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Katy Pownall is twenty-five and has worked within the field of property writing for over three years, having worked at  Homes Overseas magazine before freelancing for them as well as What House? magazine, Your New Home and the  Independent. She lives in Didsbury, Manchester.
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With thanks for your support and encouragement








If you are about to follow your dreams by opening a 
new business abroad or in the UK and would be 
interested in appearing in a future episode of No  
Going Back, then please contact the production 
company Ricochet on mail@ricochet.co.uk.







CHAPTER 1


From Norfolk to Catalonia


Martin Kirby, Maggie Whitman, and their five-year-old daughter Ella were a solid part of the fabric of their village in Norfolk. They enjoyed frequent visits from friends and relations and a good income earned through careers they found rewarding. In fact, Martin and Maggie had everything that many people in middle England might regard as desirable but they decided it wasn’t what they wanted. For this reason they left everything, and traded it for life on a crumbling Catalonian farm.


 
Things in Norfolk had been far from perfect. Martin, deputy editor of the Eastern Daily Press, would regularly find himself still in the office at one a.m., not returning home until two a.m. ‘I loved my work but I was finding it increasingly difficult,’ he explained. ‘I was essentially working nights, so the time I had with Ella and Maggie was poor and I really feel like I missed  out on a huge chunk of Ella’s early years. I would get to bed by two a.m., sometimes three a.m., but then I would be up again at seven a.m. with Maggie to snatch a few precious hours with my family. My health was beginning to deteriorate, sleep deprivation meant my body was playing up, it was definitely trying to tell me something.’


A daydream began to take shape in Martin’s mind - what if he didn’t have to be driven by deadlines? Of all the things the family enjoyed in their seemingly idyllic existence, time wasn’t one of them. Maggie had also been wondering how they could change the balance of their lives and when she fell pregnant for a second time these thoughts became more pressing. They both wanted to put more time and energy into themselves and their children, to have the freedom to make family life the priority. This was dovetailed with wanting their children to have outdoors space and freedom to grow up in, a good diet of home-grown fruit and vegetables and, most importantly, the undivided attention of both of their loving parents. Together Martin and Maggie decided that all these needs could be met by running a smallholding. ‘We are both very hard-working people, and the driving force behind the idea of the change wasn’t wanting to do less. In fact, we knew a smallholding would be hard physical labour - Maggie is a farmer’s daughter and I spent much of my childhood working on farms, so we had a fair idea of what it would entail. We also wanted to be stimulated in new ways and the challenge was very alluring.’


So Martin and Maggie began hunting for semi-derelict smallholdings around Norfolk that they could restore. But it became clear that instead of reducing their mortgage they would have to extend it to be able to afford anything  appropriate, and they would have to forsake the dream of Martin giving up work to write, and for them to run a business together. Of course, with the UK property market being what is was (and still is), and with Norfolk being a very desirable place to own property, they simply couldn’t find anything. With precious little alternative, and an undeniable wave of excitement, their thoughts turned to foreign climes.


‘Maggie’s sister and her family were away in France and northern Spain working on farms. To stop the post from building up she had redirected her mail to us and so we were regularly receiving copies of the Willing Workers on Organic Farms newsletter. It was while idly flicking through this one day that something caught my eye - a beautiful organic farm near Toulouse in France, seven acres of land with a stream and an established weekly market stall in the nearby town . . . all for £48,000!’


Martin decided that he had to go and see it. Maggie readily agreed but, being quite heavily pregnant and with Ella in tow, it was decided that Martin should go out alone. He was due to go to Mozambique for his newspaper that week and so booked a visit to the farm for the weekend after.


‘It was a masterclass in how not to research buying a property abroad,’ Martin admits of his first viewing. ‘I hadn’t had the common sense to ask for a detailed description of the property, or even a picture. I had fallen in love with the notion of buying a farm abroad and had been temporarily blinded to the practicalities. The second that I arrived and actually looked at it, this realisation came crashing down and I could see it was wholly impractical for us. It  was an extremely remote mountainside farm, completely isolated and in need of a lot of work.’


