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			CHAPTER 1

			Migrating to Canada
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			“Life is a pilgrimage of learning, a voyage of discovery, in which our mistaken views are corrected, our distorted notions adjusted, our shallow opinions deepened and some of our vast ignorance diminished.”

			- John Stott

			My family and I landed at Pearson-airport, from Kenya, refugee camp. With three children, ages seven, four and nine months old. We were thrilled to be in Canada. I was hosted by World vision reception center for new-immigrants. On arrival, I was exhausted, a staff member asked if I would like to eat something.

			No, thank you, I just want to sleep. I replied. Early in the morning, I heard an overhead announcement. “Please, come downstairs, breakfast is ready.” I pulled off my covers and went downstairs with the children. I had pancakes, boiled eggs and milk. My first-day in Canada, started well.

			I appreciate what my feet has done for me, they carried me since birth. As I kicked off my blanket, I yarned and moaned. At 6 months old, I learned to crawl, and walk around the house and stumbling over objects.

			Dear feet, I cannot express how much I adore you. As an immigrant woman, you let me run for safety and search for home. You carried me through the muddy of Kampala, the hot sand in the deserts of Kenya. Dear feet, this is Canada. And, it is not to mention cold.

			In Canada, my feet were courageous to touch freezing water for the first-time. I touched the fluffy snow, and suddenly at Woodbine beach by the shoreline. I heard the waves move from side-to-side with the wind.

			With all the excitement, I wanted to see everything. I saw the spectacular view of the towering skyscrapers. People sat on folded chairs with their feet stretched out.

			The process of migrating to Canada was hard, yet mesmerizing I felt in love with Toronto.. I could feel all the senses that the beach brings to my mind.

			Looking back, I’ve gone through the growing process to running for safety to this magnificent Country, Canada. At the reception center, life is structured, time is lined out for what needs to be done. Solomon, a community-worker, worked diligently to secure an apartment for my family.

			In the first month, I processed important documents like a Bank card, a health card and proof of income. Due to low income, rental apartments were difficult to find. Some of the Land-lords would ask for direct payment from immigration, which was impossible.

			The reception staff, were supportive, they provided healthy meals, but not what I would normally eat. Most of the meals were frozen.

			However, the staff understand how different my experience would be. I was felt with joy to be in Canada, unbelievable. In the contrary, my experience at the centre was life-altering.

			These days, I can get my documents processed quicker compared to twenty years ago. I was out with Solomon to apply for my documents. At dinner time, I would get chicken-pies, salad and yogurt. The foods are not as tasty, and cooked differently.

			After two months, I moved to my own apartment. They gave me clothes and kitchenware for my new home. I moved to Danforth Road, Scarborough. There were three tall, white buildings under one management. I lived in Scarborough neighborhood for five years.

			Across the street is a plaza, a Barber shop where I took my sons for haircut. Down the street is a grocery store. Behind my apartment building is a recreation park that goes down to a creek. On the other side is Knob hill public school, where my children attend school and daycare.

			While I wait to enroll in College, I decided to braid hair at home. For instance, I would do corn crows and single braids. While I wait to enroll in college, braided.

			In fact, I built clientele through word of mouth. The first-time, I braided was when, I was nine years old.

			I continued to braid hair on weekends. My customers were of great help, for they gave me ideas and understanding of the Canadian system.

			When it come to my children, they adjusted to Canadian life quiet well. They didn’t think of how cold the weather was, they just wanted to play. As colorful as our beginning was, for my three young children. Their passion didn’t last, things took a turn in their young bouncy lives. The family has to relocate.

			I never thought that children would know. But they hear and observe what is happening at home. Children just don’t want to tell their parents. And sometimes, they do that out of fear.

			Despite all that, they remain my source of support. In reality, my children are the only people that stay with me, from conception, to this incredible journey. It is my prayer that marriages get restored. It is my hope that we solve our problems as soon as they arise.

