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A message from City of Surrey Mayor Linda
Hepner
As Mayor of the City of Surrey, it is my pleasure to welcome
readers to this book of stories from Surrey’s inaugural Poet
Laureate Renée Sarojini Saklikar. The City of Surrey is proud to
support this book about our place in our time, a snapshot of life in
Surrey, both then and now.
Surrey Stories Connect: Teens and Seniors Write
Surrey arrives at a time when we are celebrating the history of
Canada as it officially turns 150 while also acknowledging the rich
heritage of our country in the centuries leading up to Canada’s
designation as a country. Surrey is one of the fastest growing cities
in Canada and I’m delighted to share with you stories of Surrey
residents, young and old, who contributed to this project. The
stories included were generated over the course of three days and
three writing and storytelling workshops. The stories serve as an
example of Surrey’s rich cultural diversity and unique heritage in
Canada.
The City of Surrey is pleased to have provided funding for
this Legacy Project through Surrey’s Cultural Grants program.
In addition to this legacy project, Renée has connected with
hundreds of Surrey residents during her tenure: mentoring,
teaching, and inspiring. The Poet Laureate project was a
collaborative effort between the City of Surrey, Surrey Libraries,
the City’s Cultural Development Advisory Committee, Surrey Arts
Services, Surrey International Writers’ Conference, Arts Council of
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Surrey, Creative Writing at Simon Fraser University, Semiahmoo
Arts, Surrey Muse, and Kwantlen Polytechnic University. On
behalf of the City of Surrey, thanks to our partners and community
members for contributing to a creative, culturally-diverse, and
inspiring city.
Sincerely,

Mayor Linda Hepner
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A message from Surrey City Councillor Judy
Villeneuve
As the Chair of the City of Surrey’s Cultural Development
Advisory Committee (CDAC), I’m delighted to introduce this
book; Surrey Stories Connect: Teens and Seniors Write Surrey.
Passionate about connecting people through poetry, Surrey’s Poet
Laureate, Renée Sarojini Saklikar, introduced the idea of a Legacy
book during her interview for the position of Surrey’s first ever
Poet Laureate. Renée’s idea was to create three workshops, where
Surrey residents would come together to share their experiences
about living in Surrey. Renée’s focus was to create a legacy program
of poetry-outreach that would be multi-lingual and inter-cultural,
in partnership with local organizations.
The City of Surrey is grateful to local writer and poet, Heidi
Greco, who was the first to express the rationale for creating a Poet
Laureate position for the City of Surrey. Greco presented to CDAC
in 2012, outlining how a Poet Laureate for Surrey would expand
the reach of literacy and the literary arts. Greco wrote that “the role
of the modern Poet Laureate remains one of promotion—for the
jurisdiction represented—but also as one who actively promotes
awareness of and participation in cultural events.” On behalf of
CDAC, I’m pleased that we were able to support this initiative to
seek Surrey’s inaugural Poet Laureate.
In 2014, Meghan Savage at Surrey Libraries led a planning
committee with members from local organizations to discuss the
goals and vision for the Surrey Poet Laureate Program. The
planning committee determined that Surrey’s Poet Laureate will
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serve as a literary ambassador, championing the literary arts and
raising the cultural profile of Surrey--engaging with the people of
Surrey through readings, civic interactions, and community
projects.
In the fall of 2015, a selection committee consisting of local
writers interviewed applicants and offered the inaugural Surrey
Poet Laureate position to Renée. Renée’s enthusiasm and vision,
along with her strong writing, communication, instructional, and
interpersonal skills, made her the most suitable candidate for the
position. Mayor Linda Hepner welcomed Renée as Surrey’s first
ever Poet Laureate during a City of Surrey Council Meeting in
October 2015.
The book you hold in your hands is just one demonstration
of the rich, cultural tapestry of Surrey. I hope you enjoy reading the
stories and poems of local Surrey residents that resulted from
Renée’s workshops as much as I did.
Sincerely,

Councillor Judy Villeneuve, City of Surrey Cultural Development
Committee
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Introduction
As the inaugural Surrey Poet Laureate, I was asked to
develop a legacy project, an endeavor that would last after my
duties came to an end and this book that you hold in your hands is
the result of a process I began soon after I was appointed: to
capture the experiences of Surrey residents by creating
opportunities to share inter-generational and multicultural stories.
My co-editor for this project, Information Services
Librarian at Surrey Libraries, Meghan Savage, helped us bring
together Surrey librarians and community service providers who
worked with Surrey residents, to create three writing workshops
where teens and seniors met, shared stories, responded to writing
prompts, and to each other’s work.
Surrey Stories Connect is like a time-capsule: a snapshot of
Surrey in the fall of 2016. The stories here were written and created
on three separate afternoons at three different locations:
Cloverdale, Strawberry Hill, and Historic Stewart Farm. As editors,
we wish to acknowledge the great trust our writers placed in us:
these stories were created in one afternoon and writers generously
agreed to share them in print form. We wanted to allow their
individual voices to shine through; although edited lightly, these
Surrey stories are “moments created in one sitting” without the
benefit of long weeks of polishing and rewriting. We are so proud
of these Surrey writers! Thanks to the City of Surrey Cultural
Grants program for their support of this project.
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In addition to this project, I’ve been busy making
connections, writing and sharing poetry, mentoring emerging
writers, and teaching. Through the Poet Laureate monthly writing
consultations and events, I have mentored over 60 writers and have
contributed to over 50 different community events and workshops:
the goal is to help to inspire Surrey residents and to promote the
literary arts. Our hope is that this book will help to nurture new
ideas for connection and exchange through the written word and
story-sharing across and among this city’s diverse community.
Thank you for sharing your stories with us!
Sincerely,

Renée Sarojini Saklikar, Surrey Poet Laureate & Co-Editor
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CLOVERDALE

At the Cloverdale Library
September 26, 2016

On a beautiful crisp sunny September afternoon we met
with 15 teens and seniors at Cloverdale Library, hosted by Carmen
Merrells, the Youth Services Librarian who leads a young adult
writing group there. Renée brought a series of prompts to help the
contributors both to write “in the moment” and also, we hoped, to
spark a connection of response to each other.
Renée’s response to our first workshop:
As a poet, I’ve long been interested in the tradition of
“response poetry” where poets across centuries, sometimes, and
even vast distances, correspond with each other, by reading each
15

other’s work, and then creating new work, based on a poem, a
painting (this is what is known as ekphrasis) a novel, or even,
letters. The dynamic of contemplating someone else’s writing and
then writing back, is one of great beauty and in our world of
distraction and yes, even violence, when a group of people sit and
write and read together something lovely happens. And so it was in
Cloverdale, in the library’s upstairs space. I can still remember the
quality of the silence as teens and seniors wrote in response to the
prompts I’d brought and shared: a silence full of the energy of
paying attention. In the weeks leading up to the workshop, reporter
Jennifer Lang, then with the local newspaper The Cloverdale
Reporter, interviewed me and our workshop was a front page
story! It was in speaking with Jennifer that two realizations
crystallized and I’d like to share these:
Surrey is a Yes place: there is an openness to learning about
newcomers, about multi-cultural and inter-generational cultures
that I’ve noticed and enjoy. Perhaps this is true, really, of all places,
when we take the time to get past our fast-paced, “going to and
from” journeys, particular in cities as large and complex as this
one: when we create opportunities for moments of attention and
stillness, such as writing workshops, a kind of magic can
sometimes happen.
Writing prompts are a great way to inspire community and
self-reflection. Here are the prompts we used: for teens, “my best
day/my worst day in Surrey” and for seniors, “I remember when”.
The latter prompt, in particular, seems to act as a sounding bell,
with lots of echoes, as the rate of change in suburban landscapes is
intense: so many things that once were and now are not…
16

I hope you’ll enjoy reading the outcome of these writing
prompts as much as I did—participants shared such evocative
memories of Surrey and of their personal histories. Read, pause,
reflect. What will your legacy be?

Telling Surrey Stories
Surrey Poet Laureate Project
Cloverdale Library
September 26, 2016
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Seniors Responding to Teens
Heather C. Brand (teen)
It’s very difficult to pin down my worst day in Cloverdale.
Over my life I have had quite a few bad days. I’m not sure exactly
which days started this, but whenever I write a character based on
myself, they tend to have (had) a hard time in life, whether through
tough days or some sort of dark secret, or a life alone, they’re all
different, but none ever truly have a happy ending. Why this is, I
may never know, but the point of this very off-topic paragraph is I
suppose to say that I can’t really pin down a worst day, or a best
day for that matter, because any day is just a normal day that could
be viewed as bad or good. Sometimes a day feels terrible just
because of my mood that day, and not from many events of the
day, and sometimes a day feels amazing for no reason. So, in other
words, I’ve never truly had a worst day, only a medium collection
of bad days. No day can really be said to be the worst. Especially
when I’ve had so few days in Cloverdale as a whole.

Senior’s response: Cary O’Malley responding to
Heather C. Brand
“A medium collection of bad days”—that’s the phrase that
struck me most while reading this. I like the seriousness with which
you approached this exercise—really trying to figure it out. I liked
the fact that you write stories and that these stories usually have
unhappy endings. I guess that’s what most people experience—
strings of days neither really good or really bad but are so
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dependent on our mood on any particular day. I’m curious about
where you lived before you moved to Cloverdale—
Did you come from near or far away? How is school
different for you now—if you’re in school? You must miss your
friends. I hope you’ve made new ones. I’m glad you’ve never had a
really worst day—I’ve found over my life that I tend to forget the
worst days—at the time I may think, oh, this is the worst day of my
life—and it is at the time but then time moves on and I forget.

Aurora Dunn (teen)
As a sort of adult I am haunted by one experience I had on
a BC ferry. My dad went to the washroom, I waited outside. A guy
came wearing close to the same clothes as my dad; I grabbed his
hand and talked away as we walked down the hallway. I looked up
and noticed that this was not my dad but a total stranger; I quickly
dropped my hand and ran back to the washrooms. The man kept
on walking and did not look back; during the whole time I walked
with him, he stared statically ahead. My dad came out of the
washroom two seconds later.

Senior’s response: Marie Gold responding to Aurora
Dunn
This is a story which would have been rather haunting. I
can relate to it and imagine myself in this situation and how I
would feel. I could imagine feeling shocked and anxious over this
experience. Firstly, I wonder why this man didn’t immediately say
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something to you and allowed this to happen. I can imagine the
shock you must have felt when you realized it was not your father.
It all turned out well in the end so I would suggest that you
would forget this experience or at least not allow this to haunt you.
It sounds like it didn’t have too much significance.

Heather C. Brand (teen)
My best day in Cloverdale is a tie between two days, one of
my best days was the day I finished writing a novella. I had been
writing and rewriting for a long time and brought it to writing
group at the library. Carmen was so impressed by my work that I
was full of joy and my passion for writing was renewed with a
feeling that I could do it very well. My other best day was when I
first began coming to school here in seventh grade. I came partway
through the school year and was extremely nervous of how people
would act towards me and what they would think of this awkward
tween-age geek who was obsessed with reading. However, my
nerves were relieved at meeting my new classmates, who were all
extremely kind and pleased to meet me. I made many friends that
day and it remains one of my best days in Cloverdale. I have of
course had many other good days, but those are the ones I believe
are my best.

Senior’s response: Trudy Davies responding to Heather
C. Brand
I smile as I read what you wrote about your best two days in
Cloverdale. I can feel your happiness through your words.
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Congratulations about completing a novella. That’s a real
accomplishment. I felt for you when you described feeling nervous
starting Grade 7. I went to a new school for Grade 12—but you
know…I made so many friends that year it turned out so much
better than I thought. One of those friends I met in Grade 12 is still
a good friend, lives in Cloverdale, and just had a book published.
Enjoy your journey.

Journey Meyeroff (teen)
Best Day
I have lived in and around Cloverdale ever since I was four
years old. Out of all those years, one particular day of the year
always stood out for me as a child: the Cloverdale Rodeo.
Although I never attended the actual rodeo; the pancake
breakfast, parade, and fair were an annual event for a younger me. I
would wake up at 7:00am sharp with my brothers and dad to rush
out to the pancake breakfast consisting of sausages, eggs, and two
fluffy pancakes. We would then head to the parade; full of horses,
candy, and countless floats. We topped off the day with a full day
of shows and rides. (Our favourite was the lumberjack show.)
Finally, we’d head home and crawl right into bed, tuckered out
after a long day of cotton candy and fun. I may not go to the fair
every year now, but the ritual will always hold a place in my heart.
Worst Day
My worst day was not in fact in Cloverdale but it was right
before I began to start living in Cloverdale. I was born in Nanaimo
on Vancouver Island. I lived there until I was four, with my dog
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Kirsty and then baby brother. My memories are quite blurred of
the time but I was old enough to understand we had to move away.
Since we were not very well off financially, paying for a new
house on the far away mainland so we could keep our beloved dog
Kirsty was not an option. My worst day was when I realized this
fact.
I didn’t understand what was happening until we left a
strange house we had brought Kirsty to—without Kirsty. Fouryear-old me had just thought we were going out for a drive to take
Kirsty to play with other dogs, not return her to her breeder.
When we left without her, I was overcome with sadness and
could not figure out why we had left her. It was only in later years,
after we had started our new lives in Cloverdale that I finally
understood why we had no choice but to leave her.
To this day I still think of her black bur and wagging tail.
And how my first memories were of Kirsty.

