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Follow Martín's journey from South America to his new home country, Canada. This story is one
lived by many immigrants that find themselves on foreign soil. Martín dad's sacrifice would
sprout new possibilities for the entire family.

About the AuthorBonnie Gillespie, originally from Atlanta, Georgia, holds a Master's degree in
Journalism from the University of Georgia. Her thesis, "Broadcasting in the Elementary School,"
is an ethnographic study of live television news broadcasts developed and produced entirely by
students. Bonnie has worked as Instructional Technology Coordinator for Athens Academy and
developed extensive staff enrichment courses in the integration of media and technology in
education. As graduate advisor to WUOG, 90.5fm, Bonnie was named College Radio Advisor of
the Year, 1997, by the National Association of College Broadcasters.Her pursuit of acting
brought her to Los Angeles, where Bonnie soon began working as a freelance writer for several
publications. Freelance clients have included Reel Noir, Back Stage West, the Sundance
Institute, Roxbury Publishing Company, Hey Anita, and several online publications including The
Actor's Bone, Actor Point, WildOgre.com, and EverythingElse.net, home of her column "It's Like
This..." the follow-up to her popular humor column "Don't Get Me Started."Bonnie has retired
from acting, preferring instead to write and teach about the craft of casting and the business of
acting. Her first book Casting Qs: A Collection of Casting Director Interviews is a top seller in Los
Angeles and has been selected as a textbook for collegiate acting programs nationwide. Bonnie
now works as a personal consultant to actors and is a frequent guest speaker at several acting
studios and regular free events in Los Angeles. She is also co-founder of the Flickering Image
Short Film Festival.Recently, Bonnie has put her expertise from interviewing over 200 casting
directors to the test, having cast the feature A Dull House as well as having worked as casting
coordinator for the Fox series Mr. Personality, Paradise Hotel, The Brady Bunch, and Project X.
She has provided casting consultant services on several independent projects and is creator
and co-host of Hollywood Happy Hour; news, schmooze, reviews, and interviews. Bonnie lives in
the Hollywood Hills with her fiancé and two cats.--This text refers to an out of print or unavailable
edition of this title.ReviewRequired reading for actors! One of the most clearly detailed, specific
example-filled, how-to-do-it-right books available! -- Lawrence Parke, Acting World Books,
September 2003What a priceless asset for actors to see what really goes on! Gillespie provides
invaluable information for the actor. -- K Callan, Sweden Press, September 2003 --This text
refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this title.From the PublisherIt's your career. Why
not manage yourself? --This text refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this
title.Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved.There is nothing magic or even a
little mystical about the business side of the business (or even about the craft, if you look at the



academic science of it). There is, however, a cloak of protection around some industry
information. As one casting director once told me, "This is NOT classified information! Most of it
is common sense and the rest of it is all available through research." Sure. But as an artist, you
are trying very hard to balance the muse that helps you create, the inspiration that keeps you
going, and the organizational skills that allow you to navigate it all. Oh yes, and you're trying not
to take it all personally, when you don't get cast! Forget about keeping all those proverbial balls
in the air at once. Reward yourself for each success you have in the complex life that is the
actor's. --This text refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this title.Read more
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Our Silent JourneyRicardo-Martín MarroquínDedication:To my family with whom God continues
to bless me with. Thank you, dad for your loving sacrifice!Acknowledgements:It is always a great
joy to thank so many people that have encouraged me to keep on writing and to share ideas,
thoughts and feelings through the art of the pen. First of all, I am so thankful to our Lord for
giving me an earthly father who sacrificed his career and his comfortable life for the well-being of
our family. He endured much discouragement and danger, putting his life at risk, for the sake of
my mom, my sister and me. I also am very grateful for my mom’s love and direction, especially
when she had to take on both parental roles. With the support of her brother, Luis and other
family members, she painted a vision of hope and possibilities, both in Peru and in Canada. Her
loving and caring touch was always present. To my wife who supports me by listening to my
stories, those that make it on paper and those that are simply orally. Thank you for always
smiling. To my kids who everyday are teaching me how to become a loving daddy, and never
get tired of listening to anecdotes. To my uncle Luis, who became a father figure not just for my
sister and me, but to the many cousins who needed a mentor. Finally, I have many friends and
colleagues (at Redeemer University and at the HWDSB) and family members, some of which
have been depicted in this story, who I want to express my sincere gratitude, especially to my
friend Roberto, who took the time to read and provide me with purposeful feedback. To Fenny,
Horacio, and to all of you who extended your arms and gave us a warm welcome. To all of you,
thank you! This feat is ours.To all the people who woke up with a new sunrise, and a limitless
horizon.Table of Content:Chapter 1 – The Beginning of It All  pp. 7Chapter 2 – The Goodbye:
Martín Father’s Journey Begins
pp. 15Chapter 3 – Terrorism and The Struggles   pp. 24Chapter 4 – Martín, The One Once
Known As “The Champion” pp. 35Chapter
5– For The Love of Baseball  pp. 47Chapter 6 – The Phone Calls  pp. 56Chapter 7 – The
Wintery Month   pp. 68Chapter 8 – The Next Phone Call   pp. 84Chapter 9 – The New
“Extended Family” in Canada pp. 90Chapter 10 – Baseball, The Other Beautiful Game
pp. 101Chapter 11 – The Story of Mo  pp. 113Chapter 12 – Martín’s Best Friend in Peru  pp.
124Chapter 13 – The Departure of Mo   pp. 135Chapter 14 – Terror with a Sweet Victory  pp.
150Chapter 15 – The Surprise   pp. 156Chapter 1 – The Beginning of It AllThe bell had rung,
and all the pupils went outside for recess. They quickly scattered throughout the playground;
some choosing the monkey bars, while others playing on the field. However, Martín did not know
where to go or what to do. The first thing that crossed his mind was to sneak out to the outside
wall where he had been standing since the beginning of recess. His reasoning for doing so was
in hopes of joining a group of boys from his grade 5 class that had started to play “Red Wall”; a
game where they threw a tennis ball with all their might against the wall where he was originally
standing. Quickly he realized the idea of the game and thought it was fun. He did not know how
to ask to play since he did not speak any English as he had just arrived to Canada a few days
earlier. The game consisted of a player throwing the ball against the wall, and it would rebound
off the wall forming a trajectory of a big loop that usually would go above everyone’s