			I believed in my ability to know, what feels good and what doesn’t. I recognize patterns of behaviours and attitudes. Furthermore, I follow my heart, but I treat my heart with care.

			The truth is that, my children moved and changed schools and neighborhoods, three times in one year.

			My children and I went through unpredictable times. At that time, I was more focused on securing a house. Children want to play and be in school without interruption because they like to with their friends. Not only did they relocate, there was no time to plan it out.

			My children missed a lot compared to what I missed, they missed friends, school and the neighborhood altogether. Living in a shelter put my plans on hold. I couldn’t trust people in the shelter to care for my children. This troubled relationship has been going on for years.

			The first time, I knew was when my slippers broke in muddy paths of Kampala, Mr. Charm refused to buy me a pair of shoes. The children were young at that time, but I was mortified. I call the father of my children, Mr. Charm because I have forgiven him. And I am at a better place than I was 10 years ago.

			Strength Redefined

			I remember a single-parent who was in a dare situation. In addition, she had an eight-year-old child. She didn’t have a job or a place to live. Fortunately, a non-profit organization came to her rescue. They offered her money for two months’ rent. But this lady refused the offer despite all the obvious needs.

			Her answer was “I am okay.” I have been working ever since I was 15 years old. Her answer doesn’t sound rational. You have worked since you were 15, but you’re not working right now. I believe that she was afraid of being vulnerable. It takes a lot for someone, to soften their heart and accept reality. Even if they’re hanging by the thread.

			I cherish family life as well as professional career.

			But Mr. Charm didn’t see it that way. I realized that raising a family and pursuing a career can be a great thing.

			Once I started college, I would take my three children to three different daycares, all my neighbors knew that I had three children. And they were born three years apart. There’s something special with the number three. Number three is often referred to as the creative communicator, three is a number of joys.

			In the neighborhood, there were parents who were new-comers, immigrants, refugees and asylum seekers. They usually, go to the park with their children.

			One day, I dressed John in pink pants given as a gift at the reception centre. As I held my son, a woman walks towards me. She smiled at my son.” What is her name?” She asked. Actually, his name is John, he’s a boy. Oh! Sorry! He’s wearing pink, that’s why I thought so.

			I went inside and changed his pants, immediately. In Sudan, men generally don’t wear bright colors. But they don’t say blue for boys and pink for girls. And I had no idea until the lady at the park asked me. Now, I know!

			My dream for Canada was big, there was something spoken about America that I haven’t heard. In some parts of the world, Canada is referred to as America. America is known as the super power, the strongest, and the extraordinary and exceptional country in the world.

			Despite all the praise, I just wanted peace of mind, nothing lavished or extra. My dream was to have security, healthcare and education. Surely, Canadian embassy came to the refugee camp for married families. I am blessed and honored to be part of this vast country that has chosen my family and me.

			My transition to Canadian society has been effortless. The follow up for documents, the apartment lease was only possible with the support of Solomon, the community-worker. I braided hair and learned from my clientele chat with the tenants at the park. The neighborhood was cohesive and safe.

			The Canadian dream is something that I have to define for myself. I have undeniable faith, a seed of optimism and better opportunities in this country. Above all, my children’s education was of outmost importance.

			As such I enrolled at centennial-college, wooden campus. In a Nursing-program. The first-day of school was like scavenger hunt. As I held my time-table sheet, I walked up and down the stairs in the hallway looking for my class-room.

			I remember, asking tough questions, and every question I asked would benefit 30 % of the class.

			I was ambitious, regular and ready to learn. I was in nursing faculty, my clinical-teacher was Susan. I had a class-mate, I will call him Dani. Susan is a tough teacher. One day she gave us quiz at lunch-time.” You need to do it now.” She spoke. We were all looking at each other, trying to make sense of what Susan said. “That’s Susan.” I spoke. I practiced on a Manikin; I was the master of catheterization. I would insert a tube to drain out urine from a patient. Therefore, I would be called to help other students to do the procedure.

