
December 

December was a pretty null month until the end of it; just the usual school, football, hanging out, 

drinking wine. Had to actually study a bit for my final which, frankly, ended up turning out to be 

complete bullshit. I came here to learn and study French, not the seven different types of “eaters” here 

in France (spanning from everyone who hates to cook to loves to cook who loves dessert to who eats 

fast… Blah!), so when I only studied grammar and vocabulary to prepare for the test, I was in for a 

little shock. It turned out okay, though, since I am a pretty good writer in French even though she never 

knew it. I got a C+/B- on the exam, which is my average grade (they care too much about little things 

like accents or a missing e, which are the equivalents to things in English that most people don’t even 

realize, and most Americans don’t care about). 

 

So I bid my teacher a good vacation and I packed my bags for Holland. Not only was it finally time 

for a little vacation, I was excited to Couch Surf for the first time. Couchsurfing.com is a 

program/website/organization where people from all over the world offer their couches to travelers 

from all over. There’s a reference system much like eBay, and it networks just like MySpace, so it’s 

very easy to find people, make friends, and find somewhere to stay wherever you may be going. It’s 

great because not only do you not have to pay for somewhere to sleep, but they’ll most of the time 

show you around the town and go out for a drink or two with you, or do whatever. So now that that’s 

out of the way.. 

 

Holland, I must say off the bat, is now the country I respect the most in the world.  Not only is it 

beautiful, but the people are totally friendly and love to meet new people (be them tourists or natives), 

and the government is smart and cares about its people. A combination that makes a really cool 

country, I decided. Here goes the brief summary of my trip, presented in third person for my own 

personal entertainment as I write it: 

 

 Shivering, Jordan followed his three companions out the airport steps and into the snowy world 

of the Eindhoven airport. They’d seen the snow out the window as the airplane landed, and they 

freaked out. None of them had expected snow; in fact, Omar had checked the weather the night before 

and it said clear skies all over the area! 



 But apparently, the report was a few hours too early, because everything was covered in freshly 

fallen snow. Beautiful, without a doubt, but not beautiful for the shoes Jordan had packed. Oh well, 

he’d just have to deal with it. 

 After taking a few pictures, they hopped on the bus and headed into the center of town. The 

other two went on their way to the train to Belgium, and Jordan and Omar began their long day of 

walking around aimlessly until 5pm, when their couch surfer would get off work.  

Four circles of the city and three coffees later, Jordan forced himself awake from his doze on 

the chair in the train station. Five-thirty, still no call. Four euros and a broken payphone after that, 

they got ready to be picked up by their mysterious CouchSurfer, Rob. Rob was Dutch, had had 

CouchSurfers before, and besides a trip through France to Spain, had never left Eindhoven or his 

hometown village just 30miles away. He liked the Big Lebowski, which was one reason Jordan had 

decided to send a request to him. 

Rob showed up, a few minutes after Jordan hung up the phone. He had a big redbrown beard, 

shaggy brown hair, and was a little taller than both of them. He introduced himself in his thick Dutch 

accent, which seemed like it was trying to be more British than American, and we walked to his house. 

They were too tired from having to get up early and then walk around all day to go out and do anything 

but grab a cheap Dutch take out dinner and come home and watch Fargo. It was good, Jordan had 

never seen it before but loved the Coen Brothers since they’d made The Big Lebowski. 

The next day all that Jordan and Omar really did was go out to lunch while waiting for Rob to 

get finished at work. It was a traditional Dutch restaurant, and the bread was even more delicious than 

the French’s. They had a good time with the waitress who didn’t speak as much English as she acted. 

When she walked up and said “Can I get ya something ta ate!?!” in as thick of a Dutch accent as 

possible, as if we were at a dinner and a show, Jordan thought she asked us something in Dutch and he 

politely asked her if she spoke any English. Omar explained to him later that she did, yes, ask them in 

English. 

Later that night the two travelers insisted to Rob that they take him out to a not-too-expensive 

dinner in thanks for letting them stay with him. They figured ten euros a meal or something, maybe 15 

at max, so it wouldn’t be too bed. But good old Rob, cracked the CouchSurfing politeness system and 

took them to a place each meal was at minimum 20 euros (but, he spent 30).  

“You guys thought that was expensive?” Rob said later on, after they’d mentioned it. 

So they’d ended up spending more on taking their host out to dinner then it would’ve been to 

get a hostel room, but whatever. Next couchsurfer will be different, Jordan thinks to himself. 



