
Idanha a Velha 
Once the blinds are up in our van it was hard to 
realise that we were in the thick of parked traffic. 
Only the noises of late night revellers returning to 
their cars reminded us of our location. Mindful that 
the festivities and the people would return early we 
woke at a reasonable hour, made a U turn and 
quickly left our roadside spot at Monsanto. Our 
next stop was the neighbouring village, Idanha a 
Vehla. We were the first visitors for the day.  We had 
breakfast in the carpark and popped out for a look. 
Goats were bleating, cuckoos were singing and 
swallows were everywhere. This village has an 
interesting history. It was abandoned during a plague 
in 15th century and it has only recently been settled 
again. As a result the place is stuck in a time warp.. 
The thick walls are made of very large cut 
rectangular stones. The extent of the fortifications 
are clearly visible from the boardwalk. Parts of the 
village are locked up and inaccessible and, despite 
signs of life, many of the houses are not occupied. 
We took our time to amble around. The residents 
were just stirring. We wondered how they felt about 
the constant stream of  curious tourists interrupting 
their day - every day. On our stroll we came across 
a very old roman bridge and, gauging by the thickly 
gnarled trunks, some of  the oldest olive trees we 
have seen. Our trek took us past the old church. 
Around the outside of this building were piles of 
what looked like “Time Team” finds set there for 
later investigation.  A stork sat on a nest high up on 
top of the church belfry. When a bus load of people 
arrived we decided to head off to a new destination.

MATURE OLIVES  We have never seen such 
ancient specimens - very thick trunks, gnarled 
to buggery, badly stooped and very stunted. A 
whole plantation of bitter tasting geriatrics?

ENTRY TO SPAIN  Not sure what this sign was 
about. I got out to take photo when old man in 
car stopped and said something in Spanish. I 
believe he thought I had broken down and that 
he  was only too pleased to help. Lovely.
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SPLASH OF COLOUR  There is a saying that 
weeds are simply plants that are growing in 
the wrong place. Without them we may not 
get the bright colours to brighten up the day.
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The drive out of Portugal was 
interesting. The area changed 
from very hilly to undulating 
hills dotted with olive and cork 
trees. We had never seen cork 
trees before. Old stone fences 
were everywhere. Soon after 
we crossed the border we came 
down from the hills to ford the 
river downstream of a large 
reservoir. To cross over the 
river, which obviously rages in 
peak times, we had to cross a 
large bridge at Alcantara. This 
bridge is a marvel - one of the 
oldest and grandest standing 
roman bridges in Spain. It has 
been strengthened over the 

years but the roman structural 
base is still visible. It is a very 
large bridge and on either side 
are old roman fortifications and 
r e m n a n t s o f o t h e r o l d 
structures. We stopped to gaze 
and take photos as did all 
passing motorists. Upstream 
you can see an impressive dam 
and spillway. Sitting perched high 
o n t h e t o p o f t h e h i l l 
overlooking the bridge is 
Alcantara, Its main street is lined 
with shaped hedge rows and 
roses that tastefully shields the 
service roads from through 
traffic.
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IMAGESCaceres 
The heyday of this place was the 16h century when it was the thriving 
centre of the region. The guide books suggested a visit so we found a park 
quite quickly and decided to walk. Not knowing our exact location meant 
we took a little time to eventually find the way in. We approached via a 
large, impressive old town square completely surrounded by lots of 
restaurants. Being a Sunday, there was many people eating outside under 
white umbrellas. The thing that amazed Heather the most was that the 
square itself was on quite a slope. When we walked into the old centre 
area itself we were confronted with a jumbled puzzle of narrow cobbled 
streets that twisted and turned in all directions. This disorientated us. At 
one point we had to rely on our GSP but it too was giving us conflicting 
information so we simply kept walking. The centre is quite deserted and 
its streets are very narrow. It’s old palaces and mansions can still be made 
out and its numerous churches are still grand and impressive. The skyline 
is decorated with turrets, spires and gargoyles and in some cases storks. 
Yes, we are amazed where these birds end up making their nests. 

All in all the place had a dead feeling - not being inhabited was one thing, 
It did not even have shops. Eventually we found our way out of the area 
and found our van again. In the last section of our walk we saw lots of 
graffiti on walls and shop fronts.  This was not very pleasant. 

We are now staying at the local caravan park and have spoken to other 
campers who have told us they loved the town. Maybe, if the day was not 
as damp and grey, Caceres may be more agreeable.


