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FOREWORD
Coming together during a time of social isolation
to exchange stories by telephone has reminded me
of the intimacy and the power of human voices—
each a vessel through which laughter, various
anecdotes, and profound insights are given breath.
From January-June 2021, I had the opportunity to
lead weekly creative writing and oral storytelling
sessions with two groups of incredible women.
While many reflected on their life stories and
unraveled them through poems and narratives now
printed in this book, others told their stories orally,
and though these are not recorded here, they are
engraved in the hearts of those who listened.
Like the COVID-19 pandemic, there were many
uncertainties which weaved their way into our
process. The participating women were gracious in
adapting to a telephone-based workshop
environment and adopting a regular writing and
storytelling practice, a new experience for most.
As you dive into the rich memories in this
anthology, I encourage you to follow in our
footsteps by grabbing a cup of tea, sitting in your
garden or by a window, and opening your heart
and mind to experiences that will be both similar
and different from your own. We hope we ignite a
desire in you to reflect, write, and share your story
boldly and vibrantly, as these writers have.
—Alyssa Martens, Editor and Lead Project Facilitator

INTRODUCTION
I’ve learned yet again that we women are strong
individually and also when we unite forces.
Listening to each other’s writings or life events and
experiences has led me to reflect on my past and
present. I could attest to some familiar scenarios
and having shown resourcefulness and strength of
character in managing my own life situations.
Reviewing things in my mind over the weeks and
looking at East-West cultures and insights through
others’ lives helped my understanding and
acceptance of events in my own life. Over the
course, I delved deeper and deeper as I connected
past life experiences and past people and came to
renewed perspectives. I’ve learned that sitting with
a situation in quiet reflection leads to deeper
understanding and new solutions.
These sessions also provided an opportunity for
revisiting and reliving happier times. Listening to
others’ work sometimes ignited a little spark of a
distant memory and brought it back to life. We had
many similarities in culture, language, lifestyle and
life events. We shared similar events and
milestones. Although we have known each other
for two to three years through other in-person Arts
& Health programs, these phone conferencing
sessions brought new knowledge and intimacy to
our friendships. The written stories and discussions
went beyond the rudimentary discourse in day-today encounters.
—Paramjit Kalkat, Participant

FOOD IS
LOVE

Sweet Memories of Bygone Days
by Ravinder Hundal
Coziness of the family around
the warmth of the stove
the love for all abounds
a favourite brunch shared
of Kheer Poore
with nothing spared
inhaling flavours of fennel,
cardamon and jaggery
and then tasting something savoury
mom's spatula of Peepul tree leaf
creating wonders
in a time so brief
Still yearning for those carefree days
but have lost them along the way
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ਸਰਸ ਦਾ ਸਾਗ
by Suminder Gill
ਸਰਸ ਦਾ ਸਾਗ ਮੇਰੀ ਪਿਹਲੀ ਪਸੰਦ ਹੈ। ਮ ਬਚਪਨ ਤ ਹੀ ਅਪਣੀ ਮਾਂ
ਸਾਗ ਬਣਾੳਂਿਦਆਂ ਦੇਖਦੀ ਹੂੰਦੀ ਸੀ ਅਤੇ ਬਹੁਤ ਹੀ ਪਸੰਦ ਕਰਦੀ
ਹਾਂ। ਮ ਹੁਣ ਵੀ ਜਦ ਪੰਜਾਬ(ਇਂਡੀਆ) ਜਾਂਦੀ ਹਾਂ ਤਾਂ ਮੇਰੀ ਪਸੰਦ ਸਰਸ
ਦਾ ਸਾਗ ਹੀ ਹੁੰਦਾ ਹੈ।
ਇਸ ਿਵਚ ਪਾਲਕ, ਸਰਸ, ਬਾਥੂ, ਅਦਰਕ, ਲਸਣ, ਿਪਆਜ਼, ਟਮਾਟਰ
ਅਤੇ ਲੂ ਣ ਪਦਾ ਹੈ।ਇਹ ਸਾਰੀਆਂ ਚੀਜ਼ਾਂ ਪਾਕੇ ਅਤੇ ਤੜਕਾ ਲਾਕੇ, ਮੱਕੀ
ਦੀ ਰੋਟੀ ਨਾਲ ਖਾਦਾ ਜਾਂਦਾ ਹੈ। ਨਾਲ ਲੱਸੀ ਵੀ ਪੀਤੀ ਜਾਂਦੀ ਹੈ। ਸਾਗ ਦੇ
ਿਵਚ ਮੱਖਣ ਪਾ ਲਉ ਤਾਂ ਹੋਰ ਵੀ ਸਵਾਦ ਲਗਦਾ ਹੈ। ਅੱਜ ਤਕ ਵੀ ਮ
ਉਸ ਸਵਾਦ ਨਹ ਭੁੱਲ ਸਕੀ।
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Mixed Chapatie
by Shanti Devi Toor
I learned this from my parents:
white or whole wheat flour, chick pea flour
small pieces of cut vegetables (spinach, onion, cilantro)
and a little piece of garlic (ground)
with water, mix all things
make dough
make small balls by rolling it on a board
make round chapatie
cook it on iron tava
The whole family would eat mixed chapatie
together with homemade cream, butter, yogurt. It
is good for health, all nutrition in it. When I was
four/five years old, I ate it with my family in the
morning. I would take mixed chapatie for lunch at
school with good organic vegetables from the
garden, homemade butter and yogurt.
At night, we all slept together in a big room. My
parents would tell us funny stories. The whole
night we slept good.
Before going to school, my parents would send us
to the yard and, with sticks, teach us writing. One,
two, three, 1, 2, 3. In the small village school, I would
write on a piece of wood with black ink with a
wood pencil. After four classes, we had to go to
another village school. We all went together on
foot. No bus. High schoolers went by bicycle to
another village, all together.
9

Memories of Yesteryears
by Paramjit Kalkat
Food nurtures my mind and body.
Comforting thoughts of childhood images fill my
mind. Hot, sizzling food coming off a hot griddle;
giving rise to tastes, smells and priceless joys.
Family seated all cozy and warm, talking and
laughing. One bite transports me to these moments
in homes located in India, England and Vancouver.
Feelings and tastes as fresh today as they were
when I was there. Oh, the joy of it all!
Every bite I eat nurtures my soul.
Oh those sights, sounds and aromas....
comforting my mind and reminding me
of tastes long enjoyed. Drawing me close
to warm, inviting motherly faces—
conjuring feelings of priceless riches:
abundance and love beyond comparison.
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Peas & Paneer
by Kanta Kalia
Peas and paneer are both a good source of vitamins
and calcium. When I was a child, we would bring
ready-made paneer and fry it in oil. Then we
would make masala with onion, tomatoes, and
ginger, blending it in the blender. We would put
some oil in the frying pan and cook it on the stove
and use all types of spices—salt, pepper, turmeric,
cumin seeds.
When the masala was ready, we would put peas on
and cook them for two or three minutes. Then we
would pour the water. We would use a pressure
cooker and after one or two whistles, the peas
would be ready. We would pour paneer cubes and
boil them. It would be ready and tasty. We would
eat it with our pile of bread, roti.
Sometimes we would make rice and cook
vegetables with it. It was also really tasty. When
people had guests, this is usually what people
would serve. Our parents would cook different
vegetables every day, and it was always tasty and
we really liked it at that time. But nowadays we
think tofu is better than paneer and I use less
paneer in my cooking.
