I used to play cricket with the neighbourhood children as 
well as all the ball games in school. I used to enjoy those times. However, 
I had never played volleyball before, although I had seen it on TV many 
times. It had always looked very interesting to me, so I decided to 
accept their invitation. We arrived at The Beaches by noon, and had set 
up and made our teams by 1 pm. I was impressed, watching the other 
players serve and spike and even dive for the ball. I closed my eyes and 
hoped I’d hit the ball when it came near me. What was I thinking – I 
hadn’t played any sport in years!

When it was my turn to serve the ball, I was so nervous! My hands were 
shaking and I was wondering if I would be able to get the ball over the 
net. I looked at the players and all of them were looking at me and 
waiting. I took the ball in my hand and I served. It went just over the net and fell just inside the line. I heard 
someone say “Good serve!” Then another person said “That is the best serve so far! One point!” Then another 
person said “Congratulations on your first point!” Their well wishes really made me feel good about myself. 
After that I was able to relax and enjoy the game.  I felt really happy that I was able serve the ball and that 
my teammates were proud of me. For the first time in a long time, I was relaxed and having a great time. 
Just this one event made me realize that I take life too seriously and that I had missed doing things outdoors; 
especially going to the beach! 

Party in the U.S.A. by Danny

My first visit to the United States was very amazing and something to cherish. My family, (dad, mom, brother, 
and cousin) attended a family friend`s wedding in the city of Dallas, Texas. This trip to the United States was 
back in the years 1997 – 98. From Toronto, it took us two days to get to Dallas. We left home at around 4 
o’clock in the morning and started to drive to Dallas. After we slept at a hotel somewhere along the way we 
arrived in Dallas the next day. 

My mom`s friend Trang was the one who got married. We gave her and her friend Phoung presents when 
we arrived. My brother, my cousin and I all got gifts from them including video games, money, toys, etc. We 
were all very happy. For about a week after we arrived in Dallas, it was pouring rain and because of the bad 
weather we had no reception to watch T.V. or satellite. It was a terrible week and I didn’t like it.

Then it was the day of the wedding and it was fun and exciting. It was all about to happen when the bride 
was driven in a limo with her parents to met her husband at the church. Then they got married by the priest. 
From there, we drove pretty far to the ceremonial party where we gathered with other people. There were a 
couple thousand people there at this Banquet Hall. It was about 8 p.m. after a long day. 

We arrived at the Banquet Hall and the party started with music and banging of glasses and plates. We ate 
vanilla cake and crab dumplings which were good and delicious. Then it was time for the wife and the  
husband to kiss. They were officially married. The people were drunk and wanted entertainment. So was I.  
They played a variety of music and we all got on the dance-floor and started to dance to the music.

It was a celebration to remember. I wouldn’t mind visiting again sometime at New Year’s or in the summer 
time. That was a celebration I experienced when I was a kid, and hopefully I won’t forget it!

My Favourite Celebration by Samuel B.

My favourite celebration is Easter. I love Easter 
because it is a time for my family and I to come 
together and reflect on the death and 
resurrection of Jesus Christ.

Every Easter we cook a special traditional dish 
called jollof rice. We also have turkey and wine. We 
start the dinner or lunch with prayer and after dinner 
we sit at the dining table and have conversation 
together. 

We play music and dance after lunch, and we also 
watch movies, mostly about the death and  
resurrection of Jesus Christ. We also go to church  
on Good Friday and Easter Sunday to pray. I feel 
very happy at Easter time!

         Chinese New Year by Paige

         I learned about Chinese New Year from my younger brother.  One  
         day he had a project on Chinese New Year, and he was telling 
         me about it.  Chinese New Year is celebrated in countries with a lot 
         of Chinese populations such as Hong Kong, Mainland China, Tibet, 
         Philippines and also in counties like Canada and Australia.  
         Chinese New Year is an east and south-east-Asian celebration and 
         is also known as “Asian New Year” or spring festival. 

Chinese New Year begins according to the Chinese calendar systems, because the track of the moon 
changes from year to year. Chinese New Year can begin anytime between late January and mid-February. 
In Canada, Chinese New Year is not an official holiday, but many Chinese hold large celebrations and also 
Canada Post issues Chinese New Year 
theme stamps. 

In the city of Toronto, people celebrate Chinese New Year by 
having festivals, bicycle tours, and restaurants serve delicious 
foods. They also have beautiful dragon dance parades that 
take place in Chinatown in Toronto and elsewhere. It is also a 
tradition that every family cleans their houses and sweeps 
away any ill-fortune in hopes of making way for good luck. 
Chinese New Year tradition is to reconcile, forget all grudges, 
and sincerely wish peace and happiness for everyone.

Labour Day by Robert Reeves

Labour Day takes place on May 23rd every year 
all over Jamaica. We get together and celebrate. 
We gather to clean up the parks, schools, churches  
and streets. Sometimes we paint the pedestrian 
cross walk and go and visit the elderly and paint 
and work on their houses. 

We also cook chicken, pork, goat soup, jerk  
chicken, fried dumplings, ackee codfish, rice, 
peas, banana, and yam and we bring it to the 
poor at the end of the day. 

We celebrate by eating and drinking and partying 
in the park and on the street until the early hours 
of the morning. 
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	 	 	 	 Caribana 2010 by Aaron Kellett 

    Caribana happens every year in July and it celebrates the Caribbean culture.   
                                              People come from different Islands to participate in this big parade.

    It was a very hot day in July and I went to the Exhibition grounds to meet 
    up with the people from my drumming circle. We are called Muhtadi’s 
    World Drummers. It was a beautiful sunny morning when I got there. I hung 
    out with my fellow drummers, had a drink of Coke-a-Cola and a little chat 
    with Muhtadi about how exciting it was to be in the parade for the first time.  

    Muhtadi and the World Drummers had been invited to perform on the 
    George Smitherman float. Mr. Smitherman was running for mayor of Toronto. All  
                                              the drummers got to meet George Smitherman and shake him by the hand. I  
                                              felt very excited about meeting him.

Then came the big moment. We loaded our drums onto the Smitherman float, and started playing the 
rhythm “Saba” as the truck started passing the big crowds of people. They were watching, dancing and just 
having a good time. There were colorful floats all around and people wearing big, bright costumes. It was  
a very exciting moment, being on the float, passing through the crowds and beating the drums.

At the end of the parade, we got off the float, I packed up my drum and I said my goodbyes to everyone. 

I really enjoyed being part of Caribana and if Muhtadi’s World drummers were to be a part of the parade 
again I would definitely participate. 

One Night in Toronto by Selwyn Joseph

Toronto is a great city to have fun and party all night long. Especially on Fridays and Saturdays, a lot of people 
go out to restaurants, movies or the clubs. One night in particular was memorable. It was memorable for 
three reasons: the setting was interesting, the activities were fun and it was exciting.

This fun night was set on April 24, 2009. It was one of my friend’s 20th birthday party. Her name is Ana, and 
her party was at Jack Astor’s restaurant; it was great! I met some new friends, ate some wonderful food and 
watched a hockey game on TV. After the wonderful meal, we enjoyed some nice conversations and took 
some pictures. Then we paid our bills and planned to go to a club. 

It was going to be my first time going to a club, and I was kind of nervous because I had heard that clubs 
could be violent and dangerous places. But when I got inside the club, it was CRAZY! The music, the people, 
the action and the lighting were so cool that it took my breath away. The dance floor of the club was colourful  
and the DJ was playing some good music. My feet were killing me, and because the music was so loud I 
couldn’t hear what my friends were saying. Nevertheless, I had a wonderful time!

Going to the club felt good. It was exciting, breathtaking and fun. I had such a wonderful time that I decided 
to go to another club a few months later. This time, I went with my friends, and thought to myself that I’ll be 
going to clubs a lot more often and especially for special occasions. 

I had a wonderful time at Ana’s birthday party. There were a lot of activities and excitement, great food at 
Jack Astor’s restaurant and my first trip to a club. I will not forget these memories of having such fun in the city 
of Toronto.

	 	 	 	 	 						In Celebration of Spring and Fall by Keith

          Every year we have our four seasons: Spring, Summer, Fall and 
          Winter. Winter has its moments, like when the city gets blanketed in 
          a fresh snowfall and people have their houses decorated with 
          lights; it’s a nice, warm, happy feeling. Summer too has its benefits 
          with barbecues and sitting on your balcony, or in your backyard 
          enjoying the heat with a cold beer and friends or    family, but it 
          tends to drag on. Summer just gets too hot for my liking, to the  
point where I find it hard to breathe. Winter gets too cold, dreary, and messy. Spring and Fall are the  
perfect seasons for me. 

Let’s begin with Spring. After a long cold, snowy winter, the snow begins to melt and everything starts to burst 
out of its hibernation period. Gone is our winter clothing: heavy coats, hats, gloves and boots. Now we can 
wear something lighter. The buds on the trees and ground start to sprout in search of the warm rays of the 
sun. People start to clean up their properties, planting new seedlings for flowers, fruits and vegetables. The air 
is crisp and clean. Within a few weeks the smell of flowers and the chirping of the birds are in the air. 

