Blogger event :
Your best memory of France

Reminiscing about good old memories from
long ago or from yesterday, on a hard day or
when you are having a good time, with your
friends, with your family or even sometimes
with strangers, what is nicer than that? We all
have particular moments we like to
remember.

Eric from The Eric Golban blog, Sarah from
Sweet French learning and Vanessa from Life
on La Lune will share with you their best
memories of France.
Through this ebook, you will discover their
exclusive and most precious souvenirs. Let's
travel!

Happy Memories of Marciac
By Vanessa Couchman

After 24 years (and 720 blog posts!), I have so many
memories of life in France that it’s hard to choose
just one. However, I had a life here before I started
Life on La Lune, and this memory comes from that
period.
Jazz in Marciac
The long, blisteringly hot summer of 2003 will stand
out for a long time in my recollection for many
reasons. One of the principal ones, apart from the
heatwave, is our trip to Marciac in the Gers for the
jazz festival.
Marciac is one of hundreds of bastide towns built
from the 13th century onwards in Southwest
France. It follows the standard design of a grid of
streets surrounding a large central square.
Marciac’s place measures 130 m by 75 m.

Every year in late July/early August, this town buried
in the heart of rolling countryside hosts an
international jazz festival attracting the best jazz
musicians in the world.

Marciac’s grande place centrale
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Here, I need to explain that I am not really a jazz
fan. Classical is more my bag. But when French
friends proposed a visit, it seemed like a great way
to explore a part of the region that we had yet to
venture into.

Scorching summer

Behind our barn in summer 2003, the year we
bought it. The grass is parched and the leaves
already brown

The day we left in early August, the temperature on
the car thermometer was 43° C (109.4° F). We had
to start the ignition 10 minutes before departure to
get the air conditioning going. The fields and
woodland en route were parched and brown. The
sun drilled down from a sky that was almost white
with heat. We could still appreciate the Gers
countryside, rather different from our own area:
sunflower fields interspersed with woods, presided
over by villages perched on gently rolling hills.

Our friends Brigitte and Michel were waiting for us
when we arrived in the town. They had booked
accommodation “chez l’habitant”, i.e. in the house
of a Marciac resident. As you might imagine, jazz
fans from around the world descend on the town
each summer, and lodgings are like gold dust.

Drinks with our friends in the central square, which was
a forest of umbrellas as people sought respite from the
sun

The house was a typical Marciac townhouse, built
of stone with columbage (half-timbered) and
roofed with pink-red Roman tiles. Our room was
comfortable, if hot, but then so was everywhere
that year. It turned out that we had ousted the
room’s usual occupant, the 12-year-old daughter,
although she seemed to take it in good part. The
only bémol was that the loo was downstairs and
had to serve about 10 people.
Music and wine
After a hurried dinner, we made our way to the
enormous marquee that seats 6,000 people. The
first evening’s main attraction was none other than
Oscar Peterson. Even I knew who he was. Still going
strong at 77 and sweating copiously under the
combined onslaught of the heat and the stage
lights, he delighted the audience with his virtuoso
keyboard playing.
The following day promised to be just as hot. With
our friends, we explored the surrounding
countryside, stopping at a small town in the
Hautes-Pyrénées for lunch.

Michel is a great wine buff, and since the small wine
area of Madiran is not far from Marciac, it was a
good excuse for a visit.
Apparently, Madiran’s high concentration of
antioxidants makes it one of the most cardiacfriendly wines in the world (in moderation,
naturally). Who are we to argue? We visited a
couple of domaines, had a dégustation and bought
a case or two.
Back in Marciac, Canadian pianist and singer Diana
Krall and her band played in the packed marquee.
It was an accomplished and polished performance,
greeted with noisy appreciation by Krall’s fans.
The tent flaps had been left open to try to circulate
a little much-needed air. The undulating Gers
countryside was visible through the golden haze,
lending a touch of magic to an already special
weekend.
Have you been to Marciac? This is the festival
website, if you’d like to find out more.

