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Introduction 

 
Union members seek out programs to improve their reading, writing 

and math skills for many reasons. These reasons are linked to the diverse 
roles they fulfill each day of their busy lives: worker, union member, 
parent, partner and community member. 

The UFCW Local 832 Training Centre, in Winnipeg, Manitoba 
established it's literacy program in 2000. The program consists of free one-
to-one tutoring or small group learning for union members in Winnipeg 
and Brandon. We have also set up individual tutoring with community-
based programs in smaller towns across Manitoba. Some of these members 
have gone on to the adult high school program offered by the centre. In the 
past three years, the program has grown from 3 learners to 20. 

The program is 100 per cent funded by the Union Education and 
Training Trust Fund which consists of financial contributions negotiated in 
collective bargaining agreements.  The Training Centre also offers courses 
in computers, English as a Second Language (ESL) and a range of health 
and wellness courses such as stress and CPR/Emergency First Aid. 

A learner-centred, union-based literacy program provides a place where 
working people can get together to discuss and reflect upon their 
experiences. Here, workers can develop a sense of the possible. It is a 
culture of hope and dreams, but it is more than that. Here, workers can 
transform their understanding of themselves and their world and sharpen 
the tools they need to turn this new understanding into action for personal 
and social change. 

This booklet is a compilation of stories from workers in the UFCW 
Local 832 Literacy Program. It is our attempt to give them an opportunity 
to let their voices and stories be heard. Through these stories, we not only 
learn about their struggles - we learn about how far they have come. We 
acknowledge and build on their experiences and skills. In  sharing this 
booklet with other literacy programs and learners, we hope that other 
workers will see themselves in our learners' stories and take 
encouragement and strength from them in their struggles to 
transform their own lives. 

                                                                          
                                                                         Graham Dowdell 
                                                                 Director 
                                                                 November, 2003 
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As the coordinator of the literacy program here at the UFCW 
Training Centre I have had the privilege of working with some 
remarkable people whom I would like to thank. 
 
To our talented tutors:  
Your caring and interest in your students as real people make 
all the difference.  It is through your gentle nudging and 
encouragement that our students can more easily improve 
their reading and writing skills and discover their potential both 
at work and in their personal lives.  Thank you for the warm 
and giving way in which you share your wisdom and skills. 
 
To our amazing students: 
You are courageous people. It has been a joy to watch you 
gain confidence and try new things. Your ability to keep on 
working despite great hardships is an inspiration to me and 
now, through this book, to many others as well.  It has been a 
privilege and an honour to share in your learning and in your 
lives.   
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ILLITERACY 
 

A dark way of life 
with unbearable despair 

...total illiteracy 
Shame-loneliness-frustration 

and struggles through life 
...with a masked secret 

Screaming silently 
for the passion of expression 

...a sad situation 
Family-employers-friends 

hiding 
...from society 

A fact that's held inside 
a hard life 

outside the front door 
Helplessness-confusion-embarrassment 

depending on only 
...sights and sounds 

A wild and wayward problem 
flushed with pressures 

...and dread 
Colleges and teachers 
hold a new lease on life 

...with vast rewards 
A leading barrier 

for personal quest 
...to learn how to read and write. 

 
 

By Jacki Matvichuk, June 1983,  
A new Canadian poet 
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               Part of being literate is being able to tell  
 
          one’s own story with the written word as  
 
          well as the spoken word.  Here then are  
 
          some amazing stories from some amazing  
 
          people. 
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Jean’s Story: Escape to Canada 
 

n the May 1960 national legislative elections, Patrice  

Lumumba became Prime Minister of Congo. So, 

Lumumba, a politician activist and leader of the Congolese 

National Movement, became our first hero. In June 1960, 

Joseph Kasavubu became President of Congo, and he was 

based in the capital city of Kinshasa.  Because of a struggle for 

power, Lumumba was assassinated in January 1961 by people 

from the province of Katanga, the Congo’s richest region. At 

that time, my father was the leader of the Congolese National 

Movement (the M.N.C.—Mouvement National Congolais) in the  

 

. 

