
Monday, May 9, 2011         Ronda and Grazalema  
 
With us dropping Seville and Granada from our schedule due to traffic considerations, Jan and I have 
only one goal left.  That is to visit Ronda... and maybe Grazalema.  Both are white hill towns.  It would be 
an all day trip.  After that I don't see much else for us to do.  We may try to catch a flight out either 
tonight or tomorrow. 
 
From Rota on the coast the land is rolling countryside.  As you go further east it turns into mountains.  
Not really high mountains but isolated areas of really rugged mountains.  That is where some of the hill 
towns are.  The Pueblos Blancos (white towns).  The white is to ward off the summer sun. 
 
The drive to Ronda was a little over 90 miles.  I’m guess about two hours.  We made a couple of stops.  
The scenery in Andalucia was wonderful.  The Spanish use every inch of farmable land.  I saw wheat 
growing on impossibly steep slopes.  I didn't think a tractor or a horse and plow could manage such a 
steep incline.  We saw lots of wine vineyards, olive trees and some orange trees; but more wheat than 
anything.  Next would be olive orchards. 
 
The two hour drive was a four lane highway for about a third of the way.  The rest of the way was a two 
lane highway but despite the up and down and around driving the traffic was fast paced. There were lots 
of rugged and raw mountains with sheer sides that made the few houses look puny in comparison.  
Unfortunately, there were almost no places to pull off the road so I could take a picture.  It was 
frustrating. 
 
Speaking of summer sun, the day we got here was a bit warmer and muggy than I counted on.  After the 
first day the weather has been pleasantly cool with a nice breeze blowing.  Even Saturday's beginning 
rain turned to sunshine by the time we reached the southern tip of Spain. 
 

 

You don't even know 
that you are 
approaching one of 
these hill towns.  The 
ones I am interested in 
are the ones that are 
perched on cliffs.  This 
area of Andalucia was 
the last holdout of the 
Moors before they were 
finally kicked out of 
Spain.  Technically they 
were ousted in 1492, the 
same year Columbus 
discovered America.  In 
the 1570s, or so, there 
were still holdouts here 
in the Andalusian 
mountains. 
 

 
 



 

 

Ronda 
 
The visit to Arcos on Friday involved a hike up 
the steep streets to the top of the cliffs.  Today 
we drove into Ronda and got a parking place.  
We then walked down the main street to the 
bridge.  No steep climb.  Just a pleasant stroll, 
past the Plaza de Toros (bullring), to their 
famous 200 years old bridge which separates 
two main historical parts of the city and over a 
river gorge called El Tajo. 
 

I had seen pictures of the bridge on the 
Internet.  The actual experience was way more 
than I could have dreamed of.  Yes, there were 
lots of people, but not too many that I couldn't 
get lots of photos without people in the way.  It 
was about 11am.  The light was just right for 
one side of the bridge.   
 
 

 
A scenic walk went from one end of the bridge around to where we had 

a scenic view of the valley far below. 

 
 



 

 
Taking a shortcut back to the end of the bridge we went by several restaurants 

 with outdoor tables set up in the shade. 
 

 
Now we had passed a cafeteria on the 
way to the bridge.  I had expected to 
go back there.  I was hoping to be 
able to choose our lunch from a 
serving line like we did in Portugal.  
That way we could see what we were 
ordering. 
 
There were no customers seated at 
any of the tables at any of the 
restaurants. 
 
We checked the menu posted at one 
of the restaurants.  It had a photo of 
a plate of paella.  I have always 
wanted to try it.   
 

 

 
 
The price was 24 Eros for a serving for two.  That is about $36.  That was a bit steep as I wasn't sure Jan 
would like it.  She isn't very adventurous when it comes to food. 
 
The restaurant right next door showed paella for 12 Euros (about $18.  I told Jan that we could share a 
plate of the paella. 



 

 

We ordered "Uno paella.". That seemed clear to me.  We each 
ordered a Coke to go with our meal.  It was then that I looked 
at the menu again.  In parentheses it said "minimum of two.". 
I waved at our waiter.  I tried to explain that we were wanted 
to share the one plate of paella.  That my wife did not eat 
much.  I wasn't sure that Jan would eat any of it.  He said "Si, 
si, si". He explained that it would take 25 minutes to prepare.  
No problem for us. 
 