Fortunately the kind couple selling the farm read Martin’s disappointed face in a flash and put him in contact with a local estate agent who could show him some alternative properties in the area. Desperate not to have wasted his time and money and determined to have something positive to tell Maggie when he got back, Martin raced around the Garonne. It was the last property he saw that made his heart leap: a derelict farm next to a quaint village on a scenic hilltop. The house occupied a stunning position overlooking the church steeple and the village beyond. It also came with a beautiful one-acre meadow, a solitary apple tree and a lot of potential. With a price tag of just £27,000, there would be plenty of spare cash to transform the farm. Excitedly, Martin took a film full of pictures and bundled himself back on a plane to rejoin Maggie and Ella.


‘You’ve got to see it,’ enthused Martin upon his return. While Maggie agreed wholeheartedly she was, as she pointed out to him, three weeks from having a baby. She simply could not visit at that moment. As a stopgap the family made do with a montage of the pictures of the house taken by Martin pinned to the notice board in their kitchen. ‘Even this token effort made things seem a little more real,’ said Martin. ‘Our aspirations were coming into focus, the house we were potentially going to buy was there for friends and family to see.’


In July 2000, just a month after the birth of baby Joe Joe, Maggie valiantly fought her way onto a crowded plane on a Norfolk runway, Martin at her side, Ella round her leg and babe in arms . . . she was determined to see the house. While  most women would have been recuperating and adapting to life with another child, Maggie had become even more determined that she, Martin and Ella should change theirs as soon as humanly possible.


To make the somewhat awkwardly timed trip a little more pleasant, the family had arranged to fly to Girona in northern Spain to spend a couple of days with Maggie’s sister, her partner Terry and their children Rosa and Leila who were staying with their good friends Mac and Conxita on a farm nearby. From there, they could easily drive to south-west France and view the property that Martin had seen, as well as look at a few more that were located in the vicinity.


After a horribly delayed flight, throughout which Ella and baby Joe Joe had behaved impeccably, they emerged onto the runway at Girona knowing that a long drive was ahead. At 11.25 that night their hire car pulled into the square of the small village and Martin called from a phone box to let Mac know that they had made it. In no time his old but much loved Land Rover had arrived, they all piled in and began the final, and by far the roughest, leg of their journey, up the muddy, mile-long track to Mac and Conxita’s house. After greetings all round and a final feed for Joe Joe they collapsed, exhausted, into their allocated beds for the night.


 
The following morning when the shutters were opened, Martin and Maggie were quite simply blown away by the beauty of the place they had driven to in the dark. It was stunning; mountain after mountain loomed as far as the eye could see, dotted with ramshackle villages and vineyards. Over breakfast Mac and Conxita announced that they had found a few properties within their local area for Martin  and Maggie to view. They politely agreed - thinking that, if nothing else, it would be handy to compare prices. It seemed a bit strange, though . . . they had their hearts set on France after all.


Even when I ask him now how the family ended up buying a house in Spain, Martin seems a little unsure: ‘. . . an extraordinarily freaky sequence of events . . .’ is the closest he comes to putting his finger on it.


One of the properties they viewed that morning was an old run-down farmhouse with ten acres of land and a very recently erected ‘For Sale’ sign. The sandy-coloured walls of the main farmhouse came into view as the car bumped along the track. Each end of the building was finished with a symmetrical three-storey tower, and in the centre, above the two balconies, was a mottled sundial. The house was badly in need of work, the window frames were rotting and the walls were flaking, but it was habitable - the elderly owners Nuria and Enric were living testament to this. The walls and roof were solid, and the water and waste systems were in working order. The land itself was a tumultuous riot of overgrown terraces, olive and almond trees and a healthy crop of vines. The farm was called L’Hort de la Mare, which means Mother’s Garden, and it tugged on Maggie and Martin’s heartstrings, but at £95,000 ( 141,933) - £35,000 ( 52,292) over the family’s budget - it seemed too expensive to contemplate.


Maggie and Martin continued their journey to France and looked at the properties they had arranged to see there, but although they were charming and the area was wonderful, it slowly dawned on them that to continue their search was futile; quite by accident they had fallen head over heels in  love with Mother’s Garden. Even the French property that they had dreamed about was nothing in comparison. With this decisive, and unpredicted, factor acknowledged, there was a lot for the couple to discuss and investigate. The checklist needed to be satisfied. As far as schools went, the local village contained a good one, and the headmaster, who spoke good English, lived next door to Mother’s Garden. There was a twenty-four-hour medical centre three kilometres from the village which would provide for healthcare and almost everything could be bought at the small shops in the village. The house was in a seemingly remote, isolated valley yet the local village and town provided everything that Maggie and Martin could dream of needing. Barcelona was an hour and a half away for when the big city beckoned and, of course, their friends, and now potential neighbours, Mac and Conxita would be on hand to ease them into the Spanish life and language.


