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I thought my story from Spain would be about fields of sunflowers and the odor of orange trees, about Lorca and duende and summer nights of tinto de verano. But as it turned out, my story is more about caracoles. 


My host father, Antonio, picked me up from the hotel on the first day with two timid three-year-old ‘mellizos’ glued to either hand; Maria and Tony. We drove to our apartment where I met my host mother Carmen and the little white dog, Lucas. We struggled through conversation during dinner, all the while I was thinking ‘demasiado rápido!’. Maria and Tony peaked out behind the safety of their parents, staring at me with their big brown eyes, still too shy to talk to me. 

Things began to change when Carmen invited me to the park with them one day, where I acted as the official bubble blower and sidewalk chalk distributer. While the kids played, Carmen and I talked and relaxed. There are store signs all over the city that say ‘Hay Caracoles!’, so at the park that day, when Carmen told me that we were having caracoles for diner, I should have known what she was talking about. 

‘Caracoles?’ I whispered to Maria while she dipped her bubble blowing stick into the jar I was holding. She looked at me and giggled, but did not enlighten me. Carmen attempted to explain with complex sign language, but had to resort to drawing a caracole on the cement with the pink sidewalk chalk. 


When I realized that we would be having snails for dinner, my face must have betrayed a repulsion that made Carmen laugh out loud. That night, each member of my family took great delight in watching me cautiously attempt to slurp the body of the snail out of the shell as my face twisted with doubt. 


As I got accustomed to Spanish life and snails for dinner, little by little, Tony and Maria also began to feel more comfortable around me. We played games like ‘caballito’, where they would jump on my back and I’d run around the house. Between abrazos we taunted each other with nicknames. I was ‘tonta’ and they were my dear ‘caracolitos’. 


I didn’t realize just how much feeling part of their family meant to me until I returned back to Sevilla from a weekend long trip to Madrid. As I opened the door of the apartment, Maria jumped on me with a large abrazo, and wouldn’t let go until Carmen peeled her off of me so I could put my bags down. I had bought a book for the twins in Madrid, called ‘Que Susto!’, which documented the journey of two little caracoles facing the uncertainty and obstacles of daily snail life. I sat in bed with Tony and Maria and read the book to them that night. It hit me then that I never thought I’d feel so grateful for caracoles, for my Spanish family, and for my summer in Sevilla. 