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HOME IN
INDIA

ਮੇਰੇ ਬਚਪਨ ਦਾ ਘਰ
by Paramjit Kalkat
I was born and lived in a small village in ਪੰਜਾਬ
(Punjab) until I was nine years old. I had an older
brother and younger sister. My dad worked for the
post office so he was often away from home. We
lived with my ਬਾਬਾ ਜੀ (grandfather) and ਚਾਚਾ ਜੀ
(uncle) and his wife and their three daughters.
The “house” was a very basic, one-story building
divided into basic utility rooms—oldest made from
thatched mud; newer additions from bare brick.
The rooms had a ਦਰਵਾਜ਼ਾ (door) and ਿਖੜਕੀ (cut out
opening with shutters). The main room was set
aside for the female members to sleep in during
adverse weather conditions and contained storage
(clothing, household items). There was little
furniture to speak of. The ਰਸੋਈ (kitchen) was a
designated area primarily outside. The same was
the case for a ਗ਼ੁਸਲਖ਼ਾਨਾ (bathroom). There was a ਨਲਕਾ
(hand pump) for water between these two areas.
The building enclosed an inner ਿਵਹੜਾ (courtyard)
which was like an inner communal area for the
family (like a living room). There was a ਅਮਰੂਦ
(guava fruit tree) in this area. Everyone gathered
here for meals in the daytime and where the
women and children put out their ਮੰਜਾ/ਚਾਰਪਾਈ (bed)
at night and slept. During warmer weather some
folk took their ਮੰਜਾ up to the roof and slept there.
During the day we played sometimes in this area or
in the ਹਵੇਲੀ (outer courtyard) where the farm
animals such as the ਗਾਂ (cow) and ਮੱਝਾਂ (water buffalo)
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were kept. Steps (no handrail on the outer edge)
lead up the side wall of the building and up to the
rooftops. We children often climbed up to play and
see onto neighbouring homes and we often “roofhopped” to visit others as the roof provided short
cuts! I don’t recall anyone worrying about safety!!
We were free to go anywhere and often went to the
fields where our ਬਾਬਾ ਜੀ and ਚਾਚਾ ਜੀ worked with
hired day labourers. We didn’t have toys. We
played with things in the environment—mud,
water, sticks, etc.
I don’t remember wearing shoes and only
occasionally ਚੱਪਲ਼ਾਂ (flip-flops). I remember it always
being warm and comfortable with occasional rain.
We didn’t have electricity or running water. It was
like a long camping trip!
Mom cooked over a ਚੁਲਾ (stove) fueled by burning
sticks and cow dung patties; she carried water from
the hand pump for cooking, cleaning, laundry. She
milked the ਮੱਝਾਂ, churned the milk for whipped
butter, prepared food grown on the farm or
purchased from door-to-door pedlars. We ate
simple vegetarian meals, all prepared by hand. Life
was simple but happy and carefree for the children.
We felt loved by the family and the village folk.
My favourite things to do were visiting my ਨਾਨਕੇ
(mom’s side of the family) and mom’s ਨਾਨਕੇ also.
Both families showered us with abundance and
love. To this day, my happiest memories are of
times spent with my own or mom’s ਨਾਨਕੇ.
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When my nuclear family immigrated to London,
England, we lived in a proper house with
electricity, plumbing and a garden. My dad was a
social activist and busy away in the community; he
hardly held down a job and we had difficulties
making ends meet.
My mom worked hard to make a home for us
whilst learning a new language, finding some social
supports for her uprooted, lonely life. We had no
family close at hand. As well, she went to work in
factories to perform menial labour to earn a living
so she could buy essentials. We kids immersed
ourselves in school and learning. When at home,
we did some chores but mostly enjoyed the black
and white “box TV” as it was a novelty. We enjoyed
cartoons such as “Tom & Jerry” on “Loony Tunes”
and later western movies—primarily because our
ਬਾਬਾ ਜੀ joined us and took over the TV viewing.
We played in the garden when mom did some
gardening. It was a special treat when she got
together with a neighbour and walked with us to
the local park so we could enjoy the swings and
slides.
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ਸੁਿਮੰਦਰ ਦੀ ਕਹਾਣੀ
by Suminder Gill
