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I’ve been trying, and been successful at, doing some type of couchsurfing every weekend, and during 

my trip it was a lot more than just the weekend. I met some great people, and I actually based each 

place I traveled to off of where a friend or two I wanted to visit lived; thus, most of the pictures I took 

were of people, rather than sights. I kind of realized a few weeks before leaving that I really don’t 

enjoy tourism. I didn’t enjoy myself in Barcelona, staying on the tourist avenue, hanging out with other 

tourists, spending money on other tourist things; and I realize why I like to travel now. Not for seeing 

museums I don’t want to see, but for hanging out and meeting new people from who knows where in 

the world. 

 

Note: my camera broke, so all my photos were taken on disposables. Just a note. 

 

First place I flew to was Madrid, Spain, and right off the plane me and my friend Laurie, who was on 

the same plane, decided to ask some French kids around our age (who’d somehow been everywhere we 

were; from the airports to the metro to even the metro stop we got off at) if they wanted to join us in the 

park for a picnic. We all had a picnic, and it was great; they actually turned out to be couchsurfing, too, 

which was cool. Ironic how the only cool French people I meet are couchsurfers… 

Anyway, I was going to Madrid to visit Maricela, who was in my French class at CSULB a year ago 

and was studying there; to visit Raul, a Nicaraguan who was studying in Madrid and couchsurfed with 

a friend of mine in Aix (he was here for Easter), and a guy named Brennan who was traveling Europe 

for a few months and had spent some time in Aix with us (he was also there for Easter). 



 

This is Brennan in front of one of the many El Corte Ingles shopping malls. Eleven stories, and no 

toothpaste. There’s one almost on every corner; it’s more common than Starbucks. They have 

everything from groceries to golf equipment… and that includes a bar, a newsstand, an auto parts store, 

and a pharmacy down below. Crazy. 

 

We spent a lot of time at the parks in Madrid; that’s one thing I guess the city is known for. They 

have a park bigger than the city of Aix-en-Provence. The weather was amazing, as well. I hear that it’d 

been not too great before I arrived and a few days after I left it began to rain pretty bad; so I was pretty 

happy about that. 



 

A soccer game during Siesta (nap time, 2-5 everyday). 

 

The French friends I was hanging out with (Mairie, Celine, Quentain) and Raul; a dude in the CSU IP 

program Madrid, roommates with Maricela who I hung out with a lot. This town never sleeps; there is 

always something going on. Even when all the bars or clubs are closed at night, the streets are packed 

with people partying/walking in the streets, and from street venders you can still buy a sandwich or 

noodles or beer or candy or whatever you want. It’s pretty neat. 



 

This is the other Raul. This was a beautiful park, with a little lake and a fountain. 

 

The last day I was there was a Sunday; and at one of the many parks, there’s a big drum circle that 

takes place every Sunday, weather permitting. It echoes in the little arena thing, and you can hear it 

from all around. It was great. 



 

We went and had a big picnic and I met most of the CSU International Programs- Madrid kids. Just like 

us, except they all already spoke Spanish so they were just studying real stuff. Most of Madrid, it 

seemed, goes to the park on Sundays. Nothing’s open, just like La Francia, and there’s no reason not to 

go, because it’s beautiful and there are a ton of people there. People were bike-boating around the little 

pool thing near this drum circle area. 

 



 

This was a doodle I’d begun in class and got a little too into, and finally finished while I was in 

Madrid. I consider it a part of my trip. 

 



And voilà, that was Madrid. Next I flew to Paris. I really didn’t want to leave Madrid, but I had tickets 

to a concert I’d already paid for, an online friend I wanted to meet, and I needed to continue my flights 

in order to get to the next place after that.. 

 

This is Laure. I’d met her on Facebook back in January; we both like A Wilhelm Scream, and it’s very 

very rare to find people that like punk in France (especially girls), so we became pretty good friends 

just chatting and stuff. She actually had offered me her apartment back in February when I wanted to 

stay in Paris for a few weeks and she wasn’t going to be there.  

 

I met up with Pierre, who had couchsurfed with me a while back, and Lauren, who lives in Aix as well, 

and we meandered around the city, sans metro. 



 

See if you can spot the joke. 