head. Martín extended his arm and caught the ball with three fingers. Everyone was astonished
at the grab but no one said anything except for a kid called Mo, who just screamed “hey, pass
the ball!”. Martín did not understand the exclamation of the boy and stayed frozen with his arm
extended, still holding the ball. Mo ran to Martín and forcefully took the ball out of his hands and
then threw it against the wall. “You are out!” he shouted to Martín, who did not know the meaning
of the words but understood that he was not allowed to play anymore. The game played on and
the kids kept on running and tossing and screaming and laughing. All seemed to be having a
great time. Martín could feel the joy of his peers and wanted to be part of this but again did not
know how to get involved. In his mind, he could only think about how he wanted to play but not
knowing his way into the activity, he just observed from the sideline. Another young boy who
was a year older noticed that Martín could not speak English and called him to another wall.
There he taught him the game by using single words and many actions that followed each
command such as throw, run, duck, catch, out and win. Those two played the game for the next
twenty minutes until the bell rang again, at which point everyone ran to form lines. Martín was
not sure what was happening but he understood that he too had to get in line. That is exactly
what he did. “Hey, my name is Richard” mentioned the boy who had just taught him how to play.
Although this boy was not in the same class and therefore did not form part of the same line, he
told Martín that he would play with him again. Martín did not understand a single word but could
infer from the smile and the pat that he received on his back that Richard was the friend he
needed and that he was a nice kid. That made him forget for a moment, the hardship he was
enduring due to having left his extended family behind in his own country. His smile quickly
vanished with the strong wind of the reoccurring whiteouts, commonly felt in the middle of
winter. Suddenly his mind took him back to the past, as it had done so many other times. It took
him back to another line up… the one his parents and his sister were making outside the
Embassy of the United States in Lima, Peru. The morning was cold, damp and dark and Martín,
Adriana and their parents Maya and Victor, had been standing in the line-up that felt like it lasted
an eternity for a few hours without moving a single step. The Embassy did not open until nine in
the morning but all of the candidates would form a line a few hours before, hoping to make it to
the office and try their luck with an embassy representative. They planned to plead and beg as a
second resort if their initial argument to why being allowed into the USA was denied. This was
not the first nor second time standing in the lineup outside the U.S. embassy, and although the
family did not want to get rejected once again, they thought that the third time was the charm.
Martín’s dad felt that the best thing to do for the family was to flee the country (for crucial reasons
to be explained), and if this meant sacrificing a night’s rest, then he would have his family endure
this. During that lineup, Martín’s dad, Victor, continued preparing the family on possible
questions that the ambassador might ask. In fact, the family had spoken already with an uncle
who lived in the United States. who suggested possible answers to potential questions. The
night before, Martín practiced how to answer questions with his mom, while his sister did the
same thing with her dad. The family knew how important it was to get prepared in order to