The next day Omar headed to Harleem while Jordan headed to Den Bosch, which means the 

Forest (shortened from the old name of the city, The Forest of the Duke). It was a cool, more relaxed 

city which had a dragon on a big tower like thing in the middle of the front of town. The CouchSurfer, 

Eelco, welcomed him at the train station along with his German friend who’d driven there to hang out 

for a few days. Eelco turned out to be really cool right off the bat; he liked all the same fantasy books, 

power metal, and movies as Jordan, which gave them some good conversation later on. 

 

Not planning on getting into the same pay-for-the-host mess again, Jordan just said he’d pay 

for the beer they were buying at the store for what he thought was just the night. He figured 12 euros. 

max, at a bulk grocery store, totally 12 euros. Nope, they’d decided on the more expensive beer in the 

thick mug-like glass bottles, so it costed him a solid twenty euros. 

“Fantastic,” Jordan said to himself walking out the door. It would’ve been easy to say that 

wouldn’t happen again, however he wasn’t couchsurfing again. He was stuck paying fifty euros for 

three nights at the hostel in Amsterdam. Which probably would have evened out to whatever he 

would’ve forced himself to politely buy any couch surfer. But whatever. 

That night they had a great time. They drank Dutch beer, watched “I Am Legend,” ate Chinese 

food that Eelco cooked (great stuff), and then went out to his friend’s house. It was a bunch of Dutch 

girls blabbering away in Dutch. One of them tried to speak to him in French but to be honest, he didn’t 

really understand her too well. But he’d also been away from French for a while at that point. After 

that, the two parties (Jordan, Eelco, and German girl, and the Dutch girls) split ways, since they 

wanted to go to a “shitty techno club,” in Eelco’s words, and we were going to a “happening rock 

pub.” 

It was definitely happening. I only bought one beer, insisting to save my money, and then just 

danced with the rest of the crowd. It was a cool pub because there were people from ages 18 to 



probably 50 there, and everyone was just having a good time (It reminded me of Concerts in the Parks, 

dad, except that it wasn’t as lame). 

After moshing/dancing to Bro Hymn and other punk/rock/alternative classics, they took off and 

went to bed for the night. Jordan took off the next morning, bidding Eelco a farewell and a hopefully 

see you soon, since he was planning on going to Southern France anyway, he may as well do it while 

Jordan was still there! 

Jordan had had a great time so far, yet unfortunately it would only get worse. In a nutshell, 

Jordan’s three days in Amsterdam were fairly boring and uneventful. If he could do it again, he 

would have stayed in Den Bosch another day, and only wasted two days in Amsterdam. He hung out 

with this dude from Maryland who was living in Scotland, and some Japanese hairdresser from Tokyo 

who didn’t speak but 12 words of English (I/You/He want, I/You/He like, I/You/He go, I/You/He eat. 

I/You/He is crazy… LEAVE ME ALONE!) but was a kindhearted, gentle soul. There was a Brazilian 

guy in the hostel who was pretty cool, and an Italian (Iah don’tuh speakuh mucha Englisha. Ouiii, je 

parluhh francaaais!); but those two dudes were who he was with the most often. Unfortunately, it kind 

of sucks traveling alone for that reason. 

 

Christmas Eve was spent wandering through the redlight district with Scottish Wannabe and 

Japanese man, feeling like he was on Pirates of the Caribbean at Disneyland: the robot drug dealers, 



asking you what you wanted while you (nervously) try to keep walking. The robot girls in the redlit blue 

windows taunting you. The weird tourists from throughout the world wandering, being weird.  

But Jordan was truly lacking a couchsurfer by Christmas day, when literally all he did was 

sleep, wander through the park outside the hostel (which was beautiful, as a matter of fact), and go 

to a cheap place for dinner. He parted Amsterdam the morning after Christmas, not wanting to spend 

any more time in that dreadful place. He missed the South, where people were more friendly and 

appreciated when you asked if they spoke English. He wasn’t in a country where 100% of the 

population spoke English, after 

all.

 

So he took off, and got out of there. Arriving at Eindhoven, he remembered that his flight didn’t 

leave until nine that night. It was eleven. Cursing to himself, he wandered the city, went to Rob’s house 

(he was gone- it was day two of Christmas, after all), and waited at the airport for a good six hours; 

through the remainder of his iPod’s battery, through a book, through half of a French book, and 

through some writings in his journal. 

