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ENGLISH: THE DIVINE PROPHET

Executive Summary
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The narrative documents the "Technical Tension" of Jaredel Tshilombo, moving from a $12.35/hour call center to the 3A Authority as a Maintenance Supervisor at the Westin Hotel ($38.65/hour). Through a "Direct Feed" from the Master Architect, God. Jaredel transitions from a state of stumbling to one of Strategic Mastery, launching Jaredel Tshilombo Inc. and re-engineering the national budget of the DRC from $5.7B to $22B. It is a blueprint for building the earth through spiritual precision and technical excellence.

Final Word

"I am no longer waiting for a miracle; I am operating within one. The plant is under full control."
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2. FRANÇAIS: LE PROPHÈTE DE L’ORDRE

Résumé Exécutif
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Ce récit documente la « Tension Technique » de Jaredel Tshilombo, passant d'un centre d'appels à 12,35 $/heure à l'Autorité 3A en tant que Superviseur de maintenance au Westin Hôtel (38,65 $/heure). Grâce à une connexion directe avec le Maître Architecte, Jaredel passe d'un état de chute apparente à une Maîtrise Stratégique, lançant Jaredel Tshilombo Inc. et restructurant le budget national de la RDC de 5,7 G$ à 22 G$. C'est un plan directeur pour bâtir la terre par la précision spirituelle et l'excellence technique.

Mot de la Fin

« Je n'attends plus de miracle ; je fonctionne à l'intérieur de l'un d'eux. L'usine est sous contrôle total. »
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3. LINGÁLA: PROPHÈTE YA MOLONGO

Executive Summary (Na Lingála)
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Lisolo oyo emonisi eleko ya "Tension Technique" ya Jaredel Tshilombo, kouta na mosala ya dolari $12.35 tii na Bokonzi ya 3A lokola Maintenance Supervisor na Westin Hotel ($38.65). Na nzela ya lisolo ya mbala moko na Motongi Monene, Jaredel alongwi na kobɛta mabaku mpe akómi na Bokonzi ya Mayele, nazo fungola Jaredel Tshilombo Inc. mpe kobongola budjé ya ekolo RDC kouta na $5.7B tii na $22B. Ezali blueprint mpo na kotonga mabelé na nzela ya bosembo ya molimo mpe mayele ya bamasini.

Liloba ya Nsuka

« Naza lisusu kozila likamwisi te; nazali nde kosala na kati ya likamwisi moko. Masini mobimba eza sik'oyo na maboko na ngai. »



Mibeko ya Kobatela Buku (Legal & Copyright - Trilingual)

EN: © 2026 Jaredel Tshisumpa Tshilombo. All rights reserved. No part of this trilingual edition may be reproduced without written permission.

FR : © 2026 Jaredel Tshisumpa Tshilombo. Tous droits réservés. Aucune partie de cette édition trilingue ne peut être reproduite sans autorisation écrite.

LN: © 2026 Jaredel Tshisumpa Tshilombo. Lotómo nionso ebatalami. Epekisami kozongela to kopalanganisa eteni moko ya buku oyo soki mopesi-nzela apesi nzimela te.
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PREFACE

The Engineer’s Testimony
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In the world of stationary engineering, we are taught that a system is only as strong as its weakest connection. We spend our days monitoring pressures, checking for leaks, and ensuring that the internal atmosphere of a building remains stable, even when the external world is in chaos.
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But what happens when the system is your own life?
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For eighteen months, I existed in a state of "Technical Tension." I was a man with a higher classification, a graduate of BCIT, and a specialist in ammonia refrigeration, yet I was working for twelve dollars an hour in a call center. To the world, I was a man who had "stumbled." To the bureaucratic systems of Quebec, I was a file waiting for a signature. But to the Great Architect, God, I was a masterpiece undergoing a high-pressure test.

This book, The Divine Prophet, was not written to showcase a religious ritual. It was written to document an Alignment.

When I sat on my red leather couch in Montreal, I was not just resting; I was waiting for the "Master's Work Order." When I stood inside a vision and felt the texture of a cobalt tunic and saw the animated arcs of light above the Architect’s head, I was not dreaming. I was receiving the "Specifications" for my restoration.

You will find that this journey is measured in "Static Probabilities." It is the story of how a single encounter—a "God’s Visit"—can bypass years of human struggle. It is about the moment I stopped chasing the "ATM frequency" and started chasing the "Peace of the Hostel."

