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5…4…3…2…1. The clock above the court at the 2010 Ohio Division II Girls Basketball 

State Championship ticked slowly. The sound of the final buzzer reverberated throughout my 
entire body, along with the cheers of thousands of fans. I jumped up and ran to the rest of my 
teammates, overcome with emotion, and almost fell down as we embraced each other in a big 
group hug. I felt on top of the world, with my team winning our second state championship in a 
row, and I thought nothing could get better than this. What I didn’t know was that in less than 
twenty four hours the plane I was scheduled to board was going to take me on the most 
incredible experience of my life, and one that was going to live on in my memory far longer 
than one of any basketball game. 

 
After a night filled with packing, excitement, and unknown expectations, I was standing 

before security at Cleveland Hopkins International Airport the very next morning after that 
state championship game. Saying goodbye to my family was hard, but I walked through security 
with a brave face and with butterflies bouncing around in my stomach. This would be my first 
time ever travelling to Europe, but I had been dreaming about going to Paris since I started 
taking French in 8th grade. My flight landed around 7 a.m. the next morning and severely 
jetlagged, I walked off the plane to face the rising sun and the most beautiful city in the world. 

 
As my cab drove through the streets I was able to get my first glimpse of Paris. As les 

Invalides, Place de la Concorde, and the Eiffel Tower whizzed by I couldn’t believe that I was 
actually there. I was passing the places I had learned and dreamed about back as a 13 year old. 
They were real, tangible, and I was speechless. No one from my family had ever had the 
opportunity to travel to France, and at that moment I truly knew how lucky I was. People dream 
their entire lives about coming to city as beautiful as the one I was in at that moment. As we 
pulled up at the school we were doing the exchange with it looked so different from my familiar 
home at HB. Only a couple minutes walk from the Eiffel Tower and located in the heart of Paris, 
L’ENC Blomet was located on a crowed Parisian street, a world away from HB’s peaceful 
campus in Shaker Heights. I certainly wasn’t in Shaker Heights anymore, and as I walked up the 
steps into the school I had a feeling I wouldn’t be returning exactly the same either. 

 
It seems impossible to try and fit my entire experience in Paris in a page. I could easily 

write about half the things that I loved and probably write 10 pages, and that’s not an 
exaggeration. But to talk about my absolute favorite experience, I would without a doubt say it 
was staying with my host family. My host, Hannah Leblanc, became my best friend in those two 
weeks. She was one of the most understanding, kind, and funny individuals I’ve ever met. I’m 
not fluent in French, and although she was very good at English she wasn’t fluent either, but 
the language barrier never bothered us. It actually made every day more interesting as we were 
constantly learning new things from each other. My entire host family was amazing, and I 
couldn’t have asked for better people to spend two weeks with. When I got sick for a couple of 
days, they took care of me like I was their own, and I am so grateful to them for that. French 
was my host mother’s second language as well, as she was originally from Germany. She was so 



understanding when I sometimes wasn’t able to follow the conversation at the dinner table, 
and the whole family would always go to great lengths to make sure I felt included and 
comfortable tout le temps (all the time). 

 
I learned so many things about France during this trip, and not only was I able to 

experience Paris, but also the surrounding countryside. I loved visiting Giverny, where Claude 
Monet once lived, and one of my favorite experiences was at the Musée Rodin, admiring the 
sculptures, something I wasn’t even sure I would like. Not only did I learn about Paris and 
French culture, but I also learned some things about myself. I now know I handle myself away 
from the protection of my family the comforting walls of HB. I’ve learned how adventurous I 
really am after immersing myself into a foreign culture and attempting to try things without 
American eyes.  Also, I’m a junior, and college is right around the corner. Before this trip, I really 
had no idea about college. When I returned, I knew I wanted to go to school in a city. I love how 
something is always happening, how there are always people moving, and how the city is alive. 
I also made a friend that I’m planning on keeping for a lifetime in Hannah. I have memories I 
still think about on a daily basis and that continue to make me smile. I also know that I want to 
go back. Hopefully in college, and maybe later, I will return to the city that has captured my 
heart.  

 
 
 
 

 


