
November 6, 2007 

I went to Barcelona last Thursday, until Sunday night. It was an interesting trip, as it should have been. 

There’s not a whole lot to write about, to be honest, so I’ll explain the main highlights. 

 

Basically, on the bus ride there, I was beginning to ask myself why I chose to go to Barcelona when I 

should go somewhere I could practice my French, seeing how this Barcelona trip was expensive 

enough and there are plenty of places in France I’ve never been to. I decided to just suck it up and deal 

with it, but the first night we were there changed things around. I wasn’t wanting to go out every night 

with everyone and spend hundreds of euros on booze at pubs, so I was hanging out in the common area 

of our hostel waiting for someone when the guy (French) in charge of our group from the travel agency 

asked me if I wanted to go have a beer from the six pack he had in his hand up on the roof (it was a 

really cool roof- good view of the area, tables and chairs for hanging out, etc). Seeing a perfect 

opportunity to practice my French, I joined Boumé in sharing a beer (or two), and we ended up going 

out to some Irish pub with my hostel roommate 60 year old man from Morocco and the lady who drove 

the bus. Don’t ask me how this happened, I didn’t understand a whole lot of their talking. Anyway, it 

was cool because they paid for the two rounds of beer so I escaped unnecessary budgeting conflicts 

(tourism is expensive). 

 



That first afternoon there we walked around the main area and talked about the tourist bus we might 

take the next two days to see the sights; blah blah. We also went to Starbucks, and got blended 

frappucinos. This was also when we found out how BUSY this city is during tourism weekends. Plus 

it’s so cold in most of Europe; why would anyone want to go North? 

 

The next day I made the mistake of going touring with a group of people; that’s when I realized I 

truly hate doing that. I hated exploring Aix with a group of people, and the same with Marseille and 

the second time I went to Avignon. After a few metro rides to the Gaudi (spelling?) park, a huge church 

under construction and dinner (which was pretty funny, seeing how we had three english speakers, one 

french speaker, and one japanese speaker when the restaurant was having seating problems we just 

could not understand). After that, I said bye to them and went to a park and sat and did my 

homework. It was pretty relaxing. 

 

Saturday, having learned my lesson, I slipped off on my own right after breakfast (a stale piece of 

bread and jelly. And coffee.) and jumped on the metro towards the direction of the famous 

soccer/football stadium of Barcelona. I cheaped out on the tour since I figured I wouldn’t find it the 

least bit interesting anyway, but I walked around some garden and saw some cool stuff in the area. 

Then I walked down another street and decided to just explore without using the map, since there were 

Metro stops all over the place and it shouldn’t be difficult to get back to the hostel when I needed to. I 

walked through a very urban area, watching kids play soccer, and hung out at a park and read the new 

Chuck Pahlaniuk book (which is a lot better than I thought it would be; I figured I’d grown out of his 

repetitve style but I think I actually understand it more in my later years out of high school).  



That night was the last night there, so some friends and 

Boumé (he was around a lot) and I went to some fancy 

restaurant that I didn’t enjoy too much. But then we went to 

McDonald’s for McFlurry’s, a long forgotten treat, so that 

made up for it. Everyone else went out clubbing after that, 

but I called it a night. Most clubs in Barcelona don’t begin 

to pick up until 2am, and that isn’t really what I’m about. 

 

The next day I checked out the Picasso museum, which just 

had all his works that no one cared about at the Louvre or 

other big museums, and some church. Had a picnic in a cool 

park of which I forget the name, studied some French, 

stopped for a coffee at some café (much cheaper here than 

Aix) and then headed back to the bus for another great seven hour trip home. 

 

Overall, Barcelona wasn’t too spectacular to me but I think that’s because I’m starting to realize 

that I really don’t like touring. I enjoyed sitting in the park reading and hanging out a lot more. None 

of the monuments and famous buildings are real anymore; half of them are under construction or just 

completely renovated, it’s no fun. The trip was worth it though because of Boumé and my old 

roommate, I spoke and heard nothing but French. I can’t imagine what it would be like actually living 



100% with French people; the overall amount of French I heard and spoke (well), I think my 

comprehension and speaking skills increased tenfold in just three days. 

 

November 19, 2007 

First off, it is cold. Colder than I've ever lived in before. So cold that half the time none of us want to 

leave the apartment, let alone get out of our nice snuggly warm bed. So cold that walking to school 

turns my nose and ears red. So cold that I laughed at the thought of going to football practice Tuesday 

night, and drank red wine instead with Kristin (my roommate). 

 

It also snowed Thursday. I was trying to figure out an excuse to give Fodé (you remember him) so I 

wouldn't have to walk all the way (like two miles) to his dorms in the cold to wait two hours for him to 

cook and then hang out in the uncomfortably small room, when he basically told me he drove to 

Marseille to buy the stuff for the Senegalese meal and stuff.. So I began to walk over there, hating the 

cold and hating relationship obligations. Not even halfway there I still couldn't help my mood (and 

couldn't blame myself given how cold it was) when it began to snow. It skipped the hailing stage and 

even most of the rain stage and just began to snow. It was a good "great, things can't get any worse" 

gag but in the end it just made me laugh. I arrived in the warm, heated dorm room and enjoyed the 

meal... It was incredible. And the best part of it was his friend drove me back because he had a car. 

 

Football practice was fun Friday night because I finally got to play defense against the starting offense, 

which is somewhat of a weird concept to them for some reason. They choose to keep the first AND 

second teams over on the practicing offensive/defensive side waiting for their four plays instead of 

playing them on defense to make the team a little better. Odd, but anyway I showed them what they 



were lacking. It was fun to finally play again. 

