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S E C T I O N

FUNNY AND FABULOUS
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SPANISH ABUELAS –
WISDOM, WARNINGS, AND

WHY WE ADORE THEM
Let’s take a moment to talk about the true queens of Spain: the
Abuelas. These matriarchs are walking encyclopedias of life
hacks, superstitions, and sayings that have been polished to
perfection over generations. They don’t just run the household
—they run the universe. And if you dare challenge their rules,
well, buena suerte, because you’re about to step into a world of
"I told you so" that spans decades. Here’s why Spanish Abuelas
are the sass-spreading, wisdom-wielding forces of nature we
all adore.

The Curse of Eating on the Go
Picture this: an Abuela strolling through a bustling plaza, only to
spot someone sipping a latte and nibbling on a croissant while
power-walking. Chaos. According to Abuela Law, eating or drinking
while walking curses you to a lifetime of singleness. Yes, single
forever. Forget dating apps—your fate was sealed the moment you
grabbed that coffee to go.
This is why the concept of "on-the-go" anything is practically
sacrilege in traditional Spanish cafés. You sit, you sip your café con
leche, and you enjoy a proper tertulia (chat). Abuela wouldn’t have
it any other way. After all, who wants to tempt the matrimonial
gods with something as reckless as multitasking breakfast?
Watch Your Feet—Literally
Here’s another Abuela classic: Never, EVER let someone sweep your
feet. If the broom so much as grazes you, congratulations—you’ve
just been cursed. And no, not even an exorcist can undo it. Walk
into a room while Abuela is sweeping, and she’ll yell "¡Cuidado!" like
you’re about to trip a landmine.
Don’t even think about sweeping around her. That’s a surefire way
to hear a lecture about how you’re "doing it wrong," followed by a
five-minute tutorial on the proper technique, which involves more
wrist action than a pro tennis match.
First Course First—No Water Allowed
One of the great mysteries of growing up Spanish: Why can’t you
drink water during the first course? Whether it’s a hearty bowl of
lentejas or a refreshing gazpacho, Abuela insists you finish it before
wetting your whistle. Why? Because "te llenas" (you’ll fill up) and
ruin your appetite for the second course, which is always a feast.
Skip the rules, and dessert (flan, natillas, or arroz con leche)
becomes nothing but a distant dream.
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The Stain Whisperers
Need to remove a grease stain? Ink? Blood? Call an Abuela. These
women are part chemist, part magician, armed with remedies that
smell like a science experiment but work like a charm. Milk for ink
stains, lemon juice for rust, and if all else fails, a mysterious
concoction involving jabón Lagarto and vinegar.
Hand them a shirt that looks like it survived a paintball war, and
they’ll return it spotless, muttering something about "la receta de
mi madre." Don’t ask how they know this stuff—they just do.
Barefoot? Not on Their Watch
Walking barefoot in the house? ¡Qué locura! Spanish homes are
lined with icy tiles, which, according to Abuela Science, causes
everything from pneumonia to arthritis. Socks alone? Absolutely
not—they get dirty, and black soles are an unforgivable sin.
The solution? Zapatillas de casa (house slippers), mandatory in
every household. Abuelas have a pair in every color, and they’ll insist
you wear yours—even in the middle of a July heatwave. "Better to
sweat than to get sick," they’ll say, shuffling around in their fleece-
lined slippers and perfectly accessorized bata de casa (housecoat).
The All-Knowing, All-Seeing Abuelas
Here’s the thing about Abuelas: they know everything. They’re
human lie detectors. Sneak a snack, skip a chore, or come home
five minutes late, and they’ll greet you with "¿Qué has hecho?"
(What have you done?) and a raised eyebrow that could pierce
steel.
They can predict rain without a weather app, perfectly time the
cocido with just a sniff, and dispense advice that sounds ridiculous
but somehow always works. "Pon un ajo en el bolsillo," (Put a garlic
clove in your pocket) they’ll say, and you’ll find yourself doing it, just
in case.
Supermarket Etiquette: Respect the Hierarchy
One last golden rule: Abuelas always go first in the supermarket
line. It’s an unspoken law of Spanish society. See an Abuela with a
cart full of colacao and pan de molde? Step aside. She’s about to
give the cashier a masterclass in proper change counting, and you
don’t want to be in her way.

