America, America!
You don’t know what it’s like without having been there!

“We’re going to America in 79 days!” That’s what Caro kept telling me. She was all excited and had drawn a countdown on our desk where she counted the days till we would leave for America. Unfortunately I couldn’t share her excitement. “Why should I be excited when I’m most probably not even going?” that was all I could think about.

But two weeks later  - if I remember correctly Caro only had 65 days left on her countdown list – I also shared her excitement. Mrs. Pölzleitner had convinced  my parents that this trip would really be worth going and I would really miss a lot if I had to stay at home.

The 65 days went by extremely fast, because the next thing I remember is us at the airport, all ready to go to America.


After an eleven-hour flight from Graz to Denver, via Frankfurt it was still light outside, which was really strange and confusing. From Denver to Rapid City we took a really small plane and after about an hour of the bumpiest flight he had aver experienced we arrived in Rapid City.


Our host families were waiting for us at the airport with colorful posters of our names. We all had great host families and the week we spent there was full of amazing trips to all kinds of places, such as Mount Rushmore (where we even met Nicolas Cage and Diane Kruger who were shooting their new movie), the even more impressive Crazy Horse Monument and the Badlands National Park, which was absolutely stunning and beautiful. We even got the chance to go to a Wacipi – that’s what the Indians call a Powwow – and see the beautiful traditional outfits they wear for these dances.

The rest of the time we attended school. If you ask me to describe this school in three words, I’d say: dark, boring and depressing. You would say Rapid City High was designed by an architect for prisons. The lessons there were the most de-motivating, boring thing I’ve ever experienced. Yet, I can tell you one positive aspect of this school: It really makes you appreciate your own school, GIBS!


We were invited to go to the prom… it was just like in the movies and really fun and interesting. It’s not quite as fancy as our Maturaballs but the girls are dressed up even more – only that they don’t wear any shoes – they are all barefoot – and their fancy high-heels are “parked” under or even on top of the tables. Quite a sight!


Because we had had such a busy week in Rapid City, the time went by extremely fast and we were on our way to New York. I think everybody was excited and really looking forward to finally having the chance to see this huge city. The city where famous movies have been filmed, the city where the lights are so bright that you can’t see the stars, the city where so many things – either good or bad have happened.

The hotel we stayed in was really nice, with big rooms and lots of floors. Those four days in New York were so full of action, loads of things to see, and of course not to forget a bit of shopping.


Mrs. Pölzleitner showed us all the most interesting places and also let us have a look around on our own, which we all really appreciated. For our feet it felt as if we had walked through every street and along every avenue. We can now proudly say that we’ve seen the Statue of Liberty with our own eyes, been to Central Park, seen the skyline of Manhattan from the boat, been all the way up at the Empire State Building at night, walked through Chinatown and tasted REAL Chinese food,  gazed at the flashing lights on Times Square. We’ve even explored Harlem and participated in a highly emotional Baptist gospel service,  we’ve strolled through SoHo and Little Italy, the East Village and on the last day we tasted the delicious Kosher food on our tour through the Lower East Side Jewish quarter. 
Exhausted and almost sleepwalking we went to the airport and got on the plane back to Austria. I’d love to stuff more details and aspects of our trip into this article but it is just impossible to express such a variety of experiences, sights, places and people … in words.  So to give you some advice: Take your time and go there yourself!

By Leanka Sayer, Helena Hagauer, Martina Zeiner and Caro Heri

Helena Hagauer’s poem

I do

Zoom Whoosh

Uuuuuiiiiihhhhiihihihi

Walking fast

Talking fast

Passing by

Phoning

Staring
Hurrying

Glaring

I am not important.

Looking at you

Staring into your eyes

Smiling at you

Waving at you

Greeting you

Jumping at you

Screaming at you

Stripping off my clothes

I am not important

Coming home

Being greeted

Being welcomed

Being kissed

Being loved

Communicating

No milk left

Leaving to get some

Crossing the street

Zoom

Whoosh

Uuuuuiiiiiuuuiiiuiuiui

Who cares?
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