     One of the most unforgettable places that I have been is a small town in the province of Quebec called La Pocatiere.  I lived there for a summer when I took a summer course at the university there.  Since I am from a very large city, I wasn’t sure how I would enjoy living in a small town.  As it turns out, I didn’t have anything to worry about.

The city is located on the south side of the St. Lawrence River.  The landscape was so unspoiled and pure.  Actually one of the neighbouring city’s is in some record book as having the most beautiful sunset, and believe me I checked it out and they were right.                 

     Every afternoon, I would either take a walk down to the beach or take a walk up a mountain, or sometimes both, depending on the time.  The mountain had nice trails set up for hiking, but if you went at night, you could sit up at the top and watch all of the stars in the sky.  I’d go up with my friends and we’d all talk about old Twilight Zone episodes or other fun stuff.  The beach was equally as beautiful.   You could sit on some rocks and just watch the waves roll in and out.
     The population was French-Canadian, so you had to speak French or forget it, they didn’t or wouldn’t speak any English.  I have been speaking French since I was three, so I had no problem with that, but for the first time, I actually appreciated the language.  I mean there is a huge difference speaking French in school, and actually using your French in every day conversation with the natives.  Unfortunately, they weren’t too thrilled with my Parisian accent, but I didn’t let that bother me.  Even though the French is pretty much the same, for some reason, French-Canadians don’t like Parisians.

The city itself,  was actually quite European.  They only had one or two supermarkets, but they had many cafes where people would spend all afternoon drinking coffee and chatting.  The life pace was refreshingly leisurely.  The movie theatre played the same two movies all summer, but nobody seemed to mind.   I mean I’m used to having a choice of many movies that come on Fridays and the choice of many movies theatres. 

  At the end of the summer, I was sad to be going home.  I had gotten so used to their way of life,     

