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Introduction – Come, Leh We Lime!

Narrated by Auntie Eulie

Eh heh! Come, sit down nah! Yes, right there under the mango tree—feel that sweet breeze? Good! Now before we jump up and play mas, leh me tell yuh a ting or two about where yuh find yuhself today.

Welcome to "Carnival Heartbeat", where every page beat like a drum, every story sparkle like sequins, and every recipe bubble like a good Sunday pot! My name is Auntie Eulie, and ah proud, proud daughter of sweet Trinidad and Tobago—a land bursting with colour, rhythm, laughter, and flavour. And you, mih friend, are about to take a journey deep into the soul of our Carnival and culture.

You ever wonder why the music during Carnival make yuh foot move on its own? Or why them costumes shine like a thousand suns? Or how ah lil’ steel drum from the oilfields turn into a world-famous instrument? Or why Granny say yuh can’t have Carnival without pelau and sorrel? Well, ah here to tell yuh all o’ dat and more!

Dis book eh no ordinary book. Oh no! It’s a whole experience. It full up with tales, true-true facts, old-time secrets, behind-the-scenes peeks, and even some finger-lickin’ recipes yuh go want to try with yuh lil’ ones. You go dance, you go learn, you go cook, and best of all—you go understand the heartbeat of we people.

Yuh see, Carnival ain’t just costumes and jumping up. It’s music, resistance, creativity, and love. It’s we legacy, we voice, and we joy. And when yuh done reading these pages, yuh go feel it beating right there—yes, right there in yuh chest—like the boom of a tassa drum or the roll of a steelpan.

So tighten yuh head tie, fix up yuh crown, grab yuh tambourine, and come walk with Auntie Eulie as we dance through the lanes of history, the yards of tradition, and the kitchens of flavour. Ah promise, yuh never look at Carnival the same way again!

Ready? Leh we go nah!
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By a Local Artisan and Carnival Lover from Trinidad

There’s a heartbeat in Trinidad and Tobago, and it dances in every drum, every costume, and every road march—it’s called Carnival! It’s not just a party; it’s history in motion, tradition sparkling, and culture served bright and bold.

In Carnival Heartbeat, Auntie Eulie, our storyteller and cultural guide, brings the magic to life. From the early morning drums of J’ouvert to the glittering King and Queen of the Bands, from kaiso songs to the smells of the kitchen, she shows children how Carnival is created, celebrated, and lived.

This book is a joyful celebration of our heritage, perfect for children, families, and teachers. It helps everyone keep the magic of Carnival alive, whether at home, at school, or far away from our islands.

Feel the rhythm. See the colors. Live the Carnival heartbeat!
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Dedication
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This book is lovingly dedicated to:

Zachary and Angelo – Auntie Eulie’s heart and stars. May you always walk proud in your culture, laugh loud in your joy, and shine bright like your Trinbagonian spirit.

To all the children of Trinidad and Tobago, and every child in the diaspora longing for home—may you always find yourself in the music, the stories, the food, and the freedom of Carnival.

And to the memory of every mas maker, pan man, calypsonian, market vendor, and granny who kept the spirit alive—this one is for allyuh!

About Auntie Eulie

Well, who is Auntie Eulie, yuh ask?

Auntie Eulie was born in a place where the mangoes sweet, the breeze gentle, and the Carnival spirit stronger than any bacchanal! She came to life during a time when the world needed extra joy—yes, during the quiet days of COVID-19, when schools went silent but creativity danced loud in living rooms.

With her headwrap full of stories and her skirt stitched with sequins of memory, Auntie Eulie visits schools and homes, sharing tales that tickle the imagination and tug at the heart. She is a storyteller, a teacher, a character full of Caribbean magic who brings history alive with a giggle, a wink, and a pot bubbling on the stove.

She believes learning should feel like a good Carnival fete—full of fun, food, and feeling proud of who yuh are. Through her books, stage visits, and classroom appearances, she brings the soul of Trinidad and Tobago to life.

So when you see Auntie Eulie on the cover, just know you’re in for a tale full of melody, mischief, and mas!

Talk Like a Trini

Carnival Greetings to Start de Vibes!

Welcome, mih sweet ones! Whether yuh new to de scene or born in de land of fete and flavour, yuh cyah go wrong knowing how to greet people like a true Trini. These phrases does bring joy, warmth, and plenty vibes—de perfect way to start yuh Carnival journey!

Trini Greetings & Everyday Sayings:

	“Good Mornin’, neighbor!” – A friendly morning hello, even if yuh eh know dem too well.

	“Wha yuh say?” – Translation: “What’s up?”

	“Wha goin’ on?” / “Wha happening?” – How are things?