 
 
 

  
I arrived in Canada on 

February 21, 2001.  I didn’t 

go to school or take any 

courses.  For one year, I 

used to work for the Western   

Glove Company in Winnipeg, 

until I got laid off.  I hope to 

become either a Health Care  Aid  Worker.  Now, I am taking 

an English writing course at the UFCW Training Centre so that 

I can have a better future.”           

                                                               Jean Lela  Tepupileka 
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province of Kisangani.  He was killed by President Kasvubu 

on July 17, 1962, because Kasavubu did not want any 

political opponents. 

           In 1965, with the support of the army forces, General 

Joseph Mobutu took power in Kinshasa.  After two years, 

that is, in 1967, President Mobutu changed everything.  He 

changed the country’s name from Congo to Zaire; he also 

changed the national anthem, the country’s flag, and the 

name of the country’s principal river.  Mobutu formed a new 

political party, called the Popular Revolutionary Movement, 

(Mouvement Populaire de la Révolution, M.P.R.).  In 1990 

President Joseph Mobutu accepted democracy in Congo, 

but at the same time he also formed a “Ninjer” group of  

soldiers, which was trained to get rid of political activists or 

rivals.  

            So, at that time, people who were opposed to some 

of Mobutu’s policies were in danger of their lives.  During 

those years, I was a tailor for the Congolese National 

Movement.  My work was to sew flags for the M.N.C, and to 

distribute membership cards.  In 1991, a Ninjer group came 

to my house.  I didn’t know that they were my enemy.  They 

knocked loudly and many times on my door.  After a while, I 

thought maybe it was one of my clients coming to see me.      
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When I finally opened the door, I saw three big Ninjers 

standing there.  When they entered my house, they saw the 

box with the M.N.C. flags.  They told me, “You are under 

arrest.”  Then they started to beat me badly, and took me to 

the Ninjer headquarters.  They tortured me badly, and when 

I fell down, they took me to the hospital.  

 

The two days that I was in the hospital, I was 

thinking a lot about my life.  Every day, people who were 

wounded or hurt by the Ninjer group were brought to the 

hospital.  One day, in the afternoon, the doctor told the two 

security guards to bring me to the dressing room for 

treatment.  In the dressing room, there was only the doctor, 

a tin cup and myself.  Suddenly, two ambulances arrived 

bringing emergency cases to the hospital, so the doctor left 

me alone and quickly went out to see the new patients.  

Many people surrounded the ambulances. 

           

In the dressing room, I noticed that there was an 

extra white lab coat or apron, like nurses wear.  The  

dressing room had two doors, one in the front, and one in 

the back.  I immediately took the lab coat, put it on quickly, 

and went out the back door disguised as a nurse.  I went to 

see what was open there.  I saw that I could pass through 

the main gate, and I did.  That was my escape.  On the 

outside of the main gate, there was a parked taxi.   I took 
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the taxi and went to the missionary place.  From there, the  

missionaries took me to the Ugandan border.  God blessed 

me to find a transit route through Uganda to Nairobi, Kenya, 

where the United Nations High Commissioner for Refugees 

(UNHCR) gave me a protection letter.  I lived in a refugee 

camp there until I proved my resettlement to come to 

Canada.   
 

My First Winter In Canada 
 

 y first winter in Canada was 1988.  I came from 

Germany to Moose jaw, Saskatchewan.  My husband is in 

the military and he had to go to Borden, Ontario for six 

months. We were just settled in our house when he had to 

leave.  I could not speak any English and was all  alone  

With two small children. 

  
Irene Reykdal came to Canada in 

July, 1988. She came from Ger-

many and spoke only German 

when she came to Moose Jaw, 

Saskatchewan.  All her schooling 

was in German and she had to 

learn the English language all by 

herself. Today she works at Cara, Winnipeg International 

Airport. She is still learning with the help of the UFCW 

Training Centre. 
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       I had no experience about the Canadian winter,      

neither had I proper clothes for this kind of weather.  My 

husband phoned and told me what to buy.  But I could go 

nowhere then.  My car would not start.  I did not know  what 

a plug in for my car was.  I had never seen or heard of such 

things.  I had a lot to learn about Canada, the language, the 

way to live here. 