ਪਿਹਲੇ ਸਿਮਆਂ ਿਵਚ ਲੋਕ ਿਰਸ਼ਤੇਦਾਰਾਂ ਦੇ ਜਾਂ ਸ਼ਿਹਰ ਨੂ ਤੁਰ ਕੇ ਜਾਦੇ ਸੀ।ਰਾਹ
ਿਵਚ ਿਪਆਸ ਲਗ ਜਾਂਦੀ ਸੀ। ਸਾਡੇ ਬਾਬੇ ਰਾਹ ਿਵਚ ਕੁਲੀ ਅੰਦਰ ਪਾਣੀ ਦੇ
ਭਰੇ ਘੜੇ ਲੈਕੇ ਬੈਠੇ ਹੁੰਦੇ ਅਤੇ ਰਾਹੀਆਂ ਪਾਣੀ ਪਲਾੳਂਦ।ੇ ਛਾਿਪਆਂ ਦੀ ਕੁਲੀ
ਬਣਾਈ ਹੁੰਦੀ ਸੀ। ਅਸ ਛੋਟੀਆਂ-ਛੋਟੀਆਂ ਹੁੰਦੀਆਂ ਸੀ ਤਾਂ ਖੂਹ ਿਵਚ ਘੜੇ ਭਰ
ਕੇ ਲੈ ਜਾਣੇ। ਖੂਹ ਤ ਸੜਕ ਕੋਈ ਇਕ ਮੀਲ ਦੀ ਦੂਰੀ ਤੇ ਸੀ।ਘੜੇ ਭਰ ਕੇ ਅਸ
ਕੁੱਲੀ ਛਡ ਕੇ ਆਉਣੇ।ਤਕਾਲਾਂ ਅਸ ਬਾਬੇ ਅਤੇ ਖਾਲੀ ਘਿੜਆਂ ਲੈ
ਆੳਣੁਾ।ਫੇਰ ਉਹਨਾ ਸਾ ਪੈਸੇ ਦੇਣੇ ਤਾਂ ਅਸ ਉਹਨਾਂ ਪੈਿਸਆਂ ਦੀਆਂ ਰੇੜੀਆਂ
ਲੈ ਆਉਣੀਆਂ।ਬਚਪਨ ਦੀਆਂ ਕਈ ਏਦਾਂ ਦੀਆਂ ਗਲਾਂ ਹੁੰਦੀਆਂ ਸੀ। ਫੇਰ
ਬਾਬਾ ਜੀ ਿਜ਼ਆਦਾ ਬਜ਼ੁਰਗ ਹੋ ਗਏ। ਪਾਣੀ ਦਾ ਹੋਰ ਕੋਈ ਸਾਧਨ ਨਹ ਸੀ।
ਸਾਡੇ ਿਪਤਾ ਜੀ ਪੜਾ ਦੇ ਹੁੰਦੇ ਸੀ। ਉਹਨਾ ਨੇ ਸਾਰੇ ਬਗਿਦਆਂ ਰਾਹਾਂ ਿਵਚ ਖੂਹ
ਲਵਾ ਿਦਤੇ।ਖੂਹਾਂ ਦੇ ਉਤੇ ਹਲਟੀ ਲਵਾ ਿਦਤੀ ਜੋ ਆ ਦੇ ਜਾਂਦੇ ਰਾਹੀ ਪਾਣੀ ਪੀ
ਲੈਣ।ਪਾਣੀ ਦੀ ਬਹੁਤ ਸੇਵਾ ਕੀਤੀ ਹੈ ਮੇਰੇ ਭਾਪੇ ਅਤੇ ਬਾਬਾ ਜੀ ਨੇ ।ਮੇਰੇ ਭਾਈਆ
ਜੀ ਿਝੜੀ ਿਵਚ ਪਾਣੀ ਦੇ ਕੌੋਲੇ ਭਰ ਕੇ ਰਖਦੇ ਹੁੰਦੇ ਸੀ ਜੋ ਉਥੇ ਦੇ ਜਾਨਵਰਾਂ ਅਤੇ
ਪੰਛੀਆਂ ਵਾਸਤੇ ਹੁੰਦਾ ਸੀ।
ਗੁਰਪੁਰਬ ਲੰਗਰ ਲਾਉਣਾ। ਰੋਟੀਆਂ ਦੇ ਟੋਕਰੇ ਭਰ ਕੇ ਲੈ ਜਾਣੇ।ਉਥੇ ਫੇਰ
ਸਾਰਾ ਿਦਨ ਲੰਗਰ ਵਰਤਾਉਣਾ। ਹੁਣ ਤਾਂ ਥਾਂ ਥਾਂ ਤੇ ਲੰਗਰ ਹੁੰਦੇ ਆ। ਉਦ
ਗੁਰਦੁਆਿਰਆਂ ਿਵਚ ਵੀ ਲੰਗਰ ਨਹ ਸੀ ਹੁੰਦ।ੇ ਮੁਸਾਿਫਰ ਿਜਂੳ ਟਾਂਡੇ ਤ
ਿਹੁਸ਼ਆਰਪੁਰ ਵਲ ਤੁਰਦੇ ਤਾਂ ਰਾਹ ਿਵਚ ਪਾਣੀ ਨਹ ਸੀ ਹੁੰਦਾ।ਿਸਆਣੇ
ਬਜ਼ੁਰਗਾਂ ਨੇ ਸਾਰਾ ਿਦਨ ਪਾਣੀ ਪਲਾੳਣੁਾ।
ਤੇਰਾਂ ਜਾਂ ਚੌਦਾਂ ਸਾਲਾਂ ਦੀ ਛੋਟੀਆਂ-ਛੋਟੀਆਂ ਕੁੜੀਆਂ ਿਵਆਹ ਿਦੰਦੇ ਸੀ।
ਆਪਣੇ ਆਦਮੀਆਂ ਤਾਂ ਦੇਖਦੀਆਂ ਵੀ ਨਹ ਸੀ ਹੁੰਦੀਆਂ।ਇਕ ਫੌਜੀ
ਆਇਆ ਅਤੇ ਿਵਆਹ ਕਰਾਕੇ ਚਲਾ ਿਗਆ।ਸੱਸ ਨੇ ਮਗਰ ਜਾਕੇ ਹ ਲੈ
ਆਂਦੀ।ਫੌਜੀ ਛੁਟੀ ਆਇਆ ਤਾਂ ਹ ਉਸਦੀ ਪਛਾਣ ਹੈ ਨਹੀ ਸੀ।ਸੱਸ ਨੇ
ਘੜਾ ਦੇਕੇ ਖੂਹ ਤੇ ਪਾਣੀ ਘਲ ਿਦਤੀ।ਫੌਜੀ ਮਗਰੇ ਚਲਾ ਿਗਆ।ਜਾ ਕੇ
ਕਿਹੰਦਾ ਘੁਟ ਪਾਣੀ ਤਾਂ ਿਪਆਦੇ ਮੁਿਟਆਰੇ ਨ । ਅਗ ਹ ਨੇ ਿਕਹਾ
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ਅਪਣਾ ਭਿਰਆ ਮ ਨਾ ਦੇਵਾਂ ਿਸਪਾਹੀਆ ਵੇ। ਆਹ ਡੋਲ ਿਪਆ ਆਪੇ ਭਰਕੇ ਪੀ
ਲੈ। ਉਹ ਹਟੇ ਨਾ, ਝਗੜਾ ਕਰੇ,ਉਹ ਆਦਮੀ ਸੀ ਉਸਦਾ ਅਤੇ ਉਸ ਪਤਾ ਸੀ
ਉਹਦੀ ਘਰਵਾਲੀ ਹੈ।ਉਹ ਝਗੜਾ ਕਰੇ ਿਕ ਮ ਤੇਰਾ ਹੀ ਭਿਰਆ ਪੀਣਾ, ਕਹੇ
ਇਕ ਘੁਟ ਿਪਆ ਬਾਂਕੇ ਨਾਰੇ ਨ ।ਦੇਰ ਹੋ ਗਈ ਪਰ ਘੜਾ ਲੈਕੇ ਘਰ ਆ ਗਈ।
ਸੱਸ ਨੇ ਪੁੱਿਛਆ ਦੇਰ ਿਕਵ ਹੋ ਗਈ। ਹ ਕਿਹੰਦੀ ਸੱਸੜੀਏ ਘੜਾ ਲਹਾ, ਮ ਤੈ
ਖੂਹ ਵਾਲੀ ਬਾਤ ਸੁਣਾਵਾਂ।ਇਕ ਗਬਰੂ ਮੇਰੇ ਨਾਲ ਵੈਰ ਪਾ ਕੇ ਬਹ ਿਗਆ-ਪਾਣੀ
ਮੰਗਦਾ ਸੀ ਮੈ ਿਦਤਾ ਨਹ ।ਸੱਸ ਕਿਹੰਦੀ-ਭੋਲੀਏ ਨਹੇ ਨੀ ਤੇਰਾ ਆਦਮੀ ਸੀ
ੳਹੋ।ਅਜਕਲ ਤਾਂ ਨਾਲ ਤੁਰੀਆਂ ਿਫਰਦੀਆਂ,ਿਪਛੇ ਛੋਟੀਆਂ ਿਵਆਹ ਦੇਣਾ,
ਫੇਰੇ ਦੇ ਦੇਣੇ, ਬੰਿਦਅਂਾ ਦਾ ਪਤਾ ਨਹ ਸੀ ਹੁੰਦਾ।ਪੰਜੀ ਜਾਂ ਸਤ ਸਾਲ ਮੁਕਲਾਵਾ
ਤੋਰਨਾ, ਫੇਰ ਜਾਕੇ ਆਦਮੀ ਦਾ ਮੂੰਹ ਦੇਖਣਾ।ਘਰ ਵਾਲੇ ਇਕ ਦੂਜੇ ਦੇ ਲਾਗੇ
ਨਹ ਸੀ ਲਗਣ ਿਦੰਦੇ।ਘਰੇ ਚਾਿਚਆਂ ਤ, ਮਾ ਿਪੳ, ਭੈਣ ਭਰਾਵਾ ਤ ਸੰਗਿਦਆਂ
ਆਪਣੀ ਘਰਵਾਲੀ ਬੁਲਾੳਣਾ ਹੀ ਨਹ ।ਿਪਛੇ ਇਦਾਂ ਦੇ ਸਮ ਹੁੰਦੇ ਸੀ।

ਸਾਗ ਬਾਰੇ
ਅਸੀ ਸਵੇਰੇ ਹੀ ਖੇਤ ਚਲੇ ਜਾਂਦੇ ਸੀ, ਸਾਗ ਤੋੜ ਕੇ ਿਲਆਓਣਾ।ਿਫਰ ਉਸ
ਿਛਲਕੇ, ਕਟਕੇ ਧਰ ਦੇਣਾ।ਚੁਲੇ ਿਵਚ ਬੜ ਬੜੀਆਂ ਲਕੜਾਂ ਲਾਕੇ, ਸਾਰਾ ਿਦਨ
ਿਰਝਦਾ ਰਿਹਣਾ। ਫੇਰ ਤਕਾਲਾਂ ਥਾਲੀਆਂ ਿਵਚ ਪਾ ਪਾ ਕੇ, ਿਵਚ ਿਘੳ ਪਾ
ਕੇ, ਨਾਲ ਜਵਾਰ ਦੀਆਂ ਰੋਟੀਆਂ ਦੇਣੀਆਂ। ਸਾਿਰਆਂ ਨੇ ਅਤੇ ਿਨੱਕੇ ਿਨਆਿਣਆ
ਨਾਲ ਖਾਣਾ। ਟੱਬਰ ਭਾਰੇ ਹੁੰਦੇ ਸੀ, ਬੁੜੀਆਂ ਨੇ ਚਾਟੀ ਭਰ ਕੇ ਸਾਗ ਦੀ
ਬਣਾੳਣੀ। ਮੱਖਣ ਦੇ ਕੌਲੇ ਕੋਲ ਰੱਖ ਲੈਣ,ੇ ਅਤੇ ਿਜਨ ਿਜਨ ਰੋਟੀ ਖਾਣੀ ਉਸ
ਪਾ ਪਾ ਦੇਈ ਜਾਣਾ। ਿਸਆਿਣਆਂ ਨੇ ਕਿਹਣਾ, ਦੂਜੀ ਵਾਰ ਹੋਰ ਸਾਗ ਲੈ ਲਉ,
ਹੋਰ ਮੱਖਣ ਿਮਲ ਜਾਉਗਾ। ਬਹੁਤ ਮੌਜਾਂ ਹੁੰਦੀਆਂ ਸੀ।ਗਨੇ ਲੈ ਆੳਣ, ਗਨੇ
ਚੂਪਦੇ ਰਿਹਣਾ। ਹੁਣ ਇਹੋ ਿਜਹੀਆਂ ਚੀਜ਼ਾਂ ਿਕਥੇ। ਗਨੇ , ਗੁੜ, ਜਵਾਰ ਦੀਆਂ
ਰੋਟੀਆਂ,ਦਹੀ, ਲਸੀ, ਇਹੋ ਿਨਆਮਤਾਂ ਹੁੰਦੀਆਂ ਸੀ। ਬੰਦੇ ਵੀ ਤਕੜੇ ਸੀ, ਕੋਈ
ਿਬਮਾਰੀ ਵੀ ਨਹੀ ਲਗਦੀ ਸੀ। ਜੇ ਕੋਈ ਿਬਮਾਰ ਹੁੰਦਾ ਸੀ ਤਾਂ ਕਿਹਣਾ ਸਫ
ਿਰਨ ਕੇ ਪੀ ਲਉ। ਡਾਕਟਰ ਤਾਂ ਹੁੰਦੇ ਨਹੀ ਸੀ, ਹੁਣ ਵਾਂਗ ਿਜਵ ਥਾਂ ਥਾਂ ਡਾਕਟਰ
ਹੈ। ਅਸ ਬਹੁਤ ਸਿਮਆਂ ਿਵਚ ਲੰਗੇ ਹਾਂ। ਗਰੀਬੀ, ਅਮੀਰੀ ਸਭ ਦੇਖੀ ਹੈ।
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A Piece of My Childhood
by Ravinder Hundal
I tried hard but couldn't remember anything
before I started school in grade 1 or 2. My dad, an
army officer in the Indian Army, was usually
posted to a different city every 3-4 years. My
earliest memories are of this place in central India
called Jabalpur. My elder sister and I were enrolled
at St. Joseph's Convent School. My youngest
brother went to a nursery school nearby. Once a
day we would go to—or were made to go to—the
school church, kneeled at the altar and then walked
out.
The house we stayed in was a Barrack type place
with a nice front garden and a couple of fruit trees.
These houses in the cantonment area were allotted
to army officers and before independence in 1947,
were mostly occupied by British officers. They had
high ceilings with ceiling fans hanging down from
a long rod and started with a croaking sound when
switched on.
With two of my older brothers sent off to a
prestigious boarding school in northern India, it
was my older sister and younger brother at home.
The fights between my brother and I were quite
frequent. He had split my lips by jabbing a pencil,
made a gash on my head with a sharp-edged steel
