
In the past, Canada was 
nothing more than a fantasy 
for our family. Today, it is 

a reality.

My family immigrated to 
Canada from Jászárokszállás, Hungary, 
a poor rural town 75 kilometres east 
of Budapest. My grandfather Zoltan 
came to Canada during the 1956 
Hungarian Revolution, a spontaneous 
nationwide revolt against the government 
of the People’s Republic of Hungary and 
its Soviet-imposed policies. 

My grandfather was one 
of 200,000 Hungarians who escaped 
that horrific era in Hungarian 
history. At a time of upheaval, he 
managed to flee to a refugee camp 
in Austria where he had stayed for 
several months. 

My mother Eva, who was 9 months 
old, remained in Hungary with my 
grandmother Maria. My grandmother 
recognized the grave dangers 
of crossing a border with a newborn—
where shootings and fatalities were not 
uncommon.

As the years passed, Hungary 
remained under the “Iron Curtain” 
Russian regime that prohibited 
Hungarians from travelling outside 
their country. And because her 
husband had fled the country, my 
grandmother was “blacklisted” and 
consequently was unemployable. 

In 1972, my mother and 
grandmother came to Canada for 
the first time to visit my grandfather, 
who had remarried. That visit had 
a significant impact on both my 

mother and grandmother. My mother 
recognized the opportunity and 
potential that Canada offered. Her 
admiration of Canada and its people, 
combined with her persistence to 
become a Canadian citizen, turned 
their visit into permanent residence. 

At that time, becoming a resident 
of Canada could be accomplished by 
obtaining a sponsor or by marrying 
a Canadian citizen within 2 weeks. 
Their hopes of becoming a citizen were 
bleak because my mother was only 16 
years old and my grandmother, at 40, 
could barely speak a word of English. 

Fortunately, through mutual 
friends, my grandmother was 
introduced to a man named Steve 
from Osoyoos, BC, who had also fled 
Hungary during the Revolution. They 
had an instant connection, fell in 
love, and married less than 2 weeks 
after meeting. They remained happily 
married for 36 years, until he passed 
away in 2008.

He arrived with the clothes 
on his back and no food or 

money and he could not 
speak a word of English. 

It was in this refugee camp that 
he received his ticket to Canada. 
He arrived with the clothes on his 
back and no food or money and he 
could not speak a word of English. 
My grandfather left his home, family, 
and career as an engineer to come 
to Canada, a country admired for its 
beauty and freedom.
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Becoming Canadian citizens and 
learning the customs and culture was 
an experience they endured together 
and that they always remembered and 
cherished.

Initially for my grandmother, 
learning English and finding a job were 
intimidating tasks. Her first few years as 
a Canadian citizen were spent attending 
an ESL class for immigrants and working 
as a seamstress for a drycleaner during 
the day and cleaning houses in the 
evenings. Day by day, life got easier; my 
grandmother adapted to new traditions 
and social norms while creating 
a network of life-long friends. 

Upon arrival into Canada, my 
mother was immediately enrolled into 
grade 11 and faced the daunting task 
of learning and studying in English. 
My mother’s career goal was to be 
a nurse and give back to a country that 
supported her.

To achieve her goal, my mother 
enrolled in ESL classes and spent her 
lunch breaks and evenings studying 
English. She practised for 3 years 
as a psychiatric nurse at Riverview 
Hospital and has spent the last 32 
years as a Registered Nurse at Royal 
Columbian Hospital.

I often think about what it would 
be like to leave the security of your 
home, family, friends, and career 
to immigrate to a country where 
your future is entirely insecure and 
unknown. 

When I asked my family why they 
chose to come to Canada, the answer 
was simple. Canada gave them an 
opportunity for a bright future; it gave 
them the hope and freedom to choose 
the life they had always wanted.  s
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My grandmother Maria and Steve,  
her husband of 36 years

He needs your help...

Each year the BC Society for the 
Prevention of Cruelty to Animals helps 

more than 36,000 abused, sick, homeless, 
injured, lost and neglected animals across 
BC through its 37 branches.

Your support enables us to resuce animals 
in need and give them a second chance 
at life.

Please help us by making a donation or 
leaving a gift to the animals in your Will.   
To find out how, visit us at  
spca.bc.ca/donate or contact:
 
John Hoole, Senior Manager, Gift Planning
Email: jhoole@spca.bc.ca
Phone: (250) 388-7722 Ext 225

spca.bc.ca
BCSPCA 
SPEAKING FOR ANIMALS

Call us for real estate advice and service you can trust.

Prudential Sussex Realty  2397 Marine Drive, West Vancouver, BC  V7V 1K9

Judi Whyte RI

Inaugural Professional Excellence Award
Real Estate Board of Greater Vancouver

Cell: 604.868.9812
judiwhyte@telus.net

Selling Homes for over 30 years ~ www.JudiWhyte.com

Robbi-Layne Robertson

Cell: 604.351.9417
robbilaynerobertson@gmail.com

Volume 21 Number 4 Winter 2012 The Scrivener 27