Fall is a beautiful time of the year with its many brilliant colours 
amazing you at every turn. It’s also the time of year where we 
can truly appreciate the fruits of our labour; fruits, vegetables 
and flowers are all stacked up in the markets, rich in colour 
and freshness. This is the perfect time to preserve these, so that 
in those days of cold and dreary winter months you can sit 
back and have your favourite coffee or tea with some toast 
and your preserved jam, strawberry for me.

P.S. help our farmers - buy locally.

Christmas and its Meaning to Me by Odane

He means everything to me, so I don’t know how to not celebrate him. As a child the first thing I learned from 
my family was the story of Christ. While learning all those stories, the words were just for me to remember them 
because I was too young to understand or to apply it to my life. Even then I still understood that the stories 
were true and important to my family because of the way they taught me.

I learned that Christmas came from the word Christ and that Christmas is a time to be humble and to give 
thanks and praise to the one who gave his life so that we may live. As an adult, those stories now mean  
everything to me and they are the very morals by which I govern my life.

Because of my belief in Christ, I know there is nothing too hard or impossible for me to achieve because with 
his love all I need to do is try. He is the reason I smile even through rough times because his name gives me 
hope. For instance, there have been times when I’ve been surrounded by people who continuously highlighted  
my flaws and put me down. In those times I try to be alone so I can talk to him in my heart and he always 
reminds me of where I am coming from, where I am now and where I am going. At this time I start to  
remember what is really important and it helps me to stretch beyond the limits that people have set for me.

He is everything to me, so on Christmas day I am overjoyed and emotional. Having loved ones who share the 
same belief makes it an enjoyable time.
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New Year Celebrations by Valerio 
				
We all love New Year celebrations, but people from South and North America are used to celebrating their 
New Year’s on New Year’s Eve (December 31st, or on January 1st). Like many others out there, I had never  
celebrated New Years on March 21st. Yes, that’s right, March 21st. Did you know that Iranians celebrate their 
New Years on March 21st? I did not know until this year (2011), but since I got an Iranian girlfriend I have 
learned a lot about their culture. 

I’ll share with you readers my experience as a first time celebrator of Iranian New Years. I went with my  
girlfriend to her aunt and uncle’s house. We went to her uncle’s house twice. The first time was on the first 
Wednesday before March 21st to jump over fire. They jump over fire to purify themselves. It was an amazing 
experience doing that. We got to their house around 6 pm and they had invited their son, his fiancée and 
some other family members to join us in the event. They had set a big table outside in their back yard with a 
lot of traditional food on it, and they also had made a pile of wood to be set on fire when all the guests had 
finished arriving. I waited anxiously for the fire jumping to begin. While we waited for the fire to finish lighting 
up we ate and drank. When we first sat down I noticed some different things at the center of the table, so I 
asked my girlfriend if they meant anything. Then she explained their meaning. She said that there were seven 
S’s on the table and that the symbolic dishes consisted of:

1. Sabzeh, which means sprouts, regularly wheat or lentil - signifying rebirth.
2. Serkeh, which means vinegar - signifies age and patience. 
3. Samanu is a sweet pudding made of wheat sprouts. 
4. Seer that means garlic in the Persian language - signifying medicine.
5. Seeb means apple - signifying health and beauty.
6.  Soma, berries - represents the colour of sunrise.
7. Senjed, the sweet fruit of the Lotus tree, signifying love. She told me that this tree when is in full blossom its 
smell and its fruit make people fall in love and become unaware of everything else.
 
I was very impressed with her explanation of the seven symbolic things on the center of the table, and she 
also told me that thirteen days after the celebration of New Years all the families go on a picnic and throw 
the sabseh (wheat) into running water.

Finally the waiting ends: time to jump over the fire. It was amazing doing that; you have to jump three times 
or more and every time you do it, you have to say, “Give me your healthy red glow and take my yellow  
colour away”. For Iranians, the flames mean good, and they say “take my yellow colour” meaning to take 
away their sickness.
           
On March 21st we went back to her cousin’s house to celebrate the New Year. We got to their house around 
6 o’clock. Her cousin’s parents had prepared a lot of Iranian food and they had bought champagne and 
some wine for the occasion.

For us the New Year is always at midnight but because they follow the Shamsi-Ghamari calendar, which is 
based on the solar calendar, we celebrated at 7 pm here in Toronto. For the New Year’s celebration we did 
pretty much the same rituals that we in South and North American do. We opened the champagne at 7 pm 
and wished happy New Years to everyone in the house.
        
This was my first time as an Iranian New Year celebrator, and I hope that it won’t be the last, because it was  
really fun. I hope to go to Iran one day to celebrate Iranian New Year’s there, and if I do I’ll tell all of you  
readers about it.

	 	 	 	 	 																						“CARNIVAL” by Shamora

                        Every year, my country, St. Vincent & Grenadines celebrates 
                        one of the biggest festivals across the Caribbean known as 
                        Vincy Mass ‘the hottest Carnival in the Caribbean’.  It’s a 
                        summer event that attracts returning nationals, as well as  
                                                                             visitors from all over the world during twelve days of fun in the                                     
                                                                             July sun. Our carnival is full of fun and lots of colours.  During  
                                                                             the carnival,  a lot of activities take place leading up to the  
                                                                             final day of the festival known to us as Mardi Gras.  

One of the many events of Vincy Masss is the “Miss SVG”, a pageant show. In this show, young ladies go up 
on stage to model and perform. They are judged for their talent and beauty and the winners represent the 
country at the Caribbean Miss Carnival. 

Also, there are junior Calypso and Soca Monarch where primary and secondary school kids across the  
country take part in the activities. Panorama Champions for the Season are for kids as well as for adults to 
celebrate. Also, steel pan is played everywhere during the carnival. 

Another part of our carnival involves children. On a day especially designated  
for them, children put on different colours and shapes of costumes and join the  
band to parade across the city. There is the Jouvet, where everyone, young and  
old, takes partby painting up themselves, wearing wigs and costumes and  
displaying themselves as whoever they want to be on different themes. 

The grand finale of our carnival celebrations is the Mardi Gras show, where all 
the mass bands and mass men showcase their various artistic skills in different 
costumes on stage. Thousands of revelers and carnival lovers wear the same 
colour as the people on stage. At the end of it all, one band must capture the 
coveted title of “mass band of the year.” After all is said and done, our 
carnival “Vincy Mass” is definitely the hottest carnival in the Caribbean and is 
definitely full of fun, flair and fantasy. 

“Italiano del mondo Italiano del mondo” by Rocell

Italiano del mondo is an Italian festival that happens every year 
around October. This festival started in the 1960s when people from 
across the city and around the world came together for this festival.  
The festival is held in a big hall with fancy tables, decorations, and 
an open bar. The women wear their pretty dresses, while the men 
dress in their suits and ties.  While everyone is sitting at their table, 
they are served with pasta, cold cuts, bread, pig stomach, and other foods.  On the table, there is a whole 
pig stuffed and baked, and everyone sings and dances around the pig. Then they cut it into small pieces 
and serve it to everyone who wants to eat. They also drink wine, pop, and juice. Music plays in English and 
Italian to entertain the people.

After everyone finishes eating they go on the dance floor and dance with their partners as a couple then  
they do a free dance called the twist. The people also dance around an open barrel while four people 
standing inside the barrel crush grapes with their feet. I have been attending this festival since I started  
working for Giovanni Mitri, a man who goes to this event all the time. He wanted me to have a great  
experience related to Italian tradition since I am from the Caribbean and only know a little about other  
countries and their customs. When I go to this festival with Giovanni, I enjoy the food, fun and interacting  
with other people.  



6

Celebrating... LIFE

   Celebrating My Son by Christa 

   In every part of the world people of every culture, colour and race share a lot in common.  
   Amongst them all the most common one is “celebration.” Whether it is for weddings, funerals, 
   thanksgiving, no matter the occasion, people gather together and celebrate in their own unique 
   ways; as was the same with the birth of my son Adeleke Ayodeji. He forced himself into this world 
   on a cold and snowy morning in January - January 13, 2009 at 3:24 am to be exact. 

   This kind of celebration had no obvious signs of a party, but instead it was full of joy, love, laughter 
   and tears - a sweet combination of all. After 24 hours and 24 minutes of fear, anxiety, 
   anticipation and tears, a star was born. It felt like a part of me had just been recreated, re-birthed. 
   The entire room where it all had taken place first went into a moment of silence to thank God and 
   acknowledge the miracle that had taken place before our very eyes. Then everyone cheered 
   and congratulated me on the birth of my son. A room filled with close friends and family members 
   celebrated in their own unique way the new life of a great boy! 

Together Forever by D.L.

The joy of love grows daily.
As I prepared the way for my delivery
It all happened so quickly, how blessed that God 
had chosen someone like me.
The months passed by so slowly,
holding back the anxiety, that lingers through my aching body
Some days were more overwhelming than others, 
especially the sudden movement in my belly
that always seems to get my attention immediately.
I cried, I laughed with no regret, this experience I would never forget. 
Finally I laboured my way to safety.
With a beautiful baby girl that felt so soft 
I began to touch her so gently.
This new beginning has taught me so much.
Thank God for making me a Mother to my little girl Afifa.