I write this for the person who feels like an old component in a broken machine. I write this to show you that your "Blueprints" are still intact. Whether you are navigating the streets of Jean-Talon or standing in the massive mechanical rooms of the CHUM, the rules of the Divine Lab still apply.

There is a "Miraculous Wand" moving through the digital and spiritual pathways of this world. It is looking for those who have the stamina to wait and the boldness to intercept their blessing in a dollar store.

This is my record. This is my "100% Reality."

Jaredel Tshilombo Thetford Mines, Québec
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INTRODUCTION

The Engineering of a Prophet
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Most narratives of faith speak of miracles as disruptions of the natural order—unpredictable bursts of light in a mysterious world. But for the Divine Prophet, a miracle is not a disruption; it is the ultimate expression of Technical Alignment.

This book is the record of a man who moved from the "stumbling" of a life left behind in Alberta to the high-pressure boiler rooms of Montreal, only to discover that the Master Architect was the one holding the wrench. 

It is the story of how a Power Engineer, trained to manage steam, pressure, and complex mechanical systems, realized that his own life was being managed by the same laws of precision. 

The "Divine Prophet" is not a title or a call to perform "crazy miracles" for a spectacle. Instead, it is the state of being that emerges after a God’s Visit—the quiet, absolute alignment that follows a direct encounter with the Source. 

It is the recognition that the same Holy Spirit who can manifest as a majestic, orange-and-white striped serpent can also unlock a locked computer or bypass a cold, bureaucratic blockade. 

Within these pages, you will see the "Architecture of Legacy" rising above the ground. You will witness the transition from the $12.35 "Kanga Kwanga" work of a call center to the $24-per-hour authority of an MMF 4A operative, proving that the "Miraculous Wand of God" is a functional tool for the physical world. 

This is the documentation of a Dual-Core System: the integration of the "Direct Feed" from the celestial laboratory with the practical grit of a laborer who replaced his old red couch with a sanctuary for his family. It is the proof that when you align your "Internal Ledger" with the Master’s vision, the Great Architect Himself underwrites your home, your career, and your future. 

Welcome to the cycle where the "Static Probability" of a vision becomes the 100% reality of a life perfectly engineered by God.
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CHAPTER ONE: THE RETURN


A New Beginning
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As soon as we arrived at my uncle’s doorstep, a sudden, warming heat washed over my face—a physical manifestation of a welcome I had not known I needed. In that moment, I felt the internal shift; I knew this was a new beginning.

I had left my life behind in Lethbridge, Alberta, leaving my belongings as ghosts of a past chapter. But I did not forget the path that brought me here. Even though my uncle is a seasoned pastor from his church in Germany, I was not afraid of his judgment. It was not the weight of sin I carried, but rather the quiet disturbance of "stumbling" in a land as peaceful as Canada. Explaining how one falls in a land of opportunity is often harder than explaining a fall in a land of war.
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The Reunion
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He did not cross-examine me. Instead, he met me with a grace that surpassed understanding. I handed him the rent money—not out of necessity, but to maintain the harmony and dignity of our shared space. He accepted it, yet his happiness had nothing to do with the cash. He was radiant simply because I was there. We were bridging a chasm of eleven- years of separation.

The last time our lives had intersected, I was only a teen. He had come to the Democratic Republic of Congo on a mission of mercy, bringing aid to the remotest corners of Kingasani in Kinshasa. 

It was during that trip that I witnessed a man of God broken—not by the poverty of the world, but by the deception of his own blood.

I remember the "distant thought" that had fueled his arrival back then. For years, he had poured his life’s work into his family, sending vast sums of money and expensive vehicles from Germany. The plan was clear: sell the cars, use the profit, and build a grand villa that would stand as a testament to the family's rise.

Trusting his father—my grandfather—he had arrived in Kinshasa with suitcases full of fine clothes and shoes, expecting to walk into the villa he had financed. He had even mobilized his congregation in Germany to donate to the poor, believing his own house was finally in order.
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But the reality was a tragedy.
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My grandfather had taken the fortune and bought a plot of land in a forgotten, remote area. Instead of a villa, he had built a mud-hut. When my uncle saw that structure, he literally lost it. The "villa" was a lie made of earth and straw.