The plane leaves and they arrive back in Marseille, sans Omar. No one knew what had 

happened to him. But that was not the problem: the last bus to Aix was gone! So they spent the night in 

the airport. Jordan and German found themselves wandering around the airport, feeling like a 

zombie movie, looking for somewhere safe to sleep, which ended up being the front lobby on the oh 

so uncomfortable chairs. 

 



And that’s that. Followed are a few of my views/opinions on the country in general after going. It was 

truly a cool feeling, being able to analyze the culture, people, and language so well because I’d been 

living in a new culture for four months now (France).  It really made me hate France (no one was as 

stuck-up nationalistic there as they are here), appreciate the USA more, and just appreciate this type of 

country in general, with such a cool history that affected America, in all truths. For example, I guess in 

the Northeast (of the States), we have New Amsterdam and a whole colony or two that were settled by 

the Dutch. There was the Dutch East Indies trading company, which I believe is the company that sets 

the pace for the Pirates movies. Some parts of Indonesia are I guess the only other places besides 

Holland that still speak Dutch in the world, but it’s still being spoke traditionally all over the place. I 

also found it cool that here’s this small country in the middle of Europe, that still is able to compete 

with other European countries in regards to the Euro and just economy in general, just because of 

business relationships and such made hundreds and hundreds of years ago. So bizarre! 

 

Here’s a country with a completely dead language (much like French) that totally embraces English as 

well, at minimum (not like the French). Instead of adding new words to the language, like France is 

intent on doing, they just use the English word. You’ll hear an advertisement on the radio and 

understand half of it, because it’s in English. 

 

On another language note, Dutch is so much more similar to English than French that it’s bizarre. I felt 

more comfortable listening to the people in the room talking in Dutch and understood MORE of the 

general conversation just naturally then my comfort and understanding of French even TODAY, after 

four months. Being in the same language family, standard intonations are very, very similar to English, 

and many words like “do, does, you, it, is, that, good, hair, etc.” may not be written like English, but 



sound just like similar words we use in the same exact context in English. It’s completely crazy. 

English speakers will naturally understand a good amount of nouns and adjectives in French, seeing 

how much of our vocabulary comes from French, but a good amount of “grammatical words” in Dutch 

that will give your head more of an understanding of what’s being said than just nouns or adjectives. I 

hope I expressed that decently. 

 

Here’s a country frowned upon by the rest of Europe for multiple reasons, yet have probably the 

happiest and most content people in Europe. Everyone knows how marijuana is legal there, of 

course, but from what I learned apparently most other drugs are pretty commonly used there. 

Apparently ecstasy was legal a decade or later ago, but after the banning of it, most of the factories 

never got shut down and are still around doing there thing.  But that’s not what I meant by calling the 

people content. As it were a few years ago, the government (not religious run groups trying to help out 

the community) had booths in the center of the bigger towns where the police would check people’s 

ecstasy pills to make sure they weren’t deadly, and then hand them back to the pill’s consumer-to-be. 

As everyone knows, a drug may be illegal, but that doesn’t stop anyone from doing it if they want to. 

So here’s this government making sure that no one’s going to ingest this chemically created drug that 

can very easily be a molecule off (or something) and totally just kill you. Now, I’ve never done or plan 

on doing ecstasy, and same with the majority of the Dutch, but I don’t think anyone can argue with a 

government doing something like that, if the threat of an incorrectly manufactured pill really does exist 

like that. But apparently, however long ago, because of pressure from the European Union that Holland 

is apart of (and is tearing up, with such a huge tourist attraction like Amsterdam), the government 

decided to end that little ecstasy checking, and here now you have tourists dying in their sleep. So, food 

for thought. 

 



Well I’m sure I can find more to write, but I think that’ll be it. Rosie, Brittany, PJ, and mom’s trip was 

pretty fun, but to be honest nothing there relates to the theme of this blog. We saw Arles, at least, which 

was really cool and actually inspired me to do a little research on Southern France’s history, since Arles 

and Nîmes both have runes of Ancient Roman stadiums and all this Roman architecture. It’s weird to 

connect what I learned in Karl’s Greek/Roman mythology classes last year about wine and barrels and 

sea ports and stories, to real, actual places and things here in France, since it was part of the Roman 

empire. In Marseille a month or two ago, we went to this mini museum where there were displays 

about how they transported wine in the olden days on the ships; since most of it came to Marseille, the 

oldest port town on the Mediterranean. 

 

Anyway, that’ll be all. Sorry about the delay, everyone, but hopefully a longer article with a bit of 

substance is more worth reading then me just saying nothing is going on over and over. 

 

 

 

 