Senior’s response: Leah Murry responding to Journey
Meyeroff
What a great, evocative piece of writing this is, describing
the best and worst days of a young life. Your essay on the annual
Cloverdale Rodeo brings it alive for me and evokes how such an
event can draw out the same people year after year to participate,
and gave me a clear sense of the fun. Your worst day tugged hard
on my heartstrings: I too had to leave pets behind when moving as
a youngster and I really felt “in the moment” with you from your
writing.
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Rebecca Lahti (teen)
When I think of myself as an older person I see the words
“crazy old lady on the corner” in crystal clarity. I like to fancy
myself as an artist, a crafter, or as I like to call myself, “a craft
hoarder.” I collect many old things: bottles and junk—I either see
beauty in another man’s trash, or a potential crafting item. I can see
my house as a hodge-podge of woodsy things, country chic and
witchery style herb cupboards.

Senior’s response: Ursula Maxwell-Lewis responding to
Rebecca Lahti
In this piece I see colour, clarity, and fun. An artist soul
recovering, exploring, venturing into new realms of whimsy. I’d
like to see this developed into a chapbook with a thread winding its
way to an exciting discovery.
As a child I was obsessed with books. Mother and I lived in
a tent, Father was at sea with Imperial Oil. Mother was an avid
reader, and writer. On oil days, a wood stove and books were our
social tools. So—at night we read, companionably, peacefully, in
the middle of the Ontario bush.
As an adult, I am haunted by memories: memories of my
early years in Scotland with my grandfather, aunts and cousins.
Memories of my children, and what I wish I’d known then about
parenting.
And, about my mother’s death. How much better I could
have handled it, understood more, needed advice and the wish that
I’d been connected with the now-active Hospice Society.
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Riys Hassam (teen)
My Worst Day in Cloverdale
I think I’ll go with my car story. I was performing at the
Millennium Amphitheatre when my friend said she had to go meet
her parents across the street. I followed and all was well. When we
were coming back I was running across the street when a car
rushed by me and totaled a $140,000 brand new Carrera. I got a
glimpse of the girl driving. She was a teen that looked like she
attended my school. She was looking down (how much you wanna
bet she was texting?) My friend had grabbed my arm; otherwise I
would be under that vehicle. It was terrifying indeed.

Senior’s response: Nusrat Hussain responding to Riys
Hassam
The young writer in my opinion has addressed an essential
issue of the present generation. Texting is a great facility of staying
in constant contact with loved ones from anywhere in the world.
However, the dangers associated with it are grave. The writer has
pointed out towards the same grave danger. One girl almost lost
her life and a $140,000 brand new car because she was texting
while driving.
This writing contains a powerful message and the author
has delivered it in very few effective words. The most important
message of not texting while driving has been conveyed without a
doubt.
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Samantha Krilow (teen)
I’ve never really had a bad day in Cloverdale. Sure, I’ve had
days that I wouldn’t exactly describe as ‘great’, but compared to
tragedies I would say I’m doing pretty good in Cloverdale. There
are a few ‘could have been A Lot better’ days, I’ve had though.
Once, I was at a park with my friend. We were running
around and picking blackberries, when I fell partly into a thorny
bush. While I got some cuts and scrapes, it could have been a lot
worse. Another time, I went to a movie with a pre-paid ticket.
When the movie failed to start, we were promised our money back,
but four years later and I haven’t seen a dime.
These really aren’t bad days. Just little upsets in the midst of
an okay day. I know that in my life, I will soon experience days in
Cloverdale that will make me miss these days. That’s why I don’t
think I’ve ever had a bad day in Cloverdale. I’m sure in 30 years, I
won’t remember these days at all. I will have new and traumatizing
memories to replace these. I’m happy that I haven’t experienced
those yet. Maybe in 30 years I will be writing about my new bad
days. For now, I shouldn’t dwell on the “not so good days.”

Senior’s response: Brenda Woosnam responding to
Samantha Krillow
I really enjoyed reading this piece of writing because it
reveals such a sunny outlook. And the style of the piece, a kind of
casual, breezy, chatty style, seems to suit the content. What is
particularly relevant to me is that, if you can demonstrate this “cup
is half full’ attitude to the small dramas of everyday life, it bodes
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well for a good life. We all write our own stories, and if we can see
the humour and the “never mind” in the small then we can see the
greats in the grand scheme of things.
Ah yes, we should all remember that it can be so
much worse
than falling into a thorny bush.
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Teens Responding to Seniors
Brenda Woosnam (senior)
I remember when …as a child the borders of my world
were so small. The backyard was the whole universe. And it was as
vast and complex as any universe with an asphalt path and grass
and a pond and a vegetable bed and a huge tree stump and a stone
wall and a fenced gate. More than once I cornered a garter snake
which I picked up by the tail and chased my sisters with. Climbing
the stump was a huge accomplishment. Sinewy willow branches
were torn off and used to whip the air, then braided into flexible
strips tied round my middle
Once I graduated ‘out’ of the back yard there were several
blocks to be explored, with back alleys, vacant lots, construction
sites, other people’s yards with oil tanks and coal bins to clamber
over. We could play softball on the road and move off to the side
when the occasional car came along. There were ditches to clamber
into and lawns to lay on waiting for the streetlights to come on,
signaling the deadline to go home for the night.
It was a kind of graduation from the confines of the
backyard that I explored so minutely and grew to know so
intimately, to the neighbourhood which I couldn’t hope to know in
such detail. As I grew to the world of school and taking the bus
downtown, life was condensed to routes, well-worn paths, with
mystery growing as I moved further away from the epicentre.
My path in life seems to have been one of moving further
and further out in my explorations ‘in an ever increasing radius’
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with years spent living in a number of different countries. But in
later years my pattern has reversed with ever decreasing circles as I
returned closer and closer to where I started. In truth, I’d like to
make my way back to that very house and yard to where my
memories began. But it’s not there anymore so I shall content
myself with recreating those moments frozen in my personal
memories.

Teen’s Response: Rebecca Lahti Responding to Brenda
Woosnam
I felt as though I could relate to this piece. My early years
were condensed to the old farm I used to live in and that five acre
property was the vast, imaginary realm I knew and loved to play in
with my sisters. Then in later years, we moved and it became the
five roads of the complex where I now live. Where roads became
race tracks and bikes with training wheels became powerful
stallions. Where the back path and forest was a scary and forbidden
place, and the fields behind the club house transformed into a
gymnastics floor.
Then, when you get older, our world becomes bigger and
somewhat mapped out and scheduled. Then suddenly you’ve never
had so much of the world to explore, yet been so confined to a one
track routine and you find yourself yearning for that simpler, more
detailed backyard in your childhood.
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Cary O’Malley (senior)
I remember when crab fishing was an industry in Crescent
Beach. There was a fleet of about a dozen crab boats owned by
individual men and (I think) mostly moored along the Nicomekl
River. In those days it was common to see signs along Crescent
Road advertising crab for sale. Very cheap by today’s standards.
My best friend’s dad owned one of the crab boats. Often he would
bring half a dozen crabs fresh from Boundary Bay to my mother.
She would get out the crab pot—a big blue enamel pot only used
for cooking crab and always smelling of them. She’d fill the pot
with water and drop the crabs in live. We always said they didn’t
suffer but who knows if they did or not. When they were done we’d
eat them by taking their bodies apart and picking out the meat.
One of the little claws made a good pick. The large claws had the
meat easiest to get out. The part of the crab we had to avoid was
their intestines, etc. We were always told that part was poison—but
it smelled bad so we didn’t really need to be told that.
Each boat had a wooden signal on the top of the cabin so
you could tell who was out on the water. Reece, my friend’s dad,
had his boat moored at the river across from the railway trestle,
just before the water turned to empty into the end of Mud Bay. The
wharf was long and seemed rickety to me and it scared me. The
first part was high above the tide and was used to store piles of
square crab traps. Then a second section rose above and down with
the tide. Sometimes it was very steep when the tide was low, other
times at high tide level with the rest of the wharf. The last section
was tied to posts that sat in the deep mud of the riverbed. That
mud was dangerous. Drop anything in it and it was gone forever.
When the tide was out the mud glistened with water and the oil
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from the engine. It was almost beautiful but much more deadly. I
knew a boy who had been in a rowboat just off Reece’s wharf
playing around with friends. Somehow he slipped out of the boat
and disappeared. Men searched but his body was never found.
Somewhere in that mud there still is the white gleam of his bones.
Sometimes Reece took us out for the day when he went to collect
the traps and lay new ones. We would stand in the cabin if the day
was cool. It wasn’t much of a cabin just a place where the engine
was kept and Reece could stand in the doorway and steer the boat.
At the bottom of the cabin was a tangle of old rope, oil cans and
greasy water. The stern of the boat held the – I don’t know what
you call it—the thing that pulled the traps up. They were baited
with bullheads and old parts of fish. When the trap came up the
water ran everywhere and the crabs scurried about. Often there
were lots of them. By the mid-60s, they’d fished out all the crabs
and the boats stopped going out into the bay. Reese’s wharf is
gone—a few posts left for the cormorants to rest on.

Teen’s response: Journey Meyeroff responding to Cary
O’Mally
I never knew crab fishing was a big industry and not just
individual people down at Crescent Beach. I also always like to go
down to Boundary Bay—I find it very interesting to know how
many crabs were/are there as my brother is very into fishing.
I like your description of cooking the crab as well—I
wonder if it does feel the pain?
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The river mud sounds terrifying—death would be awful
that way. I wonder if it has caused other deaths besides the boy you
spoke of.
This piece was very beautiful and the detail was fascinating.
I would love to see photos and even see the crab boats and wharf
remains in real life. The industry itself is very fascinating, and it is
sad to see it die. I wonder if the crabs have repopulated enough for
it to turn into a larger industry again?

Jeny Jeevis (senior): poem
I remember when…
Forty years ago
Miss Piggy’s hue
Was all the rage
But black, brown, and yellow
Could not fill a page
Down on the streets of Surrey.

I remember when…
Picking strawberries
With Tejas, Sarita
And baby Ishta
Stuffing ourselves with blueberries
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Tasting the sweetness of the fruit
Down on the farms of Surrey.
I remember when…
The skies were grey
The cold rain on my face
A person of the tropics
Didn’t see the sun.
But then a baby born
In the winter month of January
And life was all around
Joy was the warmth that
Filled the heart and
Love for the grey skies, the cold, wet rain
Surrounds me once again.
I remember when
Black Bear
Behind the trees
Standing still
And watching me
Don’t run
Just keep your pace
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Said the lady
And you’ll be safe
Black Bear
On the path
Ambling by
In Alouette
O what a sight!

[There is a block as I write this poem ‘cos I feel these are snippets
of my observations of being a visitor to Surrey. Only when the
black bear entered my life do I feel I am part of this land—I have
landed.]
When I think of myself as an older person I see –hmm. Am I not
an older person now? My hair is grey, my wrinkles line my face, my
body keeps telling me of aches and pains. BUT yes BUT I am free!!
I do not have to be someone that culturally, I have to be. I can be
happy, angry, excited and free…

Teen’s response: Aurora Dunn responding to Jeny Jevis
It seems that I am really surprised by language and the
imagery that is in this page. I would have loved to be a more rural
person. The strawberries and blueberries and going out in the rain
appeals to me. The imagery that surrounds the baby being the joy
and light in a dark day speaks to me, because of my baby brother.
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In response to the poem
O’ what a fright!!
Dark fur, like onyx
An opportunity for a photo! Jump on it
West coast rain
The bear won’t get me today
Brown eyes spying
Beautiful, not trying
In Alouette
Lake currents
Alouette
Black bear.