 

       Lots of things happened at this time. Some were funny, 

some not. To this day I’m still learning about life in Canada. 

 

I’m Going to Turn Out to Be a Big Liar 

By Irene Reykdal 

 

 ometimes I have a choice to be very embarassed 

or just lie about certain things, to feel not too stupid. So my 

choice is lie or cry. Well, most of the time I choose to lie to 

feel not too bad. 

 

            But you know what, the other people maybe don’t 

hurt you then, but you feel bad about yourself.  I don’t know 

what is worse.  Sometimes you just feel like giving up, then 

I feel so down, dumb and stupid.  Then I try to remember 

what I saw once on TV, on Little House on the Prairie. 
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              There was this family from another country with a 

little boy.  He attended school and one day he spelled 

something wrong on a spelling test, so they laughed at him 

and said, “What do you expect?  His family is illiterate 

anyway.” 

 

           So one day at church he was reading out of his 

Bible in English even though it was written in his own 

language.  When he had finished reading half of the story, 

he asked the person who laughed at him to finish the story 

for him.  So he came up and took the Bible, and as he 

looked down to finish reading the story he said,   “What is 

this?  I can not read this.”  So the boy asked him, “Why?  

Are you illiterate?” 

 

           After this story I feel a little better, but for how long 

to the next time?  But even though I’m from a different 

country, and my second language is not perfect, I’m not 

dumb! 

 

 

����������	
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Afraid to Take a Promotion 

By Irene Reykdal 

 

This is a story that happened to me. 

 

            t one time my workplace was looking for a new  

manager for one of our sections.  Many people told me to 

apply for the opening because I do most of the work 

already.  I just had to do a little more paperwork.  But just 

the little more paperwork on the computer was my biggest 

problem.  So I never applied for the job.  I told most of them 

that I wasn’t interested in this but the truth was, I was afraid 

of the writing part and that people might laugh at my 

mistakes.  How could I be this old and not be able to write 

without making so many mistakes! 

 

           Well maybe one day I will have more courage and 

take a promotion. 

 

 

 

 

�������������
������������������������������
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The Pain that Surrounds My Heart 

By Saadat Ghasemiyani 

 

                t is the middle of the night.  My house is silent. 

The children are asleep.  I am done with my motherhood 

duties. I helped my sons with their homework.  I did the 

dishes and I cleaned the house.  Now I am ready to start a 

new day like all the other days that pass by.  Anyway, the 

main thing that I was going to say is that finally I have some 

time to myself.  My energy has already flown away because 

of being at work more than half the day and then working 

the other half for the love of (responsibility) at home. 

 

            My body is screaming, “Please, no more!  Go to 

bed!” But my mind is saying, “Don’t. You deserve more than 

that.”  Do not make your life a circle of work eat, sleep. 

  
 Saadat Ghasemiyani is a 

student at the UFCW Train-

ing Centre.  She lives in Win-

nipeg with her husband, her 

two sons and her new little 

daughter. 
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Life is special with thoughts and dreams.  This is not you!  

What is happening to  you?  Pull yourself together again.  

Go and live for tomorrow.”  Ask yourself,  “What do you 

want?”  I did that many times but it didn’t go anywhere. 

 

            Now is the time to break the silence.  What do I 

really want for myself?  If my wishes come true, my life is 

going to change forever.  The first step of my dream that all 

the other steps rely on, is the hard one.  That dream has 

become a nightmare for me.  That nightmare makes me cry 

always.  You do not know how it feels being ashamed of 

yourself. 

 

           Every day we punish ourselves by saying, “You don’t 

have talent. You are weak…”. 

 

           Before I came to Canada, Back home, I was a suc-

cessful psychologist.  I left because there was no freedom.  

Every moment we were frightened for our lives.  I left my 

country with nothing.  I came to Canada to live in freedom 

and democracy.  I thought being here would make every-

thing different and make my wish come true, especially to 

continue my education.  But everything is falling apart. 
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I don’t know what went wrong that my learning got blocked.  

Is it because I am getting older?  Is it because I am 

homesick?  Is it because I am lazy?  Is it because I don’t 

have any of my family by my side?  These are the 

questions that I ask myself always. 