			Dani and I were assigned to record a video on catheterization. Both of us, were content with what we did. Susan didn’t like it. She said, your braids were hanging over the patient, you both need to re-do it. So we did another video. Despite all the stressful assignments, redoing, and re-recording videos, I learned so much from Susan’s grit.

			Achieving the Canadian dream, has been a balancing act between hard work and career choice. In my situation, I came to this country with objectives. What I did in 12 months was find friends in the neighborhood. I made little money and gained some knowledge of life in Canada. It seems as if I am defining myself and the dream of coming here.

			The Canadian dream is something that I have to see through a magnified glass. Being here is the most important dream to achieve, the rest is navigation. Yes, the navigation task is what I want to understand and figure out how to make my dream come true.

			I graduated from nursing school on a bright summer afternoon. My colleagues and I posed for photos. I was holding two bouquets of flowers and my diploma as photographers came around to take photos. Dani, Susie and another friend called- U were present, I love attending classes as much as celebrating the harvest. I’ve always been a passionate learner. At Centennial, I was active in class. I would study all day, in the library and I’ll study while eating lunch in the cafeteria. I had no time to waste.

			Dani is from Nigeria; Suzie is from Sudan. My friend “U” is from China and I would tease her every morning, how are you? -- “U” U, didn’t mind. In retrospect, I would never make fun of somebody’s name. I had no idea how insensitive that was.

			On Sunday after my graduation, Pastor Kedini invited me as a Guest- speaker at his Church. I spoke about the beauty of achieving one’s dreams, an aspiration can be education, a good job or raising children. I was faced with demanding roles of a growing family and a full-time college student. But what I know is that despite the stressors of family and being in a new country, you can succeed. It maybe difficult, but not impossible. I was truly honored to speak in the Sudanese community church.

			As the wind blows from coast to coast, it goes anywhere and everywhere, at any time. I believe that my experience can be like the wind, filled with the uncertainty of what could be. The fear of getting destitute somewhere out of nowhere. So many unpredictable and bumpy roads to maneuver. My first five years in Canada gave me a good impression of a new home. Landing on a good soil of flourishing neighborhood. I met parents who have the same challenges of adapting and learning to live in a new land.

			I learned that blue is for boys and pink is for girls. The staff at the reception probably didn’t pay attention to colors when they donated the clothes. Clearly, my baby is a boy. With all the good rich experiences, I acquired in this neighborhood, I was attacked. Mr. Charm hasn’t forgiven me for going to school without his permission. He totally resented the fact that I made it to graduation. Mr. Charm tried his best to fail me. But I was a determined creature, the lioness who refused to give up.

			On that particular day, I went to a party, he came after me, I had no idea of what was happening. I just saw him pushed down my neck and held choked me with his other hand. I couldn’t breathe, he later let go. And he was court ordered for anger management and I was told to leave the rental apartment because he was the principal applicant.

			My children and I had to move from the familiar neighborhood that I knew to face the unknown, a shelter. I began to fill lonely because I missed my colleagues and the mothers. My children missed their school-mates and all the familiar aspects of my circle are gone. And, this happened in winter time. I was thinking about my siblings and how I was raised, my need for closeness grew bigger as time went on.

			Walking in the park

			One evening, I was walking through the park to pick-up my children from daycare. Suddenly, a middle-aged man came walking his dog. He inquired…” Where are you from?” I am from Sudan. “That country where there’s no food?” He asked. I shook my head, no! No food. I replied.”

			“What do you eat?” He asked. We eat leaves from the bush. “Do you have a Television” No, we don’t. However, we are so blessed with elders who would tell us the weather conditions, the seasons of the year and history. I pleasantly answered. As the sun-sets, I picked up my children from the daycare.

