
Piodao 
We left our quiet little forest camp site quite 
early and headed into the Serra de Acor 
(Goshawk mountains) to experience one of the 
stone villages. We chose Piodao.  There are many 
more historical villages in this area. Piodao is so 
remote that it only got a road and electricity in 
1970. The guide book said “the village clings to a 
terraced valley in a beautiful, surprisingly remote, 
range of vertiginous ridges and deeply cut 
valleys.” That did suggest to us that it might be 
an interesting drive. Interesting and extremely 
enjoyable it was. Wild flowers covered the area 
and other villages delighted us as we travelled 
past. Despite the steep slopes the landscape has 
obviously been intensively cultivated during past 
centuries. The enormous amount of terracing 
using intricate rock walls is evidence of this.

We found a park a little way before the village 
and walked in. What a picture. The tiny square at 
the foot of the village had stalls selling all variety 
of things.  We sampled some of the local liqueurs 
and purchased a few bottles. All of the houses 
are built with schist and grey slate. The doors 
and window sills are painted blue.  We saw many 
doorways with crosses over them - thought to 
protect the household from curses and 
thunderstorms. The first reference to Piodao in 
the history books was in the first census of 
1527. Streams rush through and around the 
houses.  It really was a pleasure to stroll around.  

SCRUBBING  No need for power or washing 
machine when there is clean fresh running 
water and a natural scrubbing stone handy. 
Oh for the good ole days.

CROSSES  Old custom over doors which is 
supposed to stop thunderstorms. No bad 
weather when we visited. Desperate need for 
these in Brisbane at the moment it seems. 
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SERIOUS CYCLISTS  Two seater bike with 
added trailer. Swedish girl and French boy 
coming back from a round trip to Morocco. 
UP THESE MOUNTAINS!!! No thanks.
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Monsanto 
After a few hours of enjoyment we 
were ready to head toward our 
next destination - Monsanto - 
another stone village in the next 
valley. It took about 2 hours to 
reach and was via extremely good 
roadways over more gentle 
country. Much of the valley we had 
just left had obviously been 
affected by forest fires in recent 
times. This one had not and also 
had an even better display of 
purple, yellow and white flowering 
plants. We have to wonder 
whether, with so many eucalyptus 
forests being planted, that bush 
fires are becoming more serious.

We planned this time in Monsanto 
to coincide with an annual festival 
they hold this weekend. It is their 
Festa das Cruzes that celebrates a 
medieval siege. The story goes that 
the villages threw their last 
remaining calf over the walls, 
taunting their besiegers that they 
had plenty of food. It worked.  
Their enemy left. Every year since 
they have celebrated by throwing 
flowers from the castle walls. 

Apparently the village won a 
competition in 1938 as the 
coun t r y ’s “mos t a u t hen t i c 
Portuguese village” and has since 
then been largely shielded from 
modernisation. Anyway we thought 
we would arrive today (Saturday), 

look at the village and join in the 
festivities tomorrow.  Well, when 
we arrived the cars were already 
piling up and we had to park 
kilometres down the mountain. Up 
we climbed. It was a great sight and 
also great fun. Costumed people, 
music, food and frivolity for us to 
share with the locals. This village is 
unique in that the houses are built 
under, around, and between huge 
boulders. The castle that was 
involved in the siege is of course 
right on top of a huge pile of these 
boulders. Some version of this 
castle is thought to have existed 
even prior to the arrival of the 
Romans.  

We walked all the way up and 
enjoyed the views. A little down 
from the top is a very old church. 
It is so old that the custom was to 
chisel stone graves out of the 
rocks.  They (without their bodies) 
still exist there today. There is even 
a baby size one.

After taking our fill, we walked 
back down - most people chose to 
wait for the small number of buses 
that were making their way up and 
down from the bottom car park.  
We are now in our van, parked by 
the side of the road and intend to 
stay here for the night.  It is on a 
little bit of a slope but we probably 
could not get out now even if we 
want to.  The celebrations in the 
village above appear set to go on 
into the night.
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