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Leaving Seville at the end of July 2008 was bitter-sweet. After seven weeks of intriguing classes at the Center for Cross Cultural Studies (CCCS), breathtaking historical sites, and exciting new independence, I almost did not feel like I was ready to head home. There were still so many things to do, friends to meet, and experiences to share. All good things have to come to an end though and part of me was ready to get back into my usual routine. The only thing different with this routine was the sharing everything I learned while in Spain. I discovered confidence in my Spanish speaking abilities, knowledge of different cultures, and most importantly more about myself. 

Upon arrival at the Madrid airport, I was immediately submerged in the Spanish language. I was surprisingly not as terrified as I had expected. Customs was a breeze and I even understood the small talk the security officer made with me. I was an hour flight away from Seville and could not be more excited that I would be communicating in a different language for two months. When the Seville airport lost my baggage, I was able to proficiently inform the service desk of the problem and the next day my two suitcases were delivered exactly where I had specified. 
That was just the beginning to the boost of confidence in my speaking abilities. Every day in class I improved. The staff and professors of CCCS were supportive and pushed us to use our new knowledge. I became accustomed to the accent of Andalucía through conversation with my host family. My Señor patiently listened to what I had to say and corrected me if I had trouble with a word. From my time in Spain, I am no longer timid when answering questions in Spanish class. I may not be fluent yet, but I can say I am now proficient in my second language. 
It was a bit difficult to enjoy such a different daily schedule from the United States’, but it did make me appreciate mine at home. In Seville, I ate breakfast at 7:30 in the morning and then did not eat lunch until 2:30 in the afternoon. My stomach has never growled so loudly. I guess it was a good thing I was so hungry, because then I was willing to eat anything, even snails. My Señora was good cook and enjoyed telling us about the culture of Spanish food. I brought back Spanish food and recipe books for my family, so they could have a taste of what I was eating all summer. 

The only main struggle I had with the new culture was finding time to exercise. It was hard to run after class because of the heat and I walked so much that I was too tired to run anyway. Also, I learned that it is rare to see women playing sports or exercising outside. Young women my age workout in fitness centers, but it was too expensive for me to join a gym for only two months. My solution was running in the cool mornings before class whenever I had time.
How I prioritized getting exercise in Spain told me a little more about myself while abroad. My health is important to me and it would be difficult to value it if I lived in Spain. Smoking was a dominant habit that was annoying to be around every day. Both my Señor and Señora smoked and many of the Spanish students I met also did. If I had grown up in Spain, there would be a good chance that I would have picked up the habit. 
Another thing I realized about myself was if I put my mind to something, I can accomplish it. I highly doubted going to Spain even when I was filling out the application. Money and my love for my family were holding me back. Somehow I found in myself a push to make it possible even though my parents and I both doubted my reasoning for going. 
To this day, I cannot believe I spent a summer in Spain, but I am so thankful that I did. I met great friends, saw sites that I see in textbooks, and made myself proud. There are so many more things I gained from studying abroad that this reflection does not even touch on, but I am willing to share if there is someone to listen.     
