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			Foreword to my older brother


			I was thirteen when my brother left Spain for the first time. My parents told me he was going to Ireland to work in a hotel. “But didn’t he study psychology?” I replied. “Yes honey, but he’s going to learn English,” they said. At that time I was a pre-adolescent busy with the 8th grade. However, I had failed seven subjects by the end of the second term, so that forced me to make a valiant effort the third term to not be held back a year. Now I’m twenty-six, I work in China and I’m studying for my PhD. I believe this clearly reflects how far I’ve come.


			I don’t have that many memories of my brother when I was a teenager. However, I remember very fondly every time he would ask me to play the video game “PES” right after he came home. We had a great time together. Every football match we played was like working in tandem and every goal we scored symbolized a part of each other’s lives we wouldn’t share every day that he was away. That’s why summer was the best time of the year since he wouldn’t usually leave home until the beginning of a new school year. In those days I used to think naively: “I’ve got the whole room for myself!” Being the selfish and careless teenager that I was, I would ignore that a key part of my life was leaving.


			I remember that back then we didn’t use Facebook, so we wouldn’t get a constant update of his life via pictures and comments. We’d receive that information all at once every time he came back home. He’d have us all sit down and then play a DVD to share with us the hundreds of pictures he’d taken during his sojourns abroad. This is how we learnt about Ireland, Italy, Lithuania and so many other places that I can hardly remember them all.


			When I turned eighteen my parents gave me permission to go visit my brother in Vilnius, the capital of Lithuania. That’s the first time I experienced living abroad away from my parents, and the idea didn’t displease me at all. I remember that back then I was about to be kept back in high school. I was on the verge of giving up and quitting and had even started working. It was my brother (I mean, who else?) that opened my eyes and helped me understand I was being stupid. It wasn’t even just his advice, but the example he’d set. I knew I wanted to be like him one day: someone who always had doors opened to him wherever he went thanks to his hard work and perseverance. My brother was the perfect role model.


			So the start of the new school year symbolized a new beginning. Of course this is an on-going process but I can safely say that I am well on my way to the crowning point thanks to you, Francisco (he likes being called Paco, but he’ll always be Francisco to the family). But we’re not super men with privileged minds. It’s just a matter of hard work. No one has ever given us anything for free, except my parents, who gave me the gift of bringing someone like my brother into this world ten years before I was born.


			With all that said, I’ve also been lucky enough to be the first reader of this book. Inside you will find the story of a regular guy in search of his dreams, who one day decided to learn English in some little-known city of Ireland. This same guy later decided to become a voluntary worker in Italy, teach Spanish in Lithuania and finally ended up in China, where I also currently reside.


			At this moment I’m twenty-six years old. If only I could tell as many stories as he’s going to tell in the following pages when I’m his age. I don’t know if that will be the case, but wherever life takes me, I’ll keep in mind the values reflected in this book and that he’s been instilling in me since I can remember.


			Alejandro Vázquez


		




		

			Chapter 1
What if I left?


			Cordoba, November 2003, Oficina Joven de Actividades Internacionales1. Something changed for me forever the day I walked out of that place…


			Was it that talk with Angela that encouraged me to explore the world? Or was it the conversation in English Sandra, my college classmate, held with that pair of tourists? Is it possible that Mariana’s lecture during my internship in Proyecto Hombre2 had influenced me? The truth is that it was a host of situations and factors that affected me while studying my degree in psychology. At first, my only goal was to get a job related to my degree. However, thanks to a particular course of events I was able to go to places that, until then, were only part of my restless imagination.


			In the summer of 2003 I started looking for a job desperately. I tried my luck in senior citizens residences, since I’d had some experience as a volunteer in this field. It didn’t take me too long to realize that it wasn’t going to be easy. That I was going to need quite a lot of luck and determination to make my debut as a psychologist.


			It was one of those hot summer days when I ran into my classmate Sandra. She’d been in Denmark the previous year as a recipient of the Erasmus3 scholarship program. It’s funny how during my five years in college it never crossed my mind to participate in that kind of thing. Especially when, in those days, there were no cutbacks and anybody could be accepted. At that time Sandra was helping her sister run her pharmacy. While she served customers she’d tell me about the wonders of living abroad. I’d listen carefully; trying to imagine what would have happened if I too had ventured across Europe. Without warning, something happened to me that day. It completely altered my perception of what it meant to move to another country and learn another language. A couple of tourists showed up and asked, in English, for some medicine while all the customers stared at them curiously. To my surprise, my friend Sandra handled herself well. She was able to have a short conversation with them quite successfully. Witnessing how someone with the same language education as me was able to have a conversation in English after her experience abroad awakened in me the impetus which lay dormant until that day.