 

Saturday we went to a castle, a small town, a national park, and a village in Provence. The castle was 

pretty cool but not the coolest. The small town was just a small town with not a whole lot to brag about, 

the national park was some clay cliffs and almost grand canyon-esque; and the village was basically on 

a huge hill overlooking the country side so it was pretty beautiful. I'll post some pictures as soon as I 

can get my friend's cameras I took them on. 

 

 

 

 

 

Sunday some of us made some good old American pancakes. 

After searching for baking powder all over the place, we had to 

go online and find a recipe since none of us had ever made 

pancakes, sadly enough. Someone's parents had sent her a big 

thing of Aunt Jemima's maple syrup, so we ended up having a 

delicious breakfast. I also went on a run Sunday night. It was 

odd to get my breath panting again.  



November 26, 2007 

Yesterday afternoon was our team's first football game, in Montpellier. I couldn't play because of the 

foreigner rule but it was still cool being able to go and hang out with the boys all day. The game 

reminded me of a peewee game, to be honest. So many bad plays, all so slow, just everything. We 

ended up winning, so afterwards a few of us went to a pub to grab a beer. They ended up seeing a 

bunch of friends there so it ended up being like a big party. Got to speak some good French and it's 

encouraging to see that I'm even starting to understand the boys, who speak fast and slang-y. It's also 

cool to start to understand eachother's humor and see what these guys are really like.  

 

I think it's kind of sad that when I told Brittany on the phone that "today was a good day- I got to speak 

a lot of French," I wasn't at all joking. What's not to love about a study abroad program that sends 

you to France to just speak English all day? 

 

And as I was telling my father, it's difficult for us here to not get more and more discouraged in regards 

to learning the language everyday, seeing how intricate and detailed and complicated any language 

really is. Who's to say any of us will even understand French sarcasm or expressions or speaking 

techniques in just eight months? I've lived 18 years of my life in the world of the English speakers, and 

I still learn more about it everyday. Just the fact that in French speaking, changing the intonation 

on just one adjective or adverb can change the sentence's meaning entirely. Not just a little, but 

entirely. I had trouble grasping that. That and the caveman-ity of this language: adding a "t" sound or a 

"n" or "m" or “l” sound before or after a word completely alters the meaning and direction of the 

sentence as well. 

 

The way all of the mouth and head is used to make sounds to communicate; it's no wonder the French 

are so proud of their language. I'm starting to see how just the way the language is spoken by default, it 

shows how stuck-up and snobbish and better than everyone the French must have thought they were 

when this language was first being born. They know it sounds prettier than English, they know it's 

pleasing to the ear. And they also know it's hard. Another "wow, thanks, France." 

 

Another thing I've been interested in lately is how they have one single word (be it verb adjective or 

noun) for whole phrases we have in English. For example, there's a noun for a guy who goes and picks 

up girls in his car along the street at night but NOT prostitutes. There are terms for "parties" in which 



the "participants" are under age. And there's a different term for this "party" if it's boys instead of girls. 

A few of these I read in Uncle Nick's cursing book, but others are all around town. "Trotter" = to trot, 

like a horse. That cracks me up. "Vagabonder" = to be a vagabond (and everything that this entails). 

There's a verb that is for going to the beach; but it includes everything you do at the beach, including 

beach balls and windsurfing. But if you just go and swim at the beach, you use a different verb. The 

verbs for returning home, returning to Point A from Point B, returning to Point A after Point B but still 

at Point A... It's nuts. Nuts nuts nuts. And I don't mean cashews. 

 

As far as my social life is going, I've started hanging out with all the other Californians and Americans 

a lot more lately, as opposed to just seeing them once or twice a week randomly. I'm not sure why I 

was so to myself all these months; they're fun college students too and at this point we all kind of 

feel like family in some sense. The other night was the first ever "guys" night we've had; seeing how 

the ratio of girls to guys in our group is 5:1, and over half of those guys aren't attracted to women, it's 

been very difficult to fathom doing something like this. Every time we've ever gone to a pub or club or 

whatever, there is always an excess of estrogen in the group, and the little testosterone left is resorted to 

as protection if the crazy French guys are making the girls feel uncomfortable. So, it was a welcomed 

something-else to just sit around and drink a few beers, smoking, and watch French television, while 

talking man things like... Beer and beef jerky and hot sauce. 

 

Our group also has a new favorite past-time: talking in English how we pretty much sound to the 

French when we talk in French. Think Borat, or just anyone learning English. "Good day, my sir. I 

would like THAT piece of bread, plEASe! Thank you thank you so much, good bye! Good day!" Add 

some accent and inflection screw-ups in there and I think you can understand what it is. It's a lot of fun, 

to be honest, because something new happens each day when we realize we've been saying something 

incorrect for the last three months on a frequent basis. 

 

I saw the Francis Ford Coppola flick "L'Homme Sans Âge" (Youth Without Youth) the other day; and I 

just realized that it doesn't come out in the U.S. until December 14th, which is weird seeing how it's an 

American film I think... Anyway, it was really intriguing and I highly recommend it to anyone who's 

into sci-fi slash reality stuff. I won't get into the plot, but it was very engaging. It's nice to go to the 

movies. I don't do it as often here as I did in the states, but it's still the same type of feel and experience, 

except that the audience will never laugh. Be it that the film is in French subtitles and the humor 



doesn't translate or just that they don't want to ruin the piece of art, which is definitely a French thing. 

The subtitles help me see how they use certain verbs in certain phrases that translate in English, but one 

wouldn't really expect to use it like that. I also figured out how to turn on the French subtitles on our 

television; so I can actually follow a television show now. I was watching Scrubs dubbed in French 

with French subtitles the other day, and I actually followed the whole time I watched. 


