
 

 

 

Reflect, and then Reflect Again 

 

Statement of Experience 
 

 

Hannah Schul participated in the Buffalo State College J-Term in 2017 and she 

contributed the following statement: 

 

The very official dictionary.com states that a reflection is “an image; representation; 

counterpart.” Dortmund, upon arrival, boasted of a fluorescent-lighted, graffitied subway 

station and a small army of host families ready to begin their small journey with an 

exhausted, motley crew of American college students. This was at first, the image of 

Dortmund that I was privy to. As the days passed, gradually passing faster and faster as 

I became more comfortable, Dortmund began to boast of much more. Days had to 

spent there and understanding was vital. Being open, and being ready to experience 

was probably was the most vital to understanding better and understanding more 

completely.  

 

Dortmund is a reasonably sized city, boasting a 

few interesting sights like the Dortmunder U, the 

TV Tower, the Phoenix-See, and the Thier Galerie. 

I saw these sights, and then had the opportunity to 

take one step closer to them, and then another 

step, and then I was running towards every 

opportunity afforded to me because I knew the 

opportunities were going to end. Dortmund, 

Germany is bold. It hosts an incredible myriad of 

people, people from hundreds of different backgrounds and descents, in one 

companionable city. Every school day I had the opportunity to walk a quick five minutes 

to the U-Bahn stop to catch my train, and then rode the U-Bahn to class. Public 

transportation was a completely unknown concept to me, and I did not think I would look 

forward to, or ever enjoy shuffling around on cold concrete, watching the clock and the 

electronic train memo board to see when the train heading to Westentor or Unionstraße 

was coming to pick me up. Each morning, except one where I had to hastily jog to my 

platform, I arrived before the subway, watched the others waiting with me, observed the 

small cars that jolted by on the powdered streets, and listened to fighting crows that 

dove after one another in the small field opposite the stop. “In den Börten" were three 

words that began to look and sound like home to me. Sitting here, typing this, I feel like I 
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“Being open, and being ready 

to experience was probably 

was the most vital to 

understanding better and 

understanding more 

completely.” 
 

http://dictionary.com/


 
would like to be back at that home, riding the train on a fabric red and purple window 

seat, looking out into the darkness that set at 16:32. I can type, with absolute certainty, 

that if I stepped into the Dortmund Haupbahnhof now, I would feel like I was home 

again. To step off that platform one more time and complete the usual trek into the 

Auslandsgesellschaft, or into the city where I spent almost every day with the boys or 

my host sister, trekking around, trying to fit in and sometimes failing miserably—often 

failing miserably.  

 

 I remember watching from the plane as Europe came closer. We were almost in 

Deutschland. In reality, we were almost in Poland,  because the cheaper flight we 

bought took us past our final destination by a couple hours and almost 700 miles. But 

that's what it's all about, creating experiences and doing things the harder way—seeing 

things I wouldn't have seen on a first class direct flight from Buffalo to Düsseldorf (if 

there is such a thing). The interactions made with people in those couple extra stops, 

the bus ride, the few extra hours of sleeplessness with strangers that I would have to 

spend extreme amounts of time with in the next couple weeks—those are the things I 

will remember, and those are the things I 

get to smile now when I’m having a down 

day. The things I think about when I miss 

being in cloudy Dortmund with those 

people who are no longer strangers, but 

friends, friends I wish I didn't have to 

leave, and a school and a class I looked 

forward to because I felt independent, 

separate, and so very at peace being 

4,000 miles away from where I was used to carrying out everyday life. But I have 

memories now, memories of German couples surprising each other with beer 

(#couplegoals), memories of complete uncomfortableness in the middle seat of a very 

tight plane, but laughing because that stranger I sat next to from the group is now 

someone that I call “friend”. Smiling to myself because "Handschuhe" doesn't just mean 

"gloves auf Deutsch" anymore.  

 

In essence, take the cheap way, make it harder, and work for the experiences, because 

at the end of the day, and at the finale of the trip I remember better and that is actually 

what traveling is all about.  

 

 It is about the mistakes. It's about being embarrassed. It's about saying "Alles gute zum 

Geburtstag" on accident because I didn't realize that it's bad luck to wish someone a 

happy birthday before their birthday. Turn red, blush a little, and be okay if when I’m 

laughed at.  

 

“It is about the mistakes. It's about 
being embarrassed. It's about saying 
"Alles gute zum Geburtstag" on 
accident because I didn't realize that 
it's bad luck to wish someone a happy 
birthday before their birthday.” 



 
That is what I learned, and that is what my reflection has shown me. Do not sweat the 

small things. Do things that might be a little uncomfortable. If I could do it all over again, 

and exactly the same way, I would. There is nothing I would change, because even 

every embarrassing blunder or awkward moment shaped the experience into an 

adventure that will not be forgotten. I hope to begin applying my experience into the life 

that I now must move forward with in this cold state of New York, and will keep on 

reflecting, and remembering, and reflecting again.  

 
Dortmunder Rathaus, 2017 