			With the advice of another college classmate from Granada, I started an internship as a therapist at the NGO Proyecto Hombre, where I worked with people with drug abuse issues. I don’t think I lasted even two weeks there. One reason is that the working environment was really complicated, full of personal drama and stress. But the real reason I left was principally because of the difficult lesson that Mariana, my supervisor and one of the therapists at the center, drilled into my head. Only a few days after I started my internship she was already making me feel as if all I’d learnt studying psychology for five years was worthless. Instead she encouraged me to explore the world a little. According to her, I should take advantage of the fact that I still had plenty of time ahead of me to do things I might not be able to do in the future. Mariana couldn’t understand why I was in such a hurry to find a job in Cordoba when I hadn’t even been abroad yet (except for a really short excursion to Portugal in a secondary school end-of-year trip.) What I initially interpreted negatively as a push to leave the center ended up being just the nudge I needed. The big move was getting closer.


			My desire of a change of scenery had taken shape, and if I could learn new languages at the same time, even better. Now I only lacked the means to achieve my goal. To that end I enrolled myself without hesitation into a course focused on how to search for employment in Europe. I’d heard that it was for three-days and offered by the city council in Cordoba. It specifically went over the different alternatives to working, studying or becoming a volunteer. I hoped that I could find the tools I needed there. In fact, the course cleared up many of my doubts and offered me a range of possibilities that I was unaware of previously. The organizer of this initiative, Angela Cruz, masterfully described to us the different options we had. She motivated us in such a way that all the participants left the room believing that going abroad was not as complicated as we had once thought. She made searching for opportunities out of the country as easy as a pie for us young adults.


			Full of enthusiasm, and a little overwhelmed by the amount of information I’d taken in, I decided to meet Angela in her office so that she could help me choose the best options according to my personal situation and my expectations. After mulling over different options, the wonderful organizer charted a course that would suit my plans quite well down the road. Within two years I would be able to work in another country, do some volunteer work and, to round it all off, do an internship related to my degree. Everything was feasible if I organized myself well and followed the necessary steps.


			I decided to start by looking for a job in some English-speaking countries since one of my primary goals was to improve my level of English. Although I always got good grades in school, my spoken English left a great deal to be desired. I was well aware that if I wanted to be any good at speaking Shakespeare’s language, I had to live and breathe the language in a country where it was used on a daily basis. Besides, having a job would allow me to save some money to get through the next few months.


			I chose Ireland since I had painted a better picture of it in my head than the UK. For instance, I was told the people there were friendlier and more warm-hearted, that the scenery was incredibly beautiful and the cost of living wasn’t as high. At the time, job prospects for someone like me, without very good language skills, were very limited. But apparently people were always needed in places like hotels regardless of their English level. So although I was uneasy about the whole thing, I humbly started by writing a cover letter. Later I would send it to every Irish hotel whose email I could find. The contents of this letter, pathetically written and attached to an even worse CV, were as follows:


			Dear Sir:


			My name is Francisco, I´m 23 years old and I´m from Córdoba (Spain). I take an interest to work in Ireland in order to make better my English level which is basic.


			I wish for work in a hotel or any place where it offers accomodation and it doesn´t require a good level of speaked English. I´m a dynamic and active person and I adapt to job easily.


			In this moment, I haven´t any obligation in my country and I can join to job that you propose me.


			Yours faithfully.


			Reading that letter now, I realize that my English wasn’t anywhere near good enough nor were my expectations. As a matter of fact, all I did was translate it from Spanish practically word for word. At first, I wasn’t convinced that anyone would be interested in my skill set, but I eventually got some replies. Even though they all rejected my application, some of them went out of their way to mention other job seeking websites that would eventually get my foot in the door.


			Christmastime was spent on pins and needles waiting for a job offer. Miraculously I finally got the email I was anxiously waiting for right before my hopes and dreams completely ebbed away. Sheen Falls Lodge offered me a position as a kitchen helper. The workplace was located in the countryside. Not far away from the town of Kenmare, a small village of around 1,700 inhabitants situated in the south of Ireland, in County Kerry. I was full of enthusiasm. So after agreeing to the work conditions, I accepted the offer and received the contract immediately. The start date was January 29th, 2004.