Leah Murray (senior)
I remember when we prepared to move. First, my father
would tell my mother where we were going, and a little about what
to expect when we arrived. He would also tell her the dates when
the movers would come for our things, when we were expected to
arrive at our destination, and, if he knew, how we would travel
from here to there. My mother would then do a little more research
into the destination, the relative costs of the move, and make a
plan. Only then would we children find out we were once again on
the move.
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My father would answer some of our questions, but it was
invariably my mother who was the “move-master” and factotum
around the entire process. She was unfailingly eager to go, and
never failed to dig up interesting information about the new place
to help offset our probable resistance to losing close friends and
familiar places.
When we moved to Florida and Mississippi, she described
the ocean, the everglades, the scenes from the book To Kill a
Mockingbird that might apply, and ensured that I had read
Marjorie Kinnan Rawlings’ The Yearling.
En route to Quebec afterward, she taught us how to talk
about the snow and winter weather in French.
For Germany, we got history of WWII; Monaco brought
forth the romance of Grace Kelly and Prince Rainer; Paris was
about the Folie Bergers, Ernest Hemingway, and the history of the
Mona Lisa and the Louvre.
Alberta brought stories of the badlands, dinosaurs, endless
fields of waving grasses, black bears, and the study of cloud
formations in the massive mountains—rimmed skies overhead.
Every move also yielded an opportunity for family history:
in France, a visit to the Maginot Line raised stories of Mom’s
uncles, one of whom died there, or of Dad’s cousins, who left the
coal mines of Wales for the trenches of WWII. Dad himself was
given the option to replace the missing coal miners or to go,
underage, to the war, as he was the sole remaining male in his
family. While he worked in the mines, his mother and one of his
three sisters endured the Blitz of London, losing their home to a
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bomb strike in 1944. In Northern Ontario, we learned about the
Cree and Inuit peoples, and saw firsthand some of the results of the
sixties scoop and the residential schools. We learned about beluga
whales, navigating the shifting sandbars of the Moose River delta in
freight canoes; how to harvest blueberries with one eye open for
bears or wolves; and how to avoid putting feet or hands into the
vicious jaws of a trap line.

Teen’s response: Heather C Brand responding to Leah
Murray
It seems like the person moved around a lot in their days,
something I can relate to a bit having moved myself. However, I
cannot imagine moving so drastically so many times. It must have
been terrible, having time to adjust and make friends just to have
to move again. I know that if I were in that situation, I would soon
get frustrated of my mother simply saying how amazing the
destination would be when I was focusing on having to leave
everything I knew behind. Especially when moving so drastically
that each place speaks a different language! As silly as this probably
sounds, this narrative makes me think a bit about a TV show that I
love, in which during childhood the main brothers, Sam and Dean,
are forced to move many times, and while Dean simply deals with
it and listens to his father, Sam gets angry and demands to know
why they have to move so often. The story makes me wonder how
the author felt about the constant moves and the places they went.
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Marie Gold (senior)
I remember when I was a child in Victoria. Growing up I
was a happy child in a large family with two brothers and four
sisters. We were on a farm for the first six years of my life. My
sisters and I walked 2 ½ miles to school which was a two-room
school, grades 1-3 and 4-6, and we walked 2 ½ miles to get home.
We lived in Saanichton and our grandparents lived a short distance
away so we spent a lot of time at our grandparents’ farm. We were
lucky because we had our own horse to ride on; the horse’s name
was Goldie. My father had trained Goldie and she would take
about four children on her back and we would ride around the
farm and have such a wonderful time. Goldie was a patient, gentle
horse and none of the children ever fell off her back. Our
grandparents were the best you could imagine ever having. Our
grandmother had a wonderful garden and she was a wonderful
cook so we had the best food.
They were extremely hardworking people and the
neighbours helped each other in those days. It was a different
community in the 1950s and 1960s. There weren’t the convenience
appliances that we have now in the 2000 era, or the electronics. So
much has changed and now that I am a senior I wonder if the
changes are for the better. There is so much more stress than my
grandparents’ era because of the focus on money, overcrowding
people and environmental changes.
I think that the food my grandparents grew and ate was so
much healthier which in turn made them healthier and stronger. I
wonder if we are creating too many problems for the next
generation coming up and think we all need to be mindful of what
kind of world we are creating.
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Teen’s response: Riys Hassam responding to Marie
Gold
Your grandparents sound wonderful and I’ve always
wanted to ride a horse. I am definitely surprised that no one fell as
I always thought falling was part of the experience. It must’ve been
hard without all the fancy appliances we have today. I can’t
imagine life without my electronic devices. I wonder too if the
many changes in the world are good for the world, or bad. I can say
though, that many people feel that it makes difficult tasks easier. I
have to agree with that statement but then I wonder about the
environmental state of our planet, and while yes I agree that these
can hurt someone’s reputation or financial status, that it can
strengthen those as well. It all depends on how you look at it. Such
is life. Just how we perceive things.

Trudy Davies (senior)
I remember when:
When we first moved to Surrey my daughters were
toddlers. We could go for walks in three directions and visit horses
that were only 2-3 blocks away. Our house was on one of the
smaller lots in the area. Now more than 25 years later the horses
are gone and in their place are hundreds of houses, big houses with
no room for children to play games like badminton in their back
yards—there’s barely room for a paddling pool. Through the years
a large lot across from the school became a small park. It is a very
well used park where children and adults play.
I remember when the elementary school my children
attended was supposed to be demolished—or so we were told at
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Parent Advisory Council (PAC) meetings every couple of years.
There were about 250 children attending the school. Now, 25 years
later, an addition has been added and more portables than I care to
count to accommodate 600 children who now attend. Playing fields
are almost gone. Children need to be a higher priority, not
secondary to city planning—as it was then and now.

I remember when
The forest was my friend.
To walk among the trees
Brought back a sense of ease.

As green space disappears
There seem to be more fears
As structure overrides
Less creativeness resides.

For we need the space to play
And let nature show the way
Create a city that has heart
Blending growth, respect, and art.
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Teen’s response: Samantha Krilow responding to
Trudy Davies
When I read this, the first word that came to my mind was
‘sonder.’ The realization that someone else has a life as complex as
your own. This piece gave me such a large look into this person’s
life. It made me realize how things change over time. The theme of
this piece seems to be nostalgia, and it is so well written it makes
me nostalgic for a time and a place I have never witnessed. Before, I
would say that that wasn’t possible, but the piece was so beautiful
and so vivid, it was like a look into this person’s life, written only a
few days after each event happened. I’m not quite sure if what I’m
saying makes sense, but this piece makes me a different type of
speechless. I am in such a state of admiration that it’s hard to even
form thoughts in my head, let along bring it to pen and paper. The
poem at the end is especially beautiful, incredibly well-written. I
would have thought this would’ve taken days to write, if I didn’t
know the real time.
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Seniors Responding to Seniors
Nusrat Hussain (senior)
I remember when I first arrived in Canada as an immigrant.
A family friend had given us his guest home in Deroche, a small
town close to Mission. It was a beautiful three bedroom house
located close to a railway track. Mr. Shah, my gracious host, let me
live there for over a month. He wanted me to continue staying
there, but soon I moved to Surrey in a house with three bedrooms
close to Bear Creek Park. Mr. Shah died soon after. He was a
generous and a hilarious person because of illness. He had warned
me to stay away from Surrey. He would jokingly say that Surrey is
full of curry.
However, after moving to Surrey, I realized that it was
probably a good decision. I come from Pakistan. Surrey gave me a
feeling of being in Pakistan and Canada at the same time.
It was because of the large Indian community, Sardavs with
their turbans and ladies in their shalwar kameez suits presented a
look of somewhat similarity with back home. Moreover, the
restaurants with samosas and pakoras in abundance reduce our
home sickness. I must admit that Fruiticana also played an
important role in feeling at home by living in Surrey. At the same
time Surrey also had a large population of Canadians with white
skin, a happy change that made us feel of living in a country
different than our country of origin.
Soon, we were used to living in Surrey. My children at
school became friendly with the children from Indian, Chinese,
and white Canadian communities. Traditional enmity of India and
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Pakistan didn’t come in between the relationship of people. It
actually gave us the opportunity of looking out of the box. I
became a member of the Canada Urdu Association—an
organization that held regular meetings of poetry recitation. Poets
from India and Pakistan prompted the desire of having friendly
relations back home. We understood each other in a better manner
and Surrey played the most important role of bringing these hostile
communities together in a friendly relationship.

Senior’s response to senior: Jeny Jeevis responding to
Nusrat Hussain
I’m listening to the tales of a grandfather as he sits in his
rocking chair on a cold winter evening. His life flows from his first
step on Canadian soil. But I feel his joy of being able to find
comfort in Surrey for it brings him closer to his homeland as his
culture is entwined with the other communities in Surrey. His
story is cheerful and hopeful, even optimistic.
You get to know about his beliefs, of peace. His humour that I
liked: “Surrey is full of curry.”

Ursula Maxwell-Lewis (senior)
I remember when Cloverdale was home to the Surrey Fall
Fair. This hugely popular annual event took place each September
in the location now occupied by Elements Casino.
The grandstand towered over where casino patrons now
deal for dollars or bet on their favourite four-legged friend.
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In the late 1970s and early 80s cattle farmers trucked in
their prize bovines; breeders lined up with trailer horses, horseflesh
worth big bucks. Little animals arrived in droves, too.
Admirers came to check out the red ribbon rabbits, blue
ribbon bull, and best pies, canning, and fresh fruit and vegetables.
Embroidery was especially admired; Mom won first prize
for black and white stitchery.
Everyone came to the Surrey Fall Fair.
Kids ran down straw and sawdust pathways, coloured
pictures, ate ice cream—and entered their painstaking artwork in
competitions for treasured ribbons and certificates.
No cell phones, no selfies, no safety fears. Neighbours
greeted neighbours and long-lost pals.
As Alice Mackay said to me: “It’s a wonder the place didn’t
burn down! Remember people dropping cigarette butts from the
open stairs above the wooden stands?” Yep!
When I think of myself as an older person, I
see…experiences, adventures, love, fear. Fear of boring people with
tales of the past; fear of losing people; determination not to waste
the time left with family, friends --and stories left untold, unsaid.
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Senior responding to senior: Enna B. de Guzman
responding to Ursula Maxwell-Lewis
CONNECTIVITY

First Woman
It was 1970
Stolid bovine pinned with pretty blue ribbon
Soft-furred rodent distinguished with a red mark
Round huge orange gourd
Luscious fruits fresh or baked in a pie
Mom's certificate evidences bent for embroidery
A display of love, labour, perseverance, care and attention.
Neighbours greet neighbors near or lost…
Everybody goes to the Surrey Annual Fair in September
The community connects.

Second Woman
I remember
It was 2016
Sitting in a contemporary- designed Chamber
A man from out- of- town at the podium
44

Of Intelligent communities around the world.
Of technology to benefit citizens and manage city challenges
Innovative Communities of the Future Award
Surrey among top 7
Efforts and expertise on par with world's best
The community connects.
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PICS / Progressive Intercultural Services
Society, Senior's Care Facility

Strawberry Hill: Oral stories in translation
October 6, 2016

Renée’s introduction
Deeper into fall, on a rainy afternoon, at the PICS Senior's
Care Facility, we met with a group of seniors, drank chai, and
listened to their life stories of working and bringing up families in
Surrey. We were immeasurably helped by Surrey Libraries
Manager of Multicultural Services, Ravi Basi, as well as Surrey
Libraries Information Services Technician, Satinder Kahlon, Saroj
Sood, who leads a Seniors group and of course, the director of the
PICS facility, Mr. Inderjeet Hundal. As the rain poured down ever
heavier, I was delighted to also include three teen writers from the
Guildford Library Teen Leadership Council who brought with
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them not only their interest in writing but a caring capacity to
listen to the stories of Punjabi speaking seniors. Our focus was on
conversation, response, and thoughtfulness. The challenges of
cultural and language barriers, while recognized, also added to the
magic of the afternoon: this was another place and time in Surrey,
where residents were choosing, in the busyness of their lives, to
meet, to reach out, to be curious about one another. Beautiful.
Process: Sharing cups of chai and fruit, Meghan Savage,
Satinder Kahlon, and I interviewed these lively and very interesting
seniors. Their stories were first recorded on iPhones and iPads and
then translated and transcribed from Punjabi. Other languages
spoken were Guajarati and Hindi but these participants spoke to us
in English.
Context: The stories in this chapter of our book are
snapshot translations: glimpses into the lives of mainly women,
who recall hard work and challenges as they sought to make a life
for themselves and their families here in Surrey. Trained as a
lawyer, my interest as a poet in documentary practices is always
piqued by “telling it like it is” oral stories, which read as a kind of
living testimony. The stories are made more poignant by the
“telling it as it happened details” that we as readers experience
when reading oral conversation as witness: it’s only recently that
the working lives of farm labourers, particularly women of colour
labourers, are being actively added to the cultural remembrance of
place.
Great thanks to our PICS participants, with apologies if any
names are missing: our workshop was warm, welcoming, and
informal, with a few folks leaving early.
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Mohamed Faquih
Deep Kumar
Harbans Singh Padda
Devinder Kaur Johal
Paramjit Ahluwalia
Gunvanu Kassam
Amarjit Sdhu
Surjit Mahal
Subramaniam Massaiya
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A note from the translator
Listening to the conversations of Surrey residents at PICS
Senior's Care Facility was a meaningful opportunity for me to
connect to the community. I am fortunate to know the language we
had conversations in, and I am privileged to have the opportunity
to translate their conversations and experiences. I put my best
effort to keep the originality of conversations they had with us, but
translation is a more complicated task than I expected. I may not
have been able to translate the emotions that I witnessed firsthand.
There were some instances where I had to fill up some obvious
gaps to connect the dots because of some issues with sound
recordings. Their conversations were like stories, and they knew
how to tell their stories. I was fully immersed listening to their
experiences. Their stories and experiences seem like a very short
history of South Asian community settlement, and their struggles. I
am very grateful to be part of this project. I hope that stories and
conversations from this Poet Laureate project will start more
conversations in the community about recording oral histories of
different cultures in Surrey.

