Don Quijote-Salamanca, July 09 

  After a hectic train journey down to London and flight to Valedolid, I was driven to Salamanca by my cousin Jennie, and we met my host Spanish family; an unbelievably fast speaking and talkative woman named Maria, her surprisingly quiet husband Vicente and their grown up daughter Veronica. 
  Once meeting them, I held a glimmer of hope that they would speak just ever so slightly slower in Spanish, but that glimmer of hope faded within the first day staying with them, as they took me and the other English person staying with them, on a tour of Salamanca, spoken at what felt like 100mph, and I am ashamed to say I would not have been able to tell you a single fact about the town, although I managed to smile politely and say “Si…” many times, which cleverly masked my confusion, and seemed to satisfy them enough.
  The next day I awoke to “Holly!! Vamos a las clases!!” and a sharp knock on the door. I reluctantly rolled out of bed. I hadn’t seen 6.30AM in a while…or ever… Arriving at the school, a former monastery, we were given a level test in writing, reading, listening and speaking, and given our set timetables. After an enjoyable yet slightly painful first morning of classes, involving the dreaded Subjunctive, I returned to the apartment and was fed Paella. I surprised myself after this by having a Siesta-it was a traditional Spanish day for me. 
  In each evening, Don Quijote offered evening classes of Flamenco Dancing, Singing or Spanish History classes, which I attended most of. I also met loads of new people, most of whom were Dutch, with the occasional French, Italian or American thrown in.  At 16, I was presented with an 11pm curfew, and therefore not part of the student night life of Salamanca, or should I say “morning life”, which was definitely a big deal for my other housemate, who partied until 6AM on his last morning, and managed to miss an entire day of classes. Not good.
  The weekend involved an excursion to a beach in Portugal with the school, which involved getting up at 5.30AM, another time of day which I hadn’t seen much of in my life. The trip was really good, if you ignore the place we ate lunch, which I would like to forget, and an incident involving me literally walking through a little boy’s sandcastle, which I managed to do…twice. Nice one.
  After another week of intensive Spanish, I managed to understand the new Harry Potter film pretty well after my friend dragged me to a Spanish cinema on our last night, and was vaguely capable of having a decent conversation with my host mum, who intently watched any celebrity gossip channel, so most of my conversations with her involved Michael Jackson or Angelina Jolie, but at least I knew what I was talking about this time.
  If you want to enhance your education, meet people from all over the world, see a massive improvement in your Spanish,  and reduce the number of times you say “What on earth is he talking about?”, I definitely recommend applying to a Don Quijote summer school next year. 
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