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Everyone has good or bad memories from childhood. Here is a good memory 
from my childhood. 
 
I was born in Romania, and I had lived there until the age of fourteen. In the big 
cities of Romania, tradition and religion were not as strict or as hard to follow as 
many other places around the globe. Therefore, every child learned most of his 
or her habits from the family. I am the second child in my family, and I was 
always the spoiled one. Compared to the others, I had almost everything I 
wished for.  
 
I loved being outside all the time and playing with the other children on my block. 
Even when school started, my mind was everywhere but in the class. My mother 
told me several years later that during the first week of school she kept asking 
me if I had any homework. I always said that I did not have any. However, she 
did not find out that I was being punished at school for not doing my homework 
until the first parent’s meeting. She was shocked when she found out. You can 
laugh, but this was just the beginning.  
 
Because of my "interest" in school, I started studying with her. The reason was 
because it was difficult for me to concentrate in whatever was happening at 
school. My poor mom, she was working nine hours a day, and she had many 
responsibilities at home, but she still found time for me. Not only I was doing my 
homework with her, but she was also my precious resource of knowledge. For 
example, I usually had to know poems by heart or learn six to eight pages of 
history for a small test of twenty minutes. Obviously, she didn’t always have the 
time or patience for me. She punished me as well, because I wanted to finish my 
homework fast and leave home to have fun outside.  
 
Ten days after my thirteenth birthday, I left Romania for Canada. I remembered 
being happy to go even if I did not know much about the country. This feeling had 
rapidly changed after a few days in Montreal. I actually cried a lot without telling 
my parents, because they were busy with papers, and they had to get everything 
ready in order to stay in Canada. After that, they started a French course, and I 
began school. This time, I was on my own.  I actually forced myself not to disturb 
my parents and to do things on my own. This was the biggest step that I ever 
took in my life, and I am proud of it. 
 
In the end, you never really know until you try. You may fail, but at least you'll 
know what to avoid the next time. Oh! By the way, since my arrival in Canada, I 
have become exactly the opposite of what I was in the past. 
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