‘It was perfect,’ smiles Martin. ‘It was almost as though fate was playing its part; we both had a very strong gut feeling that this was right. The only thing we had to worry about now was money.’


Mother’s Garden was signed for and a £2,000 deposit was laid down. The family had until the end of August to complete, which did not present a problem as it was assumed that there would be no difficulty selling the Norfolk property. It was a pretty cottage in a sought-after village and with the UK property market going from strength to strength, it seemed they couldn’t fail. Immediately after their return to England, the house was put on the market at £195,000.


The weeks ticked by . . . and nothing. To Martin’s amazement and horror it seemed that no one was interested in  their home. It became apparent that they were not going to have sufficient funds to complete the sale on Mother’s Garden at the end of August. Mac and Conxita kindly offered to have a word with Enric and Nuria to explain the situation - this was done and an extension of an additional four weeks was readily offered to Maggie and Martin. They now had until the end of September to secure the funds. Beginning to feel the strain a little, the couple arranged for another estate agent to put their cottage on the books, but still . . . nothing.


Towards the end of September the panic began to set in. It became horribly apparent to both Martin and Maggie that for reasons beyond their control their own property - and sole source of capital - was not going to sell in time. By this stage additional pressure had been applied as Mother’s Garden had another interested buyer, who was offering more money. Enric and Nuria had made it clear that if the family were not in Spain with the money to complete the sale for the last week of September, they would lose the house and  their deposit.


Unwilling to admit defeat Martin and Maggie set out on a campaign to somehow accrue the money. Their £190,000 Norfolk property had just £70,000 of the mortgage outstanding and so was remortgaged so that the couple could use the equity. However, they were still left with a £35,000 shortfall - they needed lenders.


Within less than five days, amazingly, they had done it. Family had rallied round and it finally looked as though they would be able to buy their dream property. And so, with their respective mothers in tow, Martin and Maggie flew over to Spain to sign for their house. At this point it was  still touch-and-go as to whether the money would have transferred without hitch to their new Spanish account, but strangely both were buoyed by a feeling that it would happen. And it did. By the end of the week Martin and Maggie were the proud owners of a run-down Spanish farm, a cottage in Norfolk and around £180,000 of debt.


‘This realisation seriously undermined the euphoria we felt about actually getting the house,’ admits Martin, ‘but before long a contract race was under way for our Norfolk property and we exchanged. It was an extraordinary period of time for the whole family. We all suddenly realised the profound changes we had planned were real . . . that we were going. Even with all the setbacks, and nearly losing the property, a belief that it was the right thing to do kept us going. We just kept pushing at doors and they opened for us. I handed in my notice after twenty-two years at the Eastern Daily Press and on 15 January we set off.’


With legal fees and other costs covered, the family had just £10,000 with which to start their new life. It was decided that in order to save money they would make the move to Spain themselves - with a little help from their friends of course. The morning of the move a seven-tonne truck, a transit van, and a Range Rover equipped with roof rack and trailer, all loaded to capacity, set off on the two-day drive to Catalonia. Just a week later Martin, Maggie, Ella and Joe Joe were living in Mother’s Garden.


 
The initial few months were far from easy. Naturally, their immediate priority was to make sure that Ella and Joe Joe were secure and settled. The children needed to get into the rhythm of life on a Spanish farm; to get their own measure of  the community and Ella needed to be introduced to the school and the Catalan language. Fortunately young children are the most adaptable of creatures and both kids were delighted with their new lifestyle and surroundings. During any time not spent with the children Martin and Maggie’s priority was the house, which, though habitable, needed work and in mid-January it was a trial to keep it warm. There were a lot of draughts to stop and a lot of wood to be cut. Maggie set about planting a vegetable patch which, once grown, might shave a little off their food bill as well as improving their diet. The next big job was the vines, of which there were some 800 to tend. After seeking some advice from the extremely friendly and helpful locals, and with the invaluable help of Mac and Conxita, they were able to prune and weed the vines. As they didn’t believe in spraying and wanted to run the whole farm organically, this meant that each vine had to be individually nurtured by hand.


