12th September continued from Morocco.
Into Spain.  Into the EU.  Into the Euro zone.  But we’re still in Africa, how does that work?
Well when Spain gave up its territorial claims to Morocco it chose to keep Cueta, Mililla and Sidi Ifni.  The last it gave back in 1970 but the former two it keeps.  And I guess while the Brits still have Gibraltar I can’t claim to see anything wrong with it (actually I can’t anyway - if people here want to be Spanish then good luck to them).  And it’s actually rather convenient for the likes of us.

Being part of Spain but in Morocco (if you see what I mean) it has an odd tax status which I’m sure is beneficial to the locals and it also means that we get cheap (but only very slightly cheaper than Morocco) diesel.

At the border crossing we were ‘helped’ by a lad from one of the shipping companies.  He of course wanted to help with the paperwork because he also wanted to sell us a ticket.  So fine, we want to buy a ticket.  120€ which is about what we expect and we’re all set.

Driving to the port one of the first things we see, pulling out of another fuel station, is a red, L reg, Defender.  This one is a 90 that belongs to David and girlfriend.  They were crossing Africa going south about 2 years ago but got stuck when they couldn’t get visas for Sudan.  As David worked for the European Commission he got a job for them both working for the EU in Sierra Leone.  Not the nicest sounding place in the world, but like everywhere, it’s press makes it sound worse than it is (it’s still not very good though) and actually once you get away from the evil percentage of the population that are out to get whatever they can at whatever cost, people are generally friendly and welcoming.  Still don’t want to go there though.

And so, having boarded the ferry just about last (were too tall to fit in anywhere but the last little bit by the door) and while chatting with David, we leave Africa.

And this time that really is it.  We have now left the last African state and the African continent.

Africa: been there, seen it (bits of it anyway), crossed it, bought several T-shirts (and sold a few), and now we’ve left.

End of story.
Now what?

Well first thing is Gibraltar and a pie and a pint.  So, after driving from Algeciras to Gibraltar, sitting in a long queue to get through the border (not helped by either the Spanish trying to make it had work or British Airways taking off on the runway that everyone has to cross) we drive into Gibraltar, eventually find somewhere to park, find an ATM that gives us pound notes and find a pub where we do indeed have a pie and a pint.  And the TV shows England beating the Aussies in the Ashes.  Now how fantastic is that.

No campsites here so stay at the Bristol Hotel.

In the evening Villa get stuffed by West Ham and I have a good dose of the shi… diarrhoea just kicking in so, OK, life ain’t perfect, but sometimes it’s pretty damn close!

13th September.  Total distance driven:  82km

From Gibraltar we head west to Tarifa.  Nice place with a great beach that is apparently the home of kite surfing in Spain.  Don’t see many at the moment though but there are quite a lot of windsurfers about which is apt because there is also a huge amount of wind.

This is also a nice place for me and my bowels to get acquainted with Spanish porcelain so we stay here for a couple of days.
14th September.  Total distance driven:  0km

AC does a few bits and pieces while I just want to be alone.

15th September.  Total distance driven:  272km
Feeling a wee bit better and wanting to move on we head to Sevilla.  Pass through very nice countryside with loads of electricity generating wind farms dotted all over the hills.

Sevilla is a pleasant city where we stop for a wander and a cup of coffee.

16th September.  Total distance driven:  296km

Next on to Granada in the Sierra Nevada mountains.  AC came here a while back working and said it was a nice place.  It is.  Don’t stop in Granada itself but climb up the steep, winding road towards Pico de Veleta.  We didn’t actually get all the way up as the road is closed but we did get up to 2506m.  This is apparently the highest road in Europe.  It’s used by a lot of the auto makers for altitude testing and there were several about today.
It does make me laugh when you see some people trying to be inconspicuous in development vehicles.  If you’re going to use camouflage then use it properly, otherwise don’t bother.  A little bit just says “Look at me, I’m new”.  And Opel, if you put a bloody great flashing orange beacon on top of what is already very obviously a tow dyno, you’re just asking for people to be nosey.  Don’t do it!
17th September.  Total distance driven:  281km

We like it here so we decided that we’ll take a day off from driving too far and go walking instead.  So, rather than drive back down the hill only to shiver in the tent we took a room at the auberge here.  Good place and cheap.

Up this morning and into all our walking gear before carrying on up to the summit.  At 3393m it’s actually about 100m short of the highest point but that’s some way off and too far to go in a day.

It feels good to be out of the car and actually doing some exercise for a change.

Returning to the car we go in the direction of the East coast and stop at Totana.

18th September.  Total distance driven:  414km

From Totana we go to the coast and up to Florida camping at Benicassima, just north of Castellon De La Plana.  Very nice beach resort.  Great beach, warm, cycle tracks along the front.  Nice place.

Getting here we passed through some of the most popular areas for British expats and some of the prime areas for property development.  Murcia is mentioned in the Times that we bought in Sevilla as being the area that started the trend for buying in Spain and is now undergoing a bit of a resurgence.  Seemed OK but a bit of a way from anywhere in particular.  I’ll take somewhere on the coast thanks.