 

           Most of the time I wish that I was one of you with the 

knowledge of English.  Many people take speaking English 

for granted and they are not thankful for this.  On the other 

hand I am willing to give up many things to learn English.  

Why is life like that? 

 

           Anyway this is just one small part of the pain that I 

have  been carrying with myself for a long time.  I am afraid 

that I will die without my dream coming true.  So I keep my 

fingers crossed again.  I remind myself, “Unless you try you 

will not succeed.”  For that step we need help from you. 

You are making a big difference by being there for us.  Hold 

our hands and help us to fly. 

 

           I am looking forward to the day when my English is 

good enough to tell the untold stories that I have in my 

heart. 
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12 years later… 

  A Tribute to Linda 

          By Saadat Ghasemiyani 

 

       ife is a boat and we are the sailors, sailing along a 

very quiet river with trees, plants, flowers and singing birds 

jumping from one branch to the other on each side of the 

river.  We sail and sail, meanwhile, so many times, we think 

that we are stilled on the spot and our surroundings are the 

movers.  Once in a while, when we stop and look deeper, 

we realize that no, we were wrong and that we are the 

passenger on the road of life at any given time.  We are the 

ones who are travelling in time on earth.  Yes, we realized 

that the things we had and we now have, should not be 

taken for granted.  We have to love the loved ones, and 

treasurer their presences in our lives.  We have to share the 

best moments good or bad.  I would like to talk about a 

family who were and still are more than a family or friends 

to us. 

 

          More than a decade ago my husband was forcibly 

separated from me in a country where I did not know 

anyone, I was pregnant and unaware of my pregnancy but I 

knew I had My God to bless me and my unborn child, plus I 

was sure that my husband loved me.  
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My husband came to Canada shortly after we were 

separated.  Even though I knew he did not have any 

immediate family or close friends in Canada, I was still 

hopeful and never gave up because I knew he never ever 

would give up and he would try his best to make things right 

again.  He called me one day and told me about a person 

named Linda who was going to help him to make the 

impossible possible.  It was during the Gulf War and the 

Canadian embassy was not going to bring any refugees to 

Canada.  Besides, the embassy had told my husband that 

the process of bringing his wife was going to take 

approximately five years.  Having a baby in a foreign 

country especially in my situation was the worst thing that 

could happen to us.  Therefore I had to get to Canada 

before I had my child. 

 

          The result of Linda’s hard work along with her 

husband and my husband was that I was able to come to 

Canada in less than nine months.  Nineteen days after I 

arrived in Canada my son was born and I will never forget 

Linda’s kindness.  She was beside us all the time.  She 

never left us alone and never let us go through the sorrows 

of the life that we had back then alone, she was there at 

every step even in our daily life. 
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Today, after 12 years, I am sitting in my living room and 

breastfeed my third child.  I clearly remember those 

moments when I had my first son.  We had to face the new 

life, a new baby, and all the other things in life which were 

right there and staring at us.  Our hope was first God, and 

then Linda.  Linda was our friend  and the only real friend 

that we had.  She was with our family taking every step and 

making sure everything went right.  I did not speak English 

but I always wanted to express my thoughts and my true 

feelings toward her from the bottom of my heart.  I have 

always wanted to tell her what I feel about her and how I 

see her and her family but language has been my biggest 

obstacle in doing so, even though sometimes speaking the 

words and telling the sentences is not enough.  Often we 

are unable to find the right words which truly express the 

actual  feeling that we have inside us toward somebody.  If I 

wanted to write about her and all the things that she has 

done for our family, I would run out of words and sentences, 

therefore please trust me when I say, Linda and her 

husband and her family are perfect human beings.   

 

          Today I paused and I am looking back and reviewing 

the pages of the past and I feel happy  that I am still sailing 

along the river of life and had the privilege of knowing  
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a person like Linda who has been a role model in my life.  I 

am happy that I can talk about her and tell others about a 

real human being. She has been, and she will remain, to 

our family, the real God’s angel and we love her and her 

family from the bottom of our hearts, way more than she 

knows. 
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         Richard’s Story 

 

           y name is Richard Hillier and I’ve been working 

since I was 15.  I worked in Transcona at Mr. Steak for 15 

years. I was a dishwasher and a helper.  It closed down. 