 

The parks in Paris were quite different than Madrid; opening hours, gates, walkways & signs, “interdit” 

(restricted) areas, and all of that. It seems like the ones I saw were more gardens than anything.The one 

time I did my laundry was not with your usual, normal laundry soap. It was with Indian soap nuts (as I 

translate them) which work the same, if not better, and can be re-used a few times. Very ecological and 

earth friendly. Rosie. (See the picture of Laure above) 

So those are all the photos I have of Paris. We saw “L’Homme Tatoué” (the tattooed man) stand-up 

comedy routine, all in French, and didn’t think it was too funny. It’s cool actually understanding 60% 

of it. He had tattoos everywhere on his body aside for the neck, hands, and feet. The Dropkick Murphys 

concert was cool; however I arrived “late” and missed Against Me!, whom I’d also payed to see. I 

arrived at 915; in America the main bands don’t go on until about 10:30 or 11 at the earliest, so I 

figured I’d arrive in time to catch part of the crappy opening bands and then see the other two. 

Apparently that’s not how it works in France, as I barely arrived in time to see DKM. But oh well. It 

was fun. (I got franced, as we’d say) 



 

Next I flew to Stockholm, Sweden. I’d planned this part of my trip to a) see Sweden, and b) visit some 

couchsurfers who I’d hung out with in Aix during the end of February (they went to my birthday 

party!). It was cool already having an established friendship and seeing them in their own habitat as 

opposed to France.  

My first experience there was basically hanging out in a little forest type thing while I waited for Niki 

to finish school. I went to Anna’s work, a coffeehouse in the metro, and had a few hours to wait and I 

was too tired to go into the town with my bags and stuff; so I just meandered around the area and saw 

this, so I stopped. 

 



These little forests are EVERYWHERE in Sweden. Everywhere. Between houses, blocks, and 

neighborhoods, everywhere. It’s really neat, it’s something I haven’t seen anywhere else before so 

frequently. I’m not sure how well you can make them out in the photo, but there are two black birds 

walking around in there. These birds cracked me up. I later found out they’re like pigeons up there 

because there’s a million of them, but I’d never seen them before. They’d fly up to a tree, and then sky 

rocket down almost to the ground, and then float up to another tree. And repeat. They were having a 

great time. It was like they’d just been given wings and were loving life in a new way... It’s something 

humans would do at first if we learned to fly. And they just kept on doing it. I was entertained for a 

good twenty minutes. 

 

This is Anna (red) and Niki (purple). Anna was in a stage performance of “Some Like it Hot” (the old 

film with Marilyn Monroe) and they invited me to go see it. It was in Swedish, but it was still really 

entertaining to me. It’s crazy how many of their words are just like ours. It’s a lot easier than French to 

learn and understand; they taught me a good amount of Swedish while I was there. They conjugate 

more like English, the tenses and grammar stuff is a lot easier to grasp since it’s like English. Plus, 

learning with sounds as opposed to words makes it easier to recognize the words you learn to say when 

you hear them spoken. Hopefully that can go towards my future project... 

 



Anyway, the play was fun and afterwards they had a little party, just the drama crew. And let me tell 

you: just like Saugus High Theater. For each person in the group, I could pick out someone in Saugus 

who was the exact same person, just of a different culture. There was a Meagan, a Brido, a Sean 

Fausset, everything. And Anna, my friend, was just like you, Rosie. Acted like you (she was a great, 

funny actress), laughed and had the same sense of humor like you, everything. It’s really bizzare. 

 

I met a bunch of Italians there (who were stoked that I was going to Sicily); they all go there to learn 

English. One of them, Andrea, in the hookah picture on the right, was the most stereotypical Italian I 

could imagine, and was a GREAT impression of an Italian. The most friendly guy, touchy and huggy, 

Italian accent, shaggy hair, everything! He was a lot of fun and he DECLARED that he is coming to 

California, because it is “my dream to come to California!” (say that with an Italian accent, and there 

you go). 

 



A Polish couchsurfer, who was also in Stockholm, contacted me to go get a drink (that’s another part of 

CS- you can see who else is traveling nearby and meet up- neither hosts nor guests, just travelers) with 

some friends, so me and John (from Louisiana, lives in Aix, happened to be in Stockholm a few of the 

same days) met up with her, a guy from Iceland, and two more Swedes. It was a lot of fun. We 

barhopped and talked about POWER METAL. They LOVE metal in Northern Europe; it’s so 

stereotypical. It’s great though, because they don’t make fun of me like everyone else! 