The Eiffel Tower: My Best Memory of France
By Eric Golban
I was lucky and fortunate enough to study abroad
while attending college back in the Fall of 2015, my
sophomore year. Saint John’s University in Jamaica,
Queens has a great study abroad program, that I
was able to take advantage of. In fact, 1 in 4
students end up utilizing the program and studying
abroad during their tenure.
Along with our strong study abroad program, we
have universities throughout Europe. One of those
universities is in Paris, France. My study abroad
program was a DTW (Discover the World) rotation,
which meant I spent five weeks in Paris, France,
followed by five weeks in Rome, Italy, and finally five
weeks in Sevilla, Spain to round out an entire
semester.
France was the first country in my rotation, and I
went there in August with an open mind and no
assumptions, eager and ready to soak up as much
information and culture as possible.

I have a lot of fond memories of France and great
experiences. Especially since it was the first country
on my rotation of an entire semester of exploring
new places. France is where:
I made some great and close friends that I still
talk to today.
I tried escargot (tastes like chicken!) and the
different foods that the culture has to offer
including bagettes, crepes, and more.
Took a trip to Normady and experienced a lot
of its history.
Before I get into my most fond memory of France, I
do want to talk about what I was most excited
about when arriving in France. That was yes, you
guessed it, escargot! While others might shy away
from eating snail, I love trying different foods and
was very eager to do so. I certainly was not
disappointed with eating the escargot, however,
this is not my most fond memory.

The Eiffel Tower
My most fond memories of France all surround the
Eiffel Tower. As an American, you always hear
about the Eiffel Tower, and it is definitely a huge
part of what makes Paris a bucket list destination
for most people. I had absolutely no idea what to
expect upon visiting it though! Luckily, the
university where I dormed was only a 20-minute
walk from the Eiffel Tower so I was able to visit it a
handful of times during my stay there. Some very
notable takeaways:
The Eiffel Tower is a cool spot where a lot of
locals will take a blanket and cheap bottle of
wine, and just hang out with friends.
The Eiffel Tower lights up at night! (video
below). I had no idea this happened until I saw
it, but it really is a pretty sight.

You can actually go inside the Eiffel Tower. I did
and it was one of the highlights of my time in
Paris. I highly recommend doing so if you ever
visit!
There will be A LOT of people trying to sell you
wine. I recommend buying your own
beforehand. If you don’t, be wary, as some of
them will realize you are not local (or even
worse – American) and try to rip you off. It
happened to my friends so be careful.

Overall, I am so blessed for my experience studying
abroad, and especially in Paris, France, as it really
helped my growth as a person and allowed me to
get a better understanding of other cultures. If you
ever have the opportunity to study abroad during
your time in college I highly recommend doing so!
Also, if you ever get the chance to travel and
explore different cultures in general, please take
that opportunity! You will not regret it!

Below are a few of the pictures I took back in 2015,
around the Eiffel Tower:

At the top of the Eiffel Tower

A good night at the Eiffel Tower with some
study abroad friends.

The Eiffel Tower lighting up at night!

My best French memories: Bretagne
By Sarah Dessert

I tell you about my best French memories in the
beautiful region of Bretagne, where the famous
French crêpes come from! Get on board and let your
mind travel across the ocean…

In September 2018, I went back to France and
spent a week in Bretagne (with my mum, my little
brother and his girlfriend); for those who don’t
know it, Bretagne is a region in the North West, the
“arm of France” in the sea Manche. My
grandmother was from that region and my mum
took us there many times when we were kids; it’s a
family tradition now! Walking through the little
streets, eating crêpes and kouign amann 10 years
after the last time I was there, brought a lot of
memories back… Today I take you on a tour of my
favorite (sometimes secret ) spots in Bretagne!