Final Words: Long Live the Abuelas
Spanish Abuelas are more than family—they’re legends.

They’re sassy, stubborn, and always right (even when they’re
not). So, next time you cross paths with one, remember: don’t
contradict her, always wear your slippers, and—for the love of

all things holy—stay out of the way when she’s sweeping. Trust
us, your future depends on it.
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TORTILLA WARS –
WITH OR WITHOUT

ONION?
Few topics in Spain spark as
much passion, drama, and
heartfelt debate as the
humble tortilla de patatas.
Forget politics, religion, or
fútbol rivalries—this is the
true divide. Are you Team con
cebolla (with onion) or Team
sin cebolla (without onion)?
Brace yourself for an epic
culinary battle that has split
families, tested friendships,
and turned casual dinners
into all-out debates.

The Origin Story
The tortilla de patatas, Spain’s
beloved potato omelet,
seems simple: eggs, potatoes,
oil, and salt. But somewhere
along the line, someone
decided to throw onion into
the mix, and all culinary
harmony broke loose. The
result? A nationwide debate
so fierce it makes reality TV
drama look tame.
Team Con Cebolla: The
Flavor Warriors
Those who champion onions
in their tortilla argue that the
humble cebolla transforms
the dish into something
magical. "It adds sweetness,"
they insist. "It’s the heart and
soul of a true tortilla." 

They’ll wax poetic about
caramelization, texture, and
the way the onion melds with
the eggs to create a
masterpiece. For Team con
cebolla, a tortilla without onion
is not just incomplete—it’s
sacrilege.

Their Motto: "Sin cebolla,
sin alma" (Without onion,
without soul).
Typical Member: Your
foodie friend who spends
10 minutes describing the
"notes" in a glass of Rioja.

Team Sin Cebolla: The
Purists
On the flip side, the onion-
less crowd sees themselves
as the guardians of tradition.
"Why overcomplicate
perfection?" they argue. For
them, the pure flavors of eggs
and potatoes should shine
without interference. They
believe onions ruin the
texture, dilute the essence,
and are best left to other
dishes.

Their Motto: "Menos es
más" (Less is more).
Typical Member: Your
abuela who insists, "Así se
ha hecho siempre" (This is
how it’s always been
done).
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The Great Divide
This isn’t just a casual preference—it’s a full-blown identity marker.
In some regions, like Galicia or Asturias, onions are practically a
birthright. Meanwhile, parts of Castilla y León treat the idea of
adding onion as culinary heresy. And let’s not forget Madrid, where
you’ll find households split right down the middle, with tortillas
acting as edible battlegrounds.
Hilarious Anecdotes from the Tortilla Trenches

The Surprise Attack: Imagine bringing a con cebolla tortilla to a
potluck, only to hear someone gasp, "¿Esto lleva cebolla?" (Does
this have onion?) Cue side-eye and whispered insults.

1.

The Romantic Dealbreaker: "We were perfect together,"
confesses one Spaniard, "until I found out they preferred tortilla
sin cebolla. I had to end it."

2.

Global Observations
Expats and tourists entering the tortilla debate often find
themselves bewildered. "It’s just an omelet," they naively think, only
to be met with glares. By the end of their first year in Spain, they’ve
chosen a side—and they defend it with the fervor of a local.

How to Navigate the Tortilla Wars
Know Your Audience: Before making a tortilla, ask: "¿Con
cebolla o sin cebolla?" It’s like asking about dietary restrictions
but ten times more serious.

1.

Don’t Straddle the Fence: Trying to be diplomatic with "I like
both" will earn you respect from no one.

2.