convince the embassy of their case. The rehearsal of questions went almost all night
until his mom realized how late into the evening it was. At that point both parents decided to end
their practice and called it quits until the next day which was just a few hours away, where they
would be in front of the ambassador. The night before the lineup Martín and his sister went to
their room after brushing their teeth and saying goodnight to their parents. However, both of
them were wired with information overload and felt that they needed to continue the immigration
discourse. Both of them stayed up talking about possible answers, and how
these responses would give them a chance to earn their ticket to North America. They even
started talking about living there and how majestic the snow-covered trees and houses would
look like in the middle of winter. They had seen the snow in movies, but had never felt the
essence of a flake on their bare skin or on the tip of their tongue. They saw themselves creating
a snowman, building a snowy trench and forts where they would each take a side and target
each other. Imagining the snowman that could be created by throwing voluminous snow
balls, their fantasy took them to a winter wonderland where the cold was not an issue, yet the
snow would fall down perfectly on the ground covering everything like a white blanket seen in the
Andean Cordillera. They sighed at the same time and stayed quiet for a while, until his sister
who was older said “goodnight”. Shortly after, both fell asleep, but it would only have been a
short nap due to the closeness of the wakeup call which was just a couple of hours away. One
thing is to practice the answers to these questions with your loved ones, but the moment you are
facing an agent who has the power over your destiny (in his country), you can kiss goodbye your
chances of formulating any satisfactory and convincing answer. This is exactly what happened
once it was their opportunity to meet the ambassador. He took a quick look at the family and
summoned Martín’s dad, asking for the passports. After reviewing the case, he marked
the documents with a red coloured “denied” stamp. Immediately, the family’s hope for an
opportunity to migrate, vanished, turning their fantasy into a delusion. Martín’s dad tried his best
to advocate his case but this was a waste of time that did not solidify into anything meaningful.
By the time his mom got up to support her husband, the ambassador left the clerk’s office and
went inside a solid metal door that was protected by a guard officer. The mother held the dad,
wrapping her arms around his shoulders while Martín’s sister did the same thing to him. Both set
of couples, one after the other, looked to the door with eyes filled with hopelessness, and left the
embassy. All four family members walked to the car where it was parked a few blocks away. It
was one of the quietest walks that Martín and his sister could remember. Although the ride back
home was unpleasant and the parents’ hardship was visible in their faces, the mom still asked
the dad to stop at a nearby bakery to have some treats. “What’s there to celebrate?” dad asked.
“The fact that we are still together” mom replied quickly with a soft smile. “Hey are you coming
in…” one of the kids from his class exclaimed with a negative and condescending tone. Even
though Martín did not understand the sentence, he quickly inferred that the kid was not going to
hold the door forever for him who remained lost in thought in a lineup that was once there.
Quickly he moved and made it to the door before this one closed shut in front of him. He took in



the warmth of the heat and felt once again safe and sound. Closing his eyes and taking a deep
breath he thought of how blessed he was for making it to North America. Although his
happiness for being in Canada had escalated to the highest degree, he still remembered the
ones left behind, especially his uncles and cousins. His mind however, always travelled back
home and there were several quiet moments while in school; moments that made others think
that Martín could have some type of emotional or academic issue inferred by many because the
lack of language. This time, he decided to smile and not think too much but rather to enjoy the
moment. Once inside and while taking off his winter coat, he noticed that his classmates went
to the change room, so he followed the boys, not knowing what to do but to sit on a bench and
wait for what was next. Suddenly everyone left the area and entered a big well-lit gym. There
was a volleyball net in the middle, separating the playing area in even halves that also had lines
on the ground that perfectly depicted the perimeter of a volleyball court. Two kids approached
the teacher and suddenly started helping him take down the nets and posts. Martín was not too
happy about this, as he thought that he would be playing volleyball. This was one sport that he
enjoyed so much and the one where he and his sister created fond memories; ones that would
be imprinted in his heart for the rest of his life. His mind quickly took him back to his old street
back at home where he was enjoying a game of night volleyball in the company of the
neighborhood kids. He and his sister enjoyed playing the sport with the friends where often as
many as twenty kids would congregate in the dead-end street. One of the homeowners who had
been a volleyball coach would use two light posts that happened to be located on opposite sides
of the same road. It was these posts that he would tie the net to. The sidewalk would act as the
area for the families to gather and watch the kids play. Sometimes Martín’s family would come
and watch the kids play the game with some of the other parents. They were all taught how to
volley, hit, pass, and even how to play as a team. The joyous nights would continue with a
championship game where bragging rights were earned and the loser team would just take
down the net. Sometimes those final games could not get played, as the whole country was on
a curfew that pretty much started an hour or two after it got dark. This was due to the terrorism
that hurt and reigned the society. Nevertheless, numerous nights were filled with excitement and
a few good games of competitive volleyball. A sudden noise, snapped Martín back in to reality
of the present day. Everyone sat down on the floor with their back against the wall waiting for
their name to be called by this new teacher. All of the students said “here” as their names were
called, however, as Martín’s name came up, there was silence. The teacher called it
again, hoping to hear from the new boy, however, his pronunciation of the name was very much
different to the one that Martín was accustomed to hearing. - Hey kid, are you Martin-, asked the
teacher. Martín just looked up from his spot and with his big dark brown eyes, showed a degree
of intimidation. Without saying a word, he turned his attention to a girl who manifested -yes he is
but he can’t speak-. -Oh… well just do what the others do-, mentioned the teacher and walked
away back to the middle of the gym from where he was taking attendance. Once the teacher
was finished, he gave instructions about a game the class was going to participate in and