Satinder Kahlon Dec. 14, 2016
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Interview with Gunvanu Kassam
Renée : Where are you from?
Gunvanu: Tanganyika
Renée : Yes. Was that under Nyerere? Wasn’t he? Nyerere, I
thought, was the president, but I can’t remember. It’s ok. So a lot of
Gujaratis came from Gujarat to Africa to work on the railway and
all kinds of things. Ghandi was a Gujarati and he went to South
Africa that way right? To work on the railway.
Gunvanu: He had a big business there.
Renée . Aha. Tell us about your business.
Gunvanu: My business was a market stall.
Renée : So like vegetables?
Gunvanu: Very big business there.
Renée : Did you have more than one stall or just the one?
Gunvanu: Just the one.
Renée : Aha. So lots of foods and produce and so on?
Gunvanu: Mmhmm.
Renée : And was it right in Tanganyika? In the City Centre kind of
area?
Gunvanu: Yes.
Renée : And did you have your family there and did you all come
here? Tell us a bit about your arrival.
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Gunvanu: No. Because my family went to Scotland to stay because
my son was there in Scotland. Because my husband, he got cancer.
Renée : Oh no.
Gunvanu: So he said, “Mommy you and daddy come here and stay
together here.” So then we came, we went to the Scotland.
Renée : Oh no
Gunvanu: In Scotland, we had a business.
Renée : What was the business in Scotland?
Gunvanu: Two short things. One was the business that I was
running. And a clothing store my son was running there.
Renée : Where in Scotland? Edinburgh or Glasgow or…?
Gunvanu: In Glasgow
Renée : In Glasgow, wow!
Gunvanu: It’s very nice, Glasgow, very nice.
Renée : In the seventies? Eighties? When was this?
Gunvanu: ‘72
Renée : Ohhh. You were in Glasgow in 1972—that must have been
very interesting. I don’t hear a Scottish accent! You must have a
little Scottish accent somewhere there—for sure!
Gunvanu: Chuckles
Ganvanu: And then after that, my husband died because he had
cancer. And now my son, he’s here, he’s working in the hotels. He’s
working at the Sandman Inn.
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Meghan: Oh yeah, in Guildford.
Renée : So when did you come to Surrey?
Gunvanu: When I came, I think…
Renée : That’s ok. Sometime in the eighties, probably?
Gunvanu: Surrey?
Renée : Yeah. Mmhmm.
Gunvanu: ’76? 78, I don’t know that.
Renée : Yeah, that’s ok. And did you come to this area of Surrey?
The Strawberry Hill area or another area?
Gunvanu: I was in the Vancouver.
Renée : In Vancouver.
Gunvanu: I went to somebody’s funeral, and we were talking and
talking and talking and I didn’t know one chair was pretty bad and
I fell down there. And I broke my hip.
Renée : Oh no.
Gunvanu: So I have to come here to PICS.
Renée : Uh huh. So your son works for Sandman—is your family
now in Surrey?
Gunvanu: Yes. I have two sons. My one son is in London and the
other son is here in the hotel.
Renée : Ok, thank you. Well, we’ll come back and go deeper into
your story. Fascinating.
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Interview with Subramaniam Massaiya
Ravi: So we just have some questions to ask you
Subramaniam: I’m born 3-4-1925.
Ravi: Ok. And where were you born?
Subramaniam: I was born in Labaasa
Ravi: Ok, and where is that?
Subramaniam: Fiji.
Ravi: And then you moved to Canada? From Fiji? What year?
Subramaniam: I went to school in Fiji.
Ravi: So you were an adult when you came to Canada?
Subramaniam: So what do you call coming to Canada? 1999
Meghan: In 1999 you moved here. Did you move straight to
Surrey?
Subramaniam: Yeah, I come to my son. My son called me. He
sponsored me.
Meghan: Oh great, so he lived here.
Subramaniam: So he called me, my son. He’s in…not very far from
here.
Meghan: Close by. So he moved to Canada when he was a young
man or?
Subramaniam: He was a school boy. Was a schooling in Fiji. Was
an architect. So be bring his job here.
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Meghan: Oh great.
Subramaniam: So he called me. I send him to school—
everything—and then he called me, helped me.
Meghan: Do you miss Fiji at all?
Subramaniam: Fiji is a very good place. There is two islands and
good place. Fijian people is very good.
Ravi: It’s a beautiful place.
Meghan: Nice and warm.
Ravi: And did you work when you came to Surrey? When you
came to Canada?
Subramaniam: Oh yeah! Very important thing. I worked 40 years
in public works department—PWD.
Meghan: Public works.
Subramaniam: Government. Yes, then I retire.
Ravi: So that was in Canada? Or in Fiji?
Subramaniam: I retired in Fiji.
Ravi: Oh ok. So, but when you came to Canada, did you have to go
to work here?
Subramaniam: No no no.
Ravi: You were retired.
Subramaniam: Retired from Fiji.
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Ravi: And what was life like when you came here in 1999? Was it
easy life? Hard?
Subramaniam: Everything is very good. When I come here, I can
feel the cold. It is a very cold place. And I come from hot place, Fiji.
We sweat everytime we working, yeah?
Ravi: What were the people like here? Were the people friendly?
Subramaniam: This place I seen so many language people and nice
people. They talk nicely and I happy. And today, this place, I make
birthday party when I will celebrate singing and make happy,
happy just like one Hollywood man. Chuckles…
Meghan: Are you going to sing for us?
Subramaniam: I sing love songs. Every type of songs.
Ravi: Love songs?
Meghan: What’s your favourite love song?
Subramaniam: Starts singing…
~clapping around the room
Meghan: Beautiful! Thank you! What is that one called?
Subramaniam: I’m a very good man. Enjoy and make every people,
children. Sing with me, I think it would be so nice.
Meghan: I don’t know the words.
Ravi: She can learn. Meghan can learn the words.
Subramaniam: Anything you want to know, I will tell.
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Ravi: Were people friendly when you came here? Like the white
people for instance? Were they always friendly towards you? Did
you experience any racism?
Subramaniam: I enjoyed every people. English people, Indian
people, and other people. I know this place was…Indian people
were before this place.
Ravi: That’s right, the First Nations.
Subramaniam: Nice people.
Ravi: Did you meet any First Nations people?
Subramaniam: Yeah
Ravi: So you have lots of family here?
Subramaniam: Yeah! But one thing—today I forget!
Ravi: It’s easy to forget. Well, I’m glad that you were able to
participate. Everyone has so many stories.
Subramaniam: Well thank you—thank you very much!
Meghan: You’re welcome!
Ravi: Thank you for your story!

Interview with Devinder Kaur Johal in conversation
with Satinder Kahlon
Satinder: When did you first come to Canada? How long have you
been living in Surrey?
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Devinder: First time, we came in 1977. We lived in BC. First 10
years, we lived in Richmond, and then, 3-4 years in Vancouver and
in 1990 we moved to Surrey, and since then we have been living
here. Before coming to Canada, we immigrated to England in 1965.
We lived in England for 13 years. I was 28 years old when I went to
England.
Satinder: What city did you live in in England?
Devinder: It is called West Midlands.
Satinder: When you first moved to Surrey, how did you feel?
Devinder : When we moved to Surrey, Surrey was not as it is today.
Surrey had old-old houses, and there were not as many of our
people, and no one liked Surrey. It was like a jungle and a lot of
farms. There were not as many houses. When we moved to Surrey,
there were few cul-de-sacs being built. Surrey was developing and
growing. In 1986, Alex Fraser Bridge completed.
Satinder: Do you remember if in Strawberry Hill area, there were
strawberry farms? How Strawberry Hill got its name?
Devinder : Actually, I do not know about this. It was farming area
and I saw a lot of bushes.
Satinder: Why did you move to Surrey?
Devinder : My husband was in real estate business as a realtor. In
1982-84, there was recession. Interest rates had gone up to 22-24%.
The houses we were renting to people, they all got emptied. Real
estate business was not working.
Satinder: Did you work?
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Devinder: I worked for 8 years in White Spot as a cook, and I
worked in a bakery for 2 years.
Satinder: What did you cook there?
Devinder: Oh my god, I cooked a lot of things. There used to be
four big frying pans around me. There used to be fish cooking in
one, chicken in one, French fries in one, and veggies in one. As the
orders came, listened with ears, worked with hands, and saw with
eyes.
Satinder: How many grandchildren do you have?
Devinder: I have four children. Ravi is my oldest daughter. My son
is second oldest and he lives in Japan. He went to Japan as a
teacher, and now he has started his own business. My daughter in
law is Japanese. He does not have any children. I have only two
granddaughters. They are Ravi’s daughters. My other two
daughters live in Vancouver.
Satinder: Did you study anything when you moved to Canada?
Your English is very good.
Devinder: No, I did not study here. I studied in Punjabi in India.
Satinder: Did you face any discrimination or racism when you
immigrated in 1977?
Devinder: Yes, there was. We did not even put our wet clothes
(salwar-kurta) outside for drying. We were afraid what people
would -- what kind of clothes those were. You know ‘salwars’ are
big and wide.
I retired early in 1990. My granddaughter, Ravi’s youngest
daughter, was born. I said that I do not want my granddaughters to
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go to day cares. I, myself, took care of both granddaughters. I left
my job. When I was 65, I got a pension. After that, I got interested
in writing. The poems I used to write, I read them to Ravi because
her Punjabi is very good. One day, Ravi brought me a beautiful
notebook and said “Mom; write your poems in this.” We did not
know that these people were going to be published one day. Ravi
talked to a publisher and the publisher wanted to look at the
poems. We showed my poems to him. He took my notebook, and
he published my book. Up to now, there are seven published books
of poetry.
The title of my first book is “Wooden Dolls” (English translation of
“kaath diayan guddian.”) I chose this title because I felt that what I
wanted to express I was not allowed to. I was not able to tell my
parents that I want my husband to be such as… or I was not able to
say I do not want to do this or that. Even when I got engaged, I did
not know, I learned about that later.
Satinder: When did you get engaged?
Devinder: A long time ago. I got married in 1957, and my
engagement was 5 years before that, in 1952.
Satinder: What is your favorite memory of living in Surrey?
Devinder: In 1995, I joined the senior’s centre. Saroj Sood and
Paramjit Sahota used to be the only members. The seniors centre
was just started, and then I met Saroj. She was very happy because
there were not many women who came to the senior activities. No
one knew about this. Slowly, I told people about the seniors centre,
and Saroj used to make phone calls. As a result, we were a group of
8 women. This is my favorite memory. Saroj is an educated,
forward thinking woman. I read my poems to her, and she was
60

very encouraging, and very happy to listen. So my favorite memory
is to meet Saroj and Paramjit. I also wrote this in my books.
(Translated from the Punjabi by Satinder Kahlon)

Teen Henry Cao’s reaction to Devinder Kaur Johal’s
story
I was amazed by the story Devinder told me from her
past—her life in India, England, and Canada. What truly caught
my interest were the seven books she wrote, or rather, the very fact
that she wrote those books.
Devinder moved to England at the age of 28, and lived
there for 20 years. As an Indian woman living in a white-dominant
society in the 1960s, she was subjected to much discrimination and
racism. When she eventually moved to Canada in the 1990s, she
was a woman of wisdom and had many stories and ideas to share.
She wanted to write poems to voice her inner self and feelings, but
she hesitated because she had not been so fortunate to receive the
education like we have. When she later on moved into a seniors’
home, she met her two best friends who encouraged her to write a
poetry book. “Feelings and thoughts cannot be educated, and are
apart from education. So don’t let education get in your way of
voicing your feelings.”
It is indeed difficult to overcome a fear or concern. For a
senior, it only gets worse when that particular fear has followed
you for your entire life. But Devinder was able to overcome it.
Soon, she started writing her first book, named “Wooden Doll.” It
was indeed difficult to start, but with the support from her friends,
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she was able to finish and publish her first book. Once the door of
inspiration is opened, it is hard to shut.

