Momentos
At the beginning of my stay here in Spain, after the initial adjustment, I had a breakdown.  Nothing was as I anticipated.  I should have expected studying abroad to not be as I expected, but the gravity to which my imagined summer abroad deviated from the reality of living in Spain was too great for me to handle.  I began to fret, to anxiously worry that everything I had thought about myself was wrong: that I was not meant to live abroad, I was not destined to have an international career, nor was I the fun, bubbly person I had grown to be in college.  And with these concerns came tears and hours of writing in my diary and venting to whoever was available.  Eventually, I reconciled my romanticized visions of Spain with my actual experience, and at that point, I wrote myself a letter with the intention of reading it every morning in order to focus my day and make the most of my time in Spain.   

Renee,

Today take every moment as it comes and enjoy!  Don’t preoccupy yourself with concerns about the future, just enjoy the experience as it is.  Appreciate the uniqueness of this day for the simple fact that you are in a foreign country, surrounded by a foreign language.  Today just simply live, without thought, without analysis, without concern, just simply be in the moment, in the life experience.  And remember, “el ser humano es extraordinario.”  See the divine goodness within every soul you encounter today.  Live.  

And this is what my trip to Spain has become: a series of moments.  
Yellow.  The color of the fields of girasoles that characterize Andalucía.
Croquetas.  The taste of Spain, nicely packaged in a small fried dumpling.

Ana.  The Spaniard who welcomed me into her world with besitos y abrazos, inviting us to a   

   girls-only bbq and pool party at her house.  
Red.  The color of the never-ending bucket of watery sangria that is poured out by the 
   pitcher-full at DiscoverSevilla.  

Abanico.  The cheap, 5euro souvenir whose loyalty and consistency earned it a home in my 
   heart and a place in my bolsa as the temperatures rose.  

Purple.  The color of the fantastic MC Hammer pants that I bought in Sevilla.  

Stereo Love.  The song of my summer in Spain.  

Laprix.  The superhero-worthy nickname of Juan Luis, the intercambio with who I connected
   as friends.

Orange.  The flavor of Trina (zumo) that I accidentally bought instead of Tinto (vino).  

Cruzcampo.  The marca sevillana of beer, which I learned to love while watching Spain win 
   the World Cup.  

Pepe.  The fascinating Spaniard whose plans for graduate school in Poland opened my eyes   

   to new possibilities for my own future.
Green.  The color of the frogs on the fuente and of the overhanging foliage in el Parque de  

   María Luisa, my favorite place in all of Sevilla.  

Even without reading that note everyday, I have succeeded in changing my attitude and making my summer abroad a truly wonderful life experience, full of beautiful 
Moments  