Roscoff, 2018
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ROSCOFF
Roscoff is a small town right next to the sea. This is
a very special place for me as I spent most of my
summers there when I was younger; it became a
peaceful and sunny sanctuary when I was going
through a very hard time as a teenager. Roscoff
has been the destination of our family vacations for
many years.
The first thing we HAVE TO DO when we arrive is to
head to the Maison du Kouign Amann to grab a
piece of the best one in the world… They asked us
not to post the photo of their amazing kouign
amann so unfortunately I can’t show it to you, but
you can take my word for it!! They can warm it up
for you, it’s caramelized and just melts in your
mouth…hmmm food orgasm for sure!! It was as
delicious as before, just incredible; it’s good to see
that some things don’t change…

Roscoff, 2018
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Sugar? I don’t know what you’re taking about…
Disclaimer: I wasn’t fully vegan at that time so I ate
dairy...
To give you an idea about what a regular kouign
amann looks like, here is one we got for breakfast:

kouign amann with the local flag
(Bretagne)
photo credit: Sarah Dessert

Once our taste buds are satisfied, we head to the
beach and on the way, we can see the Estacade,
which is a long bridge to take the boat during low
tide!

When comes super time, we look for a nice little
restaurant to eat…guess what? YES, crêpes, OF
COURSE! If you didn’t know it, Bretagne is the one
and only region for the original French crêpes; so
when we go there, we eat des crêpes, des crêpes
et encore des crêpes!! Here is a sneak peek into
the delicious universe of French crêpes…

A restaurant I recommend in Roscoff: Amours Jaunes!
Cozy, nice staff and delicious food; we went there
2 or 3 times during the week! Yummy, yummy!

Ile-de-Batz
Another must-see spot when we go in Bretagne is a
cute little island you can access by taking the boat
in Roscoff: Ile-de-Batz. We spend the day there and
rent bikes to go around the island. It’s better to
have a clear weather when you go there but if it’s
cloudy, fear not; the sun is usually a sleepy head
like me and may appear later!

Ile-de-Batz, 2018
photo credit: Sarah Dessert

As we are biking around the island, the landscape
looks so familiar and different at the same time; it’s
my little girl’s heart with my grown-up’s eyes! We
make a few stops for picture break and lunch; I’m
amazed by the view we have all around us…

I breathe the fresh air, record the view in my head
and keep the magical feeling in my heart…

Ile-de-Batz, 2018
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Saint-Malo
Saint-Malo is a fortified city in Bretagne and my
advice is definitely to go intra-muros, which means
inside the walls. It’s a very different atmosphere
once you step inside: the little streets between the
big walls… There are many little shops and
restaurants; we eat kouign amann and crêpes here
too (I mean that’s what vacations are for, right?)!
We walk on the walls and stop to admire the view…

Saint-Malo, 2018
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Morlaix
This city is very famous for the bridge, that you’ll
find on pretty much every postcard! There is a
specific charm to this little place: the houses, the
flowers, the boats… And some hidden treasures
like the house of the Duchess Anne,
thousands of years old, Ty Coz, a little café or
A la Lettre Thé, a bookstore where you won’t
see the hours go by!

Huelgoat
It took me quite a few times to say the name of that
little town properly lol! Now this is probably my
favorite secret spot; my mum talked to me about it
before our trip and we decided to spend a day
there together. So here we are, driving and looking
around to find this enchanted place: Autre Rive, the
bookstore in the forest… What a wonderful
discovery!
This delightful hidden little paradise corner will take
you to another dimension: you can have some
delicious homemade food surrounded by many
different books, you might hear some breton,
which is the local celtic language, you can go
upstairs if you wish to have a more quiet time, you’ll
still be surrounded by books and able to take a
look at the forest through the blue window… The
rest of the universe pauses and you can just
appreciate life for what it is, right here, right now…

This trip was a very nice walk down memory lane; it
always makes me happy to talk about my best
French memories in Bretagne. Most people talk
about Paris when it comes to traveling to France, but
saying you love France when you only visited Paris, is
like saying you love someone when you only saw
their head! There are many beautiful places in
France so like I always say: go to Paris but don’t stay
there, push the trip into the heart of France and
make some of YOUR best French memories…

PS: do you know how to say “lighthouse” in French?
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