glass. After an incident like this we would run after
each other around the house.
18

We had a helper, an honest and hardworking
young man who was a big help to mom in
controlling the two of us. We used to go on group
picnics with families of other officers to these
scenic places with beautiful waterfalls.
Then the time came for us to move again. We had
a huge farewell dinner called barakhana attended
by the whole battalion and their families. Our train
compartment was beautifully decorated with
marigolds both inside and outside. Some helpers
came to load our luggage in the compartment and
a few people came to see us off. One person was
visibly upset and my dad had to console him. Soon
the engine blew its whistle, the conductor waved a
green flag and, shortly after the train chugged off
on a 2-3 day journey to a distant city in northern
India. Only a handful of marigolds were left
hanging on the outside by the time we reached our
destination.
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Back Home
by Kanta Kalia
I was born in India. I lived with my parents, sisters,
brothers, and grandparents.
Mom would always prepare the food, sometimes
with my sister. On the way to school, I would tell
my mom, "Make this food for lunchtime." And she
would always prepare it. We would go to school
and college and enjoy our friends. We would come
back home at lunchtime. We would eat together.
Then go back to school again.
I would play badminton and table tennis in the
morning with my partners and at 6pm I would go
to play again. I was the best player at Badminton.
My mom and my oldest sisters would look after
me. We would sit in the kitchen and have food
there. On very hot summer days, nobody would go
to school. We would sit for three hours under the
fan. Mom and dad took care of us. I enjoyed that
time.
My oldest sister was married in the same town, she
helped us a lot. Whenever my mom was out of
town, she would come and cook. I was spoiled.
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THE
NATURE
IN US

Flowers
by Shanti Devi Toor
Many coloured flowers
Flowers on plants, big or small
I like roses
Roses are pink, white, and red
Flowers are symbols of smiling
When a child is born
we go with a bunch of flowers
When someone dies
we give a bunch of flowers
At marriages and temples
we worship with flowers
Flowers give oxygen
They are good for health
Smile like flowers
Shine like stars
Be happy, give happiness to others
God give you life
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Beautiful Flowers
by Kanta Kalia
Flowers are beautiful
They have a nice smell
Flowers are a source of beauty
They are so colourful
They have life too
Sometimes people pluck them
They throw them on the floor
The poet was sad
He discussed the feeling of Roses
Flowers were crying
Is it my fault?
You broke me from the branch
You threw me on the floor
The beauty of weddings
The beauty of birthdays
The beauty of many occasions
Everyone loves flowers
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Marigolds to Sunflowers
by Paramjit Kalkat
Marigolds, bright yellow and golden
sprout forth to thrive
covered in sunshine and warmth,
remind me of Punjabi village life.
Warmth, abundance and love surround
me in youth, fuelling my body and mind
during my growth.
These I had to leave behind to find new ventures
in far off lands, opportunities unlimited
soon to be on hand.
They come at a price—loosing closeness,
warmth and innocence of a familiar time.
Onwards and upwards I must climb!
Marigolds to sunflowers I did find!
So many varieties of each: yellows, lemons, reds,
golden, bursting forth in the warmth of sunshine.
Awesome summers remind me of my origins
as I learn to toe a different line.
The warmth of the sun on my skin,
barefoot walking on Tofino sands.
Feeling the lush green grass
under my toes in new found lands.
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Yellow
by Ravinder Hundal
Soft breeze, blue skies,
standing under a fruit-laden Guava tree
Oh, how I wish to get my hands
on the yellowish-green fruit
The taste still so fresh in my mouth
takes me across the seas to that Guava tree and me
looking up and watching as—plop!