			This man believed everything I said just as he believed his own source of information. I haven’t talked to someone as passionately as I did with this man.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 2

			My Siblings
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			I’m the oldest of nine children, my parents are Siphora Gwo and Peter Jansuk, seven girls and two boys. My father died in 1987 of car accident. Thank God. my mother is alive and well. And currently, my siblings and I live in five different countries for instance, Taban lives in Australia. Agnes lives in United States. Joice, Liyong and Lomuresuk live in South Sudan. Saidia and Poni live in Uganda. Likia and I live in Canada, Ontario.

			Taban is a smart man, he would ask thought provoking questions at times. Last Christ-mas, Taban, his wife Hellen and my nephews came to visit me in Toronto. I went them to the ice-skating ring at Nathan Phillips square. Taban came with the expectation of seeing the snow piled up, dropping, and build a snow-man.

			But I told them that lately, we haven’t gotten much snow. The next-day, we went out to the CN-Tower one of the iconic sites in Toronto. My Brother likes to compete and challenge himself, so he went for edge-walk. I was elated to see an Australian family enjoying winter activities in Toronto. I get downstairs and I couldn’t find him. I walked around the building, looked to my left side and I saw him walking towards me. Where did you go? I asked. Showing him tough-love. I was concerned, you don’t know this city.” I am okay, Sister.” he spoke softly.

			I was delighted to host the whole family at my apartment, at that time Agnes from United States was with us. Words cannot express the dept of my exhilaration.

			Agnes is a good story-teller. We grew up listening to our parents’ stories and how they narrate them to us. Mike and John were connecting well with their cousins, they took them to a Basketball tournament. After my brother left, Mike decided to fly to Australia for two weeks.

			Regardless of time constraints, Mike and I flew to Australia. I do admire the flight-attendant attire for Qatar-airline. Burgundy is my favorite color. The seats are 18 inches wide, tight space but cozy. I had all the time in the world to watch movies, documentaries, listen to music.

			The best part is their delicious meals throughout the flight. Qatar-airline has longest travel time, they take fourteen hours on air. I got three boarding passes, first Toronto to Chicago-zone one. From Chicago to Doha zone two and Perth zone three.

			As I walked out of the aircraft, I felt bewildered. Nothing matters as much as not knowing what time it is on landing. The best idea was to sit-down, my cell-phone was still resetting. The journey was incredible for the love of family. I was grounded with the anticipation of meeting my Big brother and his family.

			Once I landed at Perth airport, the border security personnel asked for my brother’s address in Perth. I didn’t have his address, I called Hellen, no answer. Then she called back and I wasted no time. Address please! She gave me the address, and I was cleared. I was relieved, for I don’t like standing by security metal bars. Mike and I ran to Taban and his family with open arms and happy hugs.

			Perth Zoo

			Kangaroos are marsupials, they have short hair, big foot, and long tail for balance when hopping or going around. It’s a symbol of agility and independence. The Margaret Chocolate Company was jam- packed with parents, children and anybody who loves chocolate. They have variety of chocolate candy, the children were scooping it up.

			Crocodiles are large tropical, semiaquatic reptile, they live in the tropics of Africa, Asia, the Americas and Australia. I was a little bit afraid of kangaroos because they are protective

			I honestly haven’t experienced love and sense of belonging as much as I have with my siblings.

			The Civil war cannot separate us, migration cannot separate us. Distance cannot separate us. Borders cannot separate us. In essence, nothing can ever separate us.

			I find it funny how my siblings and I have common interests. We’re all creative human beings, and we love to laugh. Anything that engages us, goes. My mother taught me how to cook, but I just couldn’t make good rice. My rice would turn out soggy, half-cooked or burned.

			Poni is our last born a great cook, a hair stylist and she studied Project management.

			Likia and I live in Canada. Likia and I had the toughest of times with each other and separately. Likia and I separated three times in 15 years of our journey. My sister Likia is adaptable, smart and technologically savvy. I helped raised my sibling but in reality, we raised each other.