‘It was back-breaking work,’ recalls Martin, ‘but good for the soul! Both Maggie and I were reminded daily by our bodies that we weren’t as young as we used to be. I’d wake up stiff as an ironing board most days.’


As if the physical labour wasn’t challenging enough there was also their own adjustment to be factored into the equation. With the children and farm labour taking up almost all of their time there was little opportunity for Martin and Maggie themselves to assimilate their new cultural, climatic and financial situation.


‘It was extremely difficult,’ says Martin. ‘Although Maggie and I both have farming in our blood, growing any crop out here is different to back in the UK. Neither of us  have had experience of this climate, or of crops such as vines and olive trees, which need quite specialised care. There was also a huge psychological adaptation to make, which Maggie grasped far sooner than I did. Coming from my nine-to-five existence, I was used to having a set structure to my day where I knew what I would be doing and where I should be. For those first few months on the farm, each day was like a blank canvas to be filled. The amount of work that needed to be done was so daunting that I just couldn’t prioritise - I kept asking Maggie what I should do. In the end she gave me exactly what I needed and told me in no uncertain terms that I had to start using my own initiative.’


Martin admits that he also had problems relaxing about the fact that they had no regular income.


‘Our economies of scale had drastically altered overnight. It was a very strange feeling knowing there was no regular source of money. Equally, though, there was no urgent need for worry as our outgoings were absolutely minimal too. We had bought the house outright so there was no mortgage to worry about. The cost of living is cheaper and from the beginning we were able to provide many of the basics from our own land. There are minimal transport costs as we don’t really need to go anywhere, no refuse charges as we take our own rubbish to the tip, and no water rates as our water comes from our own spring.


‘There was plenty of work to be done on the house but we had some spare money that we could use for that and, as we gradually earned from our crops, we got things done a little at a time. I also became the king of scavenging - seeking out everything from sinks and cupboards to gas cookers.’


‘As well as all this change and tumult there was the added  pressure of my mother being gravely ill. Shortly before we moved out to Catalonia she suffered a stroke and lost her ability to communicate to a great extent. This added a huge amount of guilt to the move. Could I bear to leave my mother in this state in England? She had other family around her but it was still a terrible decision to have to make. In the end I knew that we had to move - my mother had been so enthusiastic about our plans and she loved Spain. Her illness lasted a further eighteen months before she died, during which time I made ten return trips to England to visit her, which was hard for both Maggie and myself. My stepfather also passed away around this time.’


It was hard graft and an emotional roller coaster, but in spite of all the problems things gradually began to fall into place. The family’s vines, which are in excellent condition, have won them a contract with the prestigious Torres wine company, which brings in vital money. The olive trees suffered terrible damage during a hard winter the year after the family moved to Spain but still manage to produce very high-quality oil. Although there is not much of it at present, it keeps them in stock for most of the year. Their almond trees are producing well and they are able to export nuts to England along with their recently launched Mother’s Garden brand olive oil.


 
Integration has been surprisingly easy for them despite the language obstacles. Mac and Conxita are now considered their Catalonian family and Maggie and Martin are an integral part of village life. Martin has even taken a part-time job teaching English at the town hall. Ella and Joe Joe love their new life and friends, and they will both grow up healthy, happy  and trilingual (English, Catalan and Castilian). Maggie too, although she still misses her friends and family, loves their new life and her garden is blooming and filling all their stomachs with healthy, home-grown food.


‘It has taken us a while to figure it out,’ admits Martin. ‘We knew that the farm could make us some money but when we arrived we didn’t know specifically how. Now we have a wine contract with Torres and we produce all our own olive oil as well as other things that allow us to cut our costs right back. We are also launching the Mother’s Garden label under which we can sell and distribute produce from this area in the UK. We are not self-sufficient in the sense that we get everything we need from the farm. Of course we still have to visit the shops, and I do a lot of writing to supplement our income, but the farm allows us to be self-sufficient in the sense that we don’t have to work for anyone else. This was what the dream was all about really: we are free to prioritise how we wish and to put far more energy into the family and enjoying this wonderful lifestyle. It is still hard work but we wouldn’t want it any other way. For me personally the move has been everything that I hoped it would be . . . I spend twenty-seven hours more per week with Ella then I did before . . . and I’ve never felt better.’


