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Reflections on Working to Uncover Genocide

Suyheang Kry
eight years after Demo-
B 0 r n craticKampuchea, Iwas
brought up in a society in which neither
my family nor my school taught me about
the genocidal regime. When the regime
ended in 1979, a politicized national his-
tory was created that did not include the
Khmer Rouge. Thus, I grew up knowing
little to nothing about this tragic period.
As 1 got older, I became more and more
interested in my family’s history during the
Khmer Rouge era. Armed with passionate
curiosity, I decided to work for the Docu-
mentation Center of Cambodia in order to
investigate the truth about the regime.
Having interviewed hundreds of victims
of the regime, I have seen firsthand their
remarkable resilience and dignity, despite
the barbarous crimes committed upon
them. However, ironically, this resilience
and dignity were borne partially from a

purposeful silence on the past. My father’s
words “letbygones be bygones” reflect the
sentiments of many victims. However,
should we forget the past now thatwe have
peace? Do truth and justice make a differ-
ence to those who survived the regime?

My answer is a resolute yes. Truth and
justice will not bring back to life those who
died, but there is no true peace without
them. The brutal violence that devastated
Cambodia does not diminish with time; it
requires purposeful action and education
to overcome the horrors that took place,
and commemorating and acknowledging
the suffering of victims is the first step
towards preventing such atrocities from
reoccurring. This is true for both survivors
and the next generation, which is why it is
imperative that youth learn and under-
stand the truth about Khmer Rouge his-
tory to ensure a stronger citizenry as we
move forward. LIFT

Suyheang Kry talks to students at Hun Sen Ang Snuol High School.
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had been on adventures before—into green

forests and into the deep blue of the ocean

—but this one was different. I was stepping
on aplane for the first time and flying overseas
to get a better education.

Five months earlier, I received a two-year
scholarship from the Lester B Pearson College
of the Pacific, or LBPC-UWC, one of 13 of their
international colleges around the world.

The 18-hour flight was along one for me, but
the reality was more than that, as I had to stop
in Hong Kong for a couple hours before I could
transfer to my plane to Vancouver, Canada.

The first couple weeks of school felt so
strange. Everything was in English: food,
clothes, chairs and tables ... everywhere I
touched, saw, smelled and heard had English
names to it. But since my English was not so
good, Ihad a hard timeliving in my college. But
I said never mind and I just followed my
instincts until my English improved. So

I studied so hard for my economics class,
English B class, maths class, philosophy class,
physics class, theory of knowledge class, self-
taught class (literature), wilderness activity, big
brothers and big sisters activity. No only that,
everywhere I went I always carried something
toread. I tried to finish my homework on time.
T also talked to people a lot.

After a couple of months of hard work, my
English improved. Well, it was not just because
of me alone, I also had help from my 200 fellow
students from 100 countries and the other staff
and faculty members. Then the exams popped
up one after another, and I did quite well.

Project week was about a month and a half
before the winter break. The idea of project
week was that every student go out and do
whatever activity they want for a whole week,
so they can improve their leadership skills and
also connect with the real world. I did some
work an organization called VIDEA, which
deals with fair trade issues. On the first day, we
were doing a survey on every coffee shop in
Victoria to ask if they had any concerns on fair
trade issues. The second day was spent making
apresentation to show the students at the Uni-
versity of Victoria.

The winter break in my first year was really
amazing because we had a big snowstorm just
before Christmas. It was at least 10 years since
Victoria had snowlike that. I spent time outside
playing and making snowball fights, I built a
snowman, slid around and enjoyed the view of
the snow, even if it was pretty cold for me.

During the winter break the snow closes
things down, so the students who could not
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afford to go home stayed around, which
meant [ had to apply for a host family.which
turned out fine since my host family was gen-
erous and friendly. and made the winter quite
enjoyable.

School started again after three weeks after
the break. I felt so refreshed and ready to start
school. The process was the same - classes and
activities — but it was just a bit easier for me. It
went on for a couple for months until we had
another project week and the One-World show.
The One-World show was not much different
from regional day shows, but it was aimed at
the public. So we prepared hard for it and I
joined a dance group from Africa called “Che-
Che”.Itwas fun being on a stage with more than
2,000 people watching you. After One-World
was another project week, and then school,
preparing for the final exam, and done. That
was it. Time to go home, on May 25, 2009.

Avyear passed by really fast and before I real-
ised, Iwas home again. My friends had a wed-
ding, so I became an MC again. All the good
memories before going to Canada came back.
Unfortunately, school time arrived again in
August. Time to go back to school.

In Februaryof my second year I was accepted
at the Colleges of Idaho and Westminster Col-
lege in the United States. I was so excited to
move on and ready to take my International
Baccalaureate, but later I discover thatI had a
medical injury which I had to stay in Canada
for another year to cure.

Summer came and everyone left home
exceptme, a couple friends and some teachers
who had business left over at the campus. It
was not quite what I expected from Canada
because summer was as hot as Cambodia. Not
only that, the creatures that I had never seen
before in Canada, flies and mosquitoes, was all
there too. Most of the time I spent alone sleep-
ing, checking out the news online, readingand
so on. But most ofall, I joined the Dragon Boat
team from Victoria and I won a bronze medal
during summer.

Life as a third year student was really fun and
easy. I did not have much to do like I used to,
even ifI still had load of work to do. Thad been
a lot better after a long vacation during the
summer and my health improved. I did not
have to worry about anything at all.

AllThave to do now is to study hard and pass
the International Baccalaureate. Six months
had passed since the summer ended, and there
is only a couple months left before summer
comes back again, but for now, I have to let
time pass again and enjoy my moment.LIFT
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