A fruit falls on the ground
half-eaten by the birds
Years later, the soft breeze swaying
the yellow rose bush, full of flowers,
a hummingbird stops by a rose bud,
says hello and flies off
The same blue skies
with a brush of green shade
at one time
and a yellow shade in another
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WHAT
WE HEAR
WHEN WE
ARE HERE

Breathe with Me
by Shanti Devi Toor
Breathe in and out, say Waha Guru
stress go away
loudly laughing chest exercise
breathe in from nose
out loudly from mouth
Touch both hands on chest
I love me
Touch both hands out
I love all
May we always be happy, healing
May none suffer
May the sun shine on you
and all love surround you
May the inner light within
you guide your way
Me, God
God, me
God with me
When I change, my worldview changes
Talking with God, becoming happy
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Sunrise Stroll
by Ravinder Hundal
As I step outside the house in the morning, orangered hues in the sky greet me from the East. The
rising sun is trying to peek through the clouds,
painting them into streaks and balls of orange-red
colours.
Few minutes later, I step into the Gurdwara to pay
my obeisance, the soul-soothing devotional music
fills my ears.
I continue my morning walk, along the way
admiring the freshly-bloomed daffodils. There are
small bushes with pink flowers lining the front
lawns. And how can anybody miss the gorgeous
cherry blossom trees in full bloom, lining the
streets?
Near the main road I see cars and trucks noisily
passing by. This sound is quite unpleasant and the
smell of exhaust is overwhelming. I try to walk
away as fast as I can and reach the pristine rolling
green grounds of the golf course.
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The birds are chirping and singing in the tall
evergreen trees lining the golf course. The leaves
are rustling quietly in the stillness of the morning.
On the west side, through a clearing I watch the sun
rise in the horizon across the green lush gardens.
The sky is turning blue-dotted with fluffs of clouds.
Suddenly, I see a coyote staring at me,
camouflaged by the bushes it is standing behind.
Our eyes meet and I take off.
Occasionally, I hear quacking ducks flying by
interrupted by the annoying caw-caw of the crows.
A couple of morning walkers pass by chattering, a
young jogger smiles and nods a greeting.
Sweet music of chirping birds still afresh in my
mind and, with a whiff of cooking smell coming
from a house, I reach back home.
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Sitting in My Garden
by Paramjit Kalkat
Birds sing their springtime melodies
as they flit about playfully,
doing cartwheels in the air.
My ear catches their cheerful chirping;
what are they saying? Where are they
in the tall branches of the cypress trees?
Chickadee Dee Dee
Chickadee Dee Dee
Tunes transport me to the rooftops
of my childhood homes in Punjab
I begin to hear the cooing of the pigeons
flocking to the seeds Nani Ji is scattering.
Their wings flutter, they peck, peck at each other just
like the orphaned children
in the busy Amritsar streets pushing and shoving to
get a share of the food being handed out.
These images bring me back to the annual Vaisakhi
parades in April in Vancouver streets! The food is
abundant and overflowing, children laughing and
enjoying chole puri, coke, candy and chips! Music
playing some devotional kirtan in praise of
WaheGuru, joyful bhangra, ਢੋਲ (dhol beats), ਗੱਤਕ
(gatka acrobatics), folklore songs!
What fun those days were!
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Walking behind Guru Ji with friends and family,
singing along with the ਸ਼ਬਦ (shabads, dharmic
verses) being sung, talking and laughing, eating and
drinking.
Seeing old friends, connecting with children from
my children’s elementary school, now all grown
up!
Lots of reminiscing of days gone by filling my
mind once again of childhood memories of
sounds, smells, foods and people, some now long
gone who live on in my mind's eye.
Spring is unfolding all around me.
I take in the buds ready to bloom, birds singing
their songs, woodpeckers busy
peck-peck-a-pecking.
I get busy, putting seeds in the soil,
wanting to see marigolds and sunflowers pushing
up to the sky, bringing new hope for warmer,
sunnier days...
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MOTHER
HOOD

Mum
by Naomi Harrison
Our journey of discovering who we truly are and
how we came to be can have many twists and turns.
In my case, I grew up with unconditional love from
my parents, yet there was a part of me left
wondering: did I look like my birth mother or father?
During the 1980s, I was often singled out for
looking different. My black hair stood out in the
midst of those who were fair-skinned in Canada. I
tried to piece together a story of who my birth
parents were. My mother, who had limited
knowledge, would tell me that I looked like my
birth mother. Pressing her for details, she would
always tell me that my birth mother looked like
me, but that she was fairer than I was. When I was
in my mid-thirties, I located my birth mother
through a woman who did genealogy. Now, both
Coral and I could explore our shared story.
So in the summer of 2010, my daughter Cloe and I
boarded a flight bound for London, England. This
would be the first time that I would meet Coral.
Our relationship prior to this had been built
through calls and letters, and I felt a myriad of
feelings as the moment we would meet came
closer.
After we had landed at Heathrow Airport, only
minutes passed before Cloe and I met Coral.
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There was an exchange of words and then we set
out to go to the Inn that we would be staying at for
the next few days in a borough close to London.
The front of the Inn was picturesque and was
located by a river. It was made of wood, filled with
history. It was later that afternoon, after a rest, that
we met up with Coral again. There was an easy
banter between us in the beginning. It was true that
I was curious about what had transpired before I
had been adopted, but she wasn’t ready for that
conversation. We were staying in East Mosley,
which rested on the River Thames. Our stay here
was brief as we were going to Cornwall to meet
Coral’s extended family.
Cornwall was a true place of beauty. It’s
encompassed with wild moorlands and hundreds
of sandy beaches. It was in the harbor village of
Falmouth that we were to stay. We took in some
sites together and then started a conversation that,
in the beginning, was difficult to take in. It was very
hard for Coral to unpack those heavy boxes that
contained memories of pain that had been stored
away for many years; to get through that time so
long ago she had packed her past away and tried to
move on with her life. I heard her pain as she
talked about the choices that had led her to give me
up—she was not in a position to be a mother
herself. She had taken the hard path, but the right
one for her. I knew that the way she had grown up
had truly impacted who she was.
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Coral had been sent away when she was a young
girl and had very little contact with her mother.
She knew in her heart that she would not be a good
mother, she must have felt that her love would be
blemished by her own pain, hurt and criticism.
Coral wanted me to have a loving mother and
father. The social worker who she met with told
her that I was going to a very loving family. I think
for her, amid the pain, there was comfort in
knowing that I was going somewhere I would be
cared for. She told me that she knew that I had
loving parents—she saw that same kindness and
love in me.
My daughter Cloe and I were introduced to
members of Coral’s extended family. They were all
warm and open to meeting me. My aunt Marina
stood out as a kind and loving soul. Cloe and
Marina had an easy banter and seemed to connect
around a common interest in photography. I stood
back trying to take all of this in; it was the very first
time in my life that I had met women who were
connected to me by blood. It was fascinating to see
similarities and differences between myself and
them. I had to settle into the story that I had been
told. Still, it took quite some time to process upon
my return to Canada.
During the trip, I had learned a few things about
my birth father. The time my birth mother had
spent with him was so fleeting and not intended to
last, they were from two very different worlds.
