
La Rábita February 2007

Saturday 10th February

Ian gave us a lift to Stansted. The snow had completely cleared and our journey was uneventful. Pauline was there to meet us which was good and so was Richard so they could take us straight to the apartment. This had been refurnished and no longer has a really easy to use bed settee in the living room. What is more the other bedrooms both had double beds whereas the particulars said one had bunks so we were a bed short - not really a problem as the settee has lovely removable bouncers. There were also extra sheets in the wardrobe. More problematic was the absence of a spare duvet or blankets. What is more is it was Saturday afternoon and, in Rincon, it had been like a morgue over the weekend. 

We unpacked and had a drink and then went for a walk to see if we could check the bus times we got from the internet. We couldn't see a time table but just by the bus stop was an open shop. We went in and got some supplies. The people were surly and the shop was squashed. Then we saw a much more open shop next door. I looked in and saw what looked like a stinken pinken blanket up on a shelf. Leaving my shopping bags outside, I went in and it was a lovely fluffy blanket and next to it was an even nicer green and blue one. Neil then came in and we bought it. It was 29 euros. Neil opened it out when we got home and it was blue and green on one side and on the other had a mega poppy design in the middle. Not quite our heart's desire but at least Neil now has a bed and it will be fun taking it home on the plane. 

Sunday 11th

We are aiming to get the 6.40 bus. There is one waiting as we arrive but it is a tourist bus for people going to be rejuveated. We wander about looking at this and that and spot a timetable in the squashed shop window. There is no bus at 6.40 but there should have been one at 6.20. We hadn't missed this however, because a man with a book was also waiting and a chat with him revealed he had  been there since 6.15 and it hadn't come. In the end we waited two hours in the dark but luckily not the cold until a bus came in. There were four of us waiting plus some late comers who wanted the later bus in the first place. At Motríl we got some updated times. These matched the La Rábita ones so we should be all right in future. A bus not coming is extremely rare.

We plotted our way out of Motríl using Neil's woomarks. It was busy at first but soon became quieter as we progressed, especially once we had passed the right turn to Calahonda. The road headed uphill all the way through walnuts at first and then avocados. Later again it was wild. At the right turn to La Garnatilla, there was a sign showing a walking route but no use to us. We saw a new violet and orchid plus other bee orchids (brown and yellow) and a juicy orobanche or orchid new to science - to our science any way. Right at the top was a militar and a load of brand new turbans. At our highest point we were 558 metres. The route number is GR 5209. The road now goes downhill eventually reaching a left turn to the north and then the white village of Gualchos. Now Castell de Ferro is within our sights but will we get there in time for the bus which leaves Motríl at 5.00. Nothing passes us so we are hopeful. Once at the squaw, I go to the kossack to get a bottle of water. I get a big one so Neil has some and we have just taken a good swig hen the bus comes in. We don't need to wait a further hour and a half until the next one. Once at La Rábita, my purse falls out of my pocket. Neil picks it up wondering whose it is. He misses the opportunity to ask if I intended to leave it on the ground outside the bus. I must check the velcro on my pocket. We make a small shopping but don't get any integral bread. 

When we get back we try to get in by inventing a plausible code for Flat 2C. We get the concierge who asks us where we live and lets us in. I don't really want to disturb her every day. We may have to use the telephone method to  alert Mini. She had made us a lovely supper of spaghetti and ratatouille and barcon.

26km 

Monday 12th

We decide to catch the 8.15 bus as our target is La Rábita itself and we shan't need a bus in the evening. This time the bus comes. The timetable seems to allow fifteen minutes leeway so that the 8.15 bus arrives at about 8.30. We need a ticket to Torre de Ferro. The bus takes the coastal route so we can see our walk before we do it. We start at 9.00. Neil has not et put in his piles and then when he does the GPS keeps crashing. He can plot where we've been but can't use it for navigating and we don't know exactly how far we are going until we've done it. The start of the walk is along the beach but soon we are back on the coast road. This is very pleasant until it rejoins the bypass when it becomes busy again. Luckily it is possible to use the beach from time to time as a break. After lunch I am shattered for some reason. We have a narnula in some plasticos. Neil finds a quick way out but I am ahead getting out under the bridge. We have another break quite soon where I have a power nap and after that I am compost mentis again. We keep seeing places that would be suitable for stealth camping which is what we intend to do when we cross the cape of the pussy where there is no transport. The walk takes eight hours including breaks. If tomorrow is a nice day, we shall go to Granada with Mini. Having upset two Spanish friends by saying we should not be going there it will be amusing to do so. Our Motríl bus carries on there and leaves just two minutes from our house so the opportunity is too good to miss. Then on Wednesday we shall go to Adra and Thursday to Almerimar which is probably far enough for this stretch.