Interview with Deep Kumar in conversation with
Renée Saklikar
Renée: How old were you, may I ask, when you came?
Deep: 23 years, maybe.
Renée: Did you have family then? Did you come with family?
Deep: I came all by myself. I had a five year old son and my wife. I
came as a visitor and was planning to stay in Canada. I got my
landed immigrant status here. I was teaching in a government
institute. It took me fifteen months to get landed status because
they had to get permission from the government. I came to British
Columbia 25th or, no, 26th of December 1972.
Renée: You remember!
Deep: Yes.
Deep: I tried for jobs here. I got a job in Prince Rupert. I was there
for six months.
Renée: What did you do in Prince Rupert?
Deep: As a mechanic. I was teaching mechanics in India. I knew
that my kids were very disappointed in the city (Prince Rupert), so
I quit my job and came to Vancouver. Here, within three days, I
got a job. I wanted to do some higher study.
Deep: My wife immediately found some egg packing job. I did not
want. I was here for 15 months alone. I was missing family. I so
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much wanted family….I did not want to buy this house yet but she
said we have to buy. It was a brand new home and so that was
causing tension. We both were working. She was working at VGH.
I was working at Oakridge and 41st and it made no sense to drive
every day, but we did and we stayed. So anyhow, my son, Rani,
developed bipolar disorder at the age of seventeen.
My son’s bipolar brought a lot of tension…I studied a lot about
schizophrenia In 1990, we separated twice. Then, eventually in
1991, my son was in a group home and he was doing very well. Our
first house was paid off. I was building a big house for him. It was a
6000 square feet home. He can live off the rent of the suites in that
house, and he won’t be dependent on the government. I went
through a lot of stress building a home. My son was doing fairly
well. I was out of stress at least from his side and wanted him to
come home..
When I told our family doctor the whole thing, he knew how much
he was going through.
My wife and I went through divorce. I lost both houses. I lost, and
I was (probed) by the court. I had no experience about divorce at
all, and wrong lawyers saying with fifteen days if you are not kicked
out of the house, police will take you.
Now I was living in a new house under construction. I said it is
simple thing. We have two houses. You take one, and I take one.
Renée: How is your son doing now?
Deep: He committed suicide three years back. Two and a half years
back. Since then I developed a deep depression. I was admitted to
the psyche ward, and they gave me all the socks and everything.
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Renée: Was it at the Surrey Memorial?
Deep: Surrey Hospital. I had decided, I am gonna commit suicide
100%. I had decided. I am a motorcycle driver. I will drive my
motorcycle full speed and hit a truck. That’s what I was planning.
So that day when I decided, I have to kill myself, I went to my
psychiatrist. I said I can’t take anymore, and he told me to go
immediately to the hospital, so I went to the hospital, and thank
god, instead of that I went.
Renée: Look at you now, you look good, you live here now?
Deep: Here, this place is heaven for me. It is so good. My mental
health nurse arranged this place for me, and she arranges my
Handy-dart also. Now I cannot drive because my equilibrium is
lost. I had three accidents, so anyhow, Rani, this is heaven for me.
Renée: It is a real privilege to hear your story.
Deep: It was hard.
I am going to 12 step programs. One day at time.

Teen Frank Chen
My Best Day in Surrey
Clouds, expansive horizon, wings beside me. I see bright
colour figments that are reflected through the blank canvas of the
sky. I slowly soar beyond the thin veil of the atmosphere and see
my city. Grids upon grids of settlements and civilization, as well as
my home. A flag blocks my vision, a wavering uplifting
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representation of my mixed nationalism. I see my school, a grey,
gloomy structure.
Running back and forth, a sense of exhilaration, adrenaline,
fatigue, and lack of willpower. This was our typical “fitness test”
which pushed our ability to endure. I smell the warm aroma of the
gym space, feel the welcoming presence of friends, and taste my
cold sweat. Nervousness slowly accumulates to determination, and
I run. I run not to be the fierce competitor, instead I run to
discover a greater meaning. All the preparation, effort, and worry
for this event put me in a certain mindset. What is the true extent
of my abilities, and what fuels me internally? The answer would be
the bonding and forming of relationships with people who share
the same experiences as me. The buildup of pressure, adrenaline,
and even relief would put the peers among my class into the same
mindset. The happiness that was granted to me, as well as the
happiness which I was able to share, made my paranoia worth it.
I shouldn’t worry about myself, or try so hard to save
reputation. Instead, I run to revere in experiences, final
connections, and overcome my worrying self. The lessons which I
implicitly absorbed from this event have definitely shaped my
personality in a better way.
As a child, I was obsessed with the weather in my
hometown. Cackling, searing thunder and rupture-like rain did not
instigate fear; instead, it excited me. It was like something out of a
fictional book: so fantastically unbelievable. I would find myself
staring at the whirling wind and rain which would carry
clotheslines into the horizon, and the gloomy eye-of-the-storm
clouds that produced a membrane-shroud over the whole area. The
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raw ozone smell and calming sound of a million heavy raindrops
created a transcending sensation. When I become tired and allow
my eyelids to falter, it feels like the whole atmosphere creates a
realistic dream. I grew attached to the expressions that the natural
world created; the ones that smiled, cried, felt, and experienced.
Nothing could replace the nature that I loved; the spectrum of the
rainbow which reflected my life.

Harbans Singh Padda’s story
Harbans: I am from District Gurdaspur (Punjabi, India).
Satinder: What did you do in India?
Harbans: I did not do anything in India. I just did farming. My
father was in Australia. Then, there was a war. No one knew where
anyone was. No letters were received, so no one knew if someone
was alive or dead.
Satinder: What war was that?
Harbans: Second World War. They had clothing business. They
had a dog, and horse cart with two horses. All cloth rolls were
carried by horse cart. In Australia, houses were two miles apart.
Satinder: So that’s your father’s story, what is your story?
Harbans: My story is that I immigrated to Canada. I had very hard
times.
Satinder: When did you come to Canada?
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Harbans: I do not remember the year properly, but I have been
here more than 50 years.
Satinder: What kind of work did you do?
Harbans: I worked in the Post Office for 22 years.
Satinder: In BC?
Harbans: Back then, Canada Post had a union. It was a very strong
union. You were able to get transfer to jobs anywhere in Canada
according to the seniority.
When I was working in the Post Office, they introduced new
sorting machines. I worked on machines. Those machines sorted
mail. There were Chinese women, who were so fast that no one
could compete with them. And then what is the name of that?
Sorting machines came! There was a long belt, and one person sat
on a chair and worked on that belt. Mail was organized by name of
Districts.
We used to work with hand and then machines came. Belts came. I
witnessed all of that.
Satinder: Did you feel any discrimination?
Harbans: There was, but there were only a few houses in Surrey
when I came.
Satinder: Did you deliver mail?
Harbans: No, I worked in the office. I was a clerk over there. When
I started, I was a clerk over there. People came and left for some
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other place. Those people who were married, they stayed. There
were a lot of jobs, that’s the reason people did not stay too long on
the job. After that there were no jobs in the post office.
Satinder: How long have you lived in Surrey?
Harbans: I lived in other places, Vancouver Island, Nanaimo, and
Courtney. I enjoyed. I liked my job.
Satinder: How many kids did you have?
Harbans: One girl, two boys.
Satinder: Do they live here?
Harbans: Yeah.
(Translated from the Punjabi by Satinder Kahlon)

Teen Kitty Cheung
As a child I was obsessed with Kraft Singles cheese slices.
They were usually more expensive than regular store brand cheese
products, but my mom liked to indulge my simple pleasures. They
were my favourite snack. I would figure out new and different ways
to gobble them up: rolling them into pretend-cigars, folding them
up like origami masterpieces. Kraft Singles cheese slices were
divine gifts.
When I think of myself as an older person I see an elderly
po-po walking through markets, shopping for fresh groceries and
sniffing fruits to check their ripeness. I’m wearing layers of knit
clothing: sweater vests and cardigans, wool pants. I will be smiling
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at young children on the street and making quirky, inappropriate
jokes to local shop owners.

Kitty Cheung’s poetic response
to the writing prompt, “my best day/ my worst day” in Surrey:
Best Day
sloshing feet kick up
flecks of mud
rain patters on the
tent
then pounds
we sit on crumpled
wrinkly tarps
shivering and
snacking on trail mix
waiting
once the race begins
I am alone
the rain is exhilarating
bracing
shoes caked with brown
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my breathing deep

Worst Day
we walked home pink
with laughter
jumped on a trampoline
and had ice cream treats
but then everything melted
we deteriorated into grey
frightened and panicking
I could not console
my crying friend
we continued to walk
me in silence
hearing only the sobs
of someone I could not help
we went from elated to deflated

Mohammad Faquih’s story in conversation with Renée
Saklikar
Renée: When did you come to Canada?
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Mohammad: I was so impressed by the Western life style. I wanted
to go to the States. I applied in the States, and Canada. I got
immigration to the States first, and then Canada, but I chose
Canada because in the States I had heard about black and white. So
we came to Canada. My wife was an occupational therapist.
Renée: An occupational therapist, wow!
Mohammad: We were in love since she was 13 and I was 18.
Renée: Oh so romantic!
Mohammad: When I was 28, I got married and she was 23. Then
we decided to come to Canada.
Renée: Did you come to Montreal, Toronto or Vancouver?
Mohammad: I landed in Edmonton. Before coming to Canada, I
was working in a textile manufacturing company in India. When I
came to Edmonton, there was no textile manufacturing industry,
so I went to college and got my commerce degree.
Renée: Good for you, wow! How did you come to Surrey?
Mohammad: I went to college, and after that I started working in
an air craft manufacturing company. I worked there for ten years.
Then, American veterans came back from the Vietnam War, and
the company I worked for was American, so they pulled the
contract back to America and they closed the company in
Edmonton, so then I went back to school again and became a
nurse.
Renée: Where did you graduate to become a nurse?
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Mohammad: In Edmonton, and then I worked in Edmonton for 15
years. By that time, I was old enough to retire, so I retired. I took an
early retirement at 50. Then I decided to move to Vancouver. I was
really fed up of winters, ice and cold, and as soon as I retired, I
moved to Surrey.
Renée: What made you choose Surrey?
Mohammad: Indian population and Punjabi Population attracted
me. I worked for a couple of years after that in a storage company. I
was a manager of a storage company. I really did not need the job.
Then I had my stroke in 2007. Right side stroke. I could not move.
I had to do rehab. I really worked hard before I had no feeling at
all. Then I was walking with a walker then…

Paramjit Ahluwalia and Diyal Ahluwalia: a few notes
from our conversation….
Paramjit and Diyal: 4 children, 9 grandchildren, 3 great
grandchildren
Renée: Where do you live in Surrey?
Paramjit and Diyal: We live in the Strawberry Hill area of Surrey.
Renée: When you first arrived in Canada, what kind of work did
you do?
Paramjit and Diyal: Labour in farms
Renée: What kind of farm? Blueberry?
Paramjit and Diyal: Picking berries. It was hard to find work in
those days. Population of Surrey was very low in numbers. There
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was not much happening here. Our children worked with us. They
supported us.
Renée: Did you come alone to Canada?
Paramjit and Diyal: No, there were four of us. One son, one
daughter and two of us, and one son could not come with us at the
same time. He immigrated 4 years later. My daughter sponsored
us. We came straight to Surrey in 1982.
(Translated from the Punjabi by Satinder Kahlon)

