
I'm a Foreigner!..that's uncomfortable.  

Well I’m in England. I’ve been here for about 40 hours and I have not loved all of it. I cannot tell 

a lie. The first 12 hours were not fun. I had to act like a freshman in college who doesn’t mind 

being pushed from place to place by orientation leaders. I began to get irritated. They have a 

bunch of twenty-something college students on their hands, and they treat us as though we don’t 

know a thing about anything. I mean… I guess we are in England, and most of us don’t know a 

thing about anything, but that isn’t the point. 

The point is that it’s a little scary to start at square one again. You are in this environment that is 

eerily similar to any first day of school, and it’s a little frightening. I don’t like being reminded 

constantly that I don’t know anyone. It makes me uncomfortable. It’s like they put the pressure 

on you to mingle and “be  yourself” but no one really does that. I guess the mingling is 

somewhat happening, but I see it more as self advertising. Each person is afraid that their voice 

won’t be heard, and they decide to speak loudly and at length about themselves to compensate. 

Am I being a little harsh? Maybe. But I’m vulnerable, remember? Or am I? I have made a few 

friends, and talked to a few others. I am finding my way around our neighborhood and I have 

added to the room I’m sharing with a couple girls from Minnesota. I don’t stay cooped up, but 

rather I spend free time meeting new people, and participating in things going on during the day 

such as tours and IT presentations (fun!). All in all, I’m doing exactly what you’re supposed to 

do in these situations, and as of tonight, I am pleased with my results. I may not be out partying 

the night away with strangers I just met, but I am comfortable hanging out in a pub with a few 

chicks I bonded with today. I’m doing alright. 

It’s been a busy few days, and I can’t wait for more. 

 