We got out glasses of Coke.  We then each got a very small 
loaf of bread, about the size of two dinner rolls, and some 
olives. 
 
We took our time eating the bread.  We watched tour guides 
lead their flocks past us headed who knows where.  
Thankfully our table was against the wall and not right next to 
where they were filing by.  Eventually a couple of groups 
made a right and filed inside.  A few couples even sat down 
outside with us.  There were still twenty or more empty tables 
outside. 

 
Eventually our paella arrived.  A large, round paella pan.  Right away I just knew that they had fixed a 
dinner for two.  Way too much food for one person. 
 
As it so happens Jan liked the paella.  We were barely able to eat it all.  Paella is a traditional Spanish 
dish of Saffron rice with seafood and maybe chicken.  The clams were in their shells and the shrimp were 
too.  One item I could not identify.  I asked the waiter.  It was calamari (squid).  I ate it.  I just wanted to 
know what it was. 
 
By the time we were finished more customers were sitting 
down.  I got the waiter's attention and made a scribbling 
motion with my hand.  He was busy taking orders.  Quite a 
while went by.  I was getting antsy.  We wanted to leave.  We 
still waited.  I figured he was getting back at us for ordering 
only one meal. 
 
I think I was right.  When we got the bill I was in for a shock.  
He did only charge us for one meal.  But, he charged us each 
the equivalent of $1.50 for the bread and $6 each for a glass 
of Coke.  I guess the joke was on us.  At least the meal was 
excellent and the location was unforgettable. 
 
After we ate we walked about 500 feet back to the bridge.  
The sun was shining on the other side of the bridge.  I had to 
get some more photos.  That took only a few minutes.  
Walking back to the car we took a detour down a pedestrian 
street (no vehicles) and looked in a few shops.  Then back to 
the car park.  That was only about 5 blocks away. 
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Grazalema 
  
By the time we left Ronda it was 
about 2pm.  We headed back to 
Rota.  I told Jan that we would 
skip Grazalema since it was later 
than had planned.  As we passed 
the turn off to Grazalema Jan 
said we might as well go there. 
 
It was only about 11 miles to 
Grazalema.  It was a 
mountainous winding road with 
beautiful scenery.  I was afraid 
Jan would get car sick.  She 
managed to hang in there.   

 
Jan got my attention.  There were scraggly trees with the bark removed from the ground to about six feet 
from above ground.  Cork trees.  Wow, what a surprise. 
 
The origins of the village are not completely 
known yet from Roman ruins in the vicinity we 
can be reasonably certain that at the very least a 
Roman settlement centered around the villa 
Lacidulia must have existed. From History of 
Grazalema. 
 
When we got to Grazalema we parked in a city 
park perched on a cliff high above the valley 
below.  I'm sure there were more to see, but we 
were tired.  Mostly from lack of sleep.  We still 
had not adjusted to the time change.  Remember, 
when we got up at 8am each morning it was 2am 
back home. 
 

 

 
Jan went into a shop to get 
some postcards.  I ducked 
down an alley next to the 
shop.  It was really a 
pedestrian lane between 
white houses and shops.  
The wooden doors to the 
houses and shops were 
made of beautiful wood. 
 

 
 
 



The lane led to a small open 
square filled with cafe tables 
shaded by umbrellas.  Men and 
women eating and drinking.  
All locals.  No tourists here.  
From this square more 
pedestrian lanes led off in 
about 5 directions.  One lane 
led back to the park where we 
parked the car.  I had gone full 
circle around the block. 
 

 
 
There was a nice cool breeze.  The car park above the cliff had plenty of shade.  I could spend days there 
in a comfortable chair and a book with something to drink. 

 



 
We headed back to Rota.  
That darned road from 
Grazalema back to the 
main road.  Eleven miles 
of winding road.  Oh, 
yes.  The bicyclists.  How 
in the world where they 
ridin g on that road.  
They would be spending 
most of their time in first 
gear going uphill or 
burning up their brakes 
coasting downhill.  I 
wonder how many of 
them get wiped off the 
road (and off the 
mountain) by motorists? 
 
We got back to Rota 
before dark.  We had 
seen everything I wanted 
to see in Spain.  I 
checked with the 
passenger terminal.  
There was a flight 
scheduled for 8:15am.  
At least we would get a 
good night's sleep.  If we 
could sleep.  Our 
internal clocks were still 
tuned to home. 
 
Tom Sparkman 
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