I watched him weep bitterly that day. He was not crying for the lost money or the cars; he was weeping for the sacrificed years and the shattered hope of the family. He was a man who had come to give gifts to the poor, only to realize his own father’s house looked exactly like the poverty he had come to alleviate.

In a desperate act of restoration, he called upon the young builders in the vicinity. He ordered bricks and cement on the spot, working feverishly to build something—anything—to cover the shame of that mud-hut. 

He could not, in good conscience, minister to the community while his father lived in the ruins of a broken promise.

Standing there at his door now, eleven-years later, I realized we were both seekers of restoration. He had rebuilt a house in Kingasani; now, he was helping me rebuild a life.
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The Confrontation at Mokali

[image: ]


They were living in Kimbaseke, a suburb similar to Kingasani, and that was where our paths first crossed. He had arrived from Germany, a man who had labored in a foreign land, his pockets full of cash and his heart full of hope. He expected to see a luxury villa that mirrored the success of his peers. Instead, fueled by a shortsighted greed, his father had chosen to bypass quality for a cheap, nonsensical mud-hut on the outskirts of town, pocketing the difference while the "villa" remained a fantasy.

This was the tragic anthem of many living in Europe—entrusting siblings or parents with their life savings, only to find those funds dissolved into thin air.

Ironically, the location his father chose—Mokali—would become a goldmine years later. The hood boomed as the city expanded and land marketing skyrocketed. It became the destination for those fleeing the excessive costs of the inner city, bolstered by the influx of diaspora investment. But for my uncle, the boom was cold comfort. As he grappled verbally with his father, his regret was not about the purchase of the land; it was about the betrayal of quality and the waste of a decade's sacrifice.

In a move of classic manipulation, his father tried to hide behind the shield of the Divine. 

He invoked the Commandment: “Honor thy father and thy mother, so that it may be well with you.”
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A Prophet’s Fury
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But my uncle was furious. He knew that honoring a father does not mean condoning a lie. He did not just speak; he acted. He summoned the local young builders and gave a command that echoed through the streets: "Buy dry bricks. Start now."

He ordered them to build a new structure directly around the mud-hut, demanding that at least two rooms be completed before he returned from visiting his friends. He refused to let the image of his father's failure be the final word.

At the time, my uncle was staying with his close friend, Frère Patrice—the world-renowned Christian musician whose melodies had conquered the globe. The weight of my uncle’s anger was so heavy it was felt throughout the entire suburb and reached the heart of the city.

Frère Patrice, a man of peace and melody, pulled him aside. "Cool off," he told him. 

He saw what my uncle eventually realized: the land was there, the witness was present, and the truth was out. Rebuking a father in that culture was a complex, nearly impossible option, but challenging time was a battle my uncle was willing to fight. He would build in days what should have been built in years, turning a site of deception into a frantic monument of restoration. 
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The Silence of the Stone
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In the heat of his disillusionment, my uncle Eduard Tshisumpa turned his gaze toward his younger brother, Richard Dekara. 

Richard was a brilliant man, sharp and perceptive, yet he had remained a vault of secrets throughout the years of preparation.

"You are on the phone with me month after month," Eduard shouted, the weight of his wasted seven thousand dollars—spent on fine clothes and shoes intended for a villa that did not exist—pressing down on him. "I speak to you more than anyone else! Why didn't you tell me? How could you let me come here thinking I was walking into glory, only to find my father in a slum?"

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Weight of Family Politics
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Richard stood there, quiet as a stone. To the outside observer, his silence might have looked like complicity, but the truth was far more complex. In the delicate hierarchy of the Tshisumpa family, Richard was walking a razor's edge.

Had he spoken up, he would have been branded a "horse mouth"—a troublemaker seeking to sow seeds of division. In many families, telling the truth about a father’s greed to a successful son is seen as an attempt to "steal the spot" or obstruct the father's glory. Richard knew that if he had provided "intelligence" on the deception, he would have been the one exiled, accused of jealousy or distortion.

Instead, he chose a subtle path: he worked tirelessly to persuade Eduard to come home and see for himself. 

He did not tell the lie, but he did not unmask it either; he simply waited for the reality of Kinshasa to do the talking.

While my grandfather’s "villa" in Mokali was a mud-hut born of deception, Richard lived a different reality with us in Kisenso. He stayed at the home of his big sister, where the legacy of my father—an international teacher—was etched into the very walls.