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Coral was from England and my birth father,
Antonio, was from Italy. They spent only six weeks
together, a time too short to let love grow and
blossom, made more complicated by their cultural
differences. They also met during a time that was
very conservative and traditional, a woman who
had a baby outside of marriage had a stain upon
her back. Coral had told me about the
mistreatment that she had received at the unwed
mother’s home. It hurt to hear how other people
had mistreated her. She told me the day that I was
born, she was only allowed to see me for a few
seconds. They then asked her what I was. Taken
aback, she told them that I was part Italian, part
English. Coral did try a few other times to see me,
but most of the time, her efforts had been blocked.
Finally, they let her see me for a few minutes while
I was sleeping in a crib. I can see how these
memories would cause anguish in her, but I hope
and think that after meeting me, and hearing about
my warm upbringing, I was able to take some of
that pain away. I cannot imagine the brunt of the
courage and sacrifice that Coral had made for me.
The day that I held my daughter for the first time, I
knew that I would love her forever and no one
would ever take her away from me.
My daughter Cloe, still in her early teens, saw how
I struggled to take all of this in. How hard it was to
digest.
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Though Cloe did not know all the details, she saw
the tiredness in my eyes. In those moments, Cloe
would bounce into my heart and into my arms
with love. It was as if the old soul in her knew what
I needed most was someone to embrace me and
hold me in gentle waves, in a place where I was
cherished and loved. Especially during those
moments, I knew in my heart that this would be a
story I would have to process and give my own
meaning to.
We spent ten days and it was truly a whirlwind. In
the days and years that came to pass, I learned how
proud Coral was of the life that I had created. My
cousin, Karen, who was there when Coral was
passing on to another realm, told me of the
comfort that I had brought to Coral’s life and how
much she had loved me. I knew that Coral had
some very painful events happen during her life,
yet I knew that my part in her life had brought her
joy and the knowledge that she had made the right
choice by giving me away. It also cemented the joy
and the love I had for my daughter, Cloe. It was as
if the heavens had opened the day she was born
and placed her deep in my heart. We were both
granted the gift of being in each other’s lives and
hearts. Truly the greatest choice that I ever made
was to love my daughter with all my heart. Cloe is
part of my compass and one of the brightest and
brilliant stars in my night sky.
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Whom Could I Have Impacted?
by Ravinder Hundal
It was a big question mark in my mind. Whom could
I have impacted? Nobody has really mentioned it to
me that I have left a lasting impression on them.
Well, if I did, was it a negative or positive one? I
really did not have an answer. Most people try to
be helpful and respect each other and so have I.
Usually it is the sense of duty or responsibility or
out of love that we do things for our family.
Finally, I asked my daughter, "Amrit, do you think I
have influenced you in any way?" "What do you
mean, Ma?” was her response. Upon my coaxing
and elaborating a bit more she said, "Ma, just think
of things that you’ve done or are doing in life and
see if I am following the same things to some
extent." Wow, I thought, that will definitely make
things somewhat easier for me.
I did not want to describe our similarities, but the
values that my daughter and my son might have
received due to my actions or behaviour. To this
day, any negative comment received by them from
their aunts or uncles is not met with an equally
negative rhetorical response.
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This is out of respect to the older generation of the
family. Some traits, as the faith in the goodness of
people, and ultimately in the divine force of
nature, is so similar that it is hard to distinguish if it
is an influence or if it is inherited. Performing their
work duties with responsibility and honesty, being
helpful and respecting their co-workers is
something that I had always believed in. Their
friendships are long-lasting and prefer to spend
time with friends who do not take advantage of the
weaknesses in others and are honest to themselves.
The teaching profession that my daughter chose—
or so I would like to believe—could have been
influenced by the interest I had. One of my
lecturers had once commented that I should be a
teacher after I finished presenting my assignment
paper to the class. Again, this could be an inborn
trait or a subtle influence.
In this life’s journey there are people who have
appreciated my company, a positive influence, and
some have shown their displeasure with me, a
negative influence. Our opinions about each other
sometimes do change with time. The positive
influences that become habits, stay for life, and
which I see in both my son and daughter—if they
are because I might have had some influence, then
this makes me proud of myself.
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SEASONS
CHANGE

The Seasons
by Manjit Jugpal
Summer is a time to enjoy the outdoors with
family and have a barbecue with immediate family.
Spring is a time for me to prepare my garden and
look forward to planting my vegetables.
Fall is a great time to start my hobbies,
like knitting, and be creative for Halloween.
Winter is a time for me to prepare for Christmas,
where my family and I can share our gifts
with love.
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Higher
by Kanta Kalia
When I was in childhood
we had fun and freedom
playing with our friends
playing with pebbles or ball games
jumping rope with friends
When I was a teenager
spending time with friends
two people holding the rope
and the others were jumping
playing badminton morning and evening
playing table tennis when the school players
were gone
We were worried about school
giving in time always
praying in the morning
worried about school work
parents were helping in all spheres
eating snack potato tikkis and golgappa
at lunch time and after school
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When I was an older adult
in higher studies
always thinking about good marks
I wanted to get an even higher education
My parents decided, "If you pass every mark, you
can go for more studies"
I was lucky there were women colleges
My parents sent me for higher education
in the same town
My parents didn't want higher than this
I wanted to go for a Masters of Art
My mom discussed the problem,
"Kanta, if you have more education
maybe it will be hard to select your partner"
I promised, "You can select the boy
I will agree with you"
When I finished my studies
I was married after one month
Those days marriages were arranged
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Seasons
by Shanti Devi Toor
Cherry blossoms on trees, outside we see flowers.
We dye yellow colour on scarfs. We wear coloured
scarfs and dance. We celebrate religious festivals.
Holi is the symbol of colour, love, and spring.
Celebration in temples. People throw different
colours on friends and relatives. All day dancing,
happily eating free food, and being together.
Early sunrises and late sunsets. Days long, nights
short. Plant the garden, go to town. Summer is a
good season. All together, singing religious songs.
Gurdwara takes buses outside, sometimes to
Victoria. In Stanley Park, Ratha Yatra has people
singing, dancing, going from one beach to another
on foot. This is a good festival.
Leaves fall from trees. Halloween comes, Lori
comes. Pumpkins in front of doors. Children go
door to door for candies dressed up in Halloween
clothes. Pumpkins cut up with lit candles inside.
Fireworks at night.
Cold, everything is frozen, snow flakes on the
ground. Everything looks white. Christmas trees
are decorated with lights. Different coloured lights
inside or outside the houses. On Christmas, kids
take photos with Santa. Christmas cards are given
to relatives and friends. Families and friends give
presents, all put under the tree. People wear red
shirts and white scarfs on this day.
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Change in the Air
by Naomi Harrison
Over a year ago, the world was forever changed.
The appearance of the Covid virus changed human
interaction as well as how we walked in this world.
Fear and stress seemed to dominate society. Our
steps were measured with fear and caution. Yet, be
seeking refuge in our inner world, we could find
moments of peace. We also sought connection
from our family and friends so we did not feel
alone.
Marpole has always been home to me. It is here
that I find my compass and my way home. In the
mornings, I wake up to the sun flooding through
my windows. Then I find pleasure looking out my
balcony. Birds flutter around while my cat, Nyla,
chirps at them. She is beckoning them to come to
her. As I gaze around my apartment as my eyes
linger on the art that adorns the walls, the piece
that attracts me most is the one that my daughter,
Cloe, gave to me. It is a portrait of her as a child
while I sat beside her with a loving smile. I am
reminded that love can be a powerful force to
implement change.
It cannot be denied that sometimes despite my best
efforts that pain and anxiety try to dominate my
life. It creeps into every crevice of my body.
My heart pleads with you to go yet you still linger.