Saroj Sood’s story in conversation with Renée Saklikar
Renée: So last time we met, you were starting to tell us about all the
different places you have lived, your education, let’s just review
that again, tell me again because I want to get it, we want to tape
some of your story.
Saroj: From the beginning?
Renée: Let’s start with Surrey?
Saroj: Actually my life is very good, when I was born, I was born in
a very rich family, but they were religious. You know, landlords, I
can say. Not much education. My father wanted to be a doctor but
he couldn’t, he did his FSE but after that he couldn’t continue.
They did not feel that girls should be educated. When I passed my
first class they said that it was because I can write the letters. My
mothers’ parents were very educated; they were. My nani ji
(grandmother), she said that no, Saroj has to study, and she took
me to her place.
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In my village, there was school until eighth class. Before that—just
primary. So my study was very, very difficult.
For my B.A., I had exams in April, but my father got me married in
March. They did not care.
Renée: Saroj aunty, when was this, like in the sixties?
Saroj: No, no, no, I was born in 1931, (January)
Renée: So was this in Punjabi or Pakistan?
Saroj: It was in Punjab.
Renée: Whereabouts in Punjabi?
Saroj: Zira, District Firozpur, my mother’s parents used to live in
Solan which is a hill station. It used to be a Raja state, and my Nana
ji (grandfather) was a lawyer there. We had a horse cart (bagghi)
with two horses. At that time we had a car too. Just Raja Ji and my
grandfather had cars in the district.
Renée: This is while the British still ruled India before
Independence?
Saroj: Yes, it was then. I was about 12 or 13 years old
Renée: At the time of the Independence?
Saroj: No, I was 16 at the time of Independence, and I was in Solan
at that time.
What they did with the Hindus, what they did with the Muslims:
awful
So I was telling you that after I got married, I got pregnant after
one year. My son was born and then I had to study because I knew
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that I had to work and I passed my B.A. and after that I did one
year in Social work.
Renée: Where was the degree/diploma in social work?
Saroj: Allahabad at Agriculture University. I did my social diploma
in ’58.
Renée: So what was it like coming to Canada?
Saroj: I told you I came to Quebec. At that time I could not really
speak French well, but there was no other way. I had to buy coffee.
For six months I had to learn French. I used to write also, but not
much. In six months, how much can you learn? But I had to, so
two years I stayed in Quebec and after that I had my own business
in Montreal.
Renée: What was your business?
Saroj: I had two boutiques: ladies clothing: French clothing in
Montreal. On St. Catherine’s east side--west side was very very
expensive.
Renée: So this was in the ‘70s?
Saroj: No, I came here in ‘80, so two years I worked for my brother
in law’s boutique just as a salesperson and after that I had my own
business in Montreal, and that is ‘83. The story is like that--when I
came here--before that my husband died in ‘76. That was very
difficult for me. I had two sons. One son was staying with my
parents; he was studying and helping them with their business.
When I came here, he said, no, I do not want to go. I want to stay
here.
Renée: In Montreal?
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Saroj: In India. And my younger son said, no mother, we have to
go, so it was very, very difficult for me. Myself and my younger son
came here.
When I started my own business in Montreal, he came here as a
visitor, and I said that’s it, now you have to stay here. So we were
extending his visitor’s visa for six months, for four months, like
that, and after that they said, “No more.” I told him that you have
to be here with me, I cannot do everything alone.
He went to Boston, and applied for immigration. Within, I think, 6
months, he got that immigration, and then he started going to
India. He used to bring some stuff for the boutique because he did
not like it here much. After two years, I think, he got married.
Renée: When did you come to Surrey?
Saroj: In ‘92.
Renée: Did you come to this area?
Saroj: Yes, but actually, for two months, we stayed in Abbotsford.
After that we moved to Surrey. My son wanted to have a pizza
store or something like that, but he could not. I stayed here for
fifteen days and then I went to India. Actually my son asked me,
“Would you like to go?” I was 60 years old at that time. I said, “Up
to now, I have been working, and you followed me, but now is your
time. Whatever you will do, I will follow you.” So my son came
here and he saw the prosperity, living standard of people, this and
that, and at that time Montreal, was in recession. There was a time,
when everything was going down and down, so we thought, at the
same time, my grandson was growing, he was about five years old.
We had to think about his education too. In Montreal, you know,
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you have to learn just French. My younger son, he went to French
school. So it was better to come to BC and the weather.
Renée: So what was transition like for you? What was Surrey like
for you?
Saroj: When I came to Surrey, I said, “I have come to Punjab
again.” Exactly--these were my words because I saw everybody
with salwar and kameez and everything, and I had nothing. I felt
very much ashamed--wherever I went, they were in Punjabi suits,
and I am in pants and blouse. That’s one of the reasons, I had to go
to India and get my suits.
Then I was alone at home. My kids went to work and it was so
difficult. I said, “Okay, I will also go and pick berries.” I went there
for one week, but I could not do it. It is so hard. For a week, I could
not stand up straight. It is so hard. I just did it for 1 week, and they
have done it for ten years, twenty years. I can say it is really hard to
work in the fields.
I did not have to do this kind of work. “
After that I was looking for something—to socialize, to have my
own people, you know that company of my own people in old age.
Then in the magazine Mehfil, they mentioned about the IndoCanadian Seniors Centre, and then I came to the Gurdwara, and I
asked them, “Is there any gatherings for Indo-Canadian Seniors?”
They said, “Yes in PICS building.”
Renée: Which gurdwara do you go to?
Saroj: Guru Nanak Sikh temple on Scott road. I went to the office
and I said, “I have heard that ladies get together here.” And they
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said, “Yes, on Mondays and Thursdays.” On Mondays, they used to
do Sukhmani Sahib path (reading for Guru Granth Sahib), and
Thursdays, they used to come and talk about things.
Renée: Then you started forming your group?
Saroj: No, the group was already there, but not many people used
to come. They were not aware, they were not interested, we used to
call them two times, three times and say, “Please come.” We were
just begging, “Please come.” One day, I made Alloo Poori and
Halva (Indian foods), and, you know, nobody came.
Renée: Oh no.
Saroj: There were two of us only, there was a problem: whom
should we feed? And we went downstairs and said, “We have so
much food.”
I started this entertainment program on Thursdays, and I
remember one day, I was singing and telling jokes, this and this,
but no one else was coming forward, but slowly-slowly they started
to come forward.
There is another lady, Baldev—she has very good voice.
So slowly we started, and so many tours, this and that, everyone
appreciated, everyone participated, it was appreciated so much.
Another interesting thing: there are four sections of life, one is up
to 25--that is Bhramachariya (before marriage), 25-50 is Grast
(married life), 50-75 is Vanprast that is living with your own
people and after 75 is Sanyas. I said, “I want to have Sanyas. It
could be modern Sanyas.”
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I was 76, and I came to know about this place and I applied and I
was the third one.
I came here, I selected my own suite, and we all agreed this is the
place I should take. I needed a good bed because my bed was not
that great and they said they can deliver it. Then on the 21st of
February, I joined. I was feeling so good. I had my Sanyas-whatever it is.
Renée: Tell me about your locket, can you tell me?
Saroj: It is my main god Shiva and the other part of the locket is
Om.
Renée: It is a real privilege listening to you. You are very
charismatic!
(My conversation with Saroj Sood took place in English, with thanks
to Satinder who recorded and transcribed it).

Surjit Mahal’s story in conversation with Renée
Saklikar
Renée: When did you come to Surrey? Tell me about your family?
Surjit: Our family has been living here for a very long time. My
father-in-law’s grandfather came here on a boat. The boat that
came, he came on that. He came to Vancouver.
Renée: Do you know what year he immigrated?
Surjit: No, I even forgot when I immigrated.
Renée: Were you a child when you immigrated?
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Surjit: I came here in ‘63. I was about 23 years old. My husband
came here in ‘61.
Renée: What kind of work did you do? Or what kind of work did
your husband do?
Surjit: My husband used to work in a mill. I worked a lot. I worked
in a mill. My husband got hurt, and the mill gave me work. I
worked for 10-12 years in the mill.
Renée: What mill did you work in?
Surjit: The mill was in Tahsis, it is past Gold River.
Renée: What kind of work did you do in the mill?
Surjit: I did all kinds of work. It was very hard. I lifted 12 ft. long
boards. I had to do it. Children were little, and my husband got
hurt. I had to provide for the children, and educate them.
Renée: Do your children live in Surrey now?
Surjit: My son lives here. My daughter also lives here. I had two
sons and a daughter. One son passed away when he was 19. When
god made my body, he decided what I have to do here, so I had to
do. Sometimes, I slept for only two hours out of 24 hours.
(Translated from the Punjabi by Satinder Kahlon)

Amarjit Sidhu’s story in conversation with Renée
Saklikar
Renée: When did you come to Canada?
Amarjit: 1968
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Renée: Oh long time ago, longer than most people in Surrey! Did
you come straight to Surrey?
Amarjit: No, Lake Cowichan.
Renée: Did you go to school in Duncan?
Amarjit: No, that time when I came, I had three children. My
daughter was born in Canada. One of my sons died when he was
fifteen.
Renée: Was your husband with you?
Amarjit: My husband, a girl and two boys that time I came.
Renée: Did your husband work in the mill?
Amarjit: He was a heavy duty mechanic, and he also worked in the
mill. He is no more with us now.
Renée: When did he pass away?
Amarjit: In April.
Renée: I am so sorry.
Amarjit: I also worked on a farm—berries, blueberries,
strawberries. Ten years. My children went to work with me. It is
very hard to get settled in Canada. We lived in rented places. There
were only two doctors in Surrey.
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Interview with Jarnail Singh
A note from Renée: As the rain poured down, I was so happy to
welcome acclaimed Surrey artist, Jarnail Singh, who flew in from
California, to join our afternoon of conversation. Mr. Singh’s work
has been featured at the Surrey Art Gallery (the wonderful From
the Land of the Five Rivers show, curated by SAG’s Jordan Strom),
and he’s known for an influential series of large panel paintings
and mural work on the history of the 1914 Komogatu Maru
incident. His paintings were recently honoured with a permanent
exhibition at the University of Carleton in Ottawa. Here’s an
interview that I did with Jarnail, earlier in the fall, reprinted with
permission from the Spotlight on the Arts magazine with thanks to
Barbara Gould from the Surrey Arts Council:
How did you first begin your painting practice and did you
always know you wanted to be a painter?
I grew up with art all around me. My father, the late S
Kirpal Singh was an artist. I got all my inspiration from
him. There were paintings everywhere. When I grew up, I
used to work with him as an apprentice and I learnt
everything from him; his work is a major influence.
You've mentioned you love painting horses, can you tell us
about this interest?
Yes, my love of painting horses began while I was working
with my father, at the Central Sikh Museum in the Golden
Temple, Amritsar. He is known for bringing the Sikh
history alive on canvas. He painted huge battle scenes of
Sikhs fighting the Mughal army, and the fights with the
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British before they annexed Punjab. Horses were an integral
part of these paintings because, in the middle ages, the
horse was the main means of transportation in general, and
also for the army. So I learned to draw and paint horses
while working with him. I loved the energy, power, force
and grace that this majestic animal represents in service to
the human race over time.
I'm really interested in how painters get their inspiration for
the things they ultimately choose to paint: do ideas just
"come to you"?
How I decide to paint something? It is very difficult to
answer…[it could be a range of things such as ]….some
incident in our history which I feel must be shared with
people.. … or an event showing my cultural custom or
traditions, or any face or visual which inspires me with its
beauty or vividness. The list is endless. I paint whatever
inspires me— Much of my work has been figurative due to
its subject matter, telling the stories of my people and their
history and culture and I enjoyed painting ancient warriors
on their majestic steeds and beautiful women dressed in
colorful attire going about doing household chores. There
[is an] element of nature in some paintings showing people
working in the fields… When I moved to Canada in year
2000 I was awe stuck and fascinated by the natural beauty
of this beautiful province, British Colombia, It was
amazing. I was inspired to paint nature which I had wanted
to do for a long time.. I love the colors of fall…I have
painted landscapes and I really enjoyed them and I intend
to continue painting nature.
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What joys and challenges do you experience in teaching
young people the art of painting?
The biggest challenge while working with children is to
keep a fine balance between their natural creative ability
and to get them to know and learn about the importance of
technical aspect of drawing and painting. Some children are
very brilliant and highly imaginative creatively and some
are very good technically…the trick and challenge is to
guide them in a way that they are able to realize their full
potential.
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HISTORIC STEWART FARM

Volunteers from Surrey Museum, Surrey Archives, and
the Farm
“I remember when” and “Artefact stories”
November 17, 2016

Renée’s introduction: And so, our last workshop: a light layer of
frost on the damp ground, close to Crescent Beach, the afternoon
light a powdery grey, the kind of grey West Coast light that invites
story-telling and reminisces by the fire: thanks to Drew La Jeunesse
at the Farm, I led a writing and sharing workshop in the kitchen of
Historic Stewart Farm, attended by volunteers who give of their
time to the Surrey Museum and Archives as well as lead tours at
the Farm.
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Drew and I created a series of prompts to augment the “I
remember when” writing prompt: these involved invented and/or
recalling from memory, stories associated with selected historic
farm and kitchen artefacts, mainly implements. The list of
implements, each one held up for writers to see and touch, were
curated by Drew and were placed in the kitchen where we wrote.
Artefact List Historic Stewart Farm writing work shop, Surrey Poet
Laureate Legacy project

Coffee Grinder
Skeleton Key
Flour Sifter
Egg Beater
Iron
Tea Strainer
Washboard
Apple Peeler
Rolling Pin
Pomander

What a delight to sip tea and apple cider, and taste the wonderful
farm house baking.
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Cheryl Andres, Historic Stewart Farm
I remember when in Surrey I got a job as a teacher in a
southend public school after staying home and raising my children
for the previous decade. The drive was early and refreshing as I
spotted my favourite eagles perched along ditch-laden foggy roads
to get to my destination.
Well, I had some things to get accustomed to in the early
‘90s! The students in my class were diverse in their skills, their
preferences, academic levels and we had a few exceptions, as
always.
They kept me busy with a few odd behaviours and I kept
them to task, I guess—I wanted to level the playing field and have
each reach a new plateau by year’s end. We explained first-hand
learning experiences like carving a totem pole with an aboriginal
carver, we went to court to perform a mock trial, we practiced hard
at hands-on science experiments that were inclusive.
I remember our Greek Day speeches, the celebration with
mini-Olympics and making hummus in the classroom. Part of the
exploration was encouraging different partnerships and often
involving parents in our activities: plays, forma assemblies, and
welcoming Pierre Elliott Trudeau.
~
Renée’s response: The value of capture: moments in time;
the way a person’s being/ness emanates from their hand-writing,
their stories, the way their words show us the world. That sense of
time happening in a place, fleeting, the story written about another
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time, the way places change: the way our stories witness the
present, create the strata of lived experience.