Our home was a testament to honest labor. While the rest of the city was beginning to chase the trend of "high-story" houses—the two-level concrete giants that were starting to dominate the skyline—our house stood as a dignified, clean bungalow.

It was a sanctuary of order:

	Four spacious bedrooms and two living rooms.

	Internal plumbing and a kitchen, a luxury that many in the suburbs lacked.

	The Great Balcony: A massive, shaded space where ten people could sit in council, feeling the breeze of Kisenso and discussing the affairs of the world.


My father’s house in Kisenso showed the "Glory of the Teacher"—modest but solid, built brick by brick with transparency. Meanwhile, my uncle Eduard was standing in the mud of Mokali, grappling with the "Deception of the Patriarch."

Richard's caution was the only shield he had. He was answering his brother’s questions like a diplomat, protecting his own peace while waiting for the truth to reveal itself.
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The Exodus of Richard
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While the shadow of the mud-hut loomed over Mokali, my parents had already spent years building a sanctuary in Kisenso. 

Our home was more than a residence; it was an engine of progress. My parents had added four rental doors to the property, each with external facilities for guests—a mark of hospitality and strategic planning. It was within this "warmth" that Richard grew up, shielded from the shame that had followed the family from Kisangani.
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The Decree of the Eldest
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I remember the day my grandparents arrived from the province. They were lodged in Masina, a bustling, crowded heart of Kinshasa where every room breathed the air of too many people. When my parents saw Richard there, the atmosphere shifted.

My mother, being the First Born of the Tshisumpa family, did not negotiate. She did not seek permission. She used the "Wand" of her birthright and spoke a decree that silenced the room:

"Richard is coming with us. Prepare his things. If not today, then tomorrow—he is coming to Kisenso for his education."

The room did not erupt in protest; it erupted in joy. In our culture, when the eldest sister takes a younger brother under her wing for the sake of "Education and Study," it is seen as a divine promotion. They blessed him as if he were the chosen one. And as it turned out, he was.

Richard entered our home—a house already full of five boys and three girls—and he did not just fit in; he thrived. He absorbed the "flare" of our household, that spirit of the international teacher’s children, and fused it with his own brilliance. 

He rose to a genius level, becoming the bridge between the provincial past of Kisangani and the cosmopolitan future of the diaspora.

Years later, standing in the dust of Mokali, I finally understood his silence. 

When I confronted him about why he had not warned Uncle Eduard, he looked at me with the truth. I believed him then, just as I do now.

Richard always walked with double paces. He had a duality to his spirit:

	The Smell of a Tshilombo: Carrying the scent of grace, the ambition, the intuition, and the quiet power of survival.

	The Walk of a Tshisumpa: Carrying the stride of the paternal line, the authority, the alignment, and the name of his father.


He knew that to survive the complexity of our family, he had to give everyone their space while maintaining his own. He was the quiet observer who saw the mud-hut but focused on the bricks of Kisenso.

As I stood before my uncle in Montreal, his voice cut through my thoughts and pulled me away from the memories I had been drifting into.

“Albert called me,” he said. “He gave me your share of the rent and asked me to take you in. I agreed, but as you can see, I only have a three-and-a-half. One bedroom, a living room, a bathroom, and a small kitchen that opens into the living room. 

There is also a narrow one-meter balcony running along the outside wall. We are on the third floor, and yes, we do have an elevator, as you noticed.”

He pointed to a corner. “Put your bags over there. I arrived only a few months before you, from Germany. 

I am in the middle of a divorce with your aunt Liliane — you already know that. 

Albert bought me this red leather couch and my bed. That is all I have for now. We will work on furnishing the place little by little.”

He tapped the couch with a half-smile. “For the moment, you will sleep here. And... well, welcome.”

The atmosphere in that third-floor apartment was thick with a silence that spoke of shared histories and the quiet dignity of starting over. As my uncle's voice grounded me in the cramped reality of a Montreal three-and-a-half, the vast, brick-lined memories of Kisenso seemed to fold themselves into the small kitchen that bled into the living room. 

There was no judgment in his gaze, only the weary understanding of a man who had seen the heights of success in Germany and was now navigating the wreckage of a divorce from Aunt Liliane. He stood there, stripped of the grandeur he once commanded in the suburbs of Kinshasa, yet he possessed a grounded authority that made the modest space feel like a sanctuary rather than a cell.