			The two weeks I had to prepare myself for my first journey abroad were really thrilling. I couldn’t hide my excitement, which was a mixture of joy and nervousness. Every day I would try to imagine the whole situation: what I was going to find in that hotel and all that leaving Spain entailed. My main misgivings revolved around the language. Before signing my contract I emphasized to the General Manager how my lack of linguistic skills could affect my performance. She told me not to worry because I’d feel more comfortable using my English soon enough and would get the hang of it eventually. She also mentioned that there was another kitchen porter from Spain working at the hotel who could help me when needed.


			In the meantime, my parents, who until then still hoped I’d give up my efforts to go abroad, began to realize that I would soon be leaving a void at home again. This time I wasn’t just moving to another city, like when I went to Granada to study, but to another country. My father accepted my decision with his usual composure and a little bit of excitement, just like my siblings. He would have liked to travel abroad when he was young, but because of circumstances in life it wasn’t possible. In essence, through me, he could somehow fulfill his desire to see the world. On the other hand, my mother did show a certain apprehension. In fact, she started smoking again and everything made her nervous. My attempts to reassure her were in vain, and she was incredibly uneasy until the last minute.


			Before my departure I worked hard to gather as much information as possible, whether it was asking Angela or listening to the testimonies of other people who had been to Ireland. At that time I participated actively in a few forums. I met Raquel from Asturias in one of them. I’ll always be grateful to her for the very detailed description she gave of the Dublin airport and other issues related to my imminent departure. She made me realize that everything was really much easier than I’d imagined even though I still had a knot in my stomach that grew bigger and bigger as the time to leave got closer.


			A few days before I caught my flight, my lifelong friends organized an emotional farewell party. Everyone was there, not a single person was missing. It seemed like I was going away forever. What a great last few hours full of toasts, kisses, hugs, more toasts and more hugs, all woven together into a cheerful string of encouraging and well-wishing words. It was the first time any one of us would leave to live in another country. At that time the situation in Spain wasn’t as discouraging and young people weren’t yet emigrating en masse to earn their living far from their homeland. Therefore, my decision to go to Ireland for a change of scenery was perceived as more of an adventure. More of a challenge that involved going into a world we sensed as distant, enigmatic and unpredictable. It was my father who accompanied me to Barajas airport. He wanted to be there to cheer me on for the last time before my plane took off and to make sure that I wouldn’t get myself into a mess with the terminals, the check-in process or the boarding gate. This vocabulary was practically unknown to me until then. Not only was it my first time leaving Spain, but also the first time I had ever flown. The hug he gave me right before I went through the security checkpoint gave me the strength I needed to face this new episode in my life. I couldn’t have imagined how much it was actually going to change.


			“Ladies and gentlemen, on behalf of Air Lingus, Captain Smith and all our crew, we welcome you on board this flight to Dublin…”


			


			

				

					1	Translator’s Note: the city council’s study & work abroad department for young adults.


				


				

					2	NGO dedicated to the treatment and prevention of drug addiction.


				


				

					3	A student exchange program created by the European Union in 1987.


				


			


		




		

			Chapter 2
Between pots and clovers


			Kenmare (Ireland)
January - April 2004


			Dublin Airport, 11 pm. I was there now. I had finally landed in Ireland after a less hectic journey than I had imagined. Flying wasn’t such a big deal. It wasn’t until I saw all the signs written in only English and Gaelic that things started to get difficult. Was that the gate Raquel told me about? Which way to the luggage storage? Do I go left or right? Should I ask that man?


			Thanks to my previous preparations, I managed to organize myself so that I could leave my luggage in a safe place. After that I needed to find a bench comfortable enough to spend the night on. I had to wait for the morning train to Killarney, a city located a few kilometers away from Kenmare, my final destination. Just a few hours after a light sleep on the bench, two policemen showed up and said something to me that I, of course, couldn’t understand. I just showed them my ID card and said “Killarney, Killarney, tomorrow, tomorrow” with a smiling face. My bewildered facial expression gave away my lack of experience as a traveler. After taking a look at my ID, they smiled back and left. Relieved, I kept trying to get to sleep until I was woken up by the sunrise.


