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An Upper School student would not readily give up her Spring Break. The Hathaway 

Brown 2010 Spring Break France Trip, however, was worthy of the sacrifice.  
 

I have always loved the French language. It is musical and one of the most beautiful 
languages in the world. The best part of the trip was being able to spend two weeks with a 
French family in the heart of Paris, as well as attending Blomet, a French Catholic private 
school. My hostess, Sophie Gustine, greeted me with a kiss on each cheek while I tried to give 
her a typical American hug. We were both knocked a little off balance. The abundance of 
scarves and the matte-colored fashion was yetanother contrast. Sophie and I, despite our 
different cultural backgrounds, quickly bonded over YouTube videos and croissants, and we 
sprinted to her school the next day as friends.  
 

Sight-seeing in Paris is, of course, world-class. We wandered the Musee d’Orsay, 
perusing collections of Impressionists such as Monet, Degas, and Van Gogh. We shivered in the 
lower catacombs of Le Pantheon, viewing the tombs of such celebrated men as Voltaire and 
Rousseau. The whole time we tried to pass as real Parisians, sporting scarves, boots, and 
sunglasses and speaking in French – when we occasionally would approach a security guard to 
ask for directions, we would do so all while attempting to be as aloof and French as possible. I 
don’t think we fooled anyone. We were a little more touristy, perhaps, when visiting the Rodin 
museum, where we posed in contemplative positions at the feet of the massive bronze Thinker, 
or took pictures grinning with our thumbs up at the towering Gates of Hell.  
 

The capstone of our experience, moreso than the swans at Versailles or the motley mix 
of architecture at l’Opera Garnier, was attending Blomet with our hostesses. We were able to 
experience an English class in French where they read aloud excerpts about the Vietnam War 
and Richard Nixon in a British accent. We taught classes ourselves, assisting seven year olds in 
their English dialogues about “dangerous gangsters.” We also attended history classes where 
they, like us, were learning about Stalin’s Russia and the eventual collapse of the Soviet Union.  
 

More wonderful than the three-desserts-a-day followed by the entire populace was the 
incredible hospitality of the people themselves. The Gustines – my host family – were kind 
beyond belief, playing their diverse music collection, making frosted pink cupcakes, or helping 
me to understand MTV in French. Everybody I met was pleased to meet me, in the sense that 
they were proud to have met a foreign student studying their language. They all loved the fact 
that we spoke French, and were not the least bit ashamed to point out our errors, if only to 
help us speak more naturally and fluently. I didn’t realize the improvement I had made until I 
returned home. 
 

In Paris, I saw a new side of life: a way of living where grocery stores are the size of two-
room apartments, where everybody lives in flats, and where it is the norm to hold wild parties 
every weekend before resuming intensive studying during the week. I caught a glimpse of a 



lifestyle where public transportation is more important than owning a car, where putting ice in 
drinks is nonexistent, and where a café rests on every corner. Of course I was glad to return 
home, but I will never forget the two weeks I stayed in Paris. I think that a part of the city will 
stay with me forever, even though we’re oceans apart.  
 

Je vous remercie de m’avoir donné l’occasion d’y aller. C’était féerique; il n’y a aucun 
autre mot qui peut le décrire. 
 

Thank you for having given me the chance to go there. It was heavenly; there are no 
other words to describe it.  
 