 
Martin Kirby has written his own book about his family’s move to Spain and it is entitled No Going Back - Journey to Mother’s Garden. It is published by Time Warner Paperbacks and costs £6.99.


Martin also writes a monthly column about his new life in the Saturday sections of the Eastern Daily Press and  Yorkshire Post.


For more information on the Mother’s Garden label and for product lists and stockists, visit www.mothersgarden.org.







Top Tips 



Martin Kirby offers some advice to others thinking of making a similar leap: • First, however English-dominated the community is that you have set your heart on, commit yourself to learning the language. It will oil the wheels in so many ways, not least your understanding of a radically different bureaucracy that can become, if you find it hard to shake off the urgency and efficiency of life in Britain, a quicksand of frustration and confusion. You will also earn the respect of the locals for trying and you can’t put a value on that.

• A priority has to be building up a network of people you can rely on for sound advice in the early days, hopefully long before you buy. Allow yourself time to research and make contacts.

• Applying for residency, making contacts and understanding fully how the system and society works - from house purchase legalities to medical services, opening bank accounts and finding craftsmen you can trust - all take up a huge amount of time, and you will have to bulldoze your way through some serious paperwork. Some people say that if you are in an empty waiting room you are in the wrong room. Steel yourself and be patient.

• We would also strongly urge that you read from cover to cover one of the several books about buying abroad before committing yourself. You need to discipline yourself not to be blinkered by the beauty of a property or its breathtaking position. If it doesn’t have essential services, such as telephone or electricity, be clear on what the potentially high costs of acquiring them may be and be prepared to wait. Be realistic, too, about all costs, because taxes and fees can really add to what appears to be a giveaway price for a little piece of paradise.

• For people with children things like schooling, health and generally getting the family settled are bound to be major worries. But they might not be a problem if you find the right location close to a good community. In Catalonia they believe in keeping village schools going until the pupil number drops to about six or seven, so you may not have to look too far to find one. We have to fund books (just under a hundred Euros per child last year) and meet the cost of things like outings, but otherwise it is free.

• One more note of caution. Despite all the many new friends we have made here, one of the sternest tests remains the miles between us and our families and close friends in Britain (eased somewhat, it has to be said, by low-cost flights from Catalonia). It is one of the things that you may not put a high enough value on in the heady days of planning a new life abroad. I don’t mean to be bleak, just realistic. It is a big step and, like the world over, there are pitfalls and people waiting to  fleece you. If you do your homework, don’t rush blindly into anything, and accept that it will take time to adjust and find your feet, you are well set to discover the happiness and adventure you seek.









Budget Sheet 


How Martin and Maggie funded their move:


After paying for everything Martin and Maggie were left with a total of £20,000 to cover the cost of the move itself and to carry out the essential work required on the house at Mother’s Garden. Martin estimates that by the time they arrived at their new home in Catalonia, the family had only £10,000 left to live on. This also had to cover the purchase of various machines to help them work the farm and, of course, Martin’s trips back to the UK to visit his sick mother.


The family were able to supplement their income through crops grown on the farm, Martin’s part-time teaching job and also his freelance journalism work. These sources, along with the publication in 2003 of his book No Going Back - Journey to Mother’s Garden (Time Warner Paperbacks), have continued to pay for the gradual renovation of the house and adjacent guest house.


Martin is now working on a novel while continuing to write for newspapers and magazines. And he and Maggie are also beginning a new venture - exporting top-quality olive oil and possibly other local produce to Britain under their own Mother’s Garden label. To find out more about Martin and Maggie, see www.mothersgarden.org.







Practical Directory - Catalonia 




Region 


Nestled in Spain’s north-east corner and bordered by the Mediterranean on one side and the Pyrenees on the other lies the area of Catalonia. Famed for its striking diversity, the region boasts beautiful remote valleys, rugged mountains, lively coastal resorts, sleepy fishing villages and, of course, the cosmopolitan metropolis of Barcelona. The coastline is known as the Costa Daurada or Golden Coast, which, even with today’s onslaught of north European and British home-buyers, remains predominantly Spanish.




Culture 


Catalans are known to be fiercely patriotic, and the language issue has caused a rift between Barcelona and Madrid for years. A grasp of the Catalan language (Català) is an important starting point for anyone wishing to live here and almost essential if you want to work in business or the public sector.


