
Heading West 
I (Heather) am sitting here now, looking at 
the snow capped peaks above me and 
enjoying the sun that is streaming in the 
open window. We are in the Picos de 
Europa (the peaks of Europe).  

Lets get back to the start of the day. I like 
to work chronologically! This morning, 
whilst Sig was organising the van, I went for 
another stroll around Santillana Del Mar. I 
really enjoyed having a look at how the 
buildings were put together. We then 
headed off to Comillas, a seaside town only 
16km down the road. For once we easily 
found a park on the outskirts of town and 
rode to the port. It has a lovely little marina 
sheltered by extremely high, thick sea walls. 
We walked the walls and enjoyed watching 
and listening to the passing parade of 
people and birds. Carrying our bikes up the 
steep path to the heights above we came 
upon “Le Cemeterio” - it was some very 
old church or fortification that has been 
converted to this new purpose. We then 
continued our meander over these higher 
parts and enjoyed the interesting array of 
buildings. We could not pick out the one 
Gaudi was supposed to have designed. After 
an enjoyable lunch in the van looking out 
over the beach, we headed inland towards 
our next destination - the Picos de Europa. 

MODERN BUT OLD  A modern imprint on a 
medieval village wall. Pure craftsmanship. It 
was cast out of metal.

DRACULA’S PLACE?  Sitting high on the 
hill at Comillas. Obviously not influenced by  
spanish modernism. Totally unique in its own 
style.
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Picos de Europa 
The drive into this national park was via the La Hermida Gorge. This 
gorge has been carved by the Rio Deva and the road parallels it for about 
30 km.  What a magnificent scenic drive. The cliffs beside us were sheer 
and, as we drove further in, we could see mist shrouded peaks in front of 
us. It was not until we got all the way through that we saw the snow.  
About half way through the gorge, at the village of Hermida, we found a 
park and were able to walk along the river banks below the road.  What a 
great stroll. We had directed our GPS to a camping spot at the end of the 
gorge, near a town called Potes. We didn’t know whether we would stay 
or go further on. When we arrived high on this hill above the town, we 
were greeted by the awe inspiring sight of the snow capped mountains.  
We decided to stay and then rode down to check out the town.  It too, 
with it’s many bridges over the fast flowing Rio Deva, was great. Sig even 
decided to lock up the bikes and walk with me through the busy main 
street.  We then found some steps down to the river and rode along its 
length. Riding the 2kms back to the van, all uphill, exercised Siggy’s legs 
but I walked, accompanied by 2 french campers.

TECHNOLOGY  Caught these lasses totally 
wrapped up in their smartphones amid the 
splendour of the mountains.You could be 
mistaken for thinking you are in Australia?
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PHOTOSPotes - Town of Bridges
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ENTRANCE TO THE BEST CARAVAN PARK WE HAVE BEEN TO