Be Ready for a Debate: If you express your preference, prepare
for a spirited discussion. Bring evidence, anecdotes, and maybe
a taste test.

3.

The Bigger Picture
At its core, the tortilla debate is less about the onion and more

about passion. It’s about how food connects us, sparks
conversation, and gives us something to laugh about—even if

we’re laughing while arguing over a plate of eggs and
potatoes.



-72-

ROUNDABOUT RODEO –
SURVIVING SPAIN’S
CIRCULAR CIRCUS 

Driving in Spain has its quirks, but nothing quite compares to
the national sport of navigating a roundabout. These circular
wonders—designed to keep traffic flowing—have morphed
into a social experiment where the rules are more like
suggestions. Will drivers use their blinkers? Pick the correct
lane? Survive unscathed? Buckle up, amigos. It’s about to get
wild.

The Basics (In Theory)
Roundabouts should be simple. You enter, stay in your lane,
signal when exiting, and voilà—smooth, flowing traffic. But in
Spain, roundabouts are where theory meets chaos. It’s every
car for itself, and the most daring driver always wins.
🚦 The Blinker Conspiracy
Ah, the blinker, that loyal indicator of direction—or so you’d
think. In Spain’s roundabouts, blinkers are overused to the
point of chaos and rarely mean what you think. A left blinker
might signal a right turn, a right blinker could mean "I’m
staying put," and no blinker at all? That’s probably the safest
bet. Instead of helping, blinkers create a language of their own
—cryptic, unpredictable, and as baffling as Morse code without
a manual.
The Great Lane Debate
If there’s one unwritten rule in Spanish roundabouts, it’s this:
stay on the outer lane no matter what. Need to turn left? Outer
lane. Going straight? Outer lane. Making a full 360-degree spin
back to where you came from? Outer lane, of course. It’s like
clinging to the pool’s edge rather than venturing into the deep
end. Logical? No. Relatable? Absolutely.
The Inner-Lane Tightrope Walk
For the brave souls who venture into the inner lane, the real
challenge begins: exiting. Good luck squeezing out past three
cars, a scooter, and possibly a rogue pedestrian darting across.
It’s like playing Mario Kart but with more honking and fewer
green shells. If you make it out, congratulations—you’ve
achieved automotive glory.
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TRoundabout Drama: Spain’s Vehicular Telenovela
Roundabouts aren’t just traffic systems; they’re stages for
vehicular theater. Picture this: someone stops mid-roundabout
to let another car in. Chaos erupts as horns blare, hands wave
dramatically, and drivers audition for the role of "Most
Aggrieved Person of 2023." It’s not just traffic—it’s art.
The Cast of Roundabout Characters
Every roundabout has its regulars:

The Hesitator: Stops at the entrance, waiting for the
roundabout to clear entirely. Spoiler: it never does.
The Speed Demon: Enters at warp speed, maneuvers
through lanes like a Formula 1 champ, and exits with flair.
The Over-Signalizer: Signals left, right, and possibly up. Is it
Morse code? We’ll never know.
The Wild Card: No blinkers, no plan, just vibes. Their
destination? A mystery, even to them.

Survival Tips for the Uninitiated
New to Spain’s roundabout rodeo? Here’s your crash course
(figuratively, we hope):

Blend In: Stick to the outer lane, use your blinker
sporadically, and embrace the chaos.

1.

Stay Defensive: Assume no one sees you. That car charging
at you? They might be more focused on their playlist than
on the road.

2.

Keep Your Cool: Whether you’re cut off, honked at, or
witness someone park mid-roundabout to answer their
phone, breathe. It’s just part of the experience.

3.

Love Them or Hate Them
Despite the madness, roundabouts in Spain are cultural

masterpieces. They spark debates, test patience, and provide
endless entertainment (once you’ve escaped, of course).

They’re a rite of passage, a source of pride, and an
unintentional comedy show all rolled into one.

