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On an impromptu little trip 
to Banff with a few friends, 
I learned some things 
about myself. First, I hon-
estly never get tired of the 
mountains no matter how 
many times I visit them.

Second, I will never get in 
the same car as Meaghan, 
(my friend in the drivers seat 
in the first photo) ever again. 

And third, My need for 
adventure (and pizza) is not 
going away anytime soon. 
I started college this fall 
at SAIT Polytechnic in Cal-
gary. Even though I was 
obviously nervous, espe-
cially since I’ve been out of 
school for a few years… I 
was mostly excited. Excited 
for new people, a new atmo-
sphere… a whole lot of new. 

So far, I’ve met a few 
friends with pretty great po-
tential I’d say. Spencer, Sam, 
and road rage Meaghan, 
are all enrolled in the Jour-
nalism program with myself 
at School. I love my pro-
gram, with the exception 

of a grinch-sounding teach-
er, and I love the campus.

The hardest thing I’ve 
found is honestly just the 
transition. My friend Spen-
cer and I have been a bit 
stressed lately. And to be 
brutally honest, it isn’t even 
all to do with school, but the 
fact that we have 16g iPhones 
that literally make us delete 
our souls for more storage. 

And just day-to-day ob-
stacles that normal people 
can function through, but for 
some reason we just can’t 
without crying a bit and laying 
on the floor. So, we decided 
to take a little trip to Banff. 

Well actually, we wanted 
to take a little trip to Lake 
Louise… but road rage Me-
aghan, decided Banff was 
enough for us that day. 

We mainly wanted to go 
and have some fun while ex-
perimenting with our newly 
purchased camera equip-
ment, and I gotta say, nature 
really does heal the soul. It’s 
amazing how a few beau-
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tiful views can complete-
ly transform your mood. 

Personally, I’ve always 
had a thing for scenery and 
famous sights around the 
world. (Shoutout to the first 
time I saw The Eiffel Tower 
which was literally the best 
moment of my life) But I 
didn’t really understand why. 

Like, why am I and why are 

so many other people at-
tracted to things and to plac-
es we’ve never even been 
before? So of course I goo-
gled, and I found this quote; 
“What’s so great about scen-
ery?” “It fills a void.” I love this. 

Not to mention it’s con-
siderably fitting, since Spen-
cer and I were dying to get 
away from our storage-filled 

lives. And in the process, 
the sight of some moun-
tains filled a bit of a void. 

So anyway, I guess I wanted 
to do my first official blog post 
on some of the things I love. 
Travel, new beginings, and 
the feeling of being stress-
free and happy for a day. 

If you have suffered through 
until the end, thank you!
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Ah, Paris… je t’aime beau-
coup. In May of 2015, I set off 
on a four month-long back-
packing trip with two of my 
friends to Europe. Fourteen 
countries and a lot of gelato 
and sangria later, I got home 
feeling cultured as shit. For 
today though, I just want to 
talk about my first love: Paris.

After our first stop in Lon-
don, Paris was our (along 
with our Contiki group’s) next 
victim. I have always been in-
fatuated with Paris for as long 
as I can remember, (shoutout 
to my mom for always buying 
me everything she saw that 
had the eiffel tower on it) and 
I was actually nervous be-
cause I was worried that I had 
my expectations set too high. 

I couldn’t have been more 
wrong of course, and I owe 
this ALL to my Contiki tour 
guide who literally did the 
whole group an amazing fa-
vour. He had us looking out 
of the window on the left 
side of the bus, while telling 
us some (fake) story about 
the history or whatever of 

some building. Then, just as 
we were turning a corner, he 
told us to look to our right. 

And there it was. The freak-
ing Eiffel Tower. The beauty of 
the darn thing made me lose 
my breath and made me cry. 
I fully started to cry, because 
I had felt so overwhelmingly 
grateful to be in it’s presence. 

They pulled the bus over 
so we could all get out 
and be the ultimate tour-
ists and take pictures, and 
I swear it was like I was in a 
dream. I could just not be-
lieve that I was actually there.

We only spent a couple 
of days in Paris on the tour, 
so my friends and I naturally 
had to go back towards the 
end of our trip. I am so glad, 
though, that I got to expe-
rience my first little taste of 
this amazing city this way. 

My Contiki experience is 
something to rave about an-
other time, but I still can’t 
help mentioning how grate-
ful I am for it. And anyway, 
while in our first few days, 
we shopped, ate macaroons, 



walked EVERYWHERE, al-
most died in a cab ride, 
climbed up the Eiffel Tow-
er (that’s right, no elevator 
for me folks) and fell in love. 

I am not exaggerating 
when I say that I believe Par-
is was and is my first love. I 
can’t even begin to describe 
how at home and comfort-
able I felt while I was there, 
along with being excited and 
nervous, all at the same time.

On a side note, I have a fun-
ny little story for you. So, I am 
three years older than my lit-
tle sister, and when my grand-
father came into my room to 
tell me that my mom had giv-
en birth to her, I was sitting 
on my floor with a bunch of 
stuffed animals around me, 
and simply said: “Papa, leave 
me alone while i’m in my sanc-

tuary.” While also putting up 
my hand as to say, ‘go away.’ 

My mom loves to tell this 
story because she thinks it’s 
hilarious that I was only three 
and that I used the word 
sanctuary like it was apart 
of my daily vocabulary. But 
as you maybe have guessed 
by now, it was because 
I was obsessed with The 
Hunchback of Notre Dame. 

Oh and if you’re wonder-
ing, I didn’t see Esmerel-
da OR Quasi while I was at 
the Notre Dame Cathedral 
and I’m still upset about it.

All in all, I know that Paris 
will forever hold a piece of 
my heart, and I know that I 
will be back someday (soon). 

So the only way I can real-
ly try to describe and explain 
what this city means to me, 

is this; You know when you 
experience those ‘ah-ha’ mo-
ments in life where you real-
ize that a recent event or hap-
pening has kind of changed 
you? Or shaped you in a way 
you didn’t expect/notice? 

For example, I sometimes 
feel this way the day after an 
amazing concert. I’ll be home, 
reminiscing on what had just 
happened the night before, 
and feel as though something 
is just a little bit different. 

I believe that we have mo-
ments like this all the time, 
but usually don’t realize 
when they are happening. 

When I saw the Eiffel Tower 
for the first time, I experienced 
this feeling as it was happen-
ing. Nothing was delayed, 
I fell in love and I fell hard.
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