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The first thing Nina heard when she arrived in Canada was the sound of birds 

singing. It had been so long since she had listened to their cheery songs that the girl 

couldn't help but smile as she left the bustling airport with her family. When she looked 

up she saw the small red birds sitting atop a tree chirping their joyful melody. 

Standing underneath that tree was a dapper looking man, wearing a suit, tie and 

a large grin.  “You must be the Nueva family. Welcome to Canada!” he said with such 

kindness and warmth.

  Nina looked at her mother and father - both wore matching relieved expressions. 

Her baby brother was fast asleep in her mother’s arms, unfazed by the life - altering 

day. Nina was excited to be in Canada, but she couldn't ignore the sadness and longing 

she felt for her home, a world away. They didn't have much choice in the matter though; 

with the outbreak of civil war, leaving was inevitable. She pushed the homesickness 

away. It was time to focus on the present, on the new opportunities Canada would have 

in store for her. 

One of the helpful volunteers who had worked to organize the Nueva family’s 

move had told Nina stories about what life would be like here - stories of schools where 

boys and girls could learn all kinds of wonderful things; tales of lakes that froze over in 

the winter on which they could skate; of jubilant celebrations for all kinds of different cul-

tures. She’d told Nina how easy it would be for her to fit in here, for her to “become a 
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patch on Canada’s quilt of many cultures.” The stories had filled Nina with anticipation 

for what lay ahead. 

The kind man was leading her family towards a large black van. Her mother’s 

curly dark hair bounced as she walked in front of Nina, a sight she had seen countless 

times before. Nina reached out and grabbed her mother’s hand, trying to grasp onto 

something familiar. Although Nina was excited to be in Canada, she was still apprehen-

sive. 

She had only been in Canada for a half hour, but Nina could already see differ-

ences. The air here was clean and crisp. She breathed it in gratefully. There were beau-

tiful trees lining the wide streets, varieties that Nina didn't recognize. After her family en-

tered the van the man began to drive through busy streets. Nina had never seen so 

many cars in her life. She assumed that people were driving to work or to see family. 

One day her family might be part of this routine. Signs were placed all around, featuring 

English words which Nina had been practicing for months. Underneath was another 

language she did not recognize. 

The man must have noticed her puzzled expression as she tried to decipher the 

words. “Some of the signs have French underneath the English. Those are both the of-

ficial languages of Canada,” he explained. Nina made a mental reminder to look into 

learning the new language.  

 The car ride was something Nina would never forget. Out the windows she could 

see families walking, some stopping in shops, others engaged in conversation along the 

sidewalks. Some seemed to be simply enjoying the fresh air. People appeared to be so 

friendly. The girl was surprised to see the diversity within the pedestrians. She had al-
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ways heard that Canada was a widely diverse culture, but seeing the different faces, 

colours, and features made her feel she would have a chance at fitting in. Nina longed 

to be apart of this. 

Occasionally her father would point excitedly at something and catch the atten-

tion of Nina’s mother. “Rosa, look!” he would exclaim as they passed tall buildings, busy 

restaurants, and beautiful parks. 

 After what felt like just a few minutes, the car turned a corner and Nina had a 

clear view of an image she had only before seen on a computer screen or on the pages 

of a pamphlet.  The buildings were tall, with their green roofs shining in the afternoon 

sun like a beacon - a beacon of freedom and hope. 

 “And these are the Parliament Buildings.” the man, whom Nina learned to be 

Sam, told them. He pulled the van down a street alongside one of the buildings and 

opened the door for her family to leave. 

 Sam lead them through an understated door and into the heart of the building. 

Although Nina could not yet understand much about life here in Canada, she could defi-

nitely appreciate the architecture of this magnificent place. As they walked through, Sam 

told them about the history of the buildings, how they where built long long ago in the 

mid - 1800s. As Nina looked up at the towering roof, she didn't feel as small as she 

would have expected - she felt as though she was on the path to becoming a part of 

something important. There was a welcoming feeling all around.
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 Nina saw her father stand a little straighter and fuss about non-existent dust on 

the shoulders of his jacket. “Papa, what’s wrong?” asked Peter, Nina’s little brother who 

was now wide awake. 

 “Nothing is wrong, mi amor. Everything is perfect! I am just excited about the 

wonderful life we are going to have here,” her father explained, his brown eyes shining 

and crinkling in the corners as he smiled down at his son. 

 Peter’s matching brown eyes were bright with curiosity. Nina grabbed his small 

hand, afraid he would run off.  “Nina?” Peter asked looking up at her. “Are you excited 

too?” 

 “Very,” she responded, fluffing his hair. 

 Sam lead them into a large room. There were hundreds of people there milling 

about. Nina could hear many speaking her native language of Spanish. She also heard 

words that were spoken often on the trip over - ‘Refugees’, ‘Civil War’, and ‘Welcome’. It 

filled her heart to know that they had found hope here in Canada as others had from her 

country. 

A woman walked onto the stage at the front of the room as people shuffled to find 

their seats. The woman had a warm smile. “Welcome to Canada,” she said. 

 Nina had seen this woman before in the news and on the Internet. She was Irene 

Bradley, the Prime Minister of Canada. 

 The Prime Minister stood tall. “I know you have all left behind something you love 

very much; your country, your home.”

The pang of sadness Nina had felt earlier returned. Peter leaned to rest his head 

on her shoulder, exhausted from the long journey. He probably wouldn't remember 
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where he came from as he grew older. Nina silently vowed that she would try and keep 

the memories alive for him. 

“And,” the Prime Minster continued. “I know that is irreplaceable. You can leave 

your country, but it will never leave you. I want you all to know that you have a home 

here in Canada. That this will be your foster country until it is safe for you to return to 

the place you love. Canada is a welcoming, accepting country. We all welcome and ac-

cept you with arms wide open.”  

 Nina looked up to her father and mother. Both had tears streaming down their 

faces. Her fathers eyes met hers and he smiled a true and genuine smile. “Mi amor, it’s 

all going to be okay.” Nina knew he was saying that more to himself than to her. 

Seeing the diversity of Canada earlier through its citizens, and again in this room, 

Nina was reminded of the saying that the volunteer had told her earlier - “become a 

patch on Canada’s quilt of many cultures.” Each of the different people, regardless of 

where they came from or what they looked like, were a part of this country. They were 

all unique. Different patches joined together to make the quilt that was Canada. 

  As Nina sat there beside her family, feeling safe and welcomed while the Prime 

Minister spoke kind words, Nina knew that her father was right. Everything was going to 

be okay. Nina also knew that Canada would become her home. 
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