My Grandmother’s 80th Birthday by Ezra

On July 14, 2011, my family and I will be celebrating my grandmother’s 80th birthday. My mother, brother, 
sister, aunty, and uncle will all be there to celebrate her birthday with her. It will be a great day for my  
grandmother, who will be surrounded by all of her children, grandchildren, great grand children, and great, 
great grandchildren. I will be in Grenada on July 14th 2011 and she will have a wonderful day because  
everyone who loves her will be there for her. We will be having her birthday at the beach. Children will be 
playing in the sand and taking beautiful baths in the salty sea water. It will be fun.                                                                      

There will be all kinds of food and drinks and she will get the most beautiful cake. There will be games, cards 
games, and lots of gifts, as everyone will bring something wonderful.  There will be lots of things to eat such as 
fried chicken, mac and cheese, rice and peas, curry goat, oxtail, fried fish salad and steamed fish. For drinks, 
there will be all kinds, such as beer, and soft drinks. She will have a wonderful day at the beach. 

	 	 	 	 	 	 Celebrating Grenada’s Independence 
      by Nathalie Isaac 

	 	 	 	 	 	 In my earlier years living in Grenada I took part in Grenada’s 
      Independence Day celebration, and now I am left with just 
      my memories. Grenada received its Independence on 
      February, 7, 1974.  In Grenada celebrating Independence 
      Day starts with colorful parades, festivals and games. Most 
      people in the country dress-up in colorful clothing. They wear 
red to represent the flavor of the people, our courage and vitality and our burning aspiration to be free. Gold, 
signifying wisdom, the sun, the warmth of our Island and the friendliness of the people. Green symbolizing the 
fertility of our land, our lush vegetation and agriculture.      

 I remember the evening before Independence Day getting school clothes ready; washing my white shirt and 
white socks with blue indigo, cleaning and polishing my shoes and ironing my skirt. My mother would cornrow 
our hair with the best style, and say “that will have people talking, watching and admiring you having the best 
hair style”. By the next day everything was prepared and my sister and I were filled with excitement. 

On that day the streets are filled with parades and schools from each parish marching throughout the town 
followed by a national ceremony. You would also see folk dancers performing original Africa dances  
representing the abolishment of slavery. I can still see it in my mind; streets filled with people, the beautiful 
displays of spices, ground provisions, fruits, arts and craft displayed by the local vendors which were set up  
on stands often made by nothing more than makeshift boxes of scrap wood nailed together and topped  
off with large and colorful umbrellas. 

Here in Canada when I go to the flea market and I see all the ground provisions it brings back memory of  
our Independence Day celebration with our big pots of “oil down”; a national dish, made of ground  
provisions. It is a simple, delicious and robust dish. This hearty dish includes salted meats, chicken, dumpling, 
breadfruit, callaloo –made from young dasheen leaves and other vegetable. The whole thing is stewed in 
coconut milk with herbs and spices.  

For me when I remember celebrating independent day in Granada it meant a time well spent with family 
and friends. As I look back in my childhood I am thankful for learning about my culture and history. I am a 
Grenadian and proud of my identity.  As most of the Grenadian always say, “Proud to be black, proud to be 
Caribbean, and most of all proud to be independence”.

WWF CN Tower Climb” by Sandy Seymour

Every year in April, The World Wildlife Fund Canada (WWF) has a climb at the 
CN Tower. That’s when everyone gets together, like the volunteers and the 
head fundraisers, and anyone from the community who wants to participate
in the climb.  As a volunteer, I had a lot of work to do like to set tables and 
chairs for registration so that volunteers could sign in everyone for the walk 
up the stairs. There were teams of fundraisers from different groups of people. 

After everyone did some warm-ups, they started to climb the 1,776 stairs to 
the top of the tower. It is so amazing to see that people take time away from 
their home-, work- and school-lives. Last year the organizers pulled in a 
record breaking 6,420 climbers, and they hope this year to break the record 
from last year. I love to volunteer for the WWF because it makes me feel 
really good about what I’m doing for the planet and the world.
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Celebrating: 
My daughter’s Birthday Party 
by Shelon

I love celebrating my daughter’s      
birthday. It’s one of the most important 
celebrations of the year. Every year, 
it’s important to me and my daughter 
to celebrate her birthday with a party    
because it’s a fun way for my daughter 
to spend time with her friends. When 
celebrating my daughter’s birthday 
party, I love to decorate the house with 
her favourite character; last year, her  
favourite character was Hannah     
Montana. So I went out and bought  
the Hannah Montana balloons and a 
poster. Then I decorated the table with 
a Hannah Montana table cloth, 
napkins, plates, cups and all different 
kinds of snacks like chips, popcorn, 
burgers, pizza and drinks for all the kids. 

To make it more fun, I organized lots of 
games like “Pin the Tail on the Donkey” 
and musical chairs. I even hired a 
clown so that my daughter and her 
friends could get their faces painted 
and see the clown perform magic tricks 
and many other activities. Her friends 
loved the face painting from the clown 
and all the parents even got involved. 
Her two favourite parts of her party were 
when we all sang happy birthday while 
waiting for her to blow out the candles 
on her Hannah Montana cake, and 
when she got to hit the piñata with all 
the candies. When the candies fell to 
the ground, she and all her friends got 
excited and grabbed it all from the 
floor. After all of that, I had to get all the 
loot bags together for the boys and girls 
with lots of goodies in them. 

Kendra loves when everybody gets 
together and celebrates her 
birthday party because all of her friends 
including the adults get to have lots fun.   

My Son’s Wedding by Jean

After the death of my third son Stefan, I had the privilege of 
celebrating with my eldest son Wayne at his wedding. He was 
married on February the 19th, 2011. His wedding was held in 
Discovery Bay, Jamaica. My kids and I took part in the wedding. 
We went to Jamaica on the 15th of February. We had a good 
flight. We stayed at a villa on the beach in Discovery Bay. The 
Villa had a cook, two maids, a gardener and someone to take 
us around. 

My younger son was the best-man, my daughter was one of 
the bridesmaids, and her daughter, who is my grand-daughter, 
was the flower girl. I gave a speech to welcome the bride 
and her family. The bride wore a beautiful off-white dress, the 
brides-maids wore rose pink, and the flower girl wore a cream 
coloured dress. The wedding was kept in my daughter-in law’s 
parents’ back yard. It was a beautiful day. The back yard was 
decorated beautifully with many trees, flowers, a swimming 
pool, a fish pond, and their own private beach. 

The wedding had guests from Canada, Jamaica, the States, 
England, Scotland, and Barbados. The festivity also had a lot of 
food which included fish, roast beef, rice and peas, beef stew, 
potato salad, vegetables, pork, lamb, mac and cheese,  
chicken, and other Jamaican dishes. We had a variety of fruits 
and cakes for dessert. The people had a lot of drinks and the 
drinks were served all night. After we finished eating the music 
started to play and the guest danced until 2 am. 

This is a picture of Wayne and Amanda.

The Yellow and Red Celebration 
by Nestor 

The World Cup in 2010 held in South 
Africa, was a huge celebration for 
me and Spain. The final match in 
the city of Johannesburg against 
Spain and Holland was one of the 
toughest games. As I was watching 
it I was very nervous hoping that 
Spain would win.  The first half was 
a tie but we were controlling the game very well.  Finally, Spain 
scored and we won in overtime. It was the time for a 
celebration.

I took my Spanish shirt and my little flag and headed towards  
College St. to join the massive celebration. When I arrived, the 
streets were already packed with people singing and jumping 
about. It was a very hot Sunday afternoon and people from all 
over the world were celebrating with shirts and flags from every 
country that participated in the tournament. However, the majority 
had the Spanish colours; red and yellow cheering for the winners, 
SPAIN!!!! 

Some people were playing music, while others were dancing and 
singing. Lots of people were throwing water on each other satisfying 
their thrust since it was extremely hot.  I meet my friends who were 
also celebrating.  After an hour the streets were pack with people 
and traffic couldn’t move in any direction.  Even the streetcars 
were brought to a halt.  

While we took to the streets, bars were playing the news showing 
images around the world of Spaniards celebrating. For a few 
weeks Spain was on the news and the image of the final goal and 
players’ holding the trophy together was broadcasted. 

Hours had passed and the celebration continued, more 
people arrived, and the bars and restaurants remained packed. 
The night arrived and the parties continued until midnight.  I finally 
made the decision to go home. When I woke up the next day, I 
thought that it was all a dream. Spain had never won the World 
Cup before thus making this the biggest celebration. In Spain,  
soccer is called football and it is the number one sport.  For many 
it is as important as religion.  July 10th 2010 will be a date that will 
go down in history as the date that Spaniards won the World Cup.

       In 2014 the world cup will be 
     in Brazil, until then we have 3 
     years to celebrate that we 
     are the world cup winners.

