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Book


Andalusia, this beautiful part of Spain, evokes thoughts of wonderful and pleasurable things. Proud flamenco, mighty cathedrals, breathtaking landscapes and a climate that we in Germany can only dream of.


This travelogue describes a round trip in Andalusia and describes the impressions and reflections characterised by the experiences and encounters on this journey.
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Chris Marfield was born and grew up in Hannover, Germany in 1970. Now he lives and works in Berlin.






Preface


Everyone goes through situations in their lives that lead to upheaval. Sometimes this upheaval leads to something good, sometimes to something bad. It is something new and uncertain that makes one doubt, because it is not known what is waiting in the fog ahead.


In the midst of such upheaval, I decided to make an individual journey to Andalusia. This book contains descriptions of my thoughts and impressions during my journey around this wonderful part of Spain.









Getting started


I sat in the area of the Check Inn and looked out at the big windows of the building, where the rain pattered against the glass and ran down in rivulets. I'd been dreaming about this trip for a long time, until I got to the point where I wondered why I shouldn't just fly. So a fortnight ago I went on the internet and looked for flights. I compared the offers on popular flight search engines like Kayak, Skyscanner and a few others. When I saw a flight for less than 200 euros, I could hardly believe it and booked it without giving it a second thought. A rental car was quickly found through an automobile club and I had a free choice of hotel. November is not the time when Spain is overcrowded, so I was almost certain to find cheap hotels.


I have been to Spain many times, but only as a package holiday tourist to the well-known destinations such as the Balearic Islands, the Canary Islands or the Costa Brava. But I have never travelled this country on my own.


Over the last two weeks I had mentally replayed the journey several times, wondering if I would find the spirituality that had remained hidden from me at home. Now, as I sat here looking up at the grey sky and the pattering rain, spirituality was still a long way off.


A young woman sat two rows in front of me and was watching me. She had full lips and a slightly plump figure. I guessed she was Swiss, which was obvious as the flight to Málaga was via Zurich. She was sitting alone, with only a small travelling bag on her lap. In the same row sat a family with a small child, in a relaxed holiday mood.


Boarding was imminent and the Swiss woman went to the toilet, the man in the family did the same. When she returned, she sat down two seats away from the child, the man returned and inevitably sat down next to her, much to the embarrassment of the sympathetic Swiss woman.


When I boarded the plane, I quickly found my seat. Many seats remained unoccupied, including the two next to me. I took advantage of the rare freedom and spread myself out generously, as decency would otherwise forbid when someone is sitting next to you.


I picked up a stock market magazine I had bought at the airport, leafed through it for a while and made investment plans. It was these little habits and rituals that I liked to escape into in order to feel a little more secure in new situations.


As the plane broke through the clouds, a bright light shone warmly in my face. I looked out of the window and watched the rising November sun. It pierced through the clouds, slowly turning the sky from a dull grey to a bright, shining blue. I fell asleep to the monotonous hum of the engines and the relaxation that had set in.


The stopover in Zurich went smoothly and without any delays. When I landed in Malaga, the first thing I did was pick up the rental car at the airport. I booked an upgrade with the insurance company because the standard fully comprehensive insurance did not cover tyre damage or stone chipping.


The vehicle handover went quickly and before I knew it I was driving towards Marbella in my little Opel Corsa. It was a hectic time on the motorway, with cars driving impatiently and honking their horns in high spirits. I tried to orientate myself, annoying many a driver who was trying to get home quickly in the rush hour.
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View from the plane





The further I drove from the airport, the more relaxed I felt. Now was the time to take a deep breath and enjoy the sun, which I drove towards in a good mood.









Marbella


The hotel, with one fairly functional room, was located near the beach promenade. It dated from the 1970s, when tourism was booming and buildings of this kind were being erected at lightning speed. It was a plain concrete box, nestled between the other bed castles built above the seafront promenade.


From the balcony I could see the sea. Palm trees lined the beach, and formed a dreamlike panorama with the blue sea, where the last rays of the sun were reflected on the water before being hidden by a few clouds.


After my shopping, which consisted of a piece of cake, two bottles of water and a bottle of San Miguel, I went for a walk along the seafront. The promenade seemed a bit abandoned in the off season. It was slightly cloudy, about 17 degrees. There were very few people around.
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