The red leather couch Albert had provided was more than just a piece of furniture; it was an altar of transition, the very first brick of a new construction. In this tight urban quarters, the one-meter balcony replaced the sprawling terraces of my youth, and elsewhere, and the elevator’s hum became the soundtrack to a life refined by necessity. 

We were two branches of the same tree, both having weathered storms that left us lighter, standing in a place where the past was a ghost and the future was a shared project. When he told me to put my bags down and promised that we would work together to furnish the house, it was not merely about chairs and tables. 

It was a commitment to restoration, a declaration that even in a small apartment on the third floor, the spirit of the family could build something that lacked nothing in honor.

Sleeping on that couch was not a sign of defeat, but an entry into a pact of harmony. My uncle had once wept over a mud-hut, but here in Montreal, he was looking at the small space with the eyes of a master builder who knew that quality is measured by the peace within the walls rather than the square footage. 

I realized then that my stumbling in Canada was no different from his displacement from Germany; we were both in a state of becoming. The warmth I felt on my face upon arrival was the recognition of a familiar fire—the same fire that drove my mother to claim Richard and the same fire that pushed my uncle to demand bricks in Mokali. We were moving together toward a new manifestation, where the baggage left in Alberta was replaced by the weightless, powerful intent of a new beginning.

As I stood there in the quiet of that Montreal apartment, a subtle smile touched my lips, fueled by a sharp awareness of the contrast between perception and reality. 

There is a tired narrative often whispered by those outside our community—that we are a people who seek handouts or rely on the system—but my reality was built on the grit of labor. I was coming from Alberta, a province that had tested my endurance and rewarded it with a yearly wage of fifty-seven thousand dollars. While that figure might not have been enough to impress the elite, for an immigrant, it was a mountain of achievement. At twenty-eight dollars an hour, I had navigated a landscape where many were still tethered to thirteen, despite the tall tale’s people often talked about their earnings.

The gap between our two worlds was laid bare in the numbers. My uncle, the man who had once commanded villas and mission aid, was now laboring for nine dollars and ninety-eight cents at a Dollarama. He had secured the position through Bédard Ressources, one of those placement agencies that acted as the gatekeepers of the city’s entry-level labor. 

As he spoke of us working together to furnish this new home, I recalled my earlier inquiries to Albert about minimum wages, and I nodded in silent agreement. I was not arriving empty-handed; I carried the harvest of my savings from the West, and the mathematics of our new arrangement felt like a divine alignment.

In Alberta, my rent had been a constant weight of seven hundred eighty dollars. Here, my uncle’s entire rent was a mere four hundred seventy-five dollars. To share that cost was to discover a vein of gold in the midst of a transition. 

The burden that had once been mine was now cut in half, and then halved again, creating a space of financial freedom I had not expected. The miracle was not just in the shelter, but in the breathing room it provided. 

With a deep sense of relief, I let the tension leave my shoulders, grabbed my bags, and claimed my corner of the room, ready to build once more.
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CHAPITRE TWO: THE HOLY SPIRIT


The Remaking
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The first few nights on that red leather couch were marked by a profound sense of tranquility, a mental reprieve I had not expected. The atmosphere was settled, and I found myself drifting into a peaceful state, not because of the physical comfort of the furniture, but because of the linguistic homecoming I was experiencing. After over six years immersed in the English-speaking world—from the moment I touched down at Vancouver International Airport in British Columbia to the years spent laboring in Lethbridge, Alberta—I was finally back on the "French side". 

There was a specific, intellectual comfort in hearing the cadence of French in the streets of Montreal again. The very names of the stores, so different from the Anglophone signs of the West, seemed to cuddle my mind and soothe the displacement I had felt for so long. For a newcomer, this was not just a matter of preference; it was a strategic advantage. My entire academic and professional background from the Democratic Republic of Congo was rooted in French. 

While our nation vibrates with the sounds of our four national languages—Lingala, Kikongo, Tshiluba, and Swahili—French remains the international bridge for administration, a legacy of our history with Belgium. It was my world, my primary tool of expression, and I felt ready to wield it to secure my future as quickly as possible. 

However, the Holy Spirit often reveals that the path to restoration is rarely a straight line. 

As I prepared to integrate into this new environment, I encountered a formidable blockade: 

The transfer of my credentials from the English zone to the French one. What I expected to be a simple administrative task turned into a bureaucratic war. Quebec, in its constant pursuit of sovereignty and independence from the rest of Canada, had constructed a wall of its own rules. My achievements in the West were suddenly viewed through a different lens, and I realized that while I had mastered the language, I was now entering a battle for recognition in a land that guarded its identity with a fierce, uncompromising hand. 

