
A Day to Savour 
I had to choose between three opening 
sentences for today’s newsletter. 1. “We 
were keen to experience more of the 
beautiful Picos de Europa mountains;” 2. 
“We decided to drive closer to god today.” 
3. “We expected today to be a driving day.” 
In the end, all three applied.

We made haste and drove up the 
mountains for 23kms knowing full well that 
we would have to eventually come back 
down on the same road. Heather had read 
that the particular drive delivered glorious 
views. It did. Both ways. Intent on 
continuing this experience my tour guide 
decided to take the “long way round” to 
the east of the Picos and eventually end up 
on the coast. Long way? That’s only the 
start of the story.  We spent most of the 
day in raptures. The twisting and winding 
road exposed dramatic vistas at every turn. 
It got better and better. As we climbed 
higher, snow-covered peaks came into view. 
It seemed that Heather’s “long way” round 
turned into “over” the mountains. Mind you 
everything was very safe, despite the road 
being narrow in places. The bonus was that 
we only met a handful of vehicles on our 
drive. The snow covered peaks came closer 
until we were actually right next to snow 
(just for Martin: there was never any snow 
on the road but we did have to go gingerly 
but successfully through a 3.2m tunnel!).

CIRCULATE?  Took a little time to work out 
that the caravan park shunned anyone from 
driving vehicles before 8am. No wonder the 
place was so quiet - until we started up!!

UPHILL?  There was no need to look at the 
GPS roadmap to work out that there were 
hairpin bends and winding road. We only had 
to look at the speedo reading - 0mph
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Acting Like a Local 
We’ve been in Spain for a couple of days now and really enjoying the 
scenery and the cheap food. We have difficulty reading food labels which 
can lead to trepidation when opening a can of soup or bottle of sauce. 
We’ve had a couple of surprises already. Sometimes the taste does not 
coincide with the picture on the label. On the whole, though, its been a 
very positive experience. We’ve been waiting for an opportunity to eat at 
a traditional restaurant but will only do this if there is an appealing view 
or ambience. A surprise to us is that the Spanish don’t eat until very late 
in the evening (around 8.30pm) - far too late for us. Still we like to sit on 
a seat and spend time watching the antics of locals as they go by. Today, 
outside one of the “product” shops into which Heather had gone, I took 
a seat and “observed”. A car stopped in the narrow street, a window was 
wound down and I was greeted with “gueno dias" and then some 
jibberish. I smiled and shook my head. I am sure I heard the driver say in 
Spanish “stupid f. old bastard” but I knew it was afternoon, not morning.

MEN/WOMEN?  When you don’t know spanish it 
can be difficult. I suspected I was not a Señora but 
was not sure about being a Caballero so I waited 
till one of the two walked into the toilet. I got 
some funny looks waiting and whistling a stupid 
tune -  must have thought I was a pervert.
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Picos de Europa National Park 
After descending from the heights we headed west along the bottom of 
the national park.  The mountains here were more jagged and obviously of 
a different type of rock - grey solid looking peaks still sprinkled with snow 
in their deeper crevasses. The river has been damed here to form a 
beautiful lake. We lunched on the banks of this lake at Raino. The third 
part of the journey - up the south-western side of the park was through 
even steeper country. The roads were not as well kept but they were very 
reasonable as we slowly descended. The valleys began to broaden and we 
came upon cattle, sheep and horses grazing the open country. Swift rivers 
continued to border the road. Most of the settlements we passed  
through were very small and in need of their spring repair.  

After continuing the final leg of the journey on major roads, we arrived in 
our intended stop for the night - Cudillero. It is a little seaside village.  
Luckily for us, we took the wrong turn and ended up coming into the 
village via the port. We decided to stop here and have a look at the fishing 
boats and then noticed that quite a few motorhomes were parked on the 
dock further on. We joined them. Despite the late hour and very light 
rain, we walked the short distance to the village centre about 500m 
further on. As were approached the town from the port we were 
incredibly impressed with what we saw - a tiny village of pastel coloured 
houses, all piled one on top of each other up the cliff. They are totally 
different to the stone built houses we have mainly seen so far. We slowly 
walked around the small area and admired the buildings. At one stage we 
sat and watched the passing parade of people. We are now back in the 
van, cosy and warm. We have had a lovely tea and are enjoying the view 
over the port area. If only we had a list of these free camping places.

xxxxxx
SHED? We were impressed with this shed at the 
caravan park. Note the rock blocks to stop the 
wooden legs rotting. We saw countless numbers 
of these all over the countryside. 

HORNY BULL  Saw farmer chase a bull some 
distance along busy main road to give it a big whack 
with a thick stick. Why? The bull had stopped the 
traffic as it mounted one of the cows in the middle 
of the road in full view of the cars. Naughty bull!

DOGGIE NO DOODOO The only patch of 
green grass in the whole of the town. We felt 
so sorry for the dogs who eyed off this land. 
Not nice to see a dog shit on concrete path. 



PHOTOS

MAIN STREET DOWN

BREAKWATER

Cudillero

AGEN

HARBOUR