Then my daughter was born and I stayed home for 3 

months.  My wife and I talked about both of us getting a job 

but she got the job first and I stayed home for 3 months.  

Then I went to get a job at Extra Foods.  I got an 

application, filled it out and they called me for an interview.  

In 2 weeks they called me to start work and I’ve been there 

for 3 years now. 

 

            I like coming to the Training Centre because they 

teach me a lot.  The people are nice.  My reading and 

writing are improving. 

  
 Richard Hillier lives in the Maples area 

of Winnipeg.  He and his daughter are 

close and often play outside together.  

He also enjoys taking her to the park 

and to the swimming pool. 
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The Worst Day of My Life 
By Gurmeet Gill 

 
        y name is Gurmeet Gill.  I work as a supervisor at 

the Delta Hotel in Winnipeg, Manitoba.  I am a wife and 

mother of two children, a son, Balgit, and a daughter, 

Mandeep.   I came to Canada 24 years ago, as an 

immigrant from India.  I thought life would be very easy in 

Canada, but I was wrong.  My husband and I have had to 

work hard to make a good life for our family.  When I was a 

young mother, because I couldn’t afford to stay home, I 

rented my basement to a woman who would take care of 

my young children for short periods, when my husband  

   

My name is Gurmeet Gill.  I work hard 

in my life.  I am trying my best to give 

my children a good education, and to 

make their lives easier.  Both of my 

children have gone to private school.  

My daughter is in Grade 10, and she is 

doing  well.  My son graduated from 

university last year, with his major in microbiology.  When I 

went to his graduation ceremony, I saw some 65 to 70 year 

old people also graduating that day.  That is why I am in 

school now.  I feel that it is never too late to learn anything.  

Thanks to God for my healthy family. 
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and I were both at work.  My husband worked nights and I 

worked in the morning or the afternoon. One evening, I had 

an experience that I will never forget. 

 

           Twelve years ago, when my daughter was 2 1/2 

years old, an incident happened while we were not at 

home.  When my son came home from school, my husband 

left our house to pick me up from work, leaving my children 

in the care of our babysitter.  When I arrived home, I gave 

both my children a bath, and changed their clothes.  After a 

little while, I noticed that my daughter seemed very excited, 

playing and running around, and her face was very red.  

Sometimes when she ran, she fell down.   I called my 

babysitter from the basement and talked to her about this.  I 

felt that something was wrong with my daughter.  The sitter 

said no, that my daughter was excited because I had come 

home from work.  I answered that I felt sure something was 

wrong, that maybe she had a health problem with her legs.  

My babysitter didn’t agree with me.  When my son heard 

our conversation, he came to me and said that when he 

came back from school, he saw that the pail we used in the 

bathtub was in front of the linen closet.  He said that she 

must have used the pail as a ladder to reach the medicine 

box that I kept on the third shelf, because he had found a 

medicine bottle on the floor.  He said that he had put it back  
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In the box, and then put the box back on the shelf.  I was 

wondering how she had reached up there.  I immediately 

checked the box, and found out that she had eaten all of my 

pills.  The last time I had looked in that medicine box, there 

were maybe ten or twelve pills left in the bottle.  The doctor 

had prescribed those pills for me to take when I needed one 

to relieve stress.  Even myself, when I took one of those 

pills, I felt dizzy until the next day.  Guess what the reaction 

was in her! 

 

           When I found out that my daughter had eaten so 

many  pills, I phoned my family doctor, but he had already 

left his office.  He had a 24 hour telephone service, so I 

called and gave the person who answered my name and 

phone number, and told her to give my message to the 

doctor, and tell him to phone me.  She said okay.  I kept 

waiting for the doctor’s call, but after waiting 1/2 hour, I left 

the phone service another message.  I did this three or four 

times.  After waiting a little while, I was so upset with the 

phone service lady, I told her that I had already called three 

or four times, and that it wasn’t fun for me to call again and 

again.  I told her that I wanted to talk to my doctor right now, 

because I had an emergency.  Then she finally connected 

me to the doctor, and I told him what the problem was.  He 

apologized for the delay, and told me no one had given him 
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the message.  He advised me to take my daughter to the 

Children’s Hospital right away. 