The tranquility of the French homecoming was quickly met with a cold, administrative silence that mirrored the vastness of the Canadian winter. I carried with me the fruits of my labor from the West—copies of my 4th Class Power Engineering certificate and my successful completions of 3A1 and 3A2. I was a man prepared for the next level, ready to conquer 3B1 and 3B2, yet my physical presence in the industrial zones of Montreal felt ghostly. I walked the pavement of those industrial districts, knocking on reception doors and presenting my hard-earned papers, only to find that my "tickets" were a currency that held no value in this sovereign economy. 
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The Industrial Walks 
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The managers and receptionists understood the technical nature of my qualifications, but without the specific stamp of Quebec credentials, I was isolated—an alien in a land that spoke my mother tongue but rejected my professional identity. It was a profound irony: I had the skills and the language, but I lacked the "scientific dialect" of Quebec. 

To boost my presence in the workplace, I knew I needed my 4th Class Power Engineering fully recognized by the local authorities, yet I found myself in a labyrinth with no map. 

No one seemed to know how to translate my Western success into the Quebecois system or even which office held the keys to my recognition. 

In this moment of professional stagnation, the Holy Spirit began to move, not through a loud declaration, but through the realization that my survival would depend on a deeper discernment. I was being tested in the "war" of bureaucracy, much like my uncle had been tested by the "war" of deception in Mokali. I was standing in the middle of an industrial zone with the right tools but the wrong signature, waiting for a divine instruction on how to navigate a system that seemed designed to keep me on the outside. The challenge was no longer just about steam and pressure; it was about challenging the time and the laws of a province that demanded a total surrender to its own image. 

The pressure of diminishing savings acted as a silent nudge, a reminder that while the red couch was a sanctuary, it was not a destination. Driven by the weight of my Western achievements, I translated my title with bold conviction: Ingénieur de Puissance. With my resume in hand, I headed toward the employment office at Mont-Royal, situated near the vibrant intersection of Parc Extension and Jean-Talon. 

My intent was not to seek the safety net of welfare, but to tap into the raw empowerment of the office itself. These centers act as the unseen engines of the labor market; they possess proprietary data and internal job sites hidden from the public eye. 

More importantly, they hold the authority to issue strict recommendations—referral letters that function as a divine atonement for an immigrant’s lack of local references, compelling employers to look past the "alien" status and see the worker. 
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The Mécanicien de Machines Fixes First Heard
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The atmosphere inside was one of disciplined order, governed by the cold impartiality of the ticket dispenser. I took my number and waited, respecting the "first arrived, first served" principle that leveled the playing field for everyone seeking a new beginning. When my number was finally called, I stood before a woman whose task was to bridge the gap between my past and my future. 

She began to build my profile, her fingers dancing across the keyboard to link my life to the Quebecois economy. In that office, the hierarchy of titles often dissolved into the urgent necessity of labor; they offered a spectrum of survival, ranging from the physical grind of unloading trucks and the humility of the cleaning department to the specific technical roles I sought. The system was indifferent to prestige; it prioritized the willingness to work. As she listed me, I realized that the Holy Spirit was moving me toward an altar of integration where every job—no matter how far removed from power engineering—was a brick in the wall of my restoration.

The woman paused, her fingers hovering over the keyboard as she looked up with a sharp, inquisitive gaze. 


—  Where is your ring of engineers?" she asked, her eyes searching my hands. I do not see a ring on your finger. Your people actually wear one. 


I remained calm, though I understood the weight of her question. I was aware of the tradition, but I had no intention of paying the British Columbia Institute of Technology (BCIT) any extra fees for a symbolic ring. 

In the West, we viewed Power Engineering differently; we saw ourselves as powerful operatives, the engines of the industry, rather than traditional office-bound engineers. I reached into my bag and pulled out my 4th Class certificate to ground the conversation in reality as she updated my profile. 

She took the document, scanned it, and then muttered words that felt like a sudden shift in the spiritual atmosphere: 


—  You are not that kind of engineer. You are a Mécanicien de Machines Fixes—MMF in short. That is what you are. 