Vincy Mas 
by Josephine Williams

									

Vincy Mas also known as Vincy 
Carnival is the biggest celebration in 
Saint Vincent and the Grenadines. It 
is an annual celebration that runs 
consecutively for two full weeks, 
starting the last week of June and 
ending the first week of July, while 
most other Caribbean countries  
celebrate pre-Lenten festivities in 
February and March. Vincy Carnival 
is a wide spread festivity which is 
celebrated by millions. In Canada, 
the festivity is celebrated as Caribana, 
exactly the way we organize it in St 
Vincent and the other Caribbean 
Islands.  Every year, thousands of 
people, whether they are home or 
abroad, make themselves available 
to participate and they also invite 
others to be a part of this festive 
season. The country’s tourism  
industry benefits a lot through  
tourism annually.
 
Around this time, you would find 
wide spread parties, street parades, 
lots of delicious seafood, and 
Creole and Caribbean dishes to 
munch on. Most villages celebrate 
their village carnival as a warm up 
while anxiously awaiting the major 
festival in the Kingstown city. Miss 
SVG beauty pageant, soca monarch,  
Mardi Gras, steel pan are all part of 
the festival.  Vincy Carnival is ideal 
for the whole family and everyone 
gets involved. For me it’s pure  
enjoyment! Myself, my sisters and 
my friends all party together. We 
mostly enjoy the jouvert which runs  
simultaneously for the last two days. 
There is lots of body painting during 
a street parade while music plays.  
After all is said and done we all fall 
back in our daily routine until next 
year.  			
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Big Food! by Alma Regis

Every year for my birthday I throw myself a party.  Since this 
big day comes only once a year, it’s important that the party 
is bigger and better with each year. This year, I made sure to 
have the largest guest list, the best food and entertainment.  
Instead of catering food I decided to wow everyone with my 
famous chicken sauce.  Made with limejuice, garlic, vinegar 
and olive oil, it was sure to make mouths water.  Being the 
birthday girl, I was lucky to have my friend take care of the 
majority of the food.  She prepared fruits and made a  
special dish from her country Sir Lanka.  This infamous Sir 
Lankan dish is made with barley flour, coconut sweet milk, 
and biscuit crumbs that she calls it “puddo”. Everybody at 
the party really enjoyed this dish, which in return made me 
feel very lucky and special to have her share my birthday 
with me.

At my house on this wonderful day, we had DJ playing  
different music. We played lots of soca, calypso, reggae 
and my friend showed us her favorite dance called the 
Gana, a special dance from Sri Lanka. We spent quality  
time laughing and talking. At the B.B.Q we had chicken, 
ribs, fish, hotdogs, oysters and panko bread. The   children   
played   cricket, soccer and baseball at the back of the 
house. I invited my neighbor and her family, who brought 
me a portrait as a gift.  I was extremely happy.  My neighbors 
said that this was the nicest B.B.Q that they had ever  
attended.  It was truly a memorable birthday party and I 
hope to celebrate another wonderful year with my friend 
and family so I can spend some quality time with them 
again.  

My aunt’s 60th Birthday Party 
by Erica

July 19th is when my aunt celebrated 
her 60th birthday party with her husband 
from Nigeria and many other family  
members from the Caribbean and 
Africa. I travelled to Montréal for the big 
event, and my other aunts and uncle 
flew in from England and America to 
celebrate with their sister. It was also a 
special day for me since I had not seen 
my family for nine years. The celebration 
took place at the Apple Banquet Hall 
in Montréal. What made the event very 
special was the people from two very  
different cultures coming together as 
one; my aunt is married to an African 
and she is from the Caribbean. We had 
all sorts of dishes from the African continent  
and from the Caribbean.  The music was 
also a blend of the regular Soca that’s 
from the Caribbean and African music 
that was strange but very exciting.  

This party was a celebration coming  
together. There were over a hundred 
people there; more than half were from 
the Caribbean side and the others were 
from Africa. Everyone celebrated my 
aunt’s entry into old age. Wine flowed 
freely as the night progressed which 
contributed to people becoming very 
merry and carefree. Later on there were 
speeches, dancing and eating food  
including the three- layered, mastepiece  
chocolate and raspberry cake, made 
especially for the event. 

The most fun thing of the night was when 
all the younger guests were given the 
floor to read the poems in broken English. 
Interestingly, all the guests had a good 
understanding of broken English so it was 
easy for them to understand the jokes in 
the poem. When it came to my turn I felt 
as if I was in a political debate because  
of my youth in the presence of the elderly  
guests. My delivery of the poem was very 
smooth and earned me a standing  
ovation that was the climax of the night 
for me. That also makes my aunt’s birthday  
one of the most memorable birthday 
celebrations I have attended.    

	 	 	 	 	 								   Celebrating Canada Day! by Rayana

	 	 	 	 	 														This year will mark the 143rd anniversary of Canada Day, which is 
               one of the most special days in Canada. This holiday is when 
               tourists come from all parts of Canada and across the world to 
               celebrate. It doesn’t matter what colour, race or religion you are; 
               most Canadians recognize this holiday. It is very interesting to 
               them to see Canadian history, the arts, the barbecue, games, 
               picnics and most of all the fireworks and the symbols. 

Most Canadians wear red and white on that day because it symbolizes the flag colours. They wave their flags 
and put them on their cars, too.  As for me and my family, I prepare a lot of different dishes and we go to the 
beaches to celebrate that day. The excitement will come when all friends and family gather around to celebrate 
Canada Day. Everyone will eat and drink and have a good time. We all will get together, take photos, and 
talk about different stories from back home in Guyana and also about how Canada is a nice place to live.  
We also talk about different activities and plans for the year. I believe the most exciting time is the fireworks, 
because everyone is waiting for that moment to come. That’s when everybody can see the different colours, 
shapes and styles in the sky. After the fireworks finishes, my friends, family and I will go partying.

Caribana by Fay Miller

In the month of August, the city of Toronto holds a celebration called Caribana.  Thousands of people come 
from all over the world to partake and enjoy this festival. People come from places like United States, England, 
Barbados, Trinidad, and Jamaica. Caribbean’s are joined by people from various backgrounds to celebrate 
our culture and traditions. This is a day where Caribbean and non-Caribbean individuals come out and 
dance, drink and party for the entire weekend.

A week before Caribana my friends and I buy special Jamaican clothes with black, green and yellow colours 
to wear. We also buy our Jamaica flags to wave when we see the Jamaican floats passing by so the Jamaican 
people on the floats can see us in the crowd and feel united and proud. 

On Caribana day, my friends and I wake up early in the morning and cook rice and jerk chicken to bring with 
us. There are many vendors selling food, but it is too expensive and the line-ups are too long. I get extremely 
excited on this day because I get the opportunity to see and celebrate my culture. This is a very important 
day for my family, friends and I because we spend time with each other and have plenty of fun. We reminisce 
about our childhood in Jamaica and sometimes we run into people that we haven’t seen in years and  
continue to laugh and share stories. 

The costumes on this day are a sight to see. People take 
months to make their costumes since it is a special day 
as they dance with the floats. There are many different 
types of costumes from all over the world and everyone 
is very happy to see all the bright and colourful 
embroidery sequences on them. Many of the costumes 
represent beautiful peacocks and tropical birds with 
colourful feathers decorated with sparkles and shimmer. 

I look forward to going to Caribana every year 
because it makes me feel like I am back in Jamaica 
with my family and friends. 
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2010 Summer Trip to Oslo by Hor To Au  

In August 2010, I went to Norway, Oslo. I went there because my mom’s sister-in-law’s daughter got married. 
My mother and I left Toronto in the evening. We flew to Iceland first, and we had to switch planes. After that, 
we got onto another plane and we flew to Oslo and arrive in the morning. The plane was small and it only fit 
30 passengers. In Oslo, the airport was also small and there weren’t any shops around. 

A week passed and the wedding day came. When we got to the church, we had to waiting for the bride to 
arrive. The bride arrived with her father entering the church. There was a ceremony about the couple getting 
married. The bride was wearing a white wedding dress and the husband-to-be was wearing a black suit. After 
the ceremony ended, there was a photo gathering. Everyone there spoke the Norwegian language. We had 
a wedding dinner celebration and the food was delicious. For dessert, we had two choices: white chocolate 
or dark chocolate cake. After dinner, we had a dance party until midnight. Then we all went home.

I also went to other places like Denmark, Stockholm and Gothenburg. The trip was fun and exciting, although 
everything was expensive like the food, clothing and jewelry. My mom and I came back to Toronto on  
September 1.

My Sister’s Wedding by Cecily 

My sister’s wedding was a memorable day for me. It was held in Montreal and it was a real family affair. The 
presents of my family combined with wonderful food and music definitely added to my sister’s fairytale.  Even 
though the day started off very hectic with preparations, I still found time to enjoy myself. 