reminded everyone of the rules. Shortly after, he divided the class into two equal teams of boys
and girls. The “ones” were on the left side, whereas the “twos” were on the right side. Martín
was nominated as a “one” but ended up not understanding the whereabouts of his number, so
ended up walking towards the wrong side. No one said anything to him and he did not mention
a word, not only because he could not say anything in English, but because he did not feel
comfortable to participate or express anything. The whistle went and the kids ran to the middle
line that separated them and quickly tried grabbing a ball before someone from the other team
did. Once they did so, they whipped the ball against a player on the other team. Some were hit
in a different part of the body, while others caught the ball in the air. Martín evaded the ball, as it
was coming towards him as a projectile. He quickly realized that this was what he needed to do,
that is to say, move out of the way to avoid getting hurt. What he did not realize however, was
that he could also grab a ball and do the same as the other kids, and throw it with all his might.
The game was coming to an end and there were three kids left, Martín on one side and two
other kids on the other. One of those was Mo, who grabbed a ball ran to the line and threw a
perfect ball that landed precisely on Martín’s chest. It ricocheted off the body up into the air,
about two meters, and then Martín grabbed it. This meant that Mo had to sit on the ground
where the rest of his team was already, chanting his name and making loud noises showing their
expressions quite obvious. Mo was upset at the fact that he was out, and therefore, quickly
grabbing another ball and without the teacher noticing he pitched it against Martín, hitting him on
the nape. This impeded the fallen soldier to notice the throw that the last kid on Mo’s team had
also done a second later which landed on the leg of Martín. All the kids on that team jumped
with joy and celebrated their win with Mo. Whereas, Martín felt embarrassed, impotent and very
much confused as he did not understand the dissatisfaction of his own team towards him. No
one from the team dared said anything against Mo or what he did. Everyone just took the loss
and tried turning the page.The game continued on and it seemed like Martín was getting the
hang of it. However, every time he felt like celebrating an accomplishment such as grasping the
idea of the game or becoming better at it, Mo would blow off Martín’s happiness by getting him
out each and every time. It seemed like Mo and his friends understood that the new kid, the
immigrant, was good and therefore, it was necessary to get him out as soon as possible.
Unfortunately for Martín, he did not understand the level of competition and could not
understand why Mo was so harsh with him. This lead him to daydream, and think about his past
terribly missing his hometown. The procession he kept inside and although he tried his best to
please his parents (by trying his best), the lack of language naturally made him quiet,
disengaged and at times, even bored.Chapter 2 – The Goodbye: Martín Father’s Journey
BeginsIt is fairly common to miss those left behind when one is an immigrant. It is also very
common for your mind to travel back to the past, especially when struggle strikes you down. For
Martín, this was his first few months after arriving in Canada, the “Majestic”. His mind played
tricks on him, sometimes forcing him to revisit scenarios that were painful and brought him no
joy, and even though he did not control these thoughts, they kept on crawling back to his