			The biggest hurdle in Perth was jetlag, daytime in Toronto is night-time in Perth, 12-hour difference. I am a natural leader who does not want to be on the spot light all the time. In this case, I was. Being a guest in another country is special. I’ve people coming to the house and some were inviting me to their homes. I was powering through the fatigue; I pushed myself to remain engage. I elated to have met two influential, Australian ladies, Louella and Louise. I also met, acquaintances from the refugee camp.

			Taban is a hard-working individual, he cares about people, he makes sure everybody is fed. Taban organized a welcome party for Mike and I. Mike introduced himself by saying, I was so excited about coming here that I forgot to get a haircut. He developed an amazing relationship with my brother and his cousins, they are passionate about sports, and personal training.

			As such, Mike did, an excellent job. Mike trained all of us, every evening, I did specific stretches, moves for core strength, mobility, joints and abdomen. As a trainer, he can use any space to exercise. I am proud of the Canadian dream; I think that I am seeing the Canadian dream from different angles. Mike can make a decent living from what he does. I also appreciate their bond as cousins and team-mates.

			Australia is the fourth healthiest country in the world. I believe that there are various reasons why. But based on my own observation in Perth, Western Australia. The sky is clear blue and the air quality is good. They do have winter but its only two-months long. When I was there, it was hot. Whole foods aren’t accessible or affordable in Toronto. But in Perth, you can afford good food, a good job and a decent living.

			In Perth, Victoria Park, has many restaurants, but they only open for dinner. I was there with Aunt Judith at 3pm and none of them was opened, they even flipped up their chairs. At 5 pm, all the restaurants were open and packed. I laughed, this is the way to cut down cravings, frequent eating and unhealthy lifestyle altogether. Even though I needed to eat at 3 pm, I was impressed with their business mindset.

			My brother told me that the community would be having a funeral for an elder in the Kuku community. He was 74 years old at passing. Funerals are big events for the Kuku people. The elder who died was from one of the Bari-speaking groups. Bari is the language; Kuku is a dialect. And the people of Kajo-keji are also called Kuku. Friday evening Hellen and I joined four other women at Christine’s house to make chapatti.

			50 lbs of kneaded dough. So, I made balls of dough, Hellen flatten them, and the young girls flip them into the pan. I was actively engaged, the women and I talked and worked until 1 am. In fact, the funeral started on Friday, with food preparation and cooking. Saturday was the day of prayers, viewing, burial, and reception.

			Saturday morning, I went to Church for the viewing, preaching, singing and praises. I could feel the magnitude of the loss, the scriptures spoke about it, and the songs were as powerful as ever, they touched my soul. I came outside first; then the church leaders came out accompanying the cascade. I was greeting some relatives and friends as the precision to the cemetery continues.

			At the cemetery, I met so many people, I could not recognize some of them. The burial was the saddest part of the event. I cried when the last soil was dropped into the grave. The local hymns have unique vibration, they pick up your emotions. And then, they just pour out. The hymns and songs were in Bari, Arabic and Kakwa.

			At the reception, I was sitting with my brother’s family. The hall was packed, I saw people jump off their chairs to dance. Dancing, they jumped, praised and in-between they would share testimonies about the late.

			They even sang his favourite songs and cited his favorite poems. I felt the depth of humanity in that Hall and the rhythm of the presentation. Every speaker has a leadership role in the community. I was impressed with their team-work. I would like my last days to be as glorious as the elder’s funeral. Power to you, Australia, South Sudanese Community.

			The following week, Mike and I returned to Canada. On that day, Christine’s grandson had a birthday, which I attended. Our flight was at 11 pm. I walked into the Kitchen and saw Louise in magenta dress. Louise was standing at the counter with trays of sliced cake, lemon and strawberry flavors. She told me that she wants to write children’s book in Kuku, it has to be in Bari and an audio version in Kuku. Louise is a beautiful woman with a kind spirit of Community. Imagine an Australian white lady who takes interest to write a children’s book in Kuku.