By 3pm everyone was at the church and everything went off without a glitch.  Everything went perfect and I 
instantly knew that my sister found true love. After we took pictures we headed over the reception hall, which I 
personally decorated. The evening progressed nicely and once everyone was seated, toasts and speeches 
were made, and food was served the dancing began. I think I enjoyed myself the most especially since I was 
the last person on the dance floor. We continued to celebrate throughout the night until the wee hour of the 
morning. This was not the end of the celebration. The festivities started again the following morning with me 
making breakfast for everyone. 

I must say that this was very exciting and new to me.  This was my first wedding in Canada and hopefully it will 
not be the last. In the end, this was truly a wonderful celebration. 

My Little Princess by Lizelle

Google’s definition of celebration is “the action of marking one’s pleasure at an important event or occasion 
by engaging in enjoyable, typically social activity.” My definition of a celebration is the birth of my daughter. 
Giving birth to my daughter felt like I achieved an award, like I won a prize. It was the most beautiful feeling in 
the world. 

The very minute she popped out, I instantly fell in love and I felt loved. I always wanted something of my own 
to love and I always wanted someone to love me back no matter what. 

This was the biggest celebration of my life and I celebrated by being emotional; I cried as I held her in my 
arms and tried to breast feed her. She was the most beautiful girl I had ever seen in my life. I was so cheerful 
and proud of myself, it almost felt like I won an award. It was beautiful.

On September 29th, 2007 at 2:03am a princess was born weighing in at 6 pounds and one ounce. I named 
her Liza-Marie Shiloh Akedar Symphorien. 

Celebrating... Fesitvals, Events
      and Holidays

	 	 	 	 	 	 						2008 New Year’s Party by Dwayne Hodge

	 	 	 	 	 	 							This is a project about a celebration that I went to. The 
           celebration that I’m going to write about is the New Year’s 
           Eve party that I went to in Barrie at my friend’s place in 2008. 
           It took a year to plan this party. Every New Year’s Eve party 
           that I have been to up in Barrie has been inside but for the 
           first time this party happened in the backyard. It was the 
           biggest backyard that I have ever been in. My friend in
           formed everyone who got invited that there was going to 
           be a draw so whoever was coming had to buy raffle tickets 
in advance for the draw prior to the big party. Before the party there was a pre-set up. Bundles of wood were 
used for the stage for a band to perform. A tarp was nailed to go over the wood for the stage. There were 
speakers that were set up around the stage as well. There were also barrels of hay that were setup as seats for 
people to sit around the fire as well. Two fire pits were setup for people to look at the fire. The people started 
coming before the party started at 8:00pm. Lots of people attended the party which included friends of my 
cousin and his girlfriend who lived in the area by the house, and some of my cousins and my family from all 
parts of the GTA. 

It was a very snowy and cold night up in Barrie. People were bundled up well with their hats, winter jackets, 
scarves, boots, and gloves. At the party, there were food and desserts. Examples of the food and desserts 
that were served at the party were a big pot of chili, banana muffins, and banana bread. The chili was good. 
I had 2 bowls of it. The banana muffins and banana bread were awesome. I had 2 muffins, and 2 pieces of 
banana bread. At the end of the night, everything was gone because everyone ate all the food and desserts. 

My friend’s band finally played. They played a lot of songs. There were 4 guys in the band: the lead singer, 
the drummer, the guitarist, and the bass player. It was full of excitement as the crowd was enjoying it. People 
were dancing all over the place. People were talking amongst themselves in conversations.  During the party, 
my friend was videotaping the party for people to watch the next day who slept over at the house. Then, 
the draw happened. There were a few prizes that were to be awarded to people whose ticket number was 
called. A few people had won some good prizes. Then, my friend made a speech to thank her mom for  
putting in a lot of time and effort for making the desserts, and her grandmother for putting in a lot of time 
and effort for making slippers from scratch for people at the party. All the slippers were handmade. Everyone 
clapped. When the clock struck 12:00am we all said, “Happy New Year!” and started hugging, shaking hands, 
and saluting people. 

Overall, about 60-80 people showed up for the party. The party happened all night till 6:00am. Some people 
stayed right through till 6:00am including myself. The ones who stayed slept over at the house. Everyone had 
a great time. I had an excellent time. Even though the party was outside, it was the best New Years that I ever 
had. The next day, we watched the video of the party. It was a funny video. I left that same day with one of 
my cousins to go back to Toronto. This was a party that I will never forget.
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Celebrating... NEW BEGINNINGS
Egypt’s Revolution by Shady H.

On January 25, 2011, the “Day of Revolt” protests began in all the major cities of Egypt. Tens of thousands of 
people were in Cairo outside the Government offices, complaining about the very bad living conditions in 
Egypt and demanding freedom and justice. There were reports that some people died on this day of protests.

When I was watching the events on TV, I could not believe my eyes. This was the first time I had ever seen 
something like this in my home country. I felt a little worried about what was going to happen to my country 
and my family. But, I would have to wait to find out. 

The next day, on January 26, 2011, the Government of Egypt shut down the internet so the people of Egypt 
could not communicate. The people demanded that the President of Egypt, Hosni Mubarak, leave Egypt. The 
Government was also shutting down all cell phone networks. 

But the people of Egypt were persistent and they continued to protest in spite of the dangers they faced. In 
the end, the people of Egypt won their freedom on February 11, 2011. 

	 	 	 	 Grenada, Grenada, Grenada, the Island Where I was Born 
    by Rosa Benjamin

	 	 	 	 I was born in Grenada where I lived a wonderful life with my family.  I was the 
                                              second child of six siblings.  With the help of my grandparents, my single mother             
                                              raised her children with pride.

    When I came to Canada at the age of 16, I was very excited and curious to        
                                              have the opportunities that I didn’t have in Grenada and to start a new life.

Two months after I arrived in Canada, my mother passed away. This was a very hard time for me. I found it 
extremely difficult to move forward in my life since I had younger brothers and sisters who needed care. Being 
the second oldest, who was mainly responsible for them, I was consumed with worry. 

The first couple of years were hard for me. I lived with my father and his wife. I had a hard time adjusting and 
getting accustomed to their rules. My father and I could not get along. Living with his wife, who I only met 
twice, was also extremely hard in terms of developing and sustaining a relationship, especially since she was 
very controlling.

It took me quite a while to get used to the changes. I dropped out of school after two years. I wanted to be 
free of stress and anything or anyone that I felt was hindering me. After two years of being in Canada, at the 
age of 18 I moved out of my father’s home. I turned to a friend for help. I later went to Montreal and then to 
the United States. After living in the United States for while I moved back to Canada with friends. 

I had my first son at the age of 22 and my second at 28.  After having my first son and living in my own apartment 
for the first time I felt at peace with my life. I really felt as though life was going to be better for me for the first time. 

Life has been hard at times, but I would not change it for anything.  I went back to school after having my first son and 
received my high school diploma. I learned to become independent and overcome various obstacles in my life.

Learning to adjust to everything that happened in my life made me stronger.  In order for things to be 
different I needed to work hard and have positive people around me. Through everything I held my head high 
and I never forget to praise God.     

This is my Story by Brian Samuda

My son said to me, “Daddy, I want to be 
three 
 years old.”
My son wants to be a big boy so he can 
play 
 with big toys.
On his fourth birthday, he said to me,  
“Daddy, I 
 want to be five years old so I can 
play 
 with more toys.” 
He said, “Daddy, I will be happy when I am 
a 
 big boy.”
So this is my story.
I will take him to a celebration, 
like to a ride and then a movie, and then to 
 the park. 
He will play on the slide and the swing with 
his 
 sister,
and I will take them to see the animals:
the goats, the chickens, the horses,  
everything. 
We will buy a cup of corn and feed it to the 
 chickens and goats.
Maybe we’ll go to Jungle Cat World, and 
see 

	 	 	 				     Christmas by Donald Robinson

	 	 	 												During my Christmas break, I always go to Jamaica to spend the holidays 
            with my family and friends. During the second week of December, my family 
            puts up a big Christmas tree covered with lights and beautiful shiny decorations 
that  
                                            are very colorful. We put all the presents under the tree the night before Christmas  
                                            when all the children are sleeping. In the morning the kids all wonder where the  
                                            presents came from and we cheerfully tell them that Santa brought them.

           On Christmas day, my father wakes up early in the morning to kill a ram goat and  
                                           shares some of the meat with neighbors in our community. He then prepares the 
rest of the meat for our family. During this festival time, we cook white rice and curry goat. For drinks we have 
sorrel, a traditional drink that is made out of sorrel sepals, ginger, sugar and rum. My family and our friends eat, 
drink and listen to Christmas carols and enjoy the rest of the day.

The next day, my family and friends go to church. After church, we return home and relax for the rest of the 
day. On Monday, we all go to the beach and we cook rice and peas and chicken on the sand. For drinks, we 
bring rum punch and red stripe beer, and for the kids we bring pop. We use dry wood found on the sand to 
make a fire. While the food is cooking we play soccer. As soon as the food is finished cooking we all go into the 
sea to swim.

This is my favorite time of the year. During this time, people show lots of love and compassion towards one  
another. I am always grateful to have the opportunity to go back home and spend time with my family and 
my long time friends. We share love, joy and happiness together.

