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During the 1980’s, the biggest war in Cambodia had been launched, and it 
terrified everyone. Several buildings were destroyed, and many people were 
killed. However, inhabitants tried to find a way to get out of there. This was the 
reason why my parents left their homeland. They wanted to find a safe place in 
which they could live normally. For more than five years, while hiding in Thailand, 
they lived with the fear of being found and killed. Therefore, they were extremely 
excited when they learned that they had been chosen to immigrate to Canada. 
 
When they arrived here, in Montreal, life wasn’t as easy as they thought. They 
were sent to a special school for immigrants to learn French. In only six months, 
they had to be able to talk, write, and comprehend a language that they never 
heard of before. In addition, they had to learn how to live and how to deal with 
the traditions here.  
 
Let me tell you how their first day at school was. To make sure that they wouldn’t 
be late, they arrived approximately an hour earlier than the other students. As the 
door was opened, they entered the classroom, took a seat, and waited for the 
teacher. When the teacher finally arrived, my parents stood up and introduced 
themselves to her. Of course, she wasn’t surprised by the way they acted, 
because she knew that immigrants probably behave as if they were in their own 
country. Then, she told them that it wasn’t necessary to act like that. At least they 
didn’t feel embarrassed, because the whole class did the same thing. Days had 
passed, and they started to gradually appreciate their new home until one day… 
 
It had been four months since my parents came to Canada, but the weather had 
never been so cold before. Even when they were at home, they were still 
shivering. Then, they saw through the window something small and white falling 
down. It was the first time that they saw the snow, and nobody had told them 
about it before. They went outside to see what was going on and noticed that 
everyone wore a heavy coat. Since that day, they learned that every time the 
snow fell, it meant that they had to wear warm clothes. Actually, they learned 
how to deal with the coldest season, but they still hated it. They will probably 
never understand why children love playing outside in the freezing temperature.  
 
Today, even if my parents feel more comfortable here than fifteen years ago, 
they still miss their homeland and their families who did not have the 
opportunities to visit a charming country like Canada. I think they have found the 
right medium between their own culture and Montreal’s culture.    
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