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Commemorative Speech: Switzerland 

I’m sure all of you can relate to that feeling you get when you’re graduating high school, 

or even just when you’re a teenager. Maybe you feel like doing the classic “I want to go to 

Europe and find myself” thing, or maybe it’s enough for you to just move out of your parent’s 

house and into a university residence, or to find your own place.  You want to be free, you’re 

sick of your parents’ rules, and you want to assert your independence and see what it’s like to 

be more on your own in the world.  

YOU may have been like that. I wasn’t. I was actually content with living in Brampton, I 

got along pretty well with my parents, and I didn’t feel any real need to get away from anything 

or be on my own. I liked being familiar with everything around me, I’d be going to university 

soon, so that was enough change for me, and I didn’t have any plans to move too far away. 

Whether I liked it or not, though, what some of you might have preferred was forced upon me, 

when Switzerland stole my family. My dad’s job got transferred, and since that little country is 

now a big part of my life, I thought I’d commemorate it. 

I didn’t know this when I first moved there, but Switzerland is actually kind of similar to 

Canada, in the sense that they’re both more or less known as neutral, peacekeeping countries, 

and both of their flags are red and white. They’re slightly LESS similar though, in the fact that 

Canada has beavers and moose, and Switzerland…has cows. Lots and lots of cows. I can never 

quite get over the fact that when I’m visiting my parents there and we’re in the car, we 



sometimes have to wait on one of the little one-lane roads that go both ways, which sound as 

insane as they actually are, for the cows to pass by. I sometimes wonder how the Swiss can 

possibly be as well-known for their punctuality as they are, with their Swiss watches and cuckoo 

clocks, considering how many times they probably have to stop for the unexpected cow 

crossing. But I guess that’s part of their charm. 

It’s not just the people who are on time either, it’s the trains. Switzerland is INCREDIBLY 

proud of the fact that their trains always run on time; it’s quite the big deal over there. I was on 

a train once coming back from Milan, and we were a few minutes late getting in to all the 

Italian stations. Once we crossed the Swiss border though, it was like magic, we somehow 

arrived at each of the Swiss stations exactly when the schedule had said we would. Obviously, 

I’d make a terrible Swiss person, I’m late for lots of things, as you can tell when I walk into this 

class sometimes. I think they’d be ashamed to claim me as one of their own. 

It’s easy to be jealous of Switzerland, with their amazing chocolate and mountains that 

remind you of the Sound of Music. I’m not quite as jealous of their lederhosen and fondness of 

yodeling, but I’ve at least been lucky enough not to have encountered either of those…so far. 

And as much as I used to mock Switzerland, and still do, it did open my eyes to another culture, 

and force me to become more independent than I would probably be otherwise. Besides, I 

can’t hate on it too much without looking like the bad guy, because in this situation, 

Switzerland’s the little guy. Literally. It’s THAT small a country. 