Celebration of a Special Person in my Life by 
Sophie S.

Is there a special person in your life? I am 
fortunate to have someone special in my life. 

She’s always there with me when I need help. I 
learned a lot from her. She is the person I 
cherish a lot. 

Last year I had a bike accident. She stayed with 
me until the accident was resolved. She made me 
feel not alone. 

She always encouraged me to go out and join 
a community centre and do some activities. She 
helps me to become more social and to learn lots 
of new ideas. Right now I’m doing yoga and  
playing ping pong. 

She is someone I cherish very much and she  
cherishes me in return. We know each other very 
well, but sometimes we still quarrel. Although we 
quarrel frequently, we always forgive each other 
because we want to preserve our relationship. 

I’m glad to have someone special in my life!



When Barack Obama Became President by R.W.

When Barack Obama became President it was a moment to remember not 
only for myself but for all races.  He’s the first person from a visible minority 
named as the President of America. Witnessing the event shows that anyone, 
from any cultural background can become the President of America, if they 
are qualified.  In addition, he made people not only in America, but around 
the world, proud of his presidency. He has worked his way up, from the streets 
of America, through the Senate and then to the White House. 

Even before he was elected to run for the Presidency, Barack Obama had 
worked tirelessly as a lawyer, senator and positive role model, making his family,
 friends and supporters all very proud.  Because of his life’s works, his popularity 
grew which resulted in him gaining more votes.  He is a great leader which 
people of all races admire.  For instance, he’s educated, successful, and has a
loving family. He attended Harvard Law School and became a lawyer at a 
prestigious firm; through work he met Michelle, whom he later married and he is blessed to have two lovely 
daughters Malia and Sasha. He is an accomplished author, having written two books: The Audacity of Hope 
and Dreams of My Father. 

He has great aspirations for his country, America, for example, his leadership towards moving the country 
forward with the intentions of progress, prosperity and accountability for the citizens and the country.  Although 
I’m Canadian, I can truly say that seeing Barack Obama become the President of the United States, and 
learn about his life’s journey towards the White House was a monumental experience that I will always remember.

Becoming a Mother by Ranjanie Tennakoon  
	
If someone asked me what the most beautiful thing has been to have ever happened in my life without 
a doubt my answer would be the birth of my child. After my marriage, I waited many years to become a 
mother, which was what I wanted the most in my life.

Being of Asian origin, back home a married woman without a child is believed to be unlucky. I endured a 
stressful life into which I couldn’t bring a baby. My husband always told me to calm down and have hope. 
Fortunately, he always comforted me by reminding me that people could say what they wanted, but not  
having a child wouldn’t affect our marriage. ”When the time comes we will have a wonderful baby” he  
would say and it was those words that kept me alive.

Once I told my husband to remarry another woman so that he could have his own kids. He said “No!” Then 
I planned something to divert my husband’s mind to rethink about marrying another woman. But this time 
I thought that if I wanted to compel him I would have to stay out of his sight. So, I decided to go abroad. I 
never told him about my secret idea to stay away from him until he remarried. I just told him to enjoy his life  
in our home, and that I must go abroad to earn money. After compelling him over the months finally he 
agreed to let me go. I was so happy and at the same time my heart was weeping sorry thinking about our 
secret separation. I didn’t tell anyone about my hidden idea. I felt so unlucky that I thought sharing my secret 
with anybody would not help to erase or decrease my pain.

After I got permission from my husband to go abroad, I arranged my documents. In the meantime, for the 
past two weeks, I had been feeling uncomfortable and dizzy. Honestly, I felt that something was wrong with 
me. But I didn’t know what it was. I was supposed to go to the city to post my job application to go abroad.  
I consulted a doctor because I wanted to know what was the matter with me before I travelled.

My job application was in my right hand. Guess what was in doctor’s right hand? The doctor asked me if I  
had come alone to see him. Oh! My god I got scared at the thought of being sick. He revealed that I was 
going to have a baby. The letter fell down and I couldn’t utter even a word. Wasn’t it a miracle! A God gifted 
person came into my life. It was a celebration for me. 11

	 	 	 	         My Son by Dancia

	 	 	 														People celebrate many 
             different things, whether it is   
             achievement, a goal, a 
             victory or a career. Children 
             are not usually celebrated 
             unless they have achieved 
             something or done something 
             that catches their parent’s 
             attention. 

I choose to celebrate my son Kade who is the most 
charming person I know. He is funny and always gives me 
something to look forward to. He has taught me a kind 
of love that I have never experienced with anyone else; 
because of him, I have patience when I am impatient. 
He gives me a wholesome feeling that is unfathomable, a 
feeling that makes me feel complete. I never knew what 
love was until I had him. I didn’t know you could care for 
someone so deeply and passionately.  He gives me a  
reason for living. His gentleness created a whole new me 
that I couldn’t find anywhere else. I am very blessed to 
have such a son like him. He is intelligent, smart and  
adorable. He would point out my faults to me, for example  
if I kept sucking my teeth, he would remind me that I 
shouldn’t be doing it and usually scolds me for it.  
Whenever he does something spectacular, he always 
looks for my approval and likes to be acknowledged.

I tried to educate him to the best of my ability and  
because he is a quick learner; I have no problem imparting 
my knowledge. I read to him frequently and if I call a word 
that he is unfamiliar with, he asks where the word is and 
once I would point it out, I ask him to spell it. I pray with him 
whenever we leave the house and if one morning I forget, 
he always reminds me. Once he told me it was his time to 
pray and when I consented, he prayed, which astounded 
me to the point that I wanted to cry. He never ceases to 
amaze me. I give him big hugs and kisses and remind 
him that mom is so proud of him and loves him soooooo 
much.

 I am very honoured to have a son like him, who I can 
teach the cares of life, protect him from all dangers and 
fears, and comfort him in time of need. I make myself 
available to respond to his every need whatever it may 
be. I want him to know that he can always rely on me no 
matter what the circumstances. He made me a  
better person and gave me a different perspective on 
life. I could not ask for a better blessing in my life and that 
is why I chose to celebrate him because I couldn’t be a 
prouder mom.

The Final Two Hours with My 
Grandmother by Keari-Ann

It was the 16th of November, I woke up with 
a bad feeling as though something awful 
was going to happen that day; I felt that I 
should spend the day with my grandmother, 
so I called my cousin and asked her if she 
wanted to come with me and she said that 
she would.  I called my grandmother and told 
her that we were on our way to spend the 
day with her. 

I asked her if she wanted me to bring something  
for her to eat, and she asked for soup. I 
bought the ingredients to make her the soup, 
but once I arrived at her house I realized that 
they were fixing the roof, so I could not use 
the kitchen. Instead we went to buy her the 
soup and once we returned, we sat around 
talking; she wanted to know how my life was, 
she wondered if I was happy and she wanted 
to know if I was getting along with my dad.  
We watched television as I fed her the soup 
and gave her some medication. Then she 
said that she wanted to go to the restroom, 
so I helped her because she wasn’t strong 
enough to go by herself. When she took my 
hand, I started to remember when I was 
younger and she use to hold my hand when 
we would walk to church, when she used to 
comb my hair, and cook for us, or when I 
used to misbehave she would spank me.  We 
talked more about my father and she asked 
about my boyfriend.  When I told her that I 
was happy she said “that’s all I want for you”.  
It started to get late and she said that we 
should get going, so we left. 

Two hours later, I received a phone call from 
my cousin saying that granny had passed 
away.  I immediately went to the hospital and 
when I got there, I saw that some of my family 
was already there, so I went inside and I saw 
my granny lying on the bed. She looked so 
peaceful.  I gave her a hug and I cried, then I 
remembered that she would say “I’m holding 
on for you, I don’t want to go until I see you, 
so come and see me before I die”. Knowing 
that she died happy made me feel better 
that I gave her that last wish. 
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Achieving a Goal by Theresa Carter      						
																														
In the eighties I came to Canada when I was twelve; I couldn’t   read   well. Reading was very challenging for 
me. I was always ashamed to talk to anyone about   my reading   problems.  It was   extremely   difficult   for me 
to read big words like congratulations, organization, self -confidence.   
 
I remember going in to clothing stores and seeing advertisement that I could not read.  Another incident that I 
can recall is when I was on the bus and a man asked me to read the bus map. Even though I knew I could not 
help him I pretended by looking at the map and proceeded to give him the wrong information.   

When I started school, I still could not bring myself to tell anyone about my reading difficulties. When the teacher 
gave me a reading assignment, I would pretend that I knew what I was doing by writing on the paper and sometimes  
I would even take it home and ask my family to help me, but unfortunately my work was always wrong. 

One day the teacher gave me reading comprehension test and I failed. I was very   depressed and I just wanted 
to give up. I became tired being silent and made an appointment with my teacher.  Once I meet up with her 
she told me that she knew I did not know how to read. In many ways I felt relieved and less shameful.  The teacher  
gave me some advice; she told me to join the library so that I can get some CD and books that can help me to 
read. She also told me that needed to work hard and I would achieve my goals in life. Finally now that I know how 
to read I challenge myself by reading a lot.    

