
Our last month travelling 
across Spain has been an 
exciting - if hot - experience 

filled with fiestas, siestas, olive 
farms and the most amazing 
Andalusian mountain scenery that 
has so captured our hearts that we 
have decided to stay put for a while.

Here in the Sierra de Lucar we 
visited a friend in a rural village. 
The visit developed into an offer 
of staying for the winter, promptly 
followed by our response of, “Why 
not?” This journey was always going 
to be about taking any opportunity 
that came our way and so here we 
are with a base from which we will 
further explore the mountains, the 
coast and some of the most vibrant 
cities in Spain before bolting down 
the shutters for an uninterrupted 

winter.  Adios camper living - for a 
while anyway!

Milla seems to be enjoying 
having a base and is settling down 
nicely after what has been a hard 
month for her, both emotionally 
and physically. First there was the 
obvious downturn in her spirits as 
she pined for playmate Noggin, and 
since our arrival in the south of 
Spain, the heat has left her feeling 
lethargic. However, a visit from her 
favourite UK friend and dog sitter, 
Lee-Anne, seems to have perked our 
pooch up no end and encouraged 
her to embrace this new life and 
routine.

The hottest hours of the day 
mean sleeping on the cool tiled 
floors, while walks through the olive 
groves and across the hills are taken 
early in the morning and evening. It 

seems these jaunts are making 
our Milla quite a star, too, 

as not only has she 
caught the admiring 

eye of a local pooch 
(whom we’ve 
named Senor 
Sidewinder, due to 
his peculiar walk), 
but the locals 
think it’s quite a 
picture to see us 

walking our dog. 
Here the dogs are 

mostly kept outdoors, 
guarding houses and land 

or running around the fields 
after farmers. The sight of an 

English family taking their pet pooch 
for a walk every day or having her 
ride round on our lap in the car is 
most unusual.

Our journey through Spain, 
although hot, has been relatively 
easy once we got over our first 
hurdle: finding a vet who could 
remove a tick that Milla had picked 
up in France. After driving around 
for a while, we found a really nice 
guy, but he spoke no English and we 
speak very little Spanish. However, 
once we realised that we could all 
speak some French, lots of laughs 
and joviality ensued, our love of 
friendly Spanish people grew, Milla’s 
tick was successfully removed - but 
unfortunately her dislike of vets 
was not! It would be advisable to 
get yourself a tick fork if you’re 
planning to travel; Milla is treated 
regularly, but ticks are rife in the 
French countryside, so it’s best to be 
armed.

Following that mini-drama, we 
settled into life on the Spanish road 
very quickly and headed to a fiesta 
in Haro. It was bustling, vibrant and 
fun, but too much excitement for 
Milla, so, after a couple of nights, 
we drove on to a quieter spot about 
an hour from Salamanca. 

Since leaving France, we have 
been amazed at how few campers 
we have seen on the roads and in 
the west of Spain campsites are few 
and far between. However, all the 
ones we stayed at accepted dogs and 
although Spaniards are more likely to 

bring a TV than a pet, Milla has been 
made to feel very welcome, even 
being allowed to sit under our table 
at many a tapas bar.

Milla really came into her own 
when we made our first major 
stop of the trip to stay with a good 
friend in Extremadura, who owns 
a fabulous (fenced) 10-acre olive 
grove. You can imagine Milla’s 
delight at getting to run around at 
her leisure, and ours at being able 
to sup tinto veranos while watching 
the sun set without worrying about 
her escaping. The only problem we 
had was that her barking increased 
ten-fold, as she desperately tried to 
communicate across the star-filled 
night sky with all the other dogs 
hanging out on their land. Maybe we 
need to get an English/Spanish dog 
dictionary? 

Our last leg of the journey to 
where we find ourselves now was 
long, hot, dusty and involved lots 
of stops for Milla, which left us 
agreeing that the French really do 
have it sussed. Their roadside stops 
always have grassy knolls, toilets 
and picnic areas. But here in Spain 
you’re lucky to find a space on 
a dusty expanse of land among a 
million truckers. 

Grumbling aside, that journey 
brought us to this new and exciting 
chapter of our travels; one where we 
are going to learn how to integrate 
ourselves into a small community 
and where Milla is going to have to 
learn how to woof Spanish-style! ::

In the fourth 
article of Alice 
Griffin’s series 
following a young 
family’s European 
road trip, Milla 
heads for Spain, 
where she 
learns to woof 
Spanish-style!
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Alice Griffin is a 

freelance writer, dedicated 

dog lover and willing victim of 

wanderlust. These things combined, 

along with the addition of an equally 

willing husband, led to the birth of a dream 

to pack her family up and travel Europe in 

search of a new and unknown destiny. During 

the last month, ‘Family Smudge’ has been 

enjoying life on the road in Spain. Next month 

they will be settling into life in a small 

Spanish village and exploring Andalusia. 

Visit www.familysmudgetravelling 

tails.blogspot.com to keep 

up to date with their 

adventure. 
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