			Making use again of the mighty survival guide Raquel had provided me with; I managed to catch the right train without trouble. I spent the five hours that the journey lasted wondering uncertainly about what awaited me in that little village. What would the job be like? The coworkers? The food? Well, I was about to have all my questions answered.


			The bus arrived in the village square late in the afternoon. It was quite cold, as expected since it was the end of January, and the clouds looked threatening. A middle-aged lady approached me and greeted me warmly. It was Linda, the General Manager, who had come to pick me up in one of the hotel’s cars. All of my fears regarding my use of the English language became apparent inside that vehicle. This nice lady had been talking for about ten minutes and I had understood nothing more than a “Hello Paco, how are you?” I nodded dumbfounded, trying to understand what she was saying by paying attention to her body language and clinging to the few words I was able to recognize. I knew having a conversation in English was going to be difficult, but if we took into account the peculiar Irish accent, things were going to get out of hand.


			Since my brain could not assimilate almost anything through listening, I tried to compensate for my linguistic weakness by paying attention to everything that appeared in front of my eyes. Linda began her tour around the hotel in my soon-to-be workplace: the kitchen. There, among mountains of dishes, pots and other utensils, came and went cooks who looked at me from out the corner of their eyes. In the background, a bald and robust man with the look of a naughty child worked hard at the sink making sure everything was clean and tidy. He approached me and gave me a strong handshake. Donel, a Scotsman, was the shoulder on which I would lean during those first hard days in that place.


			After glancing at the staff cafeteria, we finished our tour in the so-called “Pentagon”, the building where the workforce housing was located. We came across young people of all different nationalities in the hallways. Some of them were still wearing their work uniforms. The atmosphere was pretty relaxed, like some kind of international summer camp. People went in and out of rooms amidst laughter and revelry. Guitar melodies and the smell of incense escaped through some half-open doors. I finally reached my room. I was run down after an exhausting journey but still had the feeling that I would have a good time in such a place.


			My hopes were dashed immediately after my first days of work. My duties weren’t complicated at all. I simply had to wash, dry and place the utensils the cooks left in the sink on the right shelves. When there wasn’t much to do, I would clean random shelves, sweep random corners of the room or take the garbage out to the dumpster. Normally, the pace wasn’t too fast, except at mealtimes and especially on weekends, when the hotel had more guests.


			What both puzzled and unsettled me was the figure of the chef, the great chef, the person in charge of directing “the machine” so that everything functioned like clockwork. He was an authoritarian, a perfectionist, meticulous. His inquisitive gaze and severe face filled you with a respect that bordered on fear. He had a cocky attitude and would treat others with disdain, especially us kitchen helpers. He seldom had the decency to talk to us face to face. That’s what Pierce, his right hand, was there for. He was an unfriendly and arrogant young man who kept his eye on us all the time. He would lecture us about everything: “these dishes don’t go on that shelf, that cupboard isn’t clean enough, is that pot ready…?” This guy was a real pain in the ass that brought me to the verge of insanity more than once.


			But what really discouraged and tired me those first few weeks at Kenmare was my inability to communicate with people. It wasn’t that serious during working hours since you really didn’t have to speak English to notice that something was dirty or needed to be placed on the right shelf. You simply had to understand the word “hot” to avoid getting burnt when handling a pot left in the sink. Except for Donel, who was always there to help me when I was snowed under with work, hardly anyone else in the kitchen would bother talking to me. Not being able to understand the reassuring words of my good-natured coworker was quite annoying. I couldn’t thank him the way I wanted to.


			Things at the Pentagon were much more embarrassing. Almost everyone spoke English in that hodgepodge of nationalities, which made me feel like a loser when I tried to socialize. I could only understand random words. Besides that, when I tried to speak, what I said was full of mistakes and long pauses. Fitting in wasn’t going to be easy.


