I was on tenterhooks when I found out that I was going to Spain in the summer. The holiday was booked for July and I was counting down every day. It came close to the time of our departure to Spain and we made a list of things to do while on our trip. It would be the best holiday ever!                               
The day arrived for our departure and no one got a wink of sleep. We reached the airport two hours before we departed. I relaxed but still couldn’t fall asleep. We went to book in our suitcases but that’s when our events of bad luck started. My mother forgot all our passports and had to rush home and retrieve them, hopefully before it was too late. 
She came rushing through the front entrance five minutes before departure, with sweat bubbles on her face.  We got on the plane with a hurry and the flight was only supposed to be four hours long. Half way through our flight the captain made an announcement that we were going to be delayed two hours because of weather conditions.
We eventually landed in Spain and went to collect our suitcases. It took us another hour to collect them because it was so hectic. The weather outside looked absolutely amazing and I couldn’t wait to be tanning in it. The moment we took a step outside the weather changed dramatically from sunny and scorching hot to lashing rain and windy. We caught a taxi to our villa which hopefully was lovely. My dad tried to convince us that the weather would pass by tomorrow. I crossed my fingers for that. The traffic was unbearable and most roads were closed because crashes occurred quickly with the change of weather. 
When we finally reached the villa most of the family gave up on thinking this was going to be the best holiday ever. The villa had two massive bedrooms with en suites and an average size living room. The kitchen was enormous with a pool table in the centre of it. At the back of the house there was a massive swimming pool but to our surprise every service, room and furnisher was ruined with stains and dust covering them. The pool table only contained six balls and broken in half cues, the bedrooms had stained bed covers and un-cleaned en suites. The living room furniture was covered in dog or cat hair and there were loads of holes and tares in the seats and the most disappointing thing was that the water in the swimming pool was green and covered with leaves. My dad was raging while he discovered every fault with the villa. We tried our best to settle in, just until the next morning. 
I opened my eyes slowly, too nervous to see the weather, I was disgusted because it was exactly the same weather. My mother set off to clean the villa as much as possible. It was unbearable to witness how upset my mother was because she came on holidays to get away from cleaning but now she’s cleaning toilets and counter tops. 
When the evening approached of our uneventful day we were starving and the house was unacceptable to prepare dinner. We decided to get a taxi to the nearest restaurant.  It looked quiet enough but still presentable for a good dinner. The main theme of the food was traditional Spanish dishes. We thought we’d experiment and order every dish on the menu.  Most of the food was extremely spicy but I loved most of the meals. I was famished at the beginning of the night but when we were finished I thought I wouldn’t have to eat for another week.
We didn’t want to return home so we took a journey around the city. It was midnight when we returned home and everyone went to bed. I heard my sister let out a cry of agony beside me and I woke up immediately. I went to her bedside to find out what was wrong, she was complaining of stomach pain and throughout the rest of the night she kept getting sick. Immediately I came to the conclusion that the spicy Spanish dishes didn’t agree with her stomach and she must have gotten food poisoning. 
I told my mom of the news in the morning and she was extremely worried about my sister and tried her best to make her feel better. I for one thought my sister was lucky, because she could sleep everyday of our uneventful holiday. The days dragged by and all I could do was look out the window at the horrible weather. I hid all my summer clothes at the back of the cupboard so I wouldn’t be reminded of the holiday I was so excited for. Instead I was left watching programmes which I couldn’t understand and playing board games. 
All our plans to go sky-diving, bungee jumping, scuba diving, shopping and tanning were all automatically cancelled.  It was the last day of the holiday and I was more excited to return home than stay another day in this dreadful place. I couldn’t believe my eyes when the sun was so bright and warm, that it was burning. I was so disgusted when I observed this and I felt like screaming!
We immediately returned to the airport and all we wanted to do was go home. Not to my surprise our bad luck wasn’t over, we lost our entire luggage and found out the following week was supposed to be the warmest week in Spain throughout the year!
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