The other thing that Catalans take very seriously is their food, with Catalan cuisine ranking with some of the best in all of Spain. Sofregit (tomato and onion fried in olive oil) and the quintessentially Catalan samfaina (a tasty combination of aubergines, peppers, onion, tomatoes and garlic) serve as the basis for many meals, while specialities of the region include cargols (snails), which are often stewed with rabbit and chilli.




Transport 


Cheap flights to Barcelona, Gerona and Reus mean reaching [image: 001]


the area from the UK is no problem. Avro operate low-cost flights to all three airports from many UK destinations, including London Gatwick, Manchester and Birmingham. For details see www.avro.co.uk or call 0870 458 2841. BA also fly to Gerona from London airports: see  www.ba.com or call 0845 773 3377.


The trens regionals (regional trains) provide a good network across Catalonia itself. The Catalunya Expres from Barcelona is speedy but makes only limited stops, while fares can be around 15 per cent higher than other services. Delta trains only offer second-class travel but stop more often, while the Regional, again just second-class, stops everywhere. Where possible buy tickets for travel at the station before boarding your train.




Jobs 


Unemployment figures in Catalonia are slightly below those recorded for the rest of Spain. Tourism is increasing in the area and providing jobs in all associated industries. There is also a demand for education monitors, social workers, [image: 002]


administrative workers, shop cashiers and bricklayers in the region. Surplus to requirements are accounting clerks, secretaries and construction painters.




Recruitment 


The system for finding work in Spain is very similar to that of most EU member states. For a comprehensive guide to living and working in Spain you can visit the Jobcentre Plus website (www.jobcentreplus.gov.uk) following links through ‘Looking for a job’> ‘Working or training in Europe’ > ‘Spain’. Jobcentre Plus is part of a network of Public Employment Services that belongs to the EURES system (European Employment Services). EURES is a partnership of the European Economic Area (EEA) countries that exchanges information on vacancies and living and working conditions within the union. Throughout the EEA there are around 500 specially trained EURES advisors on hand to help you with queries; those in the UK can be contacted through your local Jobcentre Plus office. The website (www.europa.eu.int) contains listings with job vacancies from all over Spain. Both  EURES and Jobcentre Plus can also offer you help and advice on CVs, applications and vacancy listings. For more information you can call Jobseeker Direct on +44 (0)845 606 0234.


The Spanish equivalent of Jobcentre Plus is Oficinas de Empleo and any EEA member may use their services. They are run by the state Instituto Nacional de Empleo (INEM) and your local branch can be looked up via the website  www.inem.es or in la Guía Telefónica.


Of course, there are alternatives to the state-run employment services - in Spain Private Placement Agencies exist and there are also temporary employment agencies (Empresas de Trabajo Temporal). Both types of agencies are run in a similar way to their UK counterparts and can be found in the Yellow Pages (Páginas Amarillas). The national press is also a good place to look for jobs. Papers such as El Pais and El Mundo carry heavy recruitment sections in their Sunday editions, although vacancies are also advertised in most daily editions. Regional papers often have recruitment sections too.


If you have a particular profession in mind and you want to find out more information on particular companies, it would be worth contacting both the Spanish and British Chambers of Commerce. Their contact details are as follows:



 
The Spanish Chamber of Commerce 
126 Wigmore Street 
London 
W1U 3RZ 
Tel: +44 (0) 20 7009 9070


Fax: +44 (0) 20 7009 9088 
Website: www.spanishchamber.co.uk  
Email: info@spanishchamber.co.uk


 
Consejo Superior de las Cámaras Oficiales de Comercio  
Industría y Navegación  
Diagonal 452 
3a Planta 
08006 Barcelona


 
Alcalá 99 
60F 
28009 Madrid 
Website: www.camerdata.es  
Email: informacion@camerdata.es






House Prices 


Though not as pricey as the Costas del Sol and Blanca, the Costa Daurada still claims a premium on property simply by virtue of its being close to the Mediterranean. A coastal two-bedroom apartment, for example, is likely to set you back around £85,000 ( 127,000), while a brand-new three-bedroom villa might cost £140,000 ( 209,000). Property values here have risen steadily and are likely to continue to do so, however.


In line with the universal rule of the Spanish property market, inland properties will be cheaper than their coastal equivalent. Around £30,000 ( 44,000) should secure purchasers a couple of hectares of land and a run-down house in need of almost complete renovation, while £65,000 ( 97,000) could get you a property in good  condition with up to five hectares. Upwards of £100,000 ( 149,000) buyers will be looking at large farmhouses in need of some work but with plenty of land and possibly even a pool. Again, increasing demand is pushing up prices steadily.