			However, I would soon find out I wasn’t the only one at a disadvantage when speaking English. In the apartment right in front of mine a couple from Sweden lodged. They were also young, like most of the staff, and their names were Ola and Lina. They worked as housing assistants, that is to say, room cleaners. Lina, energetic with a strong personality, spoke English quite fluently, as did the rest of her fellow-countrymen. But Ola, much more introverted than his partner, was struggling. I think that’s why we became friends so quickly. Despite the language barrier, we managed to quickly find a common ground where we understood each other and got along well. In the afternoons, after work, we used to get together to review what we had learned that day and also to teach each other some words in our own languages, mostly swear words. He tended to play the guitar in his free time, so I became interested in the instrument thanks to him. He would play this or that song at my request while I admired his talent. I was starting to have real conversations in a different language and that was cheering me up. Besides Ola and Lina, many of the other staff members were also Swedish. Without a doubt they were the most cheerful and the easiest to socialize with. They’d knock on my door to invite me to go out for a drink just a few days after they arrived at the hotel. I’d gladly accept their invitations even though I knew I wasn’t going to understand much of what they said. But this nice group of people didn’t really care about my English level. They simply believed that if I went out and put aside my notes and dictionary, I’d improve faster and would feel less overwhelmed. And so it was indeed. It was a full circle: the more I went out, the more confident I felt and the more I felt like going out. Little by little, I found my place in that diverse group of foreigners.


			Apart from the Pentagon lobby, our favorite meeting place was a pub called The Square Pint, a typical Irish bar with good music and even better beer. It was here where I first experienced the taste of Guinness and had the best parties during my stay in Ireland. Monday was the best day of the week for most of the hotel employees since almost everyone was off work. Karaoke was available at night. This entertaining activity turned out to be another tool to aid my English learning process. Things started to get better by leaps and bounds.


			I also found the route from the hotel to Kenmare fascinating. It went through a lush forest of oaks and pines where some Celtic crosses were scattered and mysterious tunnels led to legendary treasures. The thickness of the trees in some areas was such that one could barely see the sunlight. In fact, just before you could even make out the village church bell tower and the first colorful houses, there was a bridge which offered some unbeatable panoramic views of the bay. Flocks of seagulls welcomed me with their squawks and the Atlantic wind hit me in the face. This unique ride would become my primary means of escape, especially during my first month at the hotel.


			A few days before my birthday, the first one celebrated outside Spain, the other Spaniard at the hotel came back from his holidays. Marcelo was from the Canary Islands and worked as a kitchen helper as well. His arrival made the work environment more colorful. He was a whirlwind of energy and vitality. He had a brilliant sense of humor and his particular vision of the word revolved around enjoying each moment to the fullest. He had been working in the country for some time, but his English was practically the same level as mine. Although he tended to sneak a break at the slightest opportunity, when he finally got down to work he worked at a devilish pace. He always cracked jokes about everything and more often than not he would show up singing and swaying to the latest trendy song. It’s like his behavior in the kitchen was the same as when he went partying. Quite an ace, this Marcelo.


			Being able to talk to someone in Spanish on a regular basis was a great respite in those days. Apart from a few phone calls to my family, I had barely said a word in my own language until then. I was totally focused on using my English and even used it in my dreams. I even started attending the English classes for foreigners that the village library organized two days a week. There I met other immigrants who were in the same situation as me, and we got along quite well. Although I still had a lot to improve on, I had already left behind all the anxiety and insecurity from the beginning.


			In the kitchen, it was still pretty hard for me to please the great chef with my work. In fact, this grouchy guy seemed like he was having a midlife crisis because he was almost never happy with our work. It’s as if he only felt rancor for us, though sometimes we also felt his contempt and mockery. None of us could put up with him. He was getting on Donel’s nerves. He really had to control himself not to jump on him and smash his ridiculous hat with his fists. Marcelo, for his part, would reply to the boss with a certain degree of irreverence, confident that no one was going to lay him off. I, on the other hand, was afraid of the possibility of being fired, despite my improvements.


			One morning, while we were struggling to clean the breakfast cups, the very same general manager of the hotel came down to the kitchen and, to our astonishment, approached the sink. This was it I thought. The complaints of the great chef had taken effect and this would be my last day at work. Thankfully what he told us had nothing to do with my fears, although it still caused a terrible shock that would last for several days. The aforementioned manager extended his pale hand and gave us his most sincere condolences for what had happened a few hours ago in Madrid. It was March 11, 2004...


			To break the routine of The Square Pint and its 80’s music nights, we sometimes organized short trips on our days off. On one of them, we rented a car and headed for the Cliffs of Moher, a spectacular spot on the Irish Atlantic coast. After dodging dozens of flocks of sheep and crossing the greenest and most beautiful valleys and hills I had ever seen, we arrived at this fantastic place. It impressed me more than anything else I could have visited in Ireland. The strong winds at that time did not prevent us from enjoying one of the most famous natural wonders in Europe. I got goose bumps looking at the horizon, it felt like I’d reached the end of the world. Some scenes from the movie The Princess Bride were shot in this legendary place, which made the whole thing more emotional for a movie buff like me. Finding myself there, in such an unreachable location, fed my desire to continue exploring, to go beyond and something told me that I still had a lot to see. That would be only the beginning of a long list of sublime surroundings.