19th September.  Total distance driven:  390km

After an early morning cycle we go on north to Barcelona.  
Barcelona is another place that AC has been to before, this time with Louise, and it’s a great place.  OK so I can’t actually say that with any great authority, only having been here for a few hours, but it is somewhere that I’d come back to.  Fantastic harbour with some obscenely large boats, small little lanes full of Tapas bars (nice places but Tapas does nothing for me) and some rather strange architecture.  Think we’ll be back.
20th September.  Total distance driven:  213km

On now to Andorra.  As you would expect, as we head into the Pyrenees the scenery is wonderful.  But actually going into Andora we’re not as high as we expected to be.  There is one main road from the border and it follows a valley.  The towns that there are (and Andorra La Vella, the capital) are also in this valley.  Very commercial place, it’s not actually part of the EU but is a member of the EC Customs Treaty and so the tax status and the ease of entry/exit make it a big shopping centre.
BY the way, having left Spain the conclusion is that I like the place.  Although it’s close to home I’d not been there much before and I must say that I kind of took the view that ‘It’s in Europe so it’s not really abroad’.  I still take that view but now think it is actually worth spending some time in.  At least the south and east coasts anyway.

21st September.  Total distance driven:  93km

Going north from the capital is very different from going south.  Rather than one long line if shopping centres you’re into a string of ski resorts.  Wonderful landscape and getting quite high.

And then we’re into France.  I must say that these borders are what they should be.  We never even stopped.  Slowed to show passports (just the cover was enough) but that was it.  I think the EU is exactly what the world should be.  Keep the borders but scrap the controls.  Let people go where they want, when they want.

On through the French Pyrenees which if anything is more beautiful than the Spanish/Andorrian parts.

Tonight we stop at Cabannes in a pleasant campsite by a river.  And we’re in France so a bottle of wine and some smelly cheese are the order of the day (evening).

22nd September.  Total distance driven:  189km
Carry on through the Pyrenees.  Fantastic.

23rd September.  Total distance driven:  228km

On further west in the Pyrenees and today we go over a number of the Col’s used in the Tour de France.  Those guys are fit!  It seems like hard work for us and we’re just sitting in the car.

We stop at the top of Col du Tourmalet which has a plaque at the top stating that this col was used as part of a 326km stage either in or since (not sure which - any Tour aficionados will be able to tell you) 1910 and this stage has been completed in 14hours 10minutes.  Wow.  We’re at 2115m for goodness sake.
On north as far as Aire-sur-L’adour.  Great campsite right in the town.  This meant eating out for dinner.  Oh and a bit more wine and cheese.  We are in France you know.

24th September.  Total distance driven:  239km

North through Bordeaux and yes we did stop at a chateaux for a spot of wine tasting.  Chateau La Gatte is now owned and run by an American/French couple who are very enthusiastic and were right in the middle of harvesting.  Still, they took time to show us and another couple (who owned a wine shop in Alabama) around.  I never knew that wine making was so scientific.  Everything from when to pick to what mixture to use is defined by chemical analysis.  Kind of seemed a bit clinical but nice wine though.

The other event of note today was that after several months we finally ran out of gas.  Filled up in Namibia and ran out in France.  Not bad going that.

25th September.  Total distance driven:  450km

Today as far north as Mont-Saint-Michel.  No gas so we have to eat out - ah, shame.  Great steak.

By the way the passenger side windscreen wiper decided today that it doesn’t want to play any more and I think the car’s only running on 3 out 4 cylinders (crap in the fuel pump I think).  I think the car doesn’t want to go home.

26th September.  Total distance driven:  193km
North now on what is the last part of our journey in France.  We get to Cherbourg.  And into the world of BBC radio too (and it all sounds just like it did a year ago).
First thing is a bite to eat in what seems to be a pleasant enough town but surprisingly quiet for a port.  Buy tickets for the ferry at the terminal, stock up on a bit more wine at a supermarket.  Fill the tank and all the jerry cans with diesel (at 69p or there abouts) and then to the final campsite where we celebrated finishing with a bottle of champagne and a film.
27th September.  Total distance driven:  60km

After having been kept awake most of the night by the wind and rain we’re up at 6 with coats on putting the tent away in a storm.  If it’s as windy as this in the channel we’re in for a fun crossing.

To the port, on to the ferry and we’re off to the UK.

Actually it turned out to be an easy, calm crossing on a boat that wasn’t full.  All very easy, very relaxed and very comfortable.  It’s a while since I’ve been on a ferry like this and it’s rather a pleasant way to spend a few hours.

And then we hit the UK (not literally of course, this isn’t Rosso you know) and we drive back on to UK soil.

And that’s it.  We’ve travelled across Africa, we’ve had a wonderful time, we’ve been to some fantastic places and met some great people.  And now we’re home.  A great way to spend a year.  I wonder what the next one will be like.

So that’s it folks.

The End.

Anyone got a job?






	Standard Text – Rob

Italics – Anne Clare
	Europe
Page 5 of 6

	www.racafrica.co.uk



