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This is my story. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
My name is Candace Toma. I am 14 
years old. I was born in 1996. It was 
May 3, to be exact. 
 
I am currently in grade eight and I am 
visually impaired. I have Stargardt’s 
disease, but I don’t use any assistive 
technology like Braille. I guess you 
might say I’m stubborn. I love to read, 
but it is becoming increasingly 
difficult. Even though my eyesight 
may be failing, my vision remains 
whole. I see things as they have 
been, how they are, and also, how 
they could be.  
 
I am Mushuau Innu and I live in a 
small, isolated town in Labrador 
called Natuashish. There are about 
seven hundred people living here 
year-round. Our town is only nine 
years old, not too old as towns go. 
This is a new settlement. It is a 
community that was built to replace 
our old one, Utshimassit (Davis Inlet) 
– a place that was left behind, a place 
full of memories. 
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The Past: I close my eyes. I travel 
down the timeline. My recollection of 
my early childhood is like a videotape 
being rewound. Stop! That’s it! There I 
am! I started school in Davis Inlet! I’m 
trying hard, but the picture is fuzzy – 
the images come in bits and pieces. I 
can’t recollect exactly what it was like 
going to school there because I only 
did one term before the move. 
 
I do remember that my teacher was 
oversized, loud and scary to a little 
person like me. It was hard getting 
used to school. I remember the 
teacher yelling a lot when the kids 
made mistakes. We never even got to 
officially graduate from Kindergarten. 
There was no ceremony – we got lost 
in the confusion. 

 
The Present: The school is a wreck 
now. The roof is caving in and the 
place is full of snow. The windows are 
long gone – desks, books, and papers 
lie everywhere. It reminds me of a 
horror movie set – all ready to film.  
 
When people look at the town, many 
emotions come back to them. They 
sigh, lower their eyes, and mutter 
under their breath.  
 
I heard one woman whisper: “Ah, 
memories … good and bad”. 
Sometimes it hurts to remember. 
 
The Past: I am back in Davis Inlet! I 
can see my grandparents’ house. 
They lived by the water and there was 
a big tree close by. It seems so huge. 
I am only three or four years old. 
Through the window in their bedroom 
I can see a blue canoe and a grey 
boat with a motor. My Mom and I 
often walk along the water’s edge to 
her mother’s house. I can see it so 
clearly: the blue boat, the blue water, 
the blue sky. It is so beautiful it hurts 
my eyes. I remember being on my 
uncle’s porch and then suddenly 
running across the road. That’s when 
the four-wheeler hit me. Ouch! Some 
memories are best left alone. 
 
My grandparents cried the day we left. 
My father urged them to keep going 
and to not look back. We waited in the 
middle of the ice storm for them. They 
were very sad. They said it would not 
be any better; it would be worse. 
 

                                            

The Present: Our new town, 
Natuashish, is gorgeous. Back in 
Davis Inlet, we never had toilets or 
bathtubs. Only white people had 
those comforts. Everyone needed 
them, but few had them.  
 
If I could change the past, I would. 
Life is life. You turn the page and go 
on. My grandparents were right. 
Things did get worse. The problems 
followed us from Davis Inlet, hiding 
in all the excitement of a new 
beginning. A lot of people have died 
before their time. At first we thought 
it was just bad luck. I think it’s the 
change – the switch from one way 
of life to another. 
 
Gas sniffing, alcohol, drugs, and 
suicide are what the outside world 
think about when they read about 
Natuashish. The earlier images of 
kids huffing gas in Davis Inlet have 
caused the world to judge us. It is 
more convenient to stereotype than 
to seek the truth. We are human. 
We are no better or worse than 
anyone else. As we always do, the 
Innu will overcome and survive. 
 
I returned to Utshimassit about two 
months ago. It was eerie and lonely. 
The doors were all open, waiting for 
someone to come in. I felt trapped. I 
was dying to get out. I had this 
strange sensation that I was being 
watched. 
 
The Future: I chuckle as I close the 
book. “You were being watched,” I 
say to myself, “by a ghost of the 
future.” I get up from my desk. The 
sunlight streams in through my 
window. Outside I hear children 
laughing and playing – the sounds 
of happiness. I open the door, go 
out and greet the day. 
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If you follow the timeline of my 
people, it extends far into the past. 
The Innu have made Labrador their 
home for thousands of years. My 
teacher said, on flying over and 
seeing the land for the first time, 
“rough land – tough people.” That is 
the truth. Throughout our history, we 
have been hunters, nomads 
following the caribou herds, living 
on the land in harmony with nature. 
In the recent past, however, that 
has all changed. 
 
I see the past, both my own and 
that of the Innu people, in 
flashbacks – images like snapshots 
that flicker across my mind and are 
gone in an instant. A recurring 
mental picture I see is that of my 
people’s first contact with outsiders. 
I am standing there watching. 
Silently I observe the way this event 
altered the timeline and forever 
changed my people’s future. 
 
What happened? The past has 
passed by. 
 
What is happening? Now is the 
future’s past. 
 
