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In the season of Thanksgiving, turkey and sports games tend to be on the top of the list. But one thing we tend to forget it family time and most importantly, remembrance of the goodness of God in our lives.
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Welcome to the West Midlands, a region brimming with history, culture, and a unique blend of urban life and countryside charm. Specifically, we’re venturing into the heart of Birmingham, a vibrant city that has been my home for as long as I can remember. Well, most of it at least. My parents moved us from Coventry to Birmingham when I was just two years old, so my memories of Coventry are more like faint whispers than vivid recollections.

Birmingham, though, is where my story truly unfolds. A city of contradictions and harmony, where historic architecture stands alongside modern skyscrapers, and the echoes of the industrial revolution mingle with the hum of contemporary life. It’s a place that has shaped me in countless ways, and I can’t wait to share the major stuff with you.

Anyways, the name is Casey by the way - Casey Ephraim Coens. I'm 15 years old (turning 16 in a couple of weeks), going to University College Birmingham, living with my mom and dad and 5 siblings - 3 brothers and 2 sisters to be exact. Some are younger than me and most of them are much older than me; and I'm the 4th child in the family. What are their names? Well, in no particular order, their names are Tyrone-Judah, twins Alethea and Jason, my younger sister Becca and Simon, the last born. Okay, I did go in order by age - oops. Well, I guess my parents won't mind, right?

Speaking of my parents, they are a fascinating blend of cultures and traditions. My dad, hailing from Nigeria, brings with him the rich heritage and warmth of his homeland. My mom, on the other hand, is from Zimbabwe, with a touch of Nigerian heritage herself. Their journey to the UK, where they met and built their life together, is a story of resilience, faith, and love.

My parents are devout Christians, and their faith is a cornerstone of our family life. Their commitment to their beliefs is inspiring; they live their faith with a sincerity and devotion that touches everyone around them. Our evenings are marked by family devotion, a time when we gather to pray, read the Bible, and reflect on our day. It's a moment of unity and peace in our otherwise bustling lives.

Both my parents are active members of our church, tirelessly working to support and uplift our community. Their kindness and generosity extend beyond the church walls; they are always ready to lend a helping hand to anyone in need. Their selflessness is something I've always admired and aspired to emulate.

Growing up in such a nurturing and loving environment, I came to know Jesus at a young age. I was baptized when I was eight, and it's a decision that has shaped my life profoundly. My parents' unwavering faith and love have been a guiding light, helping me navigate life's challenges and joys. I'm incredibly grateful for them, and I often wonder where I'd be without their influence and the grace of God.

And that's the story of my life so far, and I have a feeling that it's going to get even better - or perhaps interesting in some ways.

Fast forward now, it's Thursday afternoon and I'm in school just minding my own business. So I went to class, just reading while everyone else is texting, Facebooking, Snapchatting, Instagramming, or chatting away, while some are just looking for trouble by any means - that doesn't bother me in any way, but I just wish that they took a chill pill and think.

As I immerse myself in my book, the classroom door swings open with a force that sends a jolt through the room. In strides Mr. Bromsgrove, our stern and no-nonsense teacher. The effect is immediate and electrifying. My classmates scramble to their seats, the cacophony of voices silenced in an instant. It's as if a pack of rodents, startled by the sudden burst of sunlight, has scattered to the corners, seeking refuge.

I continued to sit quietly, observing the pandemonium around me. Mr. Bromsgrove had a reputation for being strict, and his presence alone was enough to send shivers down the spines of even the bravest students. He was a no-nonsense teacher who demanded respect and discipline. While his methods could be harsh, I couldn't deny that his strictness had its merits—it kept everyone in line and focused on their studies.

Mr. Bromsgrove scanned the room, his eyes narrowing as he took in the sight of his trembling students. His expression was a mix of frustration and disappointment, and I couldn't help but wonder if he was having a particularly bad day.

"WHAT is going on here?!" He shouted. "Sit in your individual seats and get your diaries out, NOW!"

Everyone scrambled to find their designated seats, some even perching on the edges of their desks in their haste. Meanwhile, I remained calm, my diary had already opened in front of me. The chaos only aggravated Mr. Bromsgrove further, his frustration palpable.

"WHY ARE YOUR DIARIES NOT OPEN?!" he demanded angrily. "GET THEM OUT NOW!"

The class erupted into a flurry of movement as everyone hurried to retrieve their diaries. Those who had forgotten theirs fumbled nervously, hoping to avoid the teacher's wrath.

"I DON'T SEE THE FREAKIN' REASON WHY MR. GOODIE-TWO-SHOES IS THE ONLY ONE DOING AS HE'S TOLD, WHILE YOU LOT ARE JUST BEING LAZY!" he scolded, his frustration mounting as the class finally settled down with their diaries.

As the initial storm of anger subsided, Mr. Bromsgrove's tone softened slightly. He didn't seem to notice that a few students were still without their diaries.

"Right then," Mr. Bromsgrove began, his tone slightly less thunderous but still carrying authority. "For this week, you need to create a spider diagram based on your research, which is due on Friday. After that, I will review each one and email you, my feedback."

He continued, his eyes scanning the room to ensure he had everyone's attention. "Just be aware that every bit of feedback I give, whether compliments or corrections, is for your benefit. It’s meant to help you improve in your subjects and prepare you to make a real impact in the world out there. Am I understood?"