23km 

Tuesday 13th

La Rábita to Adra

We set off at 8.00 and went to the sea front so Neil could log on. I was going to empty the lixo in the basuras near the bus stop. Neil asked where I was going now and said there were sure to be lixos the way we were going which was probably true. We set off towards the plasticos at the far end of La Rábita. They are shaped like two boobies. Our plan was to go round them using the space between the plasticos and the beach. This generally worked well. Occasionally, when we got to a river bed, we had to climb up or down some rocks to get to the next set of plasticos. It was at this point, well out of town, that I deposited the lixo which I had carried faithfully until this point down between two large rocks. As the beach was littered with spent plastico plastic and empty water bottles, my contribution made little impact on the surroundings. At one point there was a lintel set up between two rocks which we had to get up. Occasionally we saw men who had come to work in their plasticos. I went first to see if it would hold my weight. I experimented by making a step up with a jerry can like the hedgehogs in the advertisement but it was too slippery to be of use. You just have to clambour up it. We have seen poopers, aubergines and tomatoes growing. A bit further on we came across three black men who may well have been illegal immigrants as they didn't say hello and rushed past to get out of the way. We had already been eyeing them as suitable bivi spots. It was also possible to see how you could live by combining wild spinach and scrumped vegetables. Neil added that as they would have come from the jungle they would know how to light a fire with wet driftwood. Later on we could see that the rocks came down to the sea so we looked for a way up. The fierce was very high up a steep bank. It was very steep and hot as today is the hottest day so far. The next stretch was along the fierce with the occasional break through the villages. It was here that we saw yellow cascuta smothering a zigurat daisy. At 12.00 we reach La Alcazaba. Add in at an appropriate location about electric cables strangling the countryside like cascutas do thymes. There were three cormorants drying their wings on a black rock out to sea. Add in yesterday about hat blowing off and implanting itself like a limpet on my face so it was impossible to get off. It must have been an unusual wind angle as this has never happened before. Add that B is for bum in the lift. Yesterday evening we went out to buy a few things including having some keys cut at the ferret shop to prevent us from contacting  the concierge by ringing n invented code at the entry-phone or having to phone Mini with the mobile to get her to throw the keys down so we can get in. We were successful even for the key with serrations on the side.

At 1.45 Lance de la Virgen we sit under some tamarisks and they have drips of water on the ends of their leaves. It must be a water preserving system. We arrive at Adra at 3.30 and go round the port to see if it is a nice place to bring Mini. The port is nice but the rest is dusty and without much of interest. When we get to the bus station, we get the tickets and ask about buses to Almerimar. You have to change in El Ejido which is better than having to go via Almeria.

17.4km

Wednesday 14th February

We are having a rest day and are going to Granada to see the Alhambra gardens and palaces. We are not taking any food as we hope to find a place to have lunch there. Neil suggests we take the second set of keys so we can get back in even if we become separated (belt and braces). This seems highly unlikely for this kind of outing but I put them in my back pocket. We get the 8.30 bus and Neil is really lucky because he sees two deer at the side of the road. Mini and I don't see them but there is a deer sign on the road so we believe him. I must check on which types of deer live round here when we get  home. We are expecting, once we get to Motríl, that the bus will retrace the route we took at Christmas but it doesn't. We enter Motríl by quite a different route and pass a tropical plants nursery (Explotaciones de plantas tropicales), approach the bus station from the top of the town and leave from the top of the town. The route is spectacular passing right through the Sierra Nevada. In a small town up in the mountains, Velez de Banaudalla, the two Alsina Graells buses meet and can barely pass. Each driver politely (or scaredly?) asks the other to advance but each in turn says, "No puedo," They inch along and eventually pass each other without mishap. There is snow on the peaks, which is no doubt how the Sierra Nevada got its name. We chose today for our trip to Granada because the weather forecast had promised temperatures of around 16 degrees. Tuesday had been around 12 and that is cold for sight-seeing. Once at Granada, a journey of two and a half hours, we looked for the toilets (I had been desperate since the bus stop in La Rábita. 