What will happen? This is the past 
that has not yet been born in 
people’s mind.  
 
The Past: I make my first journey to 
the past. My mind travels back to 
my grandfather’s time. Although we 
had traded with Europeans for 
centuries, during World War II the 
outside world began to intrude more 
and more into the lives of the Innu 
of Labrador. 

As far back as I can remember, everyone 
called my grandfather, William Katshinak, 
“master,” including my father. However, 
in my vision, he is only nine or ten years 
old. He is with his family by the lake. 
They are living in a tent. There are other 
families close by. The men have all gone 
hunting, but William is too young to go. 
His mother is telling him to fetch some 
water. He is dressed in traditional clothes 
made from caribou hide and he wears 
moccasins on his feet. He is fighting with 
his sister and his mother is losing 
patience. All of a sudden, they hear a 
strange noise. They have never heard 
anything like it. The noise is getting 
louder. 
 
There! Out over the water! A large flying 
... thing! It’s coming directly for the tent. 
William begins to run; his mother and 
sister are close behind. I feel their fright 
... their panic! They are soon running out 
of breath and their hearts are beating like 
drums! I know it’s an airplane, but feeling 
what they feel, the story doesn’t seem as 
funny now. 
 
The Present: I feel comfortable writing. It 
seems that no one understands. I think to 
myself: “Will people be able to read what 
I write and truly grasp what I’m trying to 
say?” I get frustrated and curse them for 
their lack of insight. I know this is foolish, 
but learning to write is a difficult process. 
Putting what’s in my head down on a 
piece of paper seems so ... unusual. If 
you are reading this, I hope my words are 
enough to help you understand.  
 
 

TIMELINE: GHOST OF THE FUTURE 

 

 



 

 

OUR WAY OF LIFE 
 
Fishing has been our way of life for 
hundreds of years in Newfoundland and 
Labrador. People today still love to fish 
and now I am learning it myself. 
 

 
 
My name is Dion Perry and my father 
loves to fish, especially for salmon. He 
can spend hours on a river trying to 
hook one. He would always come home 
and tell us about the one he had, but lost 
(The Big One). The salmon that he 
caught was always gutted and cleaned. 
 
This story happened this summer while 
Dad was salmon fishing. My father was 
on the Northwest River for a couple of 
days and hooked a salmon and lost it. 
My mother said, “You are losing your 
touch.” 
 
One morning Dad left for the river, and 
he got a salmon. He tagged, cleaned, 
and gutted it. He said, “Bonnie will be 
happy today.” He did not have his 
basket, so he put it in a bag. On the way 
home down the river, my father decided 
to try again because he had one more 
bag to fill. He laid the bag on a rock. 
While he was fishing, he saw the bag 
slipping off the rock, but he could not 
catch it. The salmon fell into the river 
and went down with the tide. My father 
came home and told my mother. Mom 
said, “I would not come home and tell it.” 
Dad was so mad. 

  
 
The next day he went he did take his 
basket and he did catch a salmon, but 
we will always remember the one he lost 
and we will tell it for years to come. 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

LA DANSE TRADITIONNELLE 

Je m’appelle Sydney Benoit; j’ai 11 
ans. Je suis en 6

e
 année à l’École 

Notre-Dame-du-Cap. J’habite à 
Pointe à Luc dans la région de Cap 
St.-Georges. Depuis que je me 
souviens, j’écoute la musique 
traditionnelle chez-moi et j’ai appris à 
y danser aussi. Depuis l’année 
dernière, je participe à des cours de 
danses traditionnelles françaises. 
 
Quand j’avais 4-5 ans, je me 
souviens très bien de danser toutes 
les vieilles danses traditionnelles à la 
cabane de mes grands-parents. 
J’aimais beaucoup passer mes 
soirées à danser.  
 
À l’âge de 6 ans, ma mère m’a 
acheté une vidéo pour m’apprendre 
les différentes danses traditionnelles. 
Maintenant, depuis l’année dernière, 
je participe à la danse traditionnelle 
ici au Cap. Plusieurs de mes amies 
suivent aussi les leçons de danses 
traditionnelles françaises. Nous 
avons dansé dans deux différents 
spectacles à notre école depuis le 
début des leçons. Nous avons 
beaucoup de plaisirs à pratiquer les 
différentes danses et nous avons 
tellement hâte de recommencer cette 
année. 
 
 

 
 
 
La musique traditionnelle joue un très 
grand rôle dans ma vie. Je joue de 
l’accordéon et accompagné de mon 
père et de mon grand-père, je joue 
aussi la guitare. Plusieurs autres 
membres de ma famille jouent 
différents instruments de musique. 
Maintenant, tout en jouant et en 
écoutant ma famille jouer de la 
bonne musique, je suis capable d’y 
ajouter des pas de danses 
traditionnelles françaises.   

 

AN EXCITING LIFE 

My name is Angelica Vincent. I am 11 

years old and I live in Hopedale, 

Newfoundland and Labrador. When I 

was about three years old, I was 

attacked by a husky dog. That day I 

almost died. I have scars on my head 

and neck. I have lived in Hopedale all 

my life, but I was born in Happy 

Valley-Goose Bay, south of 

Hopedale. 