Tax 


Since 1978 the Spanish state has been divided into seventeen Autonomous Communities, each with its own regional Government and Parliament. This means that taxation varies from one state to another but, broadly speaking, people living in Spain will be subject to the following taxation:• Personal income tax on all income and earnings on capital they receive, irrespective of where the monies originated. The current rate stands at 33 per cent. European Union members have signed double taxation treaties, meaning that you will only be taxed once on income from any of these countries. The Spanish tax year coincides with the calendar year. Tax is applied progressively: the greater your taxable income, the greater your tax bill.

• Corporation Tax on taxable income received by legal entities such as companies or associations. The current rate stands at 35 per cent.

• Wealth Tax if the net worth of all their assets exceeds a minimum amount. The rate is progressive.

• Inheritance and Gift Tax on bequests and gifts inter vivos.

• Withholding Tax on particular types of income, such as income from non-property investments.

• VAT (value added tax) on the supply of goods and services by employers and professionals and on imports of goods.

• Excise duties on the consumption of certain goods such as alcohol and tobacco. The current rate is 40 per cent.

• Tax on capital transfers and documented legal acts. This is charged on legal and commercial documents and particular transactions, such as the purchase of fixed assets and the establishment of mortgages.

• Municipalities will also charge various local taxes such as real estate, business and car tax. These will vary regionally.






Residency 


Nationals of European Union member states may live and work in Spain for up to three months without a residence permit providing they hold a valid identity document or national passport. If you are planning on staying longer than this you will need to visit your local police station or foreign office and obtain your residence permit (tarjeta de residencia ). This will just be a formality as all EU members are entitled to the same rights, but the infamous Spanish bureaucracy will usually ensure a lot of legwork is involved. It is best to check before you visit exactly what documentation and photographs will be required by your local office for the Residence Card. Martin Kirby managed to fall foul of the system when he went to get Joe Joe registered. In an effort to  get his young son to look at the camera, Martin was captured in the background of the photo - the Spanish authorities found this unacceptable and demanded a replacement picture.


All of the queues, paperwork and time involved in sorting out any administrative issues in Spain (including the residence permit) have given rise to a unique profession: that of the gestor. A gestor can be paid to sort everything out for you, and listings of gestorias can be found in the Yellow Pages (Páginas Amarillas). Prices vary considerably, so if you are going to take this short cut be sure to shop around. For further information contact the Ministry of Interior on 900 150 000 (toll free) from within Spain, or, if calling from abroad, on +34 (0) 91 537 24 23.







Other Registration Procedures 


BRITISH CONSULATE


 
It is also a good idea to register your arrival and current address in Spain with the British Consulate. These can be located in all major cities.


 
FOREIGNER’S IDENTIFICATION NUMBER


This is your own unique identification number that will be used on much of the economic and professional paperwork that you will accrue while living in Spain. In order to obtain your NIE (número de indentificación de extranjero), you will need to visit the local Oficina de Extranjero (Office for Foreign Nationals) and present them with a filled-out application form, the original and a photocopy of your identification document or passport and documentation certifying the reasons or needs for your claiming an NIE.


SOCIAL SECURITY CARD


 
Before you begin working in Spain, you will need to obtain your social security membership number. You must provide a filled-in application form (TA -1) and your identity document in order to be presented with the social security card (cartilla de seguridad social). Once you have your number you can go to the corresponding health centre, where you will be assigned a doctor.


 
REGISTRATION


Although not a legal necessity, you may wish to register that you live in Spain. In order to do this, you need to pay a visit to your local Ayuntamiento (Council) to show them your accommodation rental contract or a utility bill with your address on.




Education 


There is a publicly owned, free education system available to all children living in Spain. Many local schools are accountable to the Autonomous Community in which they are located so curricula may vary slightly. In addition there are also state-subsidised schools that satisfy requirements enabling them to receive some funding from the national government. These are also free to attend, though some charge small fees to cover academic materials. Should you wish your child to follow a British curriculum and/or be taught in English you will need to investigate international schools or privately owned schools of which there are plenty in Spain. The fees for these types of schools vary but are generally far lower than those paid in the UK.
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