	“How tings?” – A casual way to check in.

	“Aye aye!” – A cheerful or surprised greeting, kinda like saying “Hey hey!”

	“Long time ah eh see yuh!” – Haven’t seen you in a while!

	“Yuh good?” / “Yuh alright?” – Making sure someone’s okay.

	“Leh we go!” – Let’s go!

	“Bless up!” – A warm farewell or blessing.

	“Respect, bredrin / sistrin” – A term of appreciation or friendship.

	“Big up!” – Shoutout or respect.


Start yuh Carnival with these greetings, and you sure to make friends quick!
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Chapter 1
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Under the Mango Tree – A Carnival Awakening

“Come, children, come nah—gather 'round this big, shady mango tree. Yes, yes, right here under the branches with the Julie mangoes dropping like sweet blessings from above. Sit down nice, cross yuh legs, and feel that breeze on yuh face. Auntie Eulie go tell yuh a story. Not just any story, eh—but one filled with rhythm, memory, and plenty bacchanal!”

She fanned herself gently with a banana leaf, her voice warm like cocoa tea. “Now listen good, because Carnival—this thing we love so much—is more than just wearing costume and chipping in the road. It more than beads and feathers, more than loud music and plenty paint on J’ouvert morning. Carnival is our heartbeat. It’s history and legacy, passed down like old-time recipes and sweet stories told in the kitchen.”

Auntie Eulie leaned forward, her eyes twinkling.

“Yuh see, way back—long before Kitchener sang sweet calypso and long before pan was born from an oil drum—there was a setta fancy French planters who come to Trinidad around 1785. Oui oui! They bring with them their grand masquerade balls. Lace and satin, velvet and jewels—man, them people used to dress to kill! They’d sip wine and waltz all night in big halls, hiding behind elegant masks.”

She paused and pointed a finger upward. “But guess what? The enslaved Africans, the real builders of the land—they wasn’t allowed in. Not a single footstep on that ballroom floor. So yuh know what them brave ancestors of ours do? They create their own Carnival. Right dey in the sugar cane fields, they beat their drums—boom boom boom!—like a heartbeat. They sing songs full of sorrow, strength, and spirit. They mash up the French customs and mash it with their African traditions. And bam! Just like that, our Carnival was born!”

She clapped her hands, laughter dancing in her voice.
“We call it Canboulay, children. Say it with me—Can. Bou. Lay. That word come from cannes brulées—which mean ‘burnt cane’ in French. Because them enslaved people had to harvest the cane even after it was set on fire! Imagine that! But instead of breaking, they turn that fire into flames of resistance. They march with torches, they chant, they beat their drums louder. They make music out of pain. Power outta ashes.”
A Julie mango fell with a soft plop near Auntie Eulie’s foot. She smiled and picked it up gently.

“And allyuh know what else makes Carnival so sweet?” she grinned.
“The food!” she said, throwing her head back with laughter. “You ever eat smoky, sticky pelau under a mango tree? Mmm! That brown-sugar burnt flavour, the rice, the pigeon peas, the chicken seasoned down with green seasoning from the backyard... Lawd have mercy! One bite of pelau and yuh could taste de whole history—just like Carnival.”
“Ahh, mih sweet chirren—pelau! Now that is a real Trini treasure, oui!” she said with a dreamy smile, stirring an imaginary pot in the air. “Yuh ever smell dat first whiff of brown sugar when it start to bubble and turn dark-golden? That lil’ kiss of caramel is de heart of de whole ting, ent? It does pull yuh in, make yuh hungry even if yuh just eat!”

She chuckled, tapping her wooden spoon against an invisible iron pot.

“This one-pot wonder does bubble up sweet-sweet memories—Sunday limes, beach cookups, Carnival cool-downs when yuh belly grumblin’ louder than a big truck speaker after jumpin’ up all day!”

“Picture it now—seasoned chicken or beef if yuh feelin’ fancy, pigeon peas, rice, coconut milk, carrots, and all kind ah sweet seasoning. But hear dis—every grain of rice stews down nice-nice and soak up everything like it getting a warm hug from de fire. De brown sugar at de bottom? That is de heartbeat of pelau. And de lil’ bun bun? That’s gold, baby!”

She looked at the children, serious now. “Pelau ent just a dish—it have a story. Long time ago, people from all kinda places come to this lil’ island—Africa, India, Europe, China, even de French! And yuh know what we do? We mix up all dem tastes and make magic.”

“From Africa, we get de rhythm of stewing meat down slow. From India, de spices—cumin, turmeric, shadow beni! From the French, de art of layering flavours. And when all dat mix up together in
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