 

           My daughter wanted to fall asleep, but I didn’t let her.  

It was winter time, so my husband ran to start the car to 

warm it up.  My son did not want to stay home.  He was 

crying because he was worried about his sister.  I still 

remember him saying, “If something happens to Mandeep, 

what will we do?”  I took the empty pill bottle with me to 

show  the doctors in the hospital, so they wouldn’t have to 

try and find out what she had taken, and could start giving 

her the right medicine right away. 

 

           We arrived at the hospital at about 9:00 P.M., and 

even though I told the hospital people the truth, they still 

kept asking me questions.  All the questions made me think 

that they didn’t trust me.  The doctors finally started to treat 

her.  They put a small tube down her nose and poured 

some kind of liquid medicine that had carbon in it.  We 

stayed at the hospital until almost 2:00 A.M.  They didn’t let 

her sleep.  When she started playing normally again, they 

let us go home.  They told me to take her to our family 

doctor the next day.  
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           When I came home, I tied all the chairs to the table 

legs, to make sure she couldn’t reach anything she wasn’t 

supposed to in the kitchen.  I hid all the pails from her, so 

she couldn’t use them as a ladder.  I learned an important 

lesson from this accident, and that was to be more careful 

where I stored medicine, and to make sure that she couldn’t 

open the fridge or put the stove on.  In short, I wanted to 

hide all the dangerous things from her, so that she wouldn’t 

get hurt herself.  

 

           When I tell this story to my daughter now, she thinks 

it is funny.  But even now, if I notice that my daughter is 

slow in learning any of her school subjects, I ask my family 

doctor if maybe it is because of this accident.  He tells me 

again and again that she is okay. I thank God for having 

protected her.  
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“Surprise Party” 

By Jagdev Gill 

 

             had just arrived home from a long day at work, 

around 4:30 P.M.  My two sons, my female cousin and my 

husband were all present at home.  My husband was sick 

with the flu bug.  Therefore, he hadn’t gone to work that day.  

He felt tired, even exhausted.  I decided to do some laundry, 

so I headed to the basement.  I was just on the fourth step  

 

 

  My name is Jagdev Gill, and I am a wife 

and a mother of two sons.  I also work at 

the Delta Hotel in Winnipeg.  Presently I 

am taking a writing class at the UFCW 

Training Centre.  Do you know that the 

day before my anniversary, I had given 

my sons a lecture because some money 

was missing from my  youngest son’ s wallet?  My sons told 

me that the money had been left in a school locker, 

something that my husband and I had told them never to do.  

I called my husband at work, and he also talked to them.  

Now we know  why they didn’t want to tell us what really 

happened to  the money. I hope that my sons forgive us.  We 

had absolutely no idea what they were planning.  What a 

wonderful surprise! 
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When suddenly my son stood in front of me.  He called to 

my cousin, (who is living with us), who came and started to 

pull me by the arm.  Their intention was to prevent me from 

going into the basement.  I got a little curious, and just 

assumed that since both of my children were watching a 

movie on the downstairs TV, they didn’t want to be 

disturbed by the noise of the clothes washer.  So I came 

back upstairs. 

 

           Now the time was just a little past 6:00 P.M., and 

three of our friends had come over, along with some family 

members and their children.  My husband’s friend also 

arrived with his family.  I asked myself over and over again, 

“ What is going on?”.  My  cousin said that she was hungry, 

and started to fry a special dish.  I knew that she was not 

used to frying anything, but she said, “I feel like eating 

something.”   So, that was strange.  Now it was around 8:30 

P.M.  My children, slowly taking their time, had taken 

everybody except my  husband and me downstairs.  So, we 

decided to go down there also, and as we went down the 

stairs, we saw the beautifully decorated basement and the 

silver banner on the wall which say, “Happy 25th Wedding 

Anniversary!”  I thought to myself,  “Oh my goodness, I 

didn’t cook dinner for all these people.”  My sons told me 

not to worry about dinner.  They had ordered some special   



28 

 food and a beautiful anniversary cake.  Everything had 

been  taken care of! 