The surprise was profound, a jarring vibration that touched my soul. After weeks of being treated like a professional alien, someone finally spoke a name that carried a weight I recognized, yet the title itself disturbed me. 


—  What did you say? I asked, my voice reflecting my confusion. What do you mean by MMF in short? 



—  Mécanicien de Machines Fixes, she repeated with administrative indifference. But I cannot tell if you are an A or a B. You must go to the office of credentials transfer which is downtown. They will help you.


The puzzle only deepened. Not only was I being introduced to a new "scientific language" that translated my identity into something unfamiliar, but I was also being categorized into a ranking system A and B of which I was completely unaware. It was as if the Holy Spirit had led me to a gatekeeper who held the right key but was describing the door in a tongue I had yet to master. In this office near Parc Extension, the "Power Engineer" from the West had vanished, and in his place stood an "MMF," a stationary machine mechanic waiting to be defined by a code I did not yet understand.

The realization that I was close to unlocking the door to my future gave me a newfound clarity. The room was a hive of activity, filled with rows of computers where others searched for their own breakthroughs. In this place, even the act of printing a resume required a specific code from an employee—a small but necessary hurdle in the machinery of progress. 

When the woman at the desk reviewed my file, she delivered news that most would find discouraging, but to me, it was a badge of honor: I was ineligible for government financial assistance because my previous salary in Alberta had been too high. The system viewed me as someone capable of standing back up on my own strength, and that was exactly the confirmation I needed.
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Extra Load
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I followed her directions to the downtown office, a place where the air was thick with the scent of international dreams awaiting validation. Immigrants from every corner of the globe—Algeria, Congo, and beyond—clutched their foreign diplomas, seeking a bridge into the Quebecois economy. When my number was called, I presented my Canadian credentials once more, only to be met with the same bewilderment. 

"I do not know why you have come here with a Canadian diploma," the official remarked, her confusion stemming from the fact that I was already a citizen of the country. "Why do you not simply go and get a job?". 

"I have been trying," I replied firmly. "But the employment office told me I must translate this into a Mécanicien de Machines Fixes certificate to be recognized by employers here". She understood then that I was caught in the friction of Quebec’s sovereignty—a place where even a powerful Canadian qualification can be treated as a foreign language. I paid the $164 fee for the study of my file without hesitation. It was the price of legitimacy, the cost of converting my Western power into a local reality. 

While I waited for my professional papers to align, my brother Albert reached out with a different kind of opportunity. He suggested I join the ranks of those working at the Fido call center, where his wife Janet was already employed. Within our community, this kind of work was known as "Kanga Kwanga"—a phrase meaning "just for the bread". It was the survival labor of the diaspora, a place to tether oneself while waiting for a greater purpose. 
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The Call Center
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The center was packed with my people, all earning $12.35 per hour to sit in a climate-controlled room rather than laboring in the cold. It was considered a "best-case" scenario for many because it required no physical lifting—only the mental stamina to face a barrage of unsatisfied customers. The job did not demand a degree or a specialized ticket; it only required the ability to read, to speak, and to navigate the "weird desperation" of credit disputes and billing hustles. 

As I looked at the rows of people answering phones, I saw a sea of potential waiting for their own "Miraculous Wand" to move, even as they settled for the bread of the day. 

The response from the credentials office arrived not as a key, but as a locked door. The letter was sharp and clinical: it stated that no conversion or equivalency was necessary because my rights were already full—yet it offered no card, no tangible proof of my legitimacy in Quebec, only a link to another employment department. My $164 was gone, consumed by a bureaucratic clause that forbade reimbursement, leaving my original documents unchanged in the envelope. 

In the quiet of our apartment, the frustration finally boiled over. "Oh my God!" I shouted into the silence, the weight of the back-and-forth mandate from one office to the next finally breaking my patience. It felt as though I was being asked to chase a ghost. In a surge of defiance, I went to my belongings and grabbed my 3B1 textbook. If the system would not recognize the power I already possessed, I would grow that power until it could no longer be ignored. 

"Then I shall!" I screamed to the walls, and I opened the book to Chapter One. 

I turned the Fido call center into my private sanctuary of study. The work there was defined by a specific rhythm; as long as your queue was not set to standby, you were fulfilling your duty. Putting the line on standby was the only sin, as the system tracked every second of offline time and docked your pay. However, because the company was successfully migrating customers to self-service lines, there were long stretches where the phones remained silent. 
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