
Alcala del Jucar 
After some research overnight Heather 
suggested we head north towards more 
interesting country. We had no interest 
in lingering longer despite a local Brit’s 
positive urging to look beyond the 
rubbish and experience the “real Spain”. 
Thanks but no thanks. The weather may 
be better than UK but we do not 
appreciate the dust, litter and 150 
continuous kilometres of white plastic 
scenery that comes with it. We filled up 
our water tank (assured by the Brit that 
it was “pure” desalinated water) and 
emptied the night bucket ready for a 
probable overnight camp. The trip today 
was expected to be 4+ hours with little 
to interest us in between.

The roads through Lorca and past 
Murcia were excellent but our views 
continued to be of masses of white 
plastic hothouses and “ditto” houses. 
What land you could see (including the 
hills) are composed of very crumbly light 
coloured soil which appear to be totally 
denuded from overuse. Then gradually, 
after we turned inland after Murcia, the 
landscape began to improve. The 
previous poor country gave way to much 
better soil and large expanses of green - 
crops and orchards (olives, grapes, 
almonds). This was more to our liking.

By 4.30 we came upon our intended 
destination. The road dropped down into 
a deep canyon and after a few 
switchback turns we came upon Alcala 
del Lucar.  The scene was quite dramatic. 
The town lies at the side of a deep 
gorge. Buildings straddle both sides of 
the river. Traversing the river is an old 
roman bridge. Up on a high crag on one 
side of the bank sits the castle. It has 
been in existence, in various forms, since 
the 13th century. 

ROOM WITH A VIEW Main door 
down below. Sun deck on top. To get 
there you have to walk out the front 
door and climb the stairs. Hard work.
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FOOTBALL  I am wondering if I 
should gate crash this place tonight 
and ask if could join them to watch 
the FA cup final.

Crappy Town? 
We had thought to travel through Albacete but once Heather read the 
literature we both decided to give it a miss. Evidently the city is famous 
for two things. One is its knives. The other is the “saying” about the 
town: “Albacete, caga y vete.” You see Albacete is a major inland transport 
hub and, as such, it well is known for its transient population who stop 
here for a quick … (caca) … and then they leave. Its a good thing we 
have our own toilet so we can by pass this town!
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The town was bustling with people 
when we stopped and went up to 
the castle to get a birds eye view. A 
great view it certainly was, 
especially from the keep. Many 
houses are actually built inside the 
rock face. As we walked higher up 
towards the castle we could see 
the chimneys below us. The streets 
are steep and slippery - so unlike 
equivalent streets of hilltop villages 
we have visited. We imagined how 
slippery the place must be when 
there is a serious downpour and 
all the water from the top runs 
down the narrow lanes to the 
bottom. Despite this we were very 
glad to have visited the town. It is 
certainly worth a look. 

Down at stream level we found 
the inevitable cafe’s, restaurants 
and gift shops. A major feature of 
the town is an island built around 
the weir. Access is via a small 
bridge. Water cascades all around 
the island - a delightful experience. 
We particularly liked how the 
ducks were able to tip toe on the 

fast flowing surface water without 
getting bowled over.

The other feature is the town 
square with its very mature trees. 
These trees ensured a very cool 
place to sit. Great planning.  
However the local town masters 
need to do something about the 
rubbish that has built up all around 
the river banks. The public car park 
was particularly dirty. It’s not a 
good look for people passing 
through. Luckily our park for the 
night is a little further out of the 
town and away from the rubbish. 
We can hear the river water 
cascading over the rocks behind 
our van. We can also hear very 
r a u c o u s s o u n d s l i ke h u g e 
celebrations somewhere - it is a 
Saturday night. Too tired to check 
it out.

Alcala del Jucar does have a lot 
going for it but its charm is spoilt 
somewhat by the rubbish strewn 
carelessly around.

xxxxxx

Village with a View 
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