 

           When I went downstairs that evening, I was so 

shocked, surprised and happy!  I had tears in my eyes.  I 

was so thankful to have two great sons who wanted to 

make sure that our wedding anniversary would be special, 

and wonderful friends and relatives present to celebrate it 

with us.  I love them so much! 

A Better Way of Life 

 

      anada is much different from the country where I 

was born, Barbados, a small island in the Caribbean where 

the sun is hot most of the year.  Before I left Barbados, I 

had only seen snow on TV.  When I  was told that we would 

be moving to Winnipeg, Canada, where my mother was 

living at the time, I was excited to go there, because I would  

 Lyndel Bullard took a writing 

course at  the UFCW Training Centre.   

He is the father of three daughters and 

works full-time, all of which keeps him 

very busy.  He does take time to relax, 

though.  “having fun and cooking are 

things that I spend my time doing when I’m not at work.” 
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be taking a plane for the first time.  I was all set to see 

snow.  Thinking back on that time, being so  young, I had 

no  idea that moving would mean for a long time.  But at 

nine  years of age, and my sister at six years of age, we 

were just very happy that we would be seeing our mother 

again.  Telling our friends that we were about to go on a 

plane made us look good, and I can still remember people 

telling me, “You are so lucky to be leaving here.” 

 

           As for living in Canada, there are three types of 

weather here.  It goes from spring to fall to winter, and it 

can be really cold in parts of Canada at certain times of the 

year.  It took me a while to get used to the cold.  There was 

a time when I wanted to go back to Barbados, but I was told 

that I had to stay in Canada.  In order to make my sister 

and me feel more comfortable, we were sent back home to 

Barbados every Christmas, until we were able to 

understand why we had to stay in Canada.  And why did my 

family come to Canada?  To have a better way of life. 
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How the UFCW Training Centre 

Gave Me My Life Back 

By Connie Grafffe-Garbe 

 

       worked at an endless job for 14 years.  I decided I 

had enough.  In order to leave I had to upgrade.  In April of 

2002 I enrolled at the UFCW for English 40S.  It didn’t start 

until September 9, 2002.  I went to enroll for class in 

September.  I spoke with Fiorella McCaffrey.  I told her I 

would need a tutor for my English 40S in order to finish and 

not drop out.  I met with my tutor the following week.  Her 

name is Carrie Walker-Jones.  I worked with Carrie all 

through April and into the summer months.  In September I 

started my English class.  I felt really overwhelmed.  I sat in 

class for 3 hours while everyone was doing their work.  

Didn’t have a clue.  I didn’t know how to do my work.  I felt 

like some kind of freak.  It took everything I had to stay in 

class.  I didn’t know anyone in my class.  I felt embarrassed 

about my situation.  I told her I have some kind of learning  

 

Connie Graffe-Garbe is a student in 

the grade 12 program.  She hopes to get 

her certificate in esthetology.  Connie is a 

native Winnipegger and enjoys gardening.  



31 

disabilities.  I have trouble with comprehensive and  

concentration.  I stayed after class to talk to Barb who is my 

English teacher.  I told her I have trouble with 

understanding my work and that I wasn’t just sitting being 

lazy.  I felt lost and afraid.  Barb looked at me and smiled.  

She said if we all work together everything would work out.  

Between Barb staying after class and Carrie meeting me on 

a regular basis, I managed to pass my English class.  I 

don’t know how I did it but Barb said I had the second 

highest mark in the class.   

 

           Now that I’m finished with my English class I would 

like to say I couldn’t have done this without the support from 

my  awesome teachers Barb and Carrie.  When things 

became unmanageable, Carrie and Barb were there for me. 

I’m very lucky to have two positive people who believed in 

me.  Barb and Carrie give me the inner strength to finish my 

English class.  Barb and Carrie believed in me.  I have 

learned to keep on going even when things seem 

impossible.  I would also like to thank Margerit Roger our 

Program Coordinator and Shirley Lamboo our Career 

Transition Coach.  You have helped me in so many ways.  I 

sincerely appreciate everything the UFCW has done for me.  

That’s my story and I’m sticking to it. 
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