My parents Allan and Inez Vincent 

were also born in Hopedale and have 

lived there all their life. I haven’t 

moved or travelled much, but I’m 

hoping I will travel when I am older. 

I have been going to a camp called 

Labrador Christian Youth Camp at 

Goose Bay. I have been going there 

for the past four years, and I made 

many friends. I’m hoping to see them 

again. My camp years were the best. 

I have great memories. I was hit in 

the nose one year; that was 

extremely painful. At camp, we hike, 

swim, and just have fun! A lot of 

people from the coast go there. It’s 

fun meeting new friends.  

 

I can speak a little Inuk, like “anânak,” 

which means Mom and “atâtak,” 

which means Dad. “Auka” means no 

and “ahali” means yes. 

I like going to a lake up on the hill (we 

call it “base”) to swim; a lot of people 

go swimming there – it’s really fun. 

I’ve had an exciting life and I am 

thankful for it.   

  

 

FROM THE CENTRE OF AFRICA 
TO THE COAST OF CANADA 

 
Felly Elonda is my name. I am from 
The Democratic Republic of the Congo, 
which is in the centre of Africa.  
 
In 2006 my family and I left the Congo 
and we moved to Zimbabwe into a 
refugee camp where we could find 
peace. I was about 7 years old.   
 
In the refugee camp we didn’t get 
enough food or clean water to drink. 
Sometimes we drank dirty water from 
the river and we went to bed hungry.  
Going to school was difficult. If you 
didn’t have money for your school fees, 
then you couldn’t go to school until you 
got the money.  
 
I lived in Zimbabwe for three years 
before I came to Canada. That first 
year it was so cold I felt like I was going 
to freeze. I was happy that I could go to 
school. The first school I went to was 
Roncalli. The kids were really friendly 
there, but I don’t think they had ever 
seen a black student before. It was also 
the first time we could get everything 
we needed, like food and water. But I 
miss the freedom of the Congo, like 
playing soccer outside each and every 
day. I could go anywhere I wanted to 
go. I also miss my old friends from both 
countries.  
 
I hope some day I can grow up to be a 
rich soccer player and go back to my 
country and help other children in 
refugee camps. I hope that when I grow 
up there will be no more refugee 
camps, because the world will be a 
peaceful and safe place forever.    

 

NEWFOUNDLAND  
COMPARED TO BRITAIN 

 
My name is Toby Robinson. The way 
of life in Newfoundland is very 
different from Britain, even in the 
smallest things like driving on the 
other side of the road, tax on items, 
houses’ exteriors and so on. The 
smallest things are those that stand 
out to me.  
 
 

 

 
One of the main things, though, is 
the scenery, especially the walks 
here – the forest, the trees, and the 
marshlands. The trees here have 
fewer branches on them and have 
lichen also called “old man’s beard” 
growing on them. 
 
In Britain the houses are closer 
together and aren’t as big as the 
houses here, which have plastic side 
boards on the exterior. A medium 
house here would most likely be a 
large house in Britain. The city of St. 
John’s is massively spaced out 
(which is quite good), but if you’ve 
been to London, then you’ll know 
what I mean when I say you’ll literally 
get swept away because of the 
crowds of people. I was born in 
Lancaster, but I visited London quite 
often because my grandparents lived 
there. 
 
Food here is different. For example, 
Heinz baked beans – even though 
the rest of my family can’t detect any 
difference, I can, because I presume 
different factories make the baked 
beans.  
 
The animals here are also different 
like moose and caribou.  
 

I AM FROM EGYPT 

My name is Amr Marey and I am from 
Egypt. I lived in Egypt for five years, 
Belgium for two years, then back to 
Egypt, and now I live in the province of 
Newfoundland and Labrador.  
 
My religion is Islam and it is very 
important to me. I want to share some 
things with you because many people 
do not understand our religion. Our 
holy book is the Quran. We believe in 
God and many prophets, but our main 
prophet is Mohammed. We pray five 
times a day to keep us close to God. 
We don’t eat anything that comes from 
a pig and we have different festivals 
than most Canadians.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I miss Egypt because it was so warm 
there; it was sometimes 40 degrees 
Celsius. It did not matter to me 
because I could handle it. I miss Egypt 
because I got to play in the streets 
there. I know it sounds dangerous but 
some streets are wide but others are 
narrow, and we played in the narrow 
streets because there were not many 
cars there. In Canada my parents say I 
have to always play where they can 
see me, so I can only play in front of 
my apartment building. That is why I 
think it can be boring here. Winter is so 
cold here that I don’t play outside in 
winter.  
 
I know most people think of the 
pyramids when they think of Egypt, but 
did you know the people who built 
them were the king’s slaves? If you 
ever visit Egypt, you will know that 
there are many other wonderful places 
to visit: such as temples, museums, 
and tombs. Egyptians have a very rich 
and long history. 