A chorus of "Yes, sir" echoed through the room, some voices more hesitant than others.

"And if you have any questions or notice any issues with the feedback I provide, don't hesitate to send an email, and we'll address it. Is that clear?"

"Yes, sir," we all replied, the classroom filled with the sound of unified compliance.

That's what he always says, but some students received some nasty ones, and nothing was done about it - hopefully things should be different this time around. I think.

"On that note," Mr. Bromsgrove continued, "Based on the spider diagram and research you've done, you'll be making a presentation next Thursday."

The room erupted into murmurs of discontent and anxiety. Presentations were always met with a mix of dread and frustration, especially with the added pressure of public speaking.

Everyone around me began to groan and complain, the prospect of giving a presentation clearly unwelcome. Unlike my classmates, I didn't mind presentations. In fact, I saw them as an opportunity to showcase my work and improve my public speaking skills.

"Unless, of course, you want to fail the course and end up with an ordinary degree," Mr. Bromsgrove added with a hint of threat in his voice.

The grumbling ceased, replaced by a tense silence. No one wanted to risk their grades, and Mr. Bromsgrove's threat was enough to quell any further complaints.

A chorus of objections, ranging from "No way" to "That's not fair," filled the air, but Mr. Bromsgrove stood firm, his expression unyielding. I sat back and watched the uproar, thinking about the strain of the workload. While I understood the importance of the assignments, a bit more consideration for our overall stress levels would have been appreciated.

Once class was finally over, I headed to the cafeteria, eager to escape the tense atmosphere of the classroom. I found a quiet, clean corner to settle down and enjoy my lunch. Pulling out my Lékué lunchbox and water bottle, I said a quick grace over the food and eagerly opened the lid.

To my surprise and delight, I was greeted by a colorful array of brown rice, vibrant veggies, and mouthwatering vegan meat. A fresh salad and a side of gluten-free bread completed the meal. Typically, my mom prepared lunch for Becca, Simon, and me, but today was different. She had to leave for work earlier than usual, so Alethea had taken over lunch duties.

At first, I was skeptical. Alethea's cooking skills were a bit of a mystery to me. But as soon as I took my first bite, my doubts melted away. The brown rice and veggies were cooked to perfection, and the vegan meat tasted astonishingly like the real thing. The gluten-free bread was a delightful addition, its texture and flavor rivaling any regular bread I'd ever had.

I could confidently conclude that Alethea was an amazing cook. Even the gluten-free bread tasted like the real thing—soft, fluffy, and full of flavor. It was a culinary revelation. I should probably mention that Alethea has allergies to gluten and lactose, which is why most of her meals are plant-based. Her ability to create delicious dishes despite these limitations is nothing short of impressive.

As I savored each bite of my delicious lunch, I spotted Stephen making his way towards me from across the cafeteria. Stephen, with his easy-going demeanor and infectious laughter, has been my friend since nursery. His presence is like a ray of sunshine, brightening up even the gloomiest of days.

Trailing close behind him was his twin sister, Stephanie. Despite sharing the same birthday, they couldn't be more different. Stephen is all about spontaneity and humor, while Stephanie is thoughtful and meticulous. She's the kind of friend who always has your back, offering wise advice and a listening ear whenever you need it.

Mary, with her bubbly personality and endless curiosity, was not far behind. She joined our group in primary school and quickly became an integral part of our tight-knit circle. Mary has a knack for making friends wherever she goes, and her laughter is infectious.

Omar, the last to join our little group in primary school, is the voice of reason. His calm and composed nature balance out our more exuberant personalities. Omar is the friend you can count on for honest advice and a steady presence, no matter what the situation is.

These friendships, formed in the innocence of childhood, have withstood the test of time. Each of them brings something unique to our group, and together, we've navigated the ups and downs of school life.

"Hey Casey!" Stephen's voice rang out, cutting through the cafeteria's din. His grin was as wide as ever, and I couldn't help but smile back. His enthusiasm was contagious.

"Ste!" I greeted back, my face lighting up. "How are you?"

"We're good," Stephen replied, his eyes twinkling with mischief. 

"We wouldn't want you sitting there all by yourself," Stephanie chimed in, her tone warm and inviting. She always had a way of making everyone feel included.

So, we talked and laughed, sharing stories and inside jokes. Stephen recounted a hilarious incident from their latest family outing, while Stephanie rolled her eyes but couldn't hide her smile. Mary was bubbling over with excitement about her new art project, describing every detail with animated gestures. Omar, ever the calm presence, added his witty remarks, making us all burst into laughter.

Our conversation flowed effortlessly, a testament to the bond we shared. As we sat there, lost in our world, I noticed a few envious glances from nearby tables. It was a reminder of how lucky we were to have each other.

School had been long and exhausting, but spending time with my friends made it all worthwhile. After school, we usually walked home together, and our laughter and chatter filled the streets. Sometimes we stopped by the shops to pick up some stationery or treats, other times we hung out at Subways, enjoying a quick bite and more conversation. On Fridays, we headed to the sports club, where we'd compete and bond over our favorite games. This was our weekly after-school routine, a blend of camaraderie and fun that I cherished deeply.
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