Look up mimbre and suelo Mimbre is wicker Suelo is floor/storey

I then go upstairs to find out times and get tickets for our return. The 5 o'clock bus seems best. Then we get a taxi to the gardens. There is gridlock and it takes quite a time. Half-way along we catch up with some Alhambra buses. Could we have used one of these more cheaply? We get our tickets for the Alhambra and look at the gardens and the palaces. Our ticket entitles us to go inside the Palacios Nazaries at 1 o'clock. On the way, we pass a bookshop and I spot La Alhambra contada a los Niños. I go and get Mini and I buy a copy in Spanish for Mary's Christmas present and Mini gets one in English for Cassie. When we get to the Palacios Nazares, there is a long queue so we take some photos of the views in the hope that it will clear but it doesn't. We decide to continue looking at the gardens. There are some bushy tailed black squirrels there making some teenage girls scream inappropriately. There were two of school parties, one of which (green kilts) was conspicuous by the stupid behaviour of the children. The second (red jumpers) was a delight to share the gardens with.

It is now 2pm and we decide to find a lunch place. We have been snacking on junk food in the meantime. The cafe inside the gardens only has vending machines with snacks and the cafe outside is not much better. We go Las MImbres on the road outside. We have stark and solomillo of porker and roasted poopers. We drink water and grape and apple must (very nice). The restaurant is no smoking and everyone is pleasant without being suffocating (as in What is your nationality?) The Alhambra buses don't go the bus station so we get a taxi back down. Once you start paying for two buses for three people the difference in price is not worth the hassle of wondering where to change buses. In the bus station, we see that there is quite a good restaurant there so we store that information for the future - not so nice as at Las Mimbres though. We catch our bus and on the way out of town, I see graffiti on a wall saying "He who has more toys still dies." A useful reminder to us all. On the way back, the bus takes the low road and far from being a straight boring lowland route, we pass through steep sided valleys and gorges - just as spectacular in its way as the mountain route. We also pass two huge dams, one in use and the other still waiting to be filled. We get back at 7.30, buy one or two things for the next day and go home t bed with "choose supper".