My chest tightens and my soul yearns for more. In
those moments of frustration, the voice of my
mother whispers in my ear that this will not last
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forever. She summons me to reach into those inner
reserves of strength that will quench my thirst and
calm my hunger. It is true that I need to remain
calm. If anger creeps in then the intensity of the
pain becomes overwhelming and hard to bear. Yet,
if I try to respond with acceptance then somehow
we have formed an uneasy alliance. This process is
exhausting. Yet, it is the voice of my daughter that
makes hope settle into my heart. Her love
summons my strength and pleads with me that
giving up is not an option.
When I feel unsettled, then I immerse myself in
nature. My faith settles in like an old friend. I find
comfort in the beauty that life has to offer. I gaze
upon a child’s easy smile as she runs in play. Her
laughter and joy are infinite. She lives purely in the
moment without expectations. It is true that the
past is gone and the future is on the horizon. So I
try to ground myself in the present moment. I
remind myself that there has been change and
improvement. Every day I have woken up and
tried to do something that would make my
situation better. Healing takes time and a faith that
it will happen. Perhaps, I am not quite where I want
to be. Yet, I know that I have had days where the
pain disappears into the background.
When I burst into song, then I am free and take
flight. Days that I have spent with Sadie, a golden
retriever, have been filled with laughter and ease. I
throw my arms around her to feel the warmth of
love and acceptance. Sadie looks at me with such
love and happiness. In those moments, I feel safe,
loved and wanted.
46

Life is sometimes filled with suffering. If we
languish in it for too long then we get lost in the
spiral of darkness. It is hard to escape the confines
of that prison. So we must take steps forward no
matter what. We must hold onto those moments of
light whenever we find them. Our sadness and
fears can lessen when we share how we feel with
those who love us. Our cheering team can remind
us of how powerful and courageous that we have
been. Our actions and convictions have not gone
unnoticed. These moments of courage have
become beacons of light to others. Our efforts to
change circumstances show our tenacity, courage
and resilience. We have not succumbed to the pain
and seen it as a life sentence. This experience has
taught us compassion, kindness and wisdom that
we can share with others. Truly, I know that the
time will come when this pain will end. Then the
raven hair cherub, the young woman with an
uneasy smile, and the crone will converge into one.
There is a yearning in me and a faith that asks my
higher power for freedom from the shackles of
pain. I have dwelled in that place too long and I
long to return to the comfort of home.
All challenges lessen in time. It is without a doubt
that this pandemic will pass. So I hold onto my
faith and embrace my daughter. Each day I am
moving forward. It is true that there have been
setbacks that have stymied me. Yet, I always seem
to find hope again. One day, I will walk, then run
and dance with ease.
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ਪੱਤਝੜ ਸਾਵਣ ਬਸੰਤ ਬਹਾਰ; ਪਾਂਚਮਾ ਮੌਸਮ ਿਪਆਰ ਕਾ ਇੰਤਜ਼ਾਰ
The Fifth Season is Love
by Paramjit Kalkat
Tenderness growing in my heart...
What is this feeling?
So familiar and yet so new once again...
It has been growing in presence and feeling,
in my mind's eye and tenderness in the heart,
giving it form and life.
Someone new is coming my way...
Oh, the joy I feel!
My heart is all a flutter,
doing somersaults every time I think...
What will my life be like?
A little pull, a little tug...
A warm pat, a soft touch, a gurgling sound...
How it amplifies!
Is it a sound or is it a touch or is it a smell
or is it a feeling?
It is all sorts of emotions,
what a hotchpotch!
So many mixed emotions,
so much excitement... so much joy!
A tiny heart, tiny fingers, tiny toes
packaged in soft silky skin....
Can’t wait to set my eyes upon you,
hold your precious body
and wrap you in my loving embrace.
I wonder how I will feel.....
I think richer than I’ve ever felt before!
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LIFE IS A
DANCE

Who We Are
by Naomi Harrison
Our legacy can have a lasting imprint on people’s
lives and hearts. Our influence may still be felt long
after we have departed into the spiritual realm.
Our relationships are what make life so precious.
Truly, there is no greater gift than standing in love
with those we value across the spans of our
lifetimes. I believe that the universe sends us
people who are our soul family. These individuals
love and support us in the depth of pain and the
joy of love. We are all a sum of our light and dark.
When we embrace both sides of ourselves, we
elevate ourselves on a spiritual level and are truly
authentic. I believe that I have impacted many
people in my lifetime as a daughter and friend.
My mother was uncertain whether she would be a
good mother to a girl. She had grown up with a
gaggle of boys and felt at ease in their company.
Her love for her brothers and her mother were
imprinted on her heart. It was my father who
urged my mum that she would fall in love with any
baby that she held. I was her youngest and her
baby girl. My father told me that he saw a radiant
light in my mother’s eyes the first time she held
me. As a baby I had raven hair and deep earthly
brown eyes that smiled and I laughed with ease.
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My zest, humor and light brought out the very best
in my mother. I was the daughter who secured my
mother’s heart. When I was 8, I learned my mother
was dying from a disease where there was no cure.
Walking upstairs was like her running a marathon.
The doctor told my mother, she most likely would
die within a year. My mum, brother and I moved
to Scotland to live with my mum’s best friend, Pat.
So that she could look after us. My mum’s two
other best friends shut her out. They believed that
my mother had wrecked a family. I cannot imagine
how much that act must have pierced my mother’s
heart.
Our time together was filled with laughter and
love. I truly believe that my mother saw that I was
too young to lose my mother. This impacted my
mother’s determination to live longer than she was
expected. Within my eyes and my heart, my
mother saw pure love and devotion. In those
happy moments, where we laughed I did not see
her illness. The time we spent together was a
joyous distraction from the pain she felt. I saw the
mother who captured my love from the moment
we met. She saw my courage that I had when
dealing with events that were new to me. She saw
that exuberance I had while living in the minute.
My presence in my mother’s granted her a
daughter to love as my mum had been unable to
have children of her own.
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Those who know me in my intimate circle would
say that I am a power house who defies the odds
time and time again. It is my strength and
determination that push me in the direction of
change. At 40, my world began to crumble. I was
rear-ended in a car accident and my body
sustained major soft tissue damage. The car
accident forever changed me. I have for many
years struggled with debilitating physical and
emotional pain. I still had responsibilities that had
to be tended to so I worked part-time and looked
after my daughter. In the beginning, it felt like my
hips had been ripped off and someone had thrown
gas onto my back. Yet despite this I found a way to
get better. My body found ease in the water and
slowly I began to come back. My circles of friends
admire me for this tenacity and endurance amidst
strife. I believe that they see my approach to life as
inspirational. I face challenges with optimism, hope
and strength. They saw me get up every day
despite the pain and create a life where I was
present. This makes them see the light in
themselves, the value of hard work and the
necessity to believe that there is hope amidst strife.
It is vital that you believe in yourself, otherwise
nothing will change. You must not see pain as your
adversary but learn how to make it your friend and
find ways to cope with it.
I know that I have not walked an easy path in this
life. There have been those along the way who
wanted to tear down that kind girl who wore a
52

smile but was not yet sure of herself. Those taunts
hurt me to my core. When I was young, I never
understood why someone could be so cruel to
another. Now, I understand the person who
torments is built on the weak foundations of
jealousy, control and self-loathing. So I turned
those life events into lessons. I vowed I would live a
life where respect was at the centre. My job as a
teacher was built on fairness and integrity. I ran my
classroom by making learning and respect a daily
expectation. Teaching is not just about delivering
curriculum but it is also built on relationships. It
was here that students learned to express
themselves freely, challenge conflicting
perspectives and reflect on what they had learned.
