
Once upon a time… IGUALADA 
 

The project of our school fascinated me through its title, Once upon a time…the Sea, that made 

me think of my childhood fairytales, the sea being the main character. This is the reason why I got 

involved from the very beginning in all the activities that had been proposed. 

I played with representative symbols of the sea and I created a logo, that received huge 

appreciation....I let myself carried on the waves of creation and I expressed by means of lyrics an infinit 

Sea Missing.   

I joined thematic decorative elements and, by using different technics,I succeeded to express in 

my works the colours of the sea, sand’s warmth and the clear of the sky, urging all those who look at 

them to dream! Not little was my joy when all my effort was appreciated and praized with the forst 

prize, but in the same time I was selected to be part of the team participating to the exchange organized 

by our school partner in Igualada – Spain 

I was really looking forward to seeing new places and to meeting new people, but most of all, to 

descover how I might cope with the challenges of being in another social environment and a different 

teaching system. 

At 8 o’clock, on day Z, respectively on 4th of March 2019, the adventure Erasmus + started for 

me. With my emotions to go and my bags packed, I went to the bus stop, in a little hurry, since I was a 

little late. I had hardly been able to say „good-bye” to my parents properly! The rod to the airport was 

too long and the impatience grew with every kilometer we drove. But we made the best of the time we 

had to spend together and we started talking among us, the kids, each telling and sharing their 

expectations and opinions. All this was followed by a three hour flight, pretty tiring since I could barely 

move on my chair for three long hours.   

I wanted that when the plane landed to be as if I were taught to walk for the first time. So, the 

first idea that came through my mind, after reaching our destination, was to take photos of the airport, 

palmtrees, the people, the gates. I wanted not to miss a thing!!! 

When we reached our destination, we met with the Spanish delegation that led us to the bus that 

took us to Igualada. The Italian team was waiting for us, they had arrived sonner than we did, so we 

talked all the way about Romania and Italy. The thing that amazed me so was how fast we had adjusted 

and become familiar with one another, thus our english conversations ran smoothly as if we had 

previously known each other and we had just reunited! 

 All this time, my mother kept on asking me over the phone if I were all right, if I had  a good 

flight and if I had eaten properly.....What can I say more! Mother’s worries, that I have gotten   used to! 

I assured her that everything was and would be OK and that Iwould give my best to proove to her, (and 

myself) that I could manage it on my own. Well, I knew that I could count on my teachers’ help, who 

were more thoughtfull than a mother! 

We met our hosts! They were in front of the school from the little town with an exotic name, 

Igualada. As soon as we got out of the bus they took us in every person going to the ones that had been 

asigned to. I may say that I was the lucky one. I was waited by the whole family with three extremely 

loveable children, that were hanging around their mother like three little bear babies, that was the 

feeling they rose in my heart. They were all very enthusiastic about me staying there with them for a 

few days, and I could tell that they had put some effort in making my stay there as pleasant as possible.          

They were always smiling and very kind and i felt that they enjoyed every second of my staying there 

with them because they took me to see the surroundings of the city and we walked through the city in 

very special areas that allowed me to take some extraordinary photos for my album ”Igualada”. The 

children were 9, 7 and 5 of age and very nosy and playfull everywhere we went. Plus, they were 

speaking only catalan and no english. Their parents, on the other hand, were calm, attentive with the 

little ones, but not overprotective allowing them to explore, to handle things by themselves in shops or 

wherever our steps might take us. The parents were speaking very good English, especially, the father, 

Bernard, to whom I spent long hours talking various subjects, including my future…what I want to 

make of my life in the future, what opportunities are there for me and what college degree I am 



thinking of attending to.  I told him about the countries I had visited and what I had found interesting. 

He was amazed that at my age I had already visited important parts of Europe. 

 Classes begin in Spain in the morning at 9. Something new to me, I have not been to school so early 

since I was in primary school! So we had to wake up at 8 to organize ourselves in time. 

  

The  mother was preparing our breakfast, eggs on bread, grains and water with vitamins. I found them 

on the plate, on the big table in the living room, because she left early for work. 

  School seemed different from ours, as were the classes, even the breaks which, fortunately for 

them, were a bit longer, but fewer ... 

 Although the generic of the proposed activities, Sea Travellers, 

promised an invitation to a sea voyage, we sailed more into the 

land of the Mediterranean, Black, Tyrrhenian and Atlantic Ocean 

seaside information prepared by each student team and presented 

in an attractive way, at a seminar. Nothing I left to chance! I was 

pleasantly surprised that we had the freedom to choose two 

resorts on our seaside. Without thinking too much, I said - 

Costineşti and Vama Veche - very appreciated for the young 

atmosphere, where the fun is at her home ... I wanted success to 

be guaranteed! 

 

I knew that the participants in the seminar would be invited to designate a destination where they 

would spend a dream holiday. And I was not wrong! I managed to be convincing! 

In the second part of the day, the school principal assembled us into mixed teams to run the program 

activities. The first was a street interview. That's how I learned that the inhabitants of Igualada love the 

sea. Five of the six respondents said they would prefer a holiday at sea. I liked that street people, 

strangers, were very nice, answered in English, were patient, and although they seemed amused by our 

interviews, they took us seriously. Nobody refused, not even politely. 

On Wednesday morning, the visit to Igualada City Hall was a unique opportunity so far in my life to 

speak in an official setting, being appointed by the school delegation to present some information about 

us. The atmosphere became more familiar when, at the invitation of the local councillor, I read the 

poem Dor de mare, awarded at the Sea Poems transnational contest. 

The same day we went to Barcelona, where we enjoyed a boat ride and the detailed explanations of a 

port activity guide. I visited the Gothic Cathedral, and then opened the application on the phone to let 

us know how many kilometres we could walk in a few hours on Rambla Street, which seemed endless. 

We wanted time to stay in place, impressed by the architectonic style, of hundreds of years old 

buildings that we no longer have enough to contemplate. I then understand why Barcelona is 

considered the most beautiful city in Europe. 

 

On Thursday, we reached Montserrat, a sacred mountain near Igualada, which has a very beautiful 

story. But the monastery's choir impressed me most, because I experienced a unique experience. I was 

amazed by the emotions that some children's voices can get in a divine atmosphere. I recorded the 

entire song to share it with my loved ones from home. On Friday, we went to Sitges, a resort on the 

Mediterranean Sea. I wrote on the sand warmed by the rays of the spring sun Once upon a time ... the 

Sea, even if the waves quickly wiped out our words... 

 I captured with the help of my camera the buildings and landscapes that seemed to be from another 

world. But what will remain unforgettable in my memories are the serene faces of men, which made 

me imagine that they had no worries. 

Being a more lonely and shy boy, this experience has helped me to learn how to become more 

independent and to deal with new situations. 

   



There were four days when I think we managed to bring the sea closer to us, meditating on its infinite 

beauty. We learned from each other, supporting us, accepting and appreciating us. We played, we 

laughed and we were very excited many times, we were always serious and responsible, but especially 

we managed to be FRIENDS, beyond any communication barriers... 

How I wish the story may go on!… 
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