Thursday 15th Adra to Almerimar

Today we are intending to walk to where the minor coast road intersects with the main coast road. I have got out the correct money 2.24 euros. The price today is 2.22 euros. The driver is very cheerful and says his route is cheaper. and better Neil wanted to say,"El conductor es mejor" but he didn't have time. We got to the bus stop just in time because the 7.30 bus actually arrived at 7.30. Because we are an intermediate bus stop, the departure times are quite  variable. We start our walk at 8.00. We are now on the Almeria map. Neil has tried several times over the past few years to get a Granada map but it has been out of print. Now we have crossed over on to the Almeria map and we no longer need it. We start off round the harbour and then between plasticos and the beach until we get to a river mouth. As with many rivers on this stretch of coast, it is bordered by high walls to keep the water in when they are in spate. We inspect the mouth to see if we can work our way round. Even though the tide is out, we decide we can't and head inland towards the main road. Luckily about half=way along there is a gap in the wall for vehicles to cross over and we make use of it to get over. We then head straight through the plasticos enjoying seeing the different kinds of peppers ripening inside them. There are piles of substandard courgettes and peppers strewn by the roadside so Nancy could have a field day (Nancy is my neighbour who sells shop reject vegetables to raise funds for the Beccles Museum. By 10.15, we realise that our projected walk for today is far too short. We have nearly completed it. We decide to press on for Almerimar so that we can then go to Roquetas on Friday. This will enable us to get beyond El Cabo de Gata at Easter and will save coming in October. If necessary, we will use taxis or hire a car and do half walks for some of the days where there is no public transport. We pass the Reserva Natural where we had thought of taking Mini for a day out. Just as well we didn't - there were no flamencos which would have been a pity and -worse you couldn't get in without permission and a key from the Consejeria de Medio Ambiente Almeria. The same notice informed us that the marismas are home to 140 different types of birds. We continue through plasticos back to the beach. We see beans growing inside some of them. We pass through Balanegra and Balerma, two small coastal villages and Guardias Viejas, a larger village with two castles on a headland. We are able to use a track which follows the main route of the road. It is a lovely peaceful walk. There is a crested grebe on the sea which is a surprise and some cormorants disguising themselves as seaweed or oily rags on a couple of posts also in the sea. Neil's GPS crashes once again but not irretrievably. Each night he works on it to try and sort it out but the next day it is just the same. We pas groups of black-backed gulls and some small white herons. There is a Thekla's lark on the beach while we have tea. After the busy golden miles and coast roads of the last several holidays this is back to the coast we yearn for. There are concrete rings in the beach containing plastic bags for rubbish. These are labelled El Ejido in a script looking remarkably like Arabic but actually Roman. By chance in Almerimar, there is a bus very soon after we arrive. We ask a lady with a baby where the bus goes from. She sounds Russian but we converse happily in Spanish. The local bus (Rio de Pino) takes us into El Ejido and past a Lidl shop where we learn later there was an intersection with Alsina Graells buses to La Rábita but we didn't know so we carry on to the bus station. It is very cosmopolitan on the bus with many Moroccans. Is the mayor maybe Moroccan and hence the Arabic style font? We have to wait until 8pm for a bus so we ring Mini to tell her we'll be late and she says we locked her in. The belt and braces key solution for Granada led to neither belt nor braces for the following day. I take the key from my pocket and give it to Neil in the hope that he will remember better than I did. We seem to be a Santa short today. This is because when I went out of my room last night for a final pee, I collect a Santa on the way. Neil is embarrassed because I catch him also taking one. He says he is putting them in his bag for the next day but that is a myth because the next day the only Santas available were the three left over from the Granada trip. It took me some time to work this out by which time I had allowed Neil to eat the odd one. Because the bus is not coming in until eight o'clock, we leave the bus station and look for some food. We find an Arab shop. The toddler is fed up and bored and crying. We buy a normal loaf, a ,flat loaf (Moroccan style?) some laughing cow type cheese, a bottle of water and two happles. We have supper on the central reservation between two carriageways outside the bus station. El Ejido feels a bit like Milton Keynes. There are even more roundabout than usual in Spain and many buildings are as yet unfinished. The roads are wide with designated bus lanes and separate cycle tracks. We get home at around 9.30. We pick up some gaseosas for the following day. Neil puts Mini's key back on the fridge so she won't be locked in again.

28.8m

Friday 16th

Because the 7.30 Almeria bus seems to be quite punctual, we get to the bus stop a bit earlier today. The time passes quickly because there are lots of lovely pussies and doggies to look at. We get on and ask for our tickets to El Ejido. There are no anomalies about the price this time. Once in El Ejido, we nipped to the toilets before getting on the next bus. We don't need to wait long for a bus and we get off at the port. We could have stayed on as far as the Mercadona but are not sad because we would then not have walked round the port which as always was interesting. We work our way through some obras to get to the Pareje Natural which is our route for today. The landscape is a mixture of saltings marismas and dunes. It is by far the nicest beach walk of the holiday and apart from the beginning and the end, no asphalt at all. We pass the Punta Entinas-Sebenal. The wind changed yesterday an is still the same today - in our faces but not unduly strong so not a problem. We see centaury centaury thistles alyssum, fagonia, limonium, horned poppy pea. Yesterday we saw pancreatic maritimes but not today. We saw tracks of deer and scrapes of rabbit or boars. We saw lynce tracks. In places there were carpets of the reed leafed asphodel. Our track is the GR92. Here there is a succession of large marismas and at last we see some flamencos. There are also various kinds of duck, terns a back heron (check type) dabchicks and gulls various. We reach a very wild bridge but don't think of photographing it. Neil says if he were a real photographer he would have done so but he would be a pain in the arse. We are able to find a more suitable crossing point. My knee has pneemoania again. When we do our longer trips we must build up like the Buddhist monks when they do their 1000 marathons ie.. begin slowly - just four miles a day a the beginning. We will leave out the nine days without food or water however. When we get to the outskirts of Roquetas Playa Cerilla, we are not yet on the streets of Neil's GPS. We continue until we get to his streets and then turn inland to the main road. We pick up a number 2 bus quite quickly. This does not pass through Aguadulce so we don't see our next holiday place. We arrive in Almeria at about 5.45. I realise I have left my purse on the bus. Not a tragedy as there are only ever a few coins in it. The serious money is stored elsewhere. We go back to the bus and wait for the driver to come back from his break and get permission to have a look. Unfortunately unusually for us we got off quickly so the whole bus load will have got off after us. A purse was obviously irresistible to one of them. I should have been more careful. My velcro is going on my trouser pocket. We get our tickets for the 7pm bus (the same bus as we took yesterday from El Ejido). We look in the cafeteria but the food is indifferent. I can't see any point in paying 4 euros for a bocadillo which you can make yourself for almost nothing. We go out of the Intermodal Station check this and soon find a Mercadona where we get integral bread mature cheese and then (upstairs) we get strawberries for afters because all the other fruits came in huge quantities. We had our picnic on platform 4 of the station. While were there a train came in for Seville and Granada. Our Alsina Graells took the low route through Aguadulce so we could have taken a number 1 bus in Roquetas and changed there. We didn't know where to do it so probably just as well. e got back at 9.30pm. The journey takes long because there is gridlock in Almeria. When we got back, the fridge was full as indeed was the freezer. Lucky Mini too had bought bread and strawberries.

