
March 

The last few months and weeks have been very occupied, with a variety of things, I’m happy to say.  

This blog is going to show how college students abroad spend their holidays, meet people, and I guess 

travel. I’ll start off with the week leading up to and the weekend of Easter. 

This is me and Mariana chilling with two couchsurfers (on my couch). From Austria and from Germany, 

they stayed about 4 days and got to be a part of our Easter festivities. They had some friends that were 

studying in Marseille come up and we made a big dinner and had a good time. 

 

We dyed some eggs on Easter, and after that we went to the park and drank wine. 

 

 

 



The day after Easter we had a day off from school, so we celebrated Easter again. Jenae, planned a big 

potluck get-together 

 

and an egg smashing competition with the eggs we’d colored.  

 

The goal was to try to crack the other person’s egg with only a flick of the wrist, no movement of the 

forearm. Guess who won the tournament? 



I 

guess it because the massive amount of wax on each tip of my egg I’d used to design it. 

               

And then after that, in lieu of an egg hunt, we had a beer hunt. We made 4 teams of 3 and a neutral party 

hid a 36 pack of little beers all up and down their block. It was then off to the races 

 



to find the beer, run back with it, open it and between the whole team finish it before the next person can 

run out to find another one. The team who’d found the most beers won. That was definitely not my team 

(we enjoyed our beers). 

 

The next weekend, me and some friends took a day trip to Toulon; a nearby beach.  

 

We stayed with a French guy whom I’d found last minute, and he made sure we enjoyed ourselves; 

despite working until seven at night and again at seven in the morning. It’s cool how keen the French 

couchsurfers I meet are at making sure we learn some of their regional traditions or trademark 

things. For example, this thing: 



 

 was boiling Pastis de Marseille (licorice tasting beverage) mixed with coffee, placed in a “grotto.” It 

catches on fire. The grotto thing had six holes and you covered four with your fingers and then drank 

from one hole. The point was to pass it around the table until it was done, but none of us could handle 

(or liked) it. Supposedly it’s an Italian/Provencial thing. 

It was also cool speaking French nonstop for a night. None of the guys hanging out spoke English very 

well. 

 

They like to talk smack about America and our eating habits, yet they still have pizza machines that 

dispense pizza 24/7. Very interesting. The day after our night hanging out with them all, we went to the 



beach. 

 

It was a little windy and not the warmest, but it was beautiful and refreshing to see the beach again. 