Cheryl Andres, Historic Stewart Farm, The Apple
Peeler: A family Heirloom
(Writing in response to History: An Artifact)
My husband and I were doing one of our favourite walks
along the newly created Serpentine loop, formerly the site of
several old farms. As we walked, we thought back to what existed,
the simpler lifestyles which included woodstoves, chopping
firewood, fetching water, chatting until twilight, and turning into a
basic shelter called home.
We might do this today and call it camping fun. My work
as a museum volunteer has given me an opportunity to rediscover
this lifestyle, to share its creative and inventive wonders with
groups of school students. I relish this experience. One of the
objects we discussed was the rather large apple peeler. Well, you
can imagine how many apple trees we passed on our walk and how
many pies those farm mothers cooked: so fresh, no preservatives in
those days---just enjoy the cinnamon aroma and baked goodness
as a special treat.
I remember my mother-in-law in Switzerland slicing up
endless apples, from her orchard, peeling them with a modern
sharp device…her pies intrigued me at first because she had a
recipe for custard incorporated into the open-crust pie.
I found this memorable and so delicious. Every summer
visit we would have a list of favourites for her, my family of five.
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When we bought our own piece of land in Fleetwood 30
years ago we made sure to plant at least two apple trees and I was
very busy this year with such a bountiful crop. We made
applesauce to give away. We made those pies with apples and
blueberries or rhubarb or pears whichever direction our creative
feet and hands led us in the backyard. More feasting: friend and
family reunions—a time of rejoicing.
As I explore my deceased uncle’s legacy of cherished items I
discover his precious apple peeler similar to the museum’s model
and it takes me back and reconnects our family. And we chew and
chat, marveling—
~
Renée’s response: the way each person’s story interweaves
with another, when we share, we create a new thread in the fabric
of community—the way transcription requires attention, a goinginto the word-creation of another writer, peering close, pondering
text—each hand formed word its own style, the weave of handwriting on line paper. Here memory intertwines with the land, with
growing things, Surrey as a still-rural place—the way “I remember”
is a kind of time-travel with magic properties of transference, this
transcription taking place on the last day of November. Outside the
rain pours onto the late morning and I’m transported to another
point in time, with the writer in her Fleetwood garden―
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Jeanette Banta , I remember when—
I first came to the Stewart Farm for the Peace Arch Weavers
and Spinners sale that was advertised in our local White Rock
paper. Immediately, the attraction for me was all the beautiful,
colorful, woven articles: how did they do it? I found out beginner
lessons were available, so I signed on for a weaving course. Now,
that was before starting my retail wool business. Who knew this
would become my passion, spinning and weaving! This took place
in the early ‘90s, my wonderful wool shoppe and my association
with the textile guild.
From the Stewart Farm, our guild followed the transition to
the new Surrey Museum in 2005. We became volunteers for the
Hooser collection of looms and woven pieces, donated to the City
by our South Surrey pioneer family, Mr. and Mrs. Hooser, and
their two sons. My spinning skills improved and when we hosted
the first Sheep to Shawl competition, in Cloverdale, I was on the
team. It continues to this day, an annual event in May, with the
friendly competition among 3-4 teams, along with actual sheepshearing and children’s activities.
My retail shop eventually closed in the early 2000s and I became
home-based but never lost my passion for wool fleece and yarns!
~
Artefacts=Object made by a human being or Item Historic: Apple
Peeler/3 people in scenario: love, shared, taste, touch, sight, sound,
smell….
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Why did that real estate man show us acreage—five acres of
apple orchard, no less—to our family who were city-folk, born and
bred? Who wanted to move to Surrey, across the river, into noman’s land? I was furious with my Mum and Dad, having to leave
all my school friends, the cafes, and close-knit sports activities we
shared, living in New Westminster. Determined to not like living
on a farm, I became a problem teenager. That was, until harvest
time, for the apples.
I still remember the aroma of my Mum’s apple pies, cooling
on the veranda, a constant baking job for her during September
and October. Guess who got to work the prep tool—me— my very
own apple peeler. It was a pretty easy task to stick it on the prongs
and to handcrank. What a joyous sight to see the peelings fall away!
This became a regular task for me and I never minded helping as I
had ulterior motives. My new school friends got to eat those pies
after school, and my popularity grew, thanks to my Mum’s creative
baking.
That wonderful smell stays with me still, especially when I
store my harvest in the root cellar. Just open that trapdoor and let
myself go back in time.

June Bloye, the skeleton key
As a child I was obsessed with—
Apple trees. We spent, the five of us, much of our time in
our apple tree. Each of the branches became a room in a house. I
remember most the square of four branches that we called the
bathroom, mostly I suppose because there was a hole or space
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between the branches. The branch highest up in the tree was the
bedroom because it was the most horizontal of the lot, not because
it was “upstairs” due to the fact our house was a bungalow.
I remember when—
I first came to Historic Stewart Farm with my ESL class.
Students came from all different countries but the majority at that
time were Punjabi. We took the farmhouse tour, which was an eyeopener for most and I was surprised when some from farms in the
old country said the farm implements in the pole barn were the
same ones they had used in India.
After our tour, we walked down to the docks to see boats
and watch the ducks. As we stepped onto the floating dock, one
young woman was clearly panicking! She spoke little at that time,
but she clutched my hand tightly. As she tried to tell me, the best
she could, she had never been on a dock and was terrified of falling
into water. I assumed she had had a previous, frightening
experience around water or had at least heard a terrifying story. As
we worked our way down the long dock I distracted her by telling
stories of the boats and she relaxed as she listened.
She accomplished something she never thought she could,
her confidence in herself improved and she learned ultimately
enough English to get by. I often think of that young woman and
wonder where she is and how she is doing—
~
Artefact: skeleton key
A skeleton key was the only thing my husband’s
grandfather bequeathed to him in his will. However, he neglected
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to tell us what the key was for or where the lock might be…An
investigation was in order. We did live in an old house but most of
the locks had been changed over the years so we had few clues as to
its function in this case.
Grandad, knew, in his dotage, that locks had been changed,
so why the key? We are talking about his very favourite grandson,
so this was a real mystery.
We excavated, pried, peered, and poked but nary an old
lock that would require a skeleton key surfaced. What to do?
I have always been a fan of the little Belgian Sleuth so I
summoned up the little grey cells. Nothing helped, nothing sprang
to mind. Was the key just for nostalgia’s sake, a mere decoration?
Was the old man toying with us? Indeed, was he more demented
than we had realized?
As a little boy my husband had not been allowed to enter
the attic, probably because of family secrets so it didn’t enter his
mind to where he hadn’t been allowed. I, on the other hand, didn’t
realize there was this upper room since I hadn’t grown up in such a
house.
My mother always told me when I was little to sit down and
put on my thinking cap when I was forgetful or naughty. So, I did
just that, a new cap I had just purchased in the local hat shop in the
old town. The moment I donned that lovely Irish cap, the whole
scenario played out for me.
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Romeesa Jabbar, the Pomander
I remember when I entered the city of Surrey the first time, I
never knew it was going to be such a crowded city with lots of
opportunities. As it was my first time, Surrey’s beauty attracted me
a lot. I enjoyed going to malls and to the White Rock beach nearby:
it was a lot of fun. However, as time passed by, I heard about the
shootings and killings in Surrey. This motivated me to join the
Surrey Crime Prevention Society. Now I am a regular volunteer of
the SCPS and I patrol sites. Whenever there’s a suspicious activity,
I have the authority to call non-emergency. I want to convey that
it’s easy to call a city rowdy and unsafe but it’s hard to actually
work for its security. However, it’s really important to rise up
against all hardships and work for the betterment of the city. As
Alexander Hamilton said, “If you don’t stand for something, you’ll
fall for everything.”
~
Artefact: Pomander
These pomanders are lovely. Oval shaped, standard size
and used as a hanging they make your place look decorative. They
can be used to decorate your Christmas Tree as well. I have some
Pomanders at home. They are actually Kashmiri balls that work as
a great hanging and decoration.
In Historic Stewart farm, there are many pomanders.
Famous Poet Renée Saklikar’s writing event took place in
this farm and that was the time when I actually learned the name,
“pomander.”
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Cary ‘O Malley, I remember when & the Flour Sifter
I remember when I started working as a docent at the Farm,
as I call it. I had an interview, a clearing of criminal records by the
RCMP and I had my uniform—dress from the 1880’s-ish. I’m glad
we live in more comfortable times and I can wear tights and
spandex instead of the constraints of long skirts and petticoats.
Taking kids on tours around the farm, I’d often had my skirt wet
and muddy. I pitied the women who’d really worked on this farm
and the scrub board they’d had to use. The blouses had long
sleeves—rolled up above our elbows at the laundry station. Hot
days were hard, cold days we’d shiver in our shawls even though
today the house has central heating. I got wood splinters, and grass
stains but I loved every minute I was here—I had band aids and a
washing machine to go home to. One woman who worked here
always, always looked straight out of an 1890s band box. Hair
pinned up--beribboned at on top. Lace gloves and a parasol. Little
button up boots. Her blouse was decorated with lace and a cameo,
her skirt had several petticoats. All of it was authentic: all inherited
from her grandmother, right down to her split drawers, her
unmentionables—we laughed when she showed us her spare pair.
But it was wonderful. She could have been the lady come to call on
Mrs. Stewart and take tea in the parlour.
~
Artefact: flour sifter
The flour sifter was impatient.
It sat on the wooden table trying not to roll over and clatter
off the table in frustration.
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Where was the egg beater? Where was the rolling pin?
What was keeping everyone?
A cake needed to be made. Flour Sifter longed to have flour
poured into his silver shape and drift down between the screen,
and metal wheels longed to hear the crunch crunch as Hand,
sometimes little, sometimes Big, sifted the flour white and holy into
old yellow bowl. Little hand often spilled on the table, Big hand was
steady and sure. Where was everybody?
It was little hand’s birthday.
Chocolate block sat grumpily on the table. When are they
going to start, he asked?
Don’t know, don’t care, grumbled Chocolate—you don’t
have to worry—I get put into a pot and melted, am never the same
after that.
Salt and pepper a little farther down the table tried jumping
up and down. Sometimes, if they were successful, they spilt a little
of themselves on the table. We’re ready. We’re ready.
Chocolate mumbles, don’t know what you’re excited about,
pepper. You’re not going in the birthday cake.
I know, I know, not muffins, not pies, not cookies,
sometimes I get tired of just standing here. I’m excited my friend
Salt’s in everything. I’m proud of my friend.
Humph, snorted Chocolate. Meanwhile, eggs, peeped from their
case, is Big Hand here yet, is she?
No replied Flour Sifter, not yet.
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Flour sat in his bowl. He knew he’d been measured—
remembered Cup taking him out of the bag and putting him in the
old green bowl, but he couldn’t wait to be sifted, it was like flying—
being so light and airy.
Shhhh, whispered, Spoon. I hear someone coming. A song
was heard first, then light footsteps.
Hand reached the table and the tools were still.
Baking begins.

Barbara Porco, I remember when
I remember when I first saw the Historic Stewart Farm. It
was almost 10 years ago with the new found freedom of
retirement—actually out walking in the middle of the day! I came
upon the Farm and was flashed back to grandfather’s farm in
southeastern Ohio. The date of each farm was the same, the houses
almost the same and my heart was warm with memories. When I
came inside and saw the “identical” wood stove, I could almost
taste the morning bacon which welcomed me from my feather bed.
From then on I have cherished my time at the Farm and sharing
the days of long ago with the children of Surrey. Teaching had been
my life’s work and here were children and the joy of their
experiences at the Farm.