Saturday 17th

Mini thins it is Friday. This why our fridge is so full. She has bought food for three days but there are only two left. Our policy of hand to mouth day by day has fallen down.

Saturday 17th February

Today it s dull and looks like rain. We catch up on our logs. Neil has made a spreadsheet of all our walks from the start with estimated distances for the first Portugal stretch. Our longest walk was over 34km so we can soon do a marathon. This afternoon we went out to get some mayonnaise for our made up sandwiches and some tissues because the cold I have been warding off all week with First Defence is slightly more in evidence today. No sooner do we get out than it starts spitting and Neil has not got his cagoule. We wanted to get some wine and something for Mini to take as a present for Abbeyfield. We'll have to go out later or find something at the airport. We have been looking for Chiringito La Bomba which does pollos asados on market days but have failed. Today we saw it on the way home. Does it have an awning which obscures the sign? If not, I don't see how we missed it all the other times we have passed it.

Today I have actually done some embroidery but not much as there were three days to type up.

Sunday 18th February

It is our final day but too early to tell whether it is a nice one or not. We have a nice doggie who lives opposite who used to bark at us but who now gives just a single bark and then welcomes us back. There is a black doggie just beyond the bus stop who has a very red tongue and there is a second pale station cross who  goes in and out of the cafe. We can now see that it is a lovely day again. Have I said that on checking the spedunculas, we see that Neil should have ha bed settee in the lounge and one of the bedrooms should have had two bed in it. There should also have been a microwave. We must tell the owners o update their website and if they change anything to let tenants know about the changes in case, as it was for us, it makes the accommodation unsuitable. We have enjoyed reading the Spanish version of the spedunculas. They must have been written either using a dictionary and translating word by word or put through a translator. One sentence which sticks in my memory is "todo el año redondo" - all the year round. Nothing which comes close to early to bed and up with the cock. What we need is the wisdom of the Normans translated as What we need is Norman Wisdom. Both these are said to have originated in the European Parliament and resulted in the English members laughing while the remainder continues to listen studiously. Santa is found

Add lenticular clouds for Castell de Ferro to La Rábita and La Rábita to Adra

1072km in total

Maximum altitude 559m.highest altitude Motríl o Castell de Ferro

We break the 1000km on the Castell de Ferro to La Rábita walk actually earlier as early Portugal walks are under estimated. Neil was plagued by mosquitoes as we went through the flamingo marismas. I smugly enjoyed being mozzi-free in the company of Neil. For a discerning mozzie it's no  contest. I laughed less loudly 24 hours later when my bites started to come out. My immune system has a long delay for bites. On the back of my neck there was a cluster s large I couldn't count them all. He who laughs last....