			I thought I was going to visit Taban’s family and maybe few friends. Amazingly, my welcome party grew into families, friends and the entire community of Perth.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 3

			The Conference
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			I could not contain the urge to travel, I’ve been blessed with air-ticket from my son to Australia. When I came back, I was invited by a dear friend to attend KCNA-Kuku community of north-America in Fargo. I landed at Minneapolis, Minnesota and the first-person that opens the door was Godin.

			I knew him from the refugee camp in Kenya. It has been 27 years since I last saw him. “Mountains don’t meet but people do.” Unknown. I sat down with Godin, Roda, and my friend, he bought a huge bottle of wine and I drank for hours. I rarely drink, but that was quiet a night.

			The next-day, I went to North Dakota for the Conference. I left home when it was warm and sunny, it takes six hours. Three hours later in North-Dakota, I got out of the car to stretch and the weather had changed, it was windy and cold.

			Oh! I’m in another state. This random change of weather reminded me of Egypt; the weather changed every 10 minutes as I was heading to Le passage hotel. In 20 minutes, the temperature dropped, I saw drizzled car windows and wet roads. the strange thing is that there’s no rain at that time.

			At the conference the topics were tailored to issues that affect Kuku people back-home in Kajo-Keji and in the diaspora. The crucial piece was from a social-worker. The lady talked about parents in the diaspora and the expectations that they placed on their children.

			“Parents need to understand their children’s capacity, abilities and stage of learning. Be cognisant of your child’s attitude and behaviour.” She spoke. I would add that spending time with your children increases their chances for success. KNCA is an organization that is funding orphan’s education in kajo-keji. They also, support women with skill training. Not only that, they teach tailoring to empower rural women, so they can be self-sufficient.

			“Our permanent home to be or not to be?” Kajo-Kole.

			Well, that’s a good question that will hopefully be answered collectively. And I know that from a country of twelve million people, one district cannot do it alone. “Injustice anywhere is a threat to justice everywhere”—Luther King.

			All in all, the conference was well organized, informative and thought provoking. My re-union with Godin, was unexpectedly beautiful. The road trip

			Last-year, Mike and I drove to United States, New-York to visit my sister Joice. She was living in a luxurious Indigo-hotel in Manhattan. Despite all the lavished hosting, Joice was unhappy because there’s no one to talk to, she felt lonely. In America, you have to drop some words here and there. For example, good morning, I’m going for a seminar.

			I can’t imagine!

			As I crossed the border, I knew that I was entering another Country. I was scared and excited at the same time. There’s a difference between flying and driving to places. On road trips, I can see nature at play, random things would appear. For example, I saw electric pump station and small white houses. The cattle owners are humble, they live in rural communities. The landscape and the fall-colored mountains in Pennsylvania, were stunning. I couldn’t stop taking videos, I saw farms, cattle’s grazing, and the red-sun piercing through the mountains.

			After I passed Pennsylvania, Mike lost internet connection in the vehicle. In fact, the screen went black, I froze and stared at the screen. “I can’t see where we are going.” Mike said! I closed my eyes and prayed wordlessly.

			Suddenly, I saw a gas station, the blackout felt like eternity. Mike and I came out, took a deep breath, used the washroom. And then, I got back on the road. I’ve learned that Canada, is generous with Wi-Fi, New-york is the opposite. Can you imagine having wifi only limited to Gas-stations, Macdonald? I was in dire need. As a Global-citizen, this isn’t global.

			Nevertheless, I had a great time with Joice, I went to the World trade center. A memorable place with unmatched history that has transformed into a tourist attraction. Joice was wearing an African dress with white extended arm-lace. Before, I left New York, I went for dinner with Joice’s co-workers. One of the guys from Ghana, talked to Mike as if they knew each other.

			There’s always family, friends or community members visiting with us. And being intellectual people adds new perspective
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