So next time you approach a Spanish roundabout, take a deep
breath, channel your inner rally driver, and join the circus. Will

you use your blinker? Maybe. Will anyone notice? Probably not.
But you’ll have a story—and that’s worth every honk and

hairpin turn.
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 SUMMER IN SPAIN –
THE HEAT THAT

SHAPES A LIFESTYLE
If you’ve ever spent a
summer in Seville, Córdoba,
or Madrid, congratulations—
you’ve survived what can only
be described as the seventh
circle of hell, but with better
tapas. The kind of heat that
smacks you in the face when
you step outside isn’t just a
season; it’s a life lesson. This is
where you truly understand
why siestas, persianas, and a
completely upside-down
daily schedule exist. Let’s
explore the fiery reality of a
Spanish summer, BeSS style.

Welcome to the Oven
Summer in Spain isn’t just
hot—it’s Hades hot. Those
weather apps claiming it’s
40°C (104°F)? Lies. Factor in
cobblestones radiating heat,
cars that double as saunas,
and the emotional trauma of
stepping outside, and it feels
closer to molten lava.
By 11 a.m., the streets are
deserted. The only ones
outside are clueless tourists
who didn’t get the memo or
locals sprinting to the nearest
air-conditioned haven. By 2
p.m.? Forget it. Not even the
stray cats are willing to roam.

Mastering the Art of Staying
Cool
Spaniards have spent
centuries perfecting their
battle against the heat. Here’s
how they survive without
spontaneously combusting:

Morning Madness: From 8
to 10 a.m., it’s go-time. Open
every window, raise the
persianas, and let the cool
morning air flood your
home. By 10:01, shutters
slam shut, windows close,
and your house transforms
into a pitch-black fortress of
chill. It’s like living in a cave,
but stylish.
Persianas: Spain’s MVP:
These aren’t just blinds—
they’re survival tools. They
block sunlight, keep rooms
cool, and create a darkness
so complete you might
sleep until next week. First-
time visitors are always
baffled: "It’s noon? Why
does it look like midnight?"
Welcome to persiana magic.
Airflow Strategies: Ceiling
fans? Essential. Floor fans?
Non-negotiable. Sitting in
front of an open fridge? If it
works, it works. Spaniards
know how to create a
breeze with minimal
electricity—and maximum
ingenuity.



The Siesta Lifestyle: A Heat-Induced Necessity
If you’ve ever scoffed at the idea of a siesta, spend one summer
in Andalucía, and you’ll understand. From 2 to 5 p.m., the sun
becomes a tyrant, and the streets empty faster than a bar
giving out free Cruzcampo. Shops close, people vanish, and life
pauses.

Lunch at 2 p.m.: This isn’t just a meal—it’s an event. It’s slow, it’s
deliberate, and it often involves dessert and a coffee.
Siesta Time: Whether it’s a nap, a book, or binge-watching your
favorite series, the goal is simple: stay indoors and stay still.
Back to Life at 6 p.m.: As the sun loses its grip, the world
reawakens. By 8 p.m., it’s bustling. By 10 p.m., it’s dinner time,
because who eats when the sun’s still up?

 Things You Don’t Do in a Spanish Summer
Go Outside Between 2 and 5 p.m.: Are you insane? This is
peak heat. Locals are laughing at anyone braving the
furnace.

1.

Expect an Early Dinner: Restaurants won’t even think about
serving food before 9 p.m. Embrace the wait or pack
snacks.

2.

Overexert Yourself During the Day: Save your energy for an
evening paseo when the sun’s grip finally loosens.

The Heat-Driven Pace of Life
What’s fascinating is how the extreme heat shapes Spanish
culture. It’s not just about the siesta—it’s about the entire
rhythm of life. Lunch is late, dinner is later, and life happens
when the sun takes a break. Summer evenings in Spain are
electric: plazas fill with laughter, kids play until midnight, and
terraces buzz with energy. It’s like the whole country says, "We
survived another day—time to celebrate."

