
MY TRIP TO HOLLAND 
 
 

The water really is more than the ground there.  
I was traveling to Amsterdam on an excursion. Our group was 

gathered from all parts of Bulgaria and the interests of the people involved 

were various: 
- There are several people from Sevlievo traveling on official business 

- There are also the wives of the big grain-producers from Dobrich. They’ve 
deserved something too. 

- And there’s also a group of pensioners from Sofia. The children of one of 

them have been aboard to make a living and so have compensated her 
with a little money. Another one worked something for a whole year and 

gathered enough money for 10 days of amusement (if you can call 
amusement the crossing of the continent by bus) 

- And there’s also the “others” group in which I belong too. I’m on this trip 

because my husband loves to travel but he can’t spare 10 whole days 
and I’m unemployed, I have a lot of free time. What does it matter that 
this trip is a nightmare to me? It’s a reward after all? 

 
Of course we’re not traveling to Holland directly. The way is long and 

we gather a lot of impressions. But here I will tell you only about Holland. 
 

After few days of traveling, on schedule we arrive on the address they 

gave us. We start looking for the farm where we’re supposed to stay. The bus 
is a double-decker and when it enters the street where the farm is supposed 
to be, it fills it completely. On one side parallel to the street there is a canal, 

full of water that’s not moving, just remaining there, not yielding. On the 
other side there are houses that look like they’ve grown out of the ground 

and were pressed by the water. I feel the horror that another vehicle might 
appear in front of us, coming towards us. There are no sidewalks like back 
home where you can pull back if you need to, there’s only water. 

 
The farm that we finally reached turns out to be a 100 years old local 

antique. It was the cheapest possible place to stay at. To justify its name of a 
farm, there are stables in the building where two horses live. For some 
Europeans it might be interesting to see a live horse but we’re Bulgarians 

and Bulgaria is an agrarian country, so we’ve all seen a Gypsy cart even in 
the center of Sofia. 
 

The owner – a woman in her fifties – lives alone. This fact impresses 
me because at home in the moment it’s impossible for a woman to have a 

hotel and to live alone because she would be blackmailed for money.  
 

We wondered how all 25 of us would fit into one house but it turned 

out that the house is big, it had two stories under the roof, something our 
houses don’t have.  

 



Near the farm there is a field, sown and cultivated, not even a little 

patch of grass was visible. That’s how it is in Europe – everything is 
cultivated and there are no people with hoes. Here in Bulgaria we always 

work and we’re always buried in weeds and… 
 

I really wanted to see the Dutch art of painting but we don’t have so 

much money, so we split in two – one group is going to a sex-museum and 
the other one including me is going to Madam Tusseau’s museum. The first 
group got disappointed but we were satisfied. Among the world-famous 

figures we found our guy – Comrade Lenin. 
 

According to our program we visit a flower exhibit, huge in its size – 
about 100 decare.  
 

The whole time in Holland we are looking for the infamous Dutch 
tulips but except in the distance where we see supposed tulip fields, we 

didn’t see anything else. And again no people. Everything’s alright but there 
are no people. 
 

Of course we couldn’t go without a shopping trip. We enter a big 
clothing store, something like our Central Universal Store. Accidentally I find 
myself close to one of the women from Dobrich. She can’t speak other 

language than Bulgarian and I suddenly turn into a translator and carrier 
for her. In the end the salespeople were astonished by our purchases. And 

with the big bags we dragged ourselves back to the gathering point. For the 
first time of my life I feel crushed. I can’t afford 1/100 of what this woman 
spends… and that was just one store. 

 
Back in the farm we witnessed a local wedding. The daughter of the 

owner is getting married. Except us there are 30 more people in the house 
plus 3 musicians. The young people are dancing in the center of the huge 
hall and the older ones are sitting around a big table. We were by the 

orchestra on the second floor, on something like an inner terrace around the 
hall. At some point the sponsors gave something to the young people. We’re 
curious. It turns out to be an album with cooking recipes, gathered and 

glued by the sponsor herself. Back home in Bulgaria such gift would be 
taken as insignificant. At 10 pm everyone like someone has commanded it 

get up, get in their cars and leave. We’re really surprised because back home 
after such an event there is no way a person can sit behind the wheel. It 
turns out that for the whole day these people have drunk 1-2 beers. You 

can’t see that back home. For them the life continued as usual while at 
home it takes people about a week to recruit their strength again. 
 

We leave back for Bulgaria. On the way we stop at a flower shop where 
there is also a greenhouse. We’ve never seen so many flowers in a shop. 

Imagine the big carts (about 2 quadrate meters each) covered with live 
flowers. No one even stopped to think how we’re going to get all of that on 
the bus. I bought a few packets of seeds. If I hadn’t asked one woman from 



the store’s personnel so lend us the boxes she was about to throw out, the 

flowers wouldn’t have survived the journey. 
 

The roads in Holland are flawless – highways, lightened, clean. There 
are a lot of tunnels where of course the maximum height of vehicles that can 
pass is noted. On the first tunnel the air-conditioner scratches the ceiling. I 

notice that there are a lot of scratches on the ceiling, we weren’t the only one 
who passed like that through it. In the second tunnel the air-conditioner flies 
off on the road. It’s already getting dark outside and we stop on the highway. 

While we’re fussing around, two policemen arrive. They explain to us that we 
cannot pass and that the tunnels get lower and lower. The calmly tell us 

from where we can pass. No one is arguing or swearing. I wonder how the 
same thing would have gone down in Bulgaria… 
 

After Slovenia our landing begins, landing, landing until I get to 
Central Railroad Station – Sofia. Nothing can compare to the gathered boxes 

with flowers. 
 

I take my two bags and head towards the ticket-offices. I’m happy that 

I saw the world and even happier that I’m home. 
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