The Celebration of a New Life by Kusi

I have many reasons to celebrate, one of which is my children, Gabriel and Ariana. I imagine that for any mother 
her children are reason enough to be happy. The life of a single mother is not easy; it is a challenge every day. 
I remember when I left my house to live in a shelter….it was a very cold winter night as I walked down the street 
aimlessly, crying with my children, Ariana who was just 5 months old and Gabriel who was 2 years old. I wondered, 
“Where do I go now?”  “What am I going to do?” I had no family, no friends, no money, and I was in a country still 
unfamiliar to me. It was difficult and sad.

That was the beginning of a new life!! Today, my children are growing up healthy, happy and free from violence. 
Yeee!  I’m very happy and grateful. They are my reason to succeed, to say goodbye to “Mrs. Depression”, to 
smile every day.

Now, I am back in school, my English is improving everyday, my self-esteem is higher, thanks to all support I am receiving.

Hey you who are reading part of my life; I just want tell you something: if you are passing through difficult times 
and you think that all the doors are closed, NO! Let me tell you that you are wrong; there is always a door open. 
GO and get help and your life is going to start again - 100 % sure.

A Lesson Learned the Hard Way by Elsa

When I was in the high school, I wanted to know how it felt to smoke...so I tried it. Even though I didn’t like it, ever 
since then I couldn’t stop. After two years, I tried to quit because I started to feel dizzy and tired. I was only able to 
stop for a few months before I started gaining weight. Then I decided to go to the gym to help myself lose weight 
and stay away from cigarettes, but this didn’t work either. I went to the doctor because I started to feel terribly sick. 
I was shocked when my doctor told me I was sick, and that she had to perform surgery! I was terrified! Just to think 
how expensive it would be to have surgery and all the treatments. Worst of all, I was worried about what would 
happen to my children. I knew that my family would take care of them, but they were my responsibility. There 
were so many factors involved. I was in pain and had only a little time! 

During the surgery, I thought that if I ever get sick again, I certainly wouldn’t be the one to provoke it.  I prayed a 
lot, and I promised God that if I was given a second chance, this time I would be stronger and put all my effort 
into quitting for good. This much suffering was not worth any cigarette. After the surgery, my doctor said that I was 
lucky that I had shown symptoms and that she found the illness early. My illness was not too bad and thankfully 
my doctor was able to perform surgery, but since I did have a serious illness, my chances of getting sick again 
were high. I knew I had to STOP SMOKING immediately! Since then, I have stayed away from cigarettes, and I am 
still celebrating everyday without smoking since that scary time four years ago.  

Celebration Long Overdue by Yuki J.

Beijing is the capital of China. 

I am going to make a few calls to my family and friends after
I drop off my bags in my room. Then I will go to the front desk 
of the hotel to ask for a map. 

Beijing’s Tian An Men Square is famous. I will go there to take 
a few pictures and buy some gifts for my family. I don’t know
if I have enough time to see more around Beijing. My plane 
leaves for Fuzhou, my hometown, at 2 pm on May 13. The next morning, I plan to look around my hotel. I 
know I am taking too little time to see Beijing but for me it’s enough on this trip. My dream is to travel around 
the entire world but I know this would not be easy. I will try my best and treasure every opportunity to travel. On  
this trip I chose to take a plane transfer to travel to Beijing. This is an extra celebration to welcome me back to China!

20 days is not enough time for me to stay with my family. Six years ago, my departure from China happened 
so fast. Two weeks before the Chinese New Year, I received a letter from immigration approving my visa. I was 
so surprised during such a busy time. Everyone, including my family, was busy preparing for the Chinese New 
Year. We needed to take extra time to book the travel ticket and buy warm clothing because Canada is  
colder than southern China. I was too busy packing belongings to stay with each of my relatives more than 
a few times. Six years ago, on the day of Chinese New Year, my whole family celebrated it together. Usually 
each of my aunt and uncle’s families celebrated separately so this time it was a special and happy occasion. 

6 years ago, I didn’t get time to say goodbye to many friends. On my return, I need to see many people 
including my best friends in China. Since I have been gone, they married and I did not attend the weddings. 
During this trip I need to see them because I don’t know when I will come back to China.  

There will be another celebration for me together with my family. During my visit, it’s the time of the Dragon 
Boat Festival. In my hometown they will have a dragon boat race. My family is going to make a special table 
of food for celebrating the Dragon Boat Festival in honour of my return. At the festival, most families will make 
two special cone-shaped dumplings, one sweet and one meat with peanut. In my family we only make the 
meat with peanut dumpling. That is our favourite. 

Right now, when I think about it, I miss so much my family’s cooking and I miss my family being together. 
When I finish this writing, it will be only 15 days until I am going back to China. I have been waiting for 6 years 
for this celebration and I am ready for a party!!!

I had a Birthday Party Celebration in October by Carlene Ogoji 

It was a beautiful fall Saturday afternoon when the celebration took place in a hall full of family and friends. 
We began by decorating the hall with balloons, candles, and a designed table cloth. The table consisted of 
two large birthday cakes, one for me and the other for my son, because we were celebrating our birthdays 
together. The food that we served was mostly Jamaican dishes such as oxtail, curry goat, jerk chicken, and 
rice and peas with macaroni pie.  For dessert we had sweet potato pie, rum cake, and fruit cake and fruit 
salad. The drinks that we served were rum punch, sour sap, syrup and soft drinks, beer, wine and champagne. 
The music that we played was reggae, R&B, rap, and soul music; everyone danced and had a good time, 
and all our family and friends came to celebrate that special day with us. This event was very important to 
me and my son because we get to spend quality time together, and also I got to meet some of his friend 
that I had never met before. My son  and I  enjoyed  our birthdays  together and hopefully  we will be able to 
enjoy  many more  of our upcoming  birthdays  together.  
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Becoming a Christian by U.K.B.
         
God may not be here with us, but He listens, 
knows, and sees everything. He does things that 
are extraordinary and He knows what’s right for 
us. He may put us in difficult situations so we can 
learn and grow in faith and he can make the 
impossible possible even if it means changing a 
certain part in our life. It may get hard at times but 
you just have to hang on.

When I was younger, I thought of my life as heaven  
on earth. I enjoyed every moment of it and I 
couldn`t wait to be out of school. I was raised 
by a wonderful Mother that did her best to teach 
me right from wrong. However, as I got older, my 
extended family became increasingly verbally 
abusive and negative towards me. I could never 
understand why they said these terrible things and 
they never gave a reason. This hurt because families  
are supposed to be there to support you, not put 
you down. As a result of the pain they caused me, 
I acted out: I began smoking, drinking, fighting  
and being very rebellious. I realized I was losing 
control of my life and kept wondering if there  
really is a God and if so, asking Him why he wasn’t 
doing something to help me out. I never did get 
an answer, that is, not until I came to Canada.

In Canada, I joined a Church and became closer 
to God. Going to church didn`t mean anything to 
me at that time. However, one Sunday when I was 
spending the weekend at my aunt’s, she asked 
me if I wanted to go to church. I wanted to tell 
her no but something deep down was shouting 
“GO!”, because you may learn something from 
it.  I figured I had nothing to lose, so I went along. 
That day I was surprised to see the pastor point 
to me from the altar and tell me some of God’s 
plans for me. After church, the pastor told me that 
I AM WORTH IT, God is going to use me for good 
and that bad situations don`t last forever.

I began going to church regularly, and 
eventually I was baptised. In church, I listened to 
what the pastor would say and I realized that the 
best way to a good and peaceful life is to be 
with God and that he is the one who can heal 
me. I don`t go to parties because I can party in 
church and have more fun doing it.  I learned 
that not everything we hear and see can be true. 
I learned to accept, forgive, believe, love and be 
obedient towards others and myself. I continue 
on my journey as I rebuild myself and I celebrate 
every day that I can learn and grow through Him.

	 	 	 	 	 Eritrea 
     Independence 
     by Elsa

	 	 	 	 	 Eritrea is a country 
     located in East 
     Africa. The landmark             
                                                          is bordered in the 
     south by Ethiopia 
and in the north by Sudan. Eritrea is surrounded by the 
Red Sea. For this reason, Eritrea was seen as the perfect 
target for colonization. Eritrea was colonized for many 
years by the Turkish, British, Italians and Ethiopians. When 
Eritrea was ruled by Ethiopia, Eritreans started to protest by 
forming groups of guerrilla fighters, and by fleeing from 
the cities and hiding in the mountains. Their goal was 
to remove the oppressive government by any means 
necessary. As Eritreans, we were not allowed to speak 
our mother tongue, we were not allowed to listen to any 
foreign media, write in local newspapers, and we were 
forbidden to leave Eritrea. People were put in jail for  
absolutely no reason and our every move had to be  
reported. People were tired of the abuse and the  
dictatorship of the government and fled from the 
country. It was for this reason that my family and I  
became refugees and came to Canada. I remained 
home sick for many years, and I longed for the day that 
we would get our freedom.  