 

Speaking of stereotypes: yes, every girl is gorgeous; yes, everyone has blonde hair and blue eyes; yes, 

everyone likes metal; yes, I drank mead in Stockholm. Mead! At the medieval bar. It was very cool. 

There was also a medieval dress-up party I would have loved to go to there but it was just a bit too 

expensive.  

 



So I had a good overall time in Stockholm. It’s way better hanging out with friends that live there and 

seeing live bluegrass bands from New York (very cool guys) and meeting Italians and being at their 

parties and everything. 

Then, long story short, I missed the plane to Sicily because the metro didn’t open as early as the 

internet said and as early as I was told. Whatever. So I took a bus to Gothenburg City, the other, more 

Southern, big city in Sweden. It wasn’t very cool, I didn’t take many pictures. The cool part of 

Gothenburg was I met Marcin. 

Marcin, also Polish, was staying in the same Couchsurfer’s apartment as me in Gothenburg, and just 

happened to be on the same plane to Frankfurt, Germany, the next day (I’d already a flight from 

Frankfurt to Montpellier, for returning from Sicily, so I wasn’t completely screwed by not catching that 

flight to Sicily, I just had to get to Frankfurt). The cool part about Marcin was that he was a Travel 

Journalist. He was doing tests on traveling Europe in the cheapest manner possible: Couchsurfing, 

cheap airlines; everything just like me! He had a lot of advice to give and never, EVER would I have 

expected to see an airport in the same way he does. But now I do, and it’s something else. “Oh! I’ve 

been to LAX, nice airport! I was in Terminal 3” “Heathrow? Two times, but they have those baggage 

problems, that’s not very professional!” “Jordan is it okay if I go check out the terminal a little while 

you watch my bags? Sorry I’ve just never seen it before.” It was truly something else. And of course, 

when we landed a little too bumpily in Frankfurt Hahn airport, we look at eachother with smirks and I 

hear a “Typical! Typical Ryanair!” Ryanair is the cheap airline we all use to get around. (he also knew 

exactly which bus to the airport was ours just by seeing the crowd waiting in front of it- “I recognize 

the Ryanair crowd any day of the week!”) 

Anyway, Marcin suggested to me that in lieu of waiting 26 hours in the airport for my flight to France, 

I take the bus to a nearby (only 1.5 hours by bus) town called Mainz. I sent out some last minute 

couchsurfing requests to stay there (I don’t pay for no place to sleep) before leaving, kindly 

requesting that if anyone could host me, they could send me an SMS telling me yes since I wouldn’t be 

able to check. I knew right off the bat that these Mainzers were kind people when I had three text 

messages waiting for me when I got off the plane. 

 

I ended up meeting with two of them for a drink, which ended up being a night out until 4 in the 

morning, going to all sorts of clubs from electronic to 60s, meeting some really interesting people from 



all over the place (it’s a student town), and had a great, great night. Definitely worth not going crazy 

reading my two French books a little too advanced for me and writing in the airport for 26 hours. 

Before leaving, I met a friend of my couchsurfer who filled my iPod (which was driving me crazy with 

the same exact music for 2 weeks) with hip hop from all over the world, in all types of languages. 

Something that could never be popular in the States; yet is amazing.. So I took the bus back after a 

mere 18 hours or so in the city (was a bummer, I want to return to see more of the city and hang out 

with them a little more), and made it to Montpellier. 

 

The flight to Montpellier was actually the first flight I'd ever been in where I was actually a tiny bit 

doubting that we'd land safely. The wind was bad, it was raining, and I was flying with a cheap airline. 

Plus the Montpellier airport is literally right on the beach, just like Marseille's, so it looks like you're 

about to hit the water hard from the plane window when you actually land. But I made it safely and I 

met up with Mariana and our couchsurfer, Guillaume. We had a great time with him, he was a 

enormously friendly guy with lots of funny jokes after he started speaking to us in English. We went to 

a zoo, saw some cool statues in the city, and went to the most popular bar in Montpellier, where we 

saw a great Romanian Spanish/Polka/all over the place band play live… 

 

 