			With the beginning of spring, new faces joined the Pentagon at the same time others abandoned ship. So it was with Ola and Lina, my Swedish friends, who decided to try their luck in another city. It was the first time I had to say goodbye to someone I cared about knowing that, perhaps, I would never see them again. I knew I’d see the people I left in Spain sooner or later, but what about Ola and Lina? With time I would get used to this process of comings and goings, of “so longs” and “good lucks” and would accept it as normal. However, the day the Swedish couple walked out of Sheen Falls left a bad taste in my mouth.


			Another person who seemed to leave from one day to the next was Donel, the good Scot. He had been really supportive of me learning English and was the first person I’d had a real conversation with without stammering. The gentle kitchen helper could no longer stand the impertinence of the great chef, so one night he packed his things and vanished forever onto the village path. Therefore, it was necessary to fill his position as soon as possible. Every day that passed more guests arrived encouraged by the good weather, and work in the kitchen was extremely busy. We had to find a substitute urgently and without delay. Luckily, the substitute had been ready and mentally prepared to come for a few weeks. All that was left was to send him the contract. The opportunity came for David, my lifelong friend, who endeavored to follow in my footsteps. I couldn’t believe David was coming to work at Kenmare until I saw him at the station wearing a woolen hat over his curly hair and shivering. He had also decided to leave Cordoba and travel abroad to improve his English and undertake new adventures.


			At the beginning he was very enthusiastic and was really looking forward to learning. On his first night at karaoke, he nailed a song by Oasis. At least he knew his songs well enough and was able to sing them skillfully. We all thought he’d get used to this new environment quickly, but he didn’t. A few days later David was starting to feel frustrated since he couldn’t communicate with almost anyone. He was only able to speak with Marcelo and me, and couldn’t get used to the new routine. He even reproached himself for having come and started to think about going back home. I tried to support him in any way I could. I told him I had gone through the same thing in the beginning, but that I felt better after a few days. Luckily, he made friends with two new Spaniards, who were also from the Canary Islands, and had just arrived to work as hotel maids. They became quite close and spent most of their time together. That was precisely one of David’s big mistakes. Although his mood got a lot better, spending most of the time with people who spoke his language prevented him from getting the hang of English. This is something that often happens with people who decide to make a living abroad. There are those who only mingle with their fellow countrymen and end up having a great time. However, they forget the importance of cultural integration and learning the local language is only a small part of it.


			The weather in Kenmare was getting warmer and warmer. It still rained, though less often. Even the parties at the Pentagon were getting better and better. As for the kitchen, I had earned the respect of the great chef and his annoying right hand, Pierce. Although everything seemed to be going smoothly, I would soon announce my departure. I’d be starting a new adventure in May, this time in Italy. In that landmark meeting I’d had with Angela, before I left Cordoba, we had submitted an application to participate in a European volunteer service. One spring morning I received an email that told me I’d been selected. So I had no choice but to start saying goodbye to the land of the Leprechaun.


			It had only been two months, but I lived them intensely. Every day was a new adventure. My life was a sort of constant crossword puzzle: always in search of the right words to communicate with others. That challenge motivated me a great deal. In the end, the satisfaction of being able to have a simple conversation in English made up for all the difficulties in the beginning. I’d met a lot of wonderful people from all over the world who helped me appreciate different points of view and turn my mind to future journeys. I’d also had the chance to travel, not as much as I’d have liked, but enough to get to know some of the most interesting corners of that fabled country.


			I spent my last days in Dublin, in the company of David, who had also bought a flight back to Spain. My good friend believed he’d had enough. He didn’t see himself living in Ireland any longer even though he was already making progress with his English. We had different views on our adventure in Ireland, but we both agreed that we’d had a great time and that it had been worth it. Those last days were the finishing touch to a great experience. We’d enjoyed a city full of life, huge parks, monuments and different venues to have a good time. Like the mythical Temple Bar, where we had our last sips of Guinness, the taste of Ireland. I’d been left wanting more.
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