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Annyeonghaseyo from the Koreas!Annyeonghaseyo from the Koreas!Annyeonghaseyo from the Koreas!Annyeonghaseyo from the Koreas!

Well, I can say it. I have been to North Korea. I wasn't kidnapped or brainwashed or, 
as far as I know, married into the Kim family. But there's always next time.

I decided to stay only in Seoul, given the short amount of time I would have in the 
country and that some of that time would be dedicated to officially crossing the border 
into North Korea. But we'll get to that.

Korea (without the South, as they call it) has swag. It is organized and chaotic and 
young. Sorry to call you out, but Korea, you are full of the worst petextrians I have yet 
experienced.  I'm fairly certain everyone was laughing. Except the business men, Of 
which there are a lot. They don't smile. Because they're serious businessmen.

That was my first reaction and message on arrival. I was very excited to meet up 
with my friend Levi, the first friend from CO who I have gotten to see on the road. I 
knew we were going to have fun when his reaction to my, "want to go to North Korea 
with me?" was "hell yeah." He was in town for work, so let's just hope he wasn't one 
of the aforementioned businessmen prior to my arrival.

After our DMZ/JSA tour (wait for it, we'll get there), Levi and I hit the streets of 
Gangnam. I wrote "Opa Gangnam style" in one of my Snapchats of the area and 
immediately regretted it. But the area is sensory overload. Lights and music 
everywhere. We had gone out in search of batting cages. I met Levi on a ball field and 
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2/9/16 though we were in Korea in the winter, there was no way we were 
totally missing out on baseball while we were there. We found one and 
he showed off his American baseball prowess, by which the staff and 
other visitors were thoroughly impressed. 

They all looked on as I hopped in the cage, in a dress, to see what the 
heck was going to happen next. I haven't taken swings at a baseball pitch 
in, basically ever, and quickly commented that the bat was too heavy and 
the pitches were going to be too fast. I have never struck out for a full 
batting cage session. Before. I found a lighter bat and switched cages and 
made appropriate contact, but I quickly eyed the mini basketball game in the 
corner, my favorite of all arcade games. Namely because I'm terrible at real 
life basketball, but am surprisingly really, really good at the arcade version. 

The city was fervent, but waning as preparations for Lunar New Year ramped 
up. Everyone was headed out of Seoul [home], but also taking care of last 
minute details (the amount of Spam gift boxes I saw being carried on the trains 
is more than 1, and more than a dozen). Which meant the Sunday before the 
New Year, I could barely find food, but prior to that, had no trouble finding an 
apparent Korean obsession. Coffee. Cafes are EVERYWHERE in Seoul. 

Three words: sweet potato latte. United States, let's get on this one. I promise and 
you're welcome. (see more on www.howdareshe.org)
Cheers!         Cheers!         Cheers!         Cheers!         Lovingly, Jess