The war lasted for thirty years as men and women fought 
a fierce war. Even though the fight lasted so long and 
many lives were lost, it was worthwhile for the Eritrean 
people to gain our freedom. After many years of brutal 
anarchy, Eritrea gained its independence in May 24, 
1991. Eritreans celebrate this day with pride. Every year, 
Eritreans around the world travel back home to celebrate 
this historical event.  This joyful day is filled with fireworks, 
music, folk dancing and cultural live entertainment. 

Finally, Eritrea now has its own flag that represent the 
bloodshed of our honourable fighters and the unity that 
bond us to fight our enemies. A picture of a camel is 
also included in the centre of our flag to represent the 
important role they played in the war. Our independence 
is extremely important and impactful to many people 
from different generations; because we gained back our 
culture and identity that was striped from us. Our country 
now is one of the best countries in Africa. It is known for 
its democracy, freedom and safety. People come to visit 
Eritrea from all around the world to enjoy our spectacular 
beaches and hot dry weather. Eritrea is known for its best 
sea food and hospitality. After we gained our freedom 
this changed my life and my family. Now we can freely 
go back home and visit our siblings, relatives, and enjoy 
and cherish the times we all longed for.     
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Celebrating... FRIENDS, FAMILY &
        LOVED ONES

Sunday Celebration by A.C.

Sunday is my family time of joyful celebration.  We start to get our mind programmed from Saturday Evening.  
We get our absolute best clothing ironed and hang them up behind the doors of our room, then we all try to 
get a good night sleep so we can be at our best for Sunday’s service. In the morning we get ready; we have 
breakfast and head out to our Sunday morning celebration.

We commence our service by greeting each other and finding out if each person is in the best of health.  The 
preacher calls the congregations to order.  The whole place becomes silent.  The preacher says the Morning 
Prayer and then we sing a few choruses. This always stirs up the congregation and prepares them for the bible 
study to come. Then the service begins.

A big part of the service is the reenactment of The Lord’s Supper. This was first instituted by Jesus as a reminder 
to the disciples of the Lord’s death, burial and resurrection of his life while he was on earth. This was his gift to 
all mankind. The bread or wafer represents Christ’s body, the wine also represents his shed blood on Calvary. 
This activity is done on every first day of the week that we gather to show our thanks and appreciations for 
what He has done for us.  We are reminded by the Savior  
himself to do this as often as we meet. Christians’ main  
reason for taking the Lord’s supper is to obey his words.

Our main reason for Sunday celebration is to do what 
God said, just as he said it.  Some more reasons why 
we worship is so we can develop skills which in turn will  
help maintain balance and order within ourselves, 
especially when dealing with the pressures of our 
dailylives.  These are some of the reasons I love Sunday  
Celebration. 

	 	 	 	   Christmas Surprise by Tia Matthews

	 	 	 	 	  It was the first of November as my son and I sorted through the  Halloween                      
                                                 candies when he began chattering about the three things he wanted for   
                                                 Christmas all of which I couldn’t afford. “I really want all three, but I really  
                                                 need the Nintendo DS” he announced. I quickly told him not to get his hopes  
                                                 too high because I knew that I couldn’t afford any of the things he wanted. He  
                                                 looked at me with his eyes full of tears ready to stream down his sad face, and  
                                                 right there my heart broke.  

      Over the next few weeks, I budgeted to save some money and finally I went 
and got the Nintendo DS for my son. On Christmas morning, he got up early, excited to see what present he 
got. He opened all the presents, but was saddened to find there was no Nintendo DS. After breakfast, I went 
to the tree and announced that there was a present under the tree with his name on it. He sadly crept over 
to the tree and opened the present. His eyes light up immediately and the smile was so wide over his face. 
Beaming with happiness he gave me a big hug and said, “Thank you!!! You are the best mother in the world.” 
As I looked at my son’s appreciation towards me for the gift, I realized that my efforts resulted in his happiness. 
My heart was overjoyed and at that moment I felt like the best mother in the world.
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Coming to Canada by Antonithas Thevathas    				

As a child I use to cause trouble in Sir Lanka.  In 1998, 
my father decided to send me to Canada to live with 
his brothers.  This was a very scary time for me because I 
had never left my family or my small village before. I was 
going to travel on my own with the little money my dad 
gave me and his last words ringing in my ear; “if you 
remain in Sir Lanka, you will not have a good future, but 
in Canada you will have a good life.”  I was left with no 
choice, but to head to an unknown land.  

Before I left, my entire family and close friends came to see 
me off. I will never forget that day because they threw me  
the biggest celebration imaginable. My whole family came  
with me to the airport and it was the first time we had ever  
seen it. 

When I landed in Canada, it was so cold that I almost froze.  My Uncles picked me up in their car and the 
first place I remember seeing was the CN Tower and the Rogers Centre. I was so fascinated with the Rogers 
Centre that my friends took me to my first baseball game. 

When I came to Canada, my uncles made me feel so loved and welcomed that I felt I was back home in 
my village. I love living in Toronto and I truly look at my trip here as a celebration.

Coming Together by Michelle

A celebration that has always had special meaning to me is Christmas. The lights, music, food, being 
surrounded by family and friends; all these things give me reason to smile and celebrate. The Christmas 
of 2009 will always have a significant meaning for me because it was the first time that my parents have 
celebrated any holiday or special occasion together since I was five years old. My parents have been 
separated since I was a young girl, and unfortunately they have not gotten along well over the years so 
celebrating any occasion together had been out of the question. The fact that my parents were willing to 
sit together in the same room for a prolonged period of time is a reason to celebrate in itself. 

That Christmas, as I looked around at my entire immediate family having a good time laughing and       
talking, I wished that I could have made time stand still. I felt an overwhelming sense of joy and happiness 
that we were all willing and able to be together. As I sat in the room and looked at three generations of my 
family, I felt pride. I was proud that my parents were able to overcome their differences, even if it was for a 
short time, to enjoy the holiday with their children and grandchildren. I was overjoyed that the grandchildren  
were able to experience something that my siblings and I hadn’t experienced since we were children 
ourselves. The Christmas of 2009 was the first time that my family has taken a true family portrait in over 25 
years. Every time I look at this picture of my parents and siblings I feel sad because it took that long to  
accomplish something as simple as a family portrait, but I also feel great happiness because it was better 
late than never. 

That Christmas opened up many more opportunities for my family and I to spend quality time together. I 
think we have all come to realize that life is short and that we need to start making the most of the time 
that we have left together before it is truly too late.

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 My Independence by Helio Sousa

	 	 	 	 	 	 	 	 The day I realized that the fact my grand
        mother didn’t like me was not my problem, 
        but hers was a very liberating moment in 
        my life. I have always had the urge to be 
        accepted, I was afraid of rejection and I 
        had a very serious need for peoples’ 
        approval.  I felt as if I had to prove that I 
        was a good person to everyone every 
        day. 

        When slavery officially ended in Brazil, 
        there was a huge incentive for immigration 
from the government. The project was meant to leave the ex-enslaved Africans unemployed, while 
bringing new Europeans into the country in order to reduce the probability of the ex-slave population’s 
survival, thus encouraging a natural selection would act upon us and promote a lighter skinned Brazilian 
society that would prevail. Other strategies were used to ensure the “clearing” of those “dark” pages of 
our history. This systematic extermination of black people in Brazil persists up to this day, along with other 
more subtle ways to whiten that nation. 

That is the society in which my grandmother grew up, so the national project ended up becoming  
her project.  Among those subtle tactics mentioned above, a huge one was the propaganda of  
miscegenation (i.e.: “the mixing of different racial groups through marriage, sexual relations”) as a way 
to ascend into Brazilian society. Procreating with a light skinned person would give birth to light skinned 
babies who would have a “better life” according to this project’s logic, thus the African population would 
gradually fade away.

When my mom, who is a black woman, had a child with a black man it went against the project; and 
the offspring, my siblings and myself, of that rather “unfortunate couple” would be the eternal reminder  
of that failure.

For all those years my grandmother’s rejection had been a big deal for me, and for that reason I didn’t 
drink, I didn’t smoke and tried to be the most well behaved kid possible. One day, I was visiting my 
grama, and at that time I had done a lot of studies about racial relations in Brazil, and had read Frantz 
Fanon’s The Wretched of the Earth, which was very revealing. I had realized that I could understand the 
racial relations in this country by simply observing my family. We were there, talking and having a good 
time, when all of a sudden my grandmother said I should shave my beard, to which I refused, and it 
became a big deal. That is when I realized; my “white” cousins were drinking, smoking and enjoying 
themselves, they could do whatever and yet they would continued to be loved; whereas, everything that 
I had done to be loved had given me nothing more than mere acceptance.

At that moment I felt free, that I could finally be myself, that no matter what I did I would not have what 
I wanted: her love. It was sad, but much more than that, it was liberating!!! For finally I realized it was not 
my problem.

However, if today I don’t do drugs, I don’t smoke, have a great relationship with my family, I thank my 
Warrior Grandmother who only wanted the best for our family.

Rest in peace Vo te amo!!!!
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