The Final Lesson: Adapt or Melt
The Spanish summer isn’t for the faint of heart, but with the

right strategies, it’s not only survivable—it’s magical. You learn
to slow down, seek shade, and savor the little things, like a

chilled tinto de verano on a breezy terraza. And by the time
September rolls around, you’re practically a heatwave warrior.
So, if you’re planning to spend a summer in Spain, remember

this: persianas are your best friend, siesta is sacred, and the sun
always wins. Adjust your schedule, stock up on fans, and

embrace the heat—because once the sun sets, Spain comes
alive in ways you’ll never forget.
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WINTER IN SPAIN – THE
ULTIMATE BETRAYAL

Okay, we get it. Southern Spain isn’t exactly Siberia. But let’s
talk about a very particular kind of cold—the kind that sneaks
into your bones and makes you question every life choice, like,
"Why didn’t I move somewhere with central heating?" Winter
in Spain isn’t just a season; it’s a test of willpower, layering skills,
and your ability to find joy in absurdity.

The Reality Check
Spanish houses are built for the blazing heat of summer. Thick
walls, marble floors, and airy designs keep you cool when the
sun is turning the rest of Europe into toast. But when winter
arrives, those same features transform your home into a walk-
in freezer. While your friends in "real winter" countries are
lounging in T-shirts and heated homes, you’re bundled up like
an Arctic explorer—indoors.
Sunlit Salvation
Here’s the twist: sometimes it’s warmer outside than in your
living room. The midday sun becomes your best friend, and
you find yourself standing on your balcony, face tilted skyward,
chasing "el solecito" like a lizard on a rock. Southern Spain’s
winter motto? "Don’t fix the heating; just follow the sun."

 The Survival Kit
Fluffy Robe: Never take it off. It’s your new uniform. Add a
scarf and blanket cape for dramatic flair.

1.

Thick Socks: Spanish tile floors may be beautiful, but in
winter, they’re a glacial trap for your toes.

2.

Space Heater: Your best friend and worst enemy (hello,
electricity bill).

3.

Hot Water Bottle: It’s old-school, effective, and doubles as
an emotional support pet.

4.

Electric Blanket: For those nights when you want to feel
something—preferably warm.

5.
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Mastering the Indoor Tundra
Spaniards have perfected the art of surviving the chill. It’s a mix
of ingenuity and a touch of resignation:

Morning Routine: From 8 to 10 a.m., open every window,
raise the persianas, and let the crisp morning air flood your
home. 
Hallway Expeditions: Moving from your bedroom to the
kitchen is basically a trek through the Arctic. Gloves, a
beanie, and a scarf? Fair game.
Bathroom Gauntlet: Showering feels like preparing for
battle. Preheat the bathroom with a space heater, or
reconsider your relationship with dry shampoo.

Fluffy Socks & Fleece Pajamas
Let’s address the ugly truth: winter fashion indoors in Spain
isn’t about style; it’s about survival. Fleece pajamas covered in
cartoon prints? Absolutely. Fluffy socks in clashing neon
colors? Essential. A hooded robe that makes you look like a
Jedi? Yes, please.
Mark Your Calendars
Next time someone says, "The weather’s always nice in
Southern Spain," hand them a calendar and point to the two
weeks in January when you’re shivering through life. Sure, it’s
only two weeks, but the trauma? That lasts all winter.
Thriving in the Absurdity
Winter in Spain isn’t just about surviving—it’s about embracing
the ridiculousness. You wear a beanie indoors, shuffle around
in fortress slippers, and consider sunbathing at noon because
it’s genuinely warmer outside. It’s bizarre, it’s hilarious, and
somehow, it’s charming.

 Final Thoughts
Spanish winters may be short, but they’re unforgettable. Layer

up, laugh at the madness, and sip your café con leche while
wrapped in five blankets. Because when spring finally arrives,

you’ll look back on these frosty weeks and think, "Well, at least I
survived."

Here’s to fluffy socks, space heaters, and finding joy in the
chaos of the indoor tundra. Let’s shiver through it together—

one layer at a time.