Darlene M Padlesky, The Clock & I remember when
I remember when we first moved to Surrey, Whalley
actually, from Toronto. The first thing I noticed about the lower
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mainland is that one of the first questions people asked you was,
“Where did you live?” We had purchased our first home in
Whalley not knowing the stigma that came with the
neighbourhood. In the meantime, every time someone asked me
where I lived, I would reply, Whalley and they would nod their
head in a similar fashion and go, “Oh.” I never really knew what
they meant.
One day while talking to my Mom on the phone, I was
standing in our living room in front of the big front window when
I started to hear a rumble that turned into a death defying roar as
an entire gang of Hell’s Angels bikers drove by our house. It was in
that moment that I knew what all those looks and nods had been
and that we had moved into Hell. I remember when we moved
from Whalley to Surrey, the tremendous relief I felt. Now, twenty
years later, Surrey is familiar and home….
~
Artifact: clock
The clock struck twelve, an owl hooted as the moon light
shone through the windows. A door creaked open as soft footsteps
padded down the hallway. Occasionally, the floor boards creaked
as a passerby softly crept down the hallway.
Another door softly opened as a second traveler stuck her
head out into the open to join the journey down the hall. The two
young girls came to a stop at the top of the stair case as they locked
eyes. The youngest beckoned to the older girl with her hand out
stretched, making a turning motion. The older girl nodded as she
patted her pocket. The cold hard keys pressed against her thin
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frame. Both girls began their descent down the long narrow
staircase.
Almost by accident they turned the corner to bump into a
tall youth carrying a lantern and a bag of sticks. The youngest girl
softly giggled, more from nerves then anything funny. The two
older youths put their fingers to their lips to shush the younger
child. The trio entered a dark room at the back of the house. The
older girl quickly made sure all the curtains were drawn—

Sandeep Sandhu, I remember when
Transcription of written notes by R. Saklikar
a Meditation on my reading of Sandeep Sandhu’s hand-written
responses to the workshop activities, that grey November afternoon,
as we sat around the table inside Historic Steward Farm
~attentiveness to the emanations of a person’s being transmitted
through their hand-writing: a kind of sacred thing, perhaps, to
entrust your hand-writing to another―
~to be the other who is to write out, type out another’s words―
~this response is correspondence and as I transcribe a desire rises,
to replicate as close as I can the writing of another, even though
what is typed on this page by these fingers on this keyboard is only
an approximation—
~materials emanate their own persona, that blue-lined paper on
which Sandeep wrote his neat all capital lettering, the care with
which he paginated, the way Sandeep wrote down a kind of
verbatim script of my workshop talk, words from me, delivered
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into the air of the kitchen in that old farm house, outside the grey
light of November.

Date: 17 November, 2016
First Prompt
“As a child, I was obsessed with safety, security, and secrets”
(example given)
Sandeep: I remember that as a child I was very lovingly connected
to my parents, my dear mother and father as well as my two elder
sisters.
“Did any one watch the Olympics this year?”
“Answer: the athletes warm up, hearts and mind all relaxed”
(Sandeep’s interpretation of Renée’s comments).
Participant reads and enjoyment…

Second Prompt
Sandeep: As an adult I follow a regular and disciplined routine
meaning a time table.
Bell Rung by Drew Maam’
“How was that?”
Answer: “Juices are flowing”
(Sandeep’s interpretation of Renée’s comments).
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Third Prompt
One will chuckle
When I think of myself as an elder I will be taking more care of my
all-round health.
Bell is rung again by Drew Maam’
Ooh one can enjoy now
Question How important it is to move one’s physical self?
We are creating our own special circle today.
~
Sandeep’s notes on what other participants said:
How did it feel in ten minutes
Wow, now I can settle into a nice
2.50pm is the time
Darlene Maam says: Born in Edmonton and moved to Toronto
and then to Whalley
Creative Writing: Saying things in company which would not be
polite. Ha ha ha.
Historic Stewart Farm observed
Southeastern Ohio Grandfather had farm, featherbed on farm.
Clapping by Renée Maam’
With ESL Class, majority Punjabi farm implements said to be same
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Beautifully written-handwriting.
~
Sandeep’s note on the kitchen at Historic Stewart Farm, where we all
sat together, round the table:

Sandeep: “Kitchen implement, kitchen is to make one healthy,
happy, and wise, all collective are being rich person”
Bell is again rung: “I love the bell, oohe, ay, reason we do this bell
prompt, to create a sense of urgency.”

102

Till we meet again
As Surrey’s first ever Poet Laureate I invite all readers and
writers to participate in literary and cultural “memorial’ projects
that seek to document, tell, celebrate, explore, investigate and even
interrogate, our lives lived in Surrey: what makes us who we are?
What hurts and loves enliven our stories, how might we share these
tales of place and memory—my hope is that these writing
workshops will continue within and among Surrey’s varied
demographics so that curiosity and compassion may live here, in
this city where the desire to connect pulses so vividly. What’s your
story, Surrey, and with whom will you share?
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Contributors
Diyal Ahluwalia has lived in Surrey since 1982. He and his wife,
Paramjit, worked on the berry farms and have four children, nine
grandchildren, and three great grandchildren.
Paramjit Ahluwalia has lived in Surrey since 1982. She and her
husband, Diyal, worked on the berry farms and have four children,
nine grandchildren, and three great grandchildren.
Cheryl Andres, retired school administrator, continues contact
with children as Surrey Museum docent, enables literacy through
classroom visits, connects with struggling seniors, supports a
Syrian refugee family, plays Badminton and enjoys tea with
multicultural friends. She is reading Lion and Shantaram before
journeying to India to reconnect with her roots.
Jeanette Banta is an active volunteer in her community;
performing plays with a seniors drama club, a member of the Peace
Arch Weavers & Spinners textile guild, and Tourism Surrey/White
Rock. Her passion for outdoor photography and motorcycling
started the journey of writing stories and poems. She was delighted
to join the very talented Surrey creative writers team!
Ravi Basi is Manager of Multicultural Services at Surrey Libraries.
Arriving from India as a 6 year old, she learned English by
spending all her time in libraries. Other than a love of knowledge
and experiences found between the pages of a book, Ravi is a
foodie who loves to cook and eat. She writes but so far only in her
head!
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June Bloye is a retired Surrey teacher who came to BC 25 years ago
from Ontario. She spends much of her spare time now pursuing
her artistic interests including painting and making sterling silver
jewelry, as well as volunteering at the Historic Surrey Farm House
and walking along Crescent Beach.
Heather C. Brand has lived in Cloverdale, Surrey since she was in
grade seven. She loves writing and is a member of the teen writing
group at Cloverdale Library.
Henry Cao is a high school student in Surrey, BC who enjoys
writing.
Frank Chen is a high school student in Surrey, BC who likes
running and writing.
A dedicated student, Kitty Cheung often spends time at every
teenager’s favourite hangout spot: the public library. There, in her
natural habitat, she can be found volunteering, writing, listening to
hip-hop through her earphones and analyzing its lyrical content.
She appreciates Surrey Libraries for providing spaces for growth
and learning.
Trudy Davies has written four books. Writing poetry is a way of
sharing smiles, feelings and thoughts; and saving special moments.
Things she loves about Surrey include seeing eagles, herons and
many other birds; and schools where children from all over the
world can happily learn and play together.
www.TrudyMDavies.wordpress.com
Enna B. de Guzman is challenged by this opportunity to put her
thoughts to writing. She is pleased with the varied classes and
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activities offered at the Surrey libraries. Her hobbies include DIY
projects around the house using one tool and few nails.
Aurora Dunn lives in Cloverdale with her family. She loves
writing.
Mohammad Faquih moved to Canada from India with his wife
when he was in his late twenties. They settled in Edmonton where
he attained a Commerce degree followed by a Nursing degree
before retiring early at age 50 and moving to Surrey.
Marie Gold lived in Surrey for seventeen years. She worked for
Surrey Association and Delta Community Living as a vocational
counselor with mentally challenged individuals. She was
responsible for teaching them life skills and taking them out in the
community so they could integrate in the community.
Riys Hassam is a 14 year old boy living in Cloverdale. He enjoys a
variety of things and enjoys meeting new people.
Nusrat Hussain is the founding Editor of the first Muslim
newspaper of BC The Miracle. He has lived in Surrey with his wife
Shaheen and four children since 1997.
Romeesa Jabbar has been a resident of Surrey for the last two years
and she finds this place welcoming and beautiful. She believes that
the small issues and disputes that we have in our city can be easily
resolved and we can start over if we stand united, playing our part
in Surrey's progress and establishment.
History saw the British and the French landing in Canada. On
Easter Sunday, 27 March 2016, the Sinhala grandma from
Singapore stepped on Canadian soil and was welcomed by
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Immigration. The grandchildren of Jeny Jeeris celebrated her
status with sparkling juice!
Devinder Kaur Johal is 80 years old and has 7 Punjabi poetry
books published. Most of her poetry is about women and
empowerment. She started writing in her 60s, determined that the
“song was not going to remain stuck in her throat.” She is also a
fabulous cook and a fashionista.
Satinder Kahlon works as an Information Services Technician,
and he likes to connect with people and enjoys helping community
members through a variety of programs and services Surrey
Libraries offer. Libraries keep him connected to this world through
words and sounds.
Gunvanu Kassam was born in Tanganyika, Africa (now Tanzania)
and moved to Glasgow, Scotland in 1972 before emigrating to
Vancouver in the late seventies. She has two sons.
Samantha Krilow is a high-school student living in Surrey. She
loves to write and read books of all different genres. Her favourite
thing about Surrey is the sense of community that everyone shares.
Deep Kumar moved to British Columbia in 1972 with his wife and
five-year old son. He originally settled in Prince Rupert, working as
a mechanic, before moving to Vancouver.
Rebecca Lahti has lived in Cloverdale all her life. Writing fantasy
novels is a passion of hers, and she incorporates her love of fantasy
into everyday life. She values individuality and anticipates what the
future of her life in Cloverdale will look like.
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Surjit Mahal moved to British Columbia in 1963 at the age of 23.
She spent 10 years working in a mill in Tahsis. Her husband also
worked in a mill and they had three children—two sons and one
daughter. One of her sons died at age 19. The other two live in the
lower mainland.
Subramaniam Massaiya was born in Labaasa, Fiji. His son
sponsored him to move to Canada in 1999. Subramaniam enjoys
celebrating life and singing.
Ursula Maxwell-Lewis is a travel journalist and photographer
passionate about travel, family, and photography. She received a
Surrey Civic Treasure Award and is the Director Emeritus of the
Surrey International Writers Conference.
Carmen Merrells is a librarian in Surrey, British Columbia,
working with youth of all ages and enjoying that immensely.
Carmen is also a published author and continues to dabble in
writing of all kinds. In her “other” life, she is a mom, a camper, a
traveller, and an avid reader.
Journey Meyeroff has lived in Surrey for most of her life and
enjoys both writing and reading words. She has a love for
stationery and is never caught without coffee or her favourite pen.
Leah Murray is a small business owner in the Lower Mainland of
BC, whose writing hobby led her from side jobs as a small
newspaper columnist to published poetry and short stories, and
then to scripting and producing videos. She will probably have to
stop breathing in order to stop writing.
Cary O’Malley has lived and worked in Surrey for the better part
of her life. She’s a retired teacher who raised her family here. She's
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currently working on her MFA in Creative Writing at UBC. Her
favourite things to do in Surrey are walk the beach at Crescent and
enjoy quilting with friends.
Harbans Singh Padda was born in India and has lived in Canada
for more than 50 years. He worked for Canada Post for 22 years,
living all over British Columbia.
Darlene M Padlesky moved to Surrey from Toronto more than
twenty years ago. Surrey is home now.
Barbara Porco is a retired consultant for the Provincial Autism
Outreach Program. Soon after retirement she discovered the
Historic Stewart Farm. It is almost an exact replica of her
Grandfather`s 1894 farm in southern Ohio where she spent joyous
childhood days. She now volunteers there combining her love of
the farm, of history and of teaching children.
Sandeep Sandhu volunteers with the Surrey Museum and Historic
Stewart Farm and enjoys not having a phone.
Renée Sarojini Saklikar is an award-winning poet, creative writing
instructor and the first Poet Laureate for the City of Surrey. She
writes long poems and collects poems about bees.
Meghan Savage is a librarian in Surrey. She spends most of her free
time reading as many library books as she can, exploring the great
outdoors, and eating delicious food.
Amarjit Sidhu moved to Canada in 1968, originally settling in
Lake Cowichan with her family. She worked on berry farms for ten
years and her husband was a heavy duty mechanic.
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Jarnail Singh is a freelance Artist who was born in 1956 in India
and has lived in Canada since 2000. His art has been featured in
Surrey, Harrison Hot Springs, Langley and Abbotsford. In 2008 the
City of Surrey conferred on him a Surrey Civic Treasure lifetime
achievement award.
Saroj Sood was born in 1931 in India. When she was widowed at
46, she decided to move to Canada with her two teenage sons as
she believed there would be more opportunities for a single
mother. Sood learned French as she lived and worked in Quebec
for ten years, operating two boutiques, before moving to Surrey.
In her retirement years, Brenda Woosnam has taken to trying
some new pursuits including genealogy, memoir writing and
exploring her South Surrey neighbourhood as well as deepening
some older pursuits including volunteering, gardening and
frequenting the library.
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Fear Less, Love More
Moins de peur - Plus d'amour
ਡਰੋ ਘੱ ਟ, ਿਪਆਰ ਵੱ ਧ ਕਰੋ ।
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