The law program that I taught highlighted the
human element of crime that is driven by
addiction and abuse by examining the Downtown
Eastside of Vancouver. This is one of the poorest
postal codes in Canada. When we visited the
downtown Law courts and watched court cases, the
students were able to put a face and a reason to
why someone committed a crime. My hope was
that my classroom was an environment that helped
students refine their ability to think, challenge and
change society’s outdated perspectives.
You learn who you are and what you are made of
when you are faced with difficult events.
Hopefully, you incorporate what you have learned
and can share that wisdom with others.
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Moving Observations
by Ravinder Hundal
It has been almost 42 years since I, along with my
mom, first stepped off the Japan Airlines planes on
Canadian soil at Vancouver International Airport.
For me it was a smooth sailing through
immigration but helped mom with translation. The
airport wasn’t as big as it is today. From the
immigration booth, I could see my brother, my
little niece and my future in-laws who had come to
receive us. I was very excited to meet my little
niece for the first time. It was September 1st, 1980
and I felt a little chill in the air. As we drove home
from the airport, the first thing that struck me was
how clean the area was alongside the road. People
drove in their designated lanes. After a few days, I
realized people hardly honked, a stark contrast to
drivers in India who have their hands on the car
horn constantly.
We stayed with my brother’s family in South
Vancouver. One item on our first dinner was
cauliflower. The smell of the cooked vegetable was
so repulsive that I had a hard time eating it. Later
on, I got used to it but that initial smell has never
left me. I was sponsored by my fiancé so by the
end of September we were married. Soon we
moved to Calgary where I experienced my first
Canadian winter. I would sit by the window and
watch the snow fall, the beautifully shaped
snowflakes quietly gathering on the ground and
making the whole atmosphere so peaceful.
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My first job was at an Army and Navy Department
store. Before that I was rejected a few times for
being "over-qualified." Even though I did not have
any problem communicating in English, I soon
realized people would sometimes snicker at my
accent or pretend to not understand what I was
saying. Young children of some relatives imitated
my accent. For some reason it never bothered me
so much as to make me self-conscious of my
accent. As my husband’s job shifted, we drove
across the country to Toronto. It was a great
experience. The vastness of the land dotted with
grain storage silos and a few windmills, fields upon
fields of wheat, endless roads which could be seen
rolling down for miles at end, mesmerized me with
the beauty of this land. I loved my first grilled
cheese sandwich but did not like the fries.
It was a slow start but my banking career started in
Toronto. I had enrolled myself in some
educational courses to upgrade my degree in India.
It did not take me too long to adjust to this new life
but along the course I experienced some open and
some subtle racism by some bad elements in the
society who are always balanced out by some really
good people. One thing that impressed me most
was how the general public followed the basic rules
and regulations, were courteous on the roads and
did their part in keeping their surroundings clean. I
later realized this was largely so as to avoid paying
the hefty fines if one was caught in violation of
these rules.
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Although we heard some unpleasant incidents, I
largely felt safe walking the streets or coming home
in the skytrain late in the evening. Though I have
spent a big chunk of my life in Canada, I still miss
my family in India and am quite at home when I
visit there. But Canada has given me a comfortable
life, and I am proud to call it my home, my
country.
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ਿਜ਼ੰਦਗੀ ਦਾ ਨਾਚ
by Paramjit Kalkat
Life is a dance at best; as a child I got thrown
around from one village to another at the whim of
the adults in my life. My mother moved me and
my siblings between her support systems—her
mother, her grandmother, uncles, and their
families. Overall, it was a happy dance. We had lots
of time to play and enjoy carefree times.
Then our father, who was absent from home much
of the time, moved us to London, England. We
were thrown on the dance floor and had to learn
new steps. It was a dance of adventure; our
grandfather put us on a plane, the slowest trip ever!
The plane landed and took off so many times on
route to London, that I have dubbed it the “slowest
train or plane to Timbuktu trip” ever.
None of us spoke English. Our grandfather had
tried to teach us some rudimentary English. “ABC,
kithe gai si. ABC, ਿਕੱਥੇ ਗਈ ਸੀ? (ABC, where did you
go?). Add bad mar gia, ਐਡ ਬਡ ਮੱਰ ਗਇਆਂ, add bad died,
makani gai si! ਮਕਾਣੀ ਗਈ ਸੀ, went to a funeral!" A
nonsensical ditty designed to teach us the alphabet.
However, that was as far as we got! We also knew
“W-A-T-E-R."
Each time the plane stopped on route, all other
passengers got off, except for us! We were told to
“stay put” in our seats until our dad came to get us!
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Needless to say, they had a hard time getting us off
at the end of the journey!
Dad brought us to a cold, dark house. We huddled
around an electric heater to keep warm. We were
given strange clothes to wear and kitted out with
school uniforms. The headmaster was stern, I
received the ruler on my palms because I had my
hands in my coat pockets! This was the dance of
unspoken rules!
I enjoyed and learned English easily—Mrs. Da Silva
was a lovely woman. We got bottles of cold milk to
drink at recess and unfamiliar snacks. It was
something to look forward to! This was the dance
of new foods.
I was assigned a “friend” to help me ease into
school. She spoke Punjabi so that was a huge help. I
became best friends with her older sister and we
have kept up our “friendship dance” over the years.
I loved learning and was good at school. I went on
to college and found work I enjoyed easily. I was
lucky in that respect. When my brother left
university with a degree in chemistry, he
encountered the recession. He never found work in
his field and moved from one thing to another. We
struggled financially as our dad opted out of the
workforce in favour of community service. Mom
had to find labouring jobs in the local factories to
make ends meet.
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We shopped at the local second-hand stores for
furniture and appliances. This was the dance of
harsh realities. However, we always felt loved and
safe. We all qualified for grants to help with higher
education. But England was cold and damp and
racism was high. Name calling—“wogs" and “Paki’s
go home” was prominent in school and in the
community. This was the dance of racism.
Life as an adult had its own challenges. Marriage
was arranged and extended families lived together
to make ends meet. My husband’s family was
struggling to survive in India. No sooner did he
start to work, the family started asking for financial
help. We scrimped and saved to make a down
payment on a house. There was no thought of
going away for the weekend or a vacation or even
dinner out! This was the dance of tough love.
Work provided a much-needed break from home
pressures! I was guaranteed a coffee and lunch
break! At home, it was a luxury to find moments of
peace when the children or the other adults didn’t
need anything! There was no such thing as worklife balance. Work provided a structure and a
routine for me and school did the same for the
children. This was the dance of finding our
rhythm.
I enjoyed helping the kids do their homework and
looked into upgrading my own Punjabi and Sikh
history knowledge.
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In fact, I wrote the Grade 12 Punjabi exam with my
eldest daughter. I’m really proud of having done
that! This dance renewed our ties to our Punjabi
culture and Sikh heritage.
Now that I’m retired, I have more time. However,
the current uncertain times bring their own
challenges! One thing that has seen me through the
toughest times of my life has been my faith and
prayer life. Living in ਚੜਦੀ ਕਲਾ, a positive outlook,
definitely helps. I’ll soon be a grandma and I’m
very hopeful that this next chapter in my life will
be a joyful dance.
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To me, this was a journey about re-discovering
ourselves and connecting with others. Directions
we received each week were so helpful in
channeling our thinking. Sharing our feelings at
the start of each session relaxed and calmed us,
giving an outlet so necessary to carry on with the
day.
Twenty weeks of self-reflection, renewing
relationships and friendships, appreciating,
respecting and enjoying stories and writing. It was
an unforgettable experience. Thank you, Alyssa,
and the Moberly Arts & Cultural Centre team.
—Ravinder Hundal, Community Liaison and Project
Translator