present, forcing him to travail more so in a new country, especially when learning the language
and ways of life. One of these occasions that Martín remembered was one that he would have
wanted to erase from his repertoire. That is, the day his dad left Peru in search for the so-called
“American Dream”. It was customary to have the extended family, relatives and friends visit
every time one would leave the country, and this is precisely what happened to Martín. Many
family members and friends came over, immediately after dinner the day before, and beside
saying goodbye to their cherished Victor, also known as “el Negrito[1]”, some of them helped
with weighing bags, picking up a few last-minute items, dropping off farewell gifts and even
bringing bags of groceries for the rest of the family that was staying behind. In this case, it was
only Martín’s dad who was leaving the country while the rest of the family (the mom and sister,
along with Martín) stayed back. The fact that more than twenty people came over that evening,
made it easier for Martín not to dwell in pain and sorrow from having his father about to leave the
country. In fact, it was very much needed. His cousins and uncles that visited made his mind
distracted with planning different events in the near future that would help ease the pain of not
having his dad around. There was even a point in time that evening where he actually forgot that
his dad was leaving the next day. However, every occasion he would pass by the living room
where all of the luggage was laid down, spreading all over the living room floor, it reminded him
that for an indefinite period he would be fatherless.His cousin invited Martín to a kids’ television
show where they would have the opportunity to appear on the show. This made him look
forward to something in the future. His cousin had thought it all out, such as the transportation to
and fro, the food, the permission from Martín’s parents, and even getting his room ready for the
slumber party after the show. They were both very close in age and more so in heart, therefore it
was good that they had each other, especially during difficult moments. Cousins have that
calming way of being. They sooth the soul in ways that others cannot, and for Martín this was
exactly what anyone would have advised; playdates with his cousin. Martín however still felt sad
for his family as it was the first time that they would be torn apart by an unknown amount of time
and by so many kilometers. In fact, his family had always made sure to spend their time
together. They would eat together and take vacation trips often. His dad however, felt that this
sacrifice was necessary for the family’s well-being and future.Uncles and family stepped up to
the plate to help out with the numerous needs that the family would encounter. A couple of
family members in particular, adopted Martín’s family for time they remained in Peru. Uncle
Luchín would make sure that both Martín and his sister, Adriana would be busy with homework,
literature, and extra-curricular activities. The uncle would teach both kids about different
authors, and modern plays. He would teach them how to become critical thinkers in today’s
society. In fact, he would take them to plays occasionally and after the show, they would go to a
Chinese restaurant, to eat and discuss the performance. He instilled culture in their minds and it
was for this reason that Martín would be volunteered by his teacher to recite poems during
special assemblies. Martín would be a third grader who would have been the student to recite by
memory César Vallejo’s Los Heraldos Negros or Nicomedes Santa Cruz’ La pelona[2]. A



younger version of Martín would stand in front of his peers, five hundred of them, and they would
all attentively listen as he started his discourse. The interesting part was that his homeroom
teacher, Señorita María, watching from the side where all of the faculty sat together, would join
him in his performance, repeating all of the lyrics without making any sound. It was very clear
that she enjoyed his recitations. For his uncle, this was a feat. He always wanted the kids to
strive in all they did, although his main goal was for them to be remembered as kind hearted and
active contributors to society. Even though he had his own house where he lived, he would
spend the main part of his day with Martín’s family, not trying to replace a father figure but rather
becoming one.Martín’s sister, Adriana, enjoyed theatre and public speaking. His uncle noticed
these two attributes of hers and decided to place her in drama club. There she learned many
skills that would become very favourable in her career. She enjoyed her lessons but sometimes
it seemed like Martín would enjoy them even more, as he would sit behind the stage and mimic
her actions.  Then he would use these for the next time he was invited to recite a new poem.
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Mike, “Very well written and heart felt story. Very well written and heart felt story”

Aldo, “Felicitaciones. Muy buen Libro !!!!!”

gioconda, “Motivational, courage. What a beautiful story! This is a story of a family who fought to
make their dreams come true! I was impressed that who tells us this story is an eleven year old
boy. He shares his struggles as a Lin immigrant and how he overcame along with his wonderful
family. A must read!!!! You won’t be disappointed!”

Stefano, “Well done; an intimate view into a universal experience. I really enjoyed this and read it
as a tribute of a son to a father. It was raw and refreshing to witness the world through a child's
eyes and have the experience and wisdom to re-examine things which we might not have
understood or been able to appreciate in youth; youth cut short when forced into such an
experience. Well done.”

Daniel, “Wonderful story- giving one lots to think about!. I found this novel easy to read and hard
to put down. But that didn't keep it from stopping me many a time to pause and reflect. It acted
in many ways as a compassion exercise but also as a reflection tool. Thank you for this
wonderful story.”

The book by Bonnie Gillespie has a rating of  5 out of 5.0. 7 people have provided feedback.
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