SPM – Day 12

We left, as advertised at 6:45 am from Rabat.  Breakfast buffet was not ready for our group and the food came out in drips and drabs, which wasn't great considering that we had to literally eat and run.  This was also the skimpiest breakfast we've had to date, although tomorrow's promises to be great.

We got to the terminal in plenty of time because we took the toll road.  And, tolls are really expensive here, up to about 30 euros a day.  The process for coming back into Spain from Morocco was described to us as nothing short of a nightmare.  Spanish officials, we're told, love to hassle all those coming back from Morocco and often will make you take all your luggage off the coach so they can search it.  

The coach we're traveling in underwent a thorough inspection when we arrived at the ferry terminal in Morocco.  The officials there check for food, drugs and stowaways. So desperate for another life are some boys in Morocco that it is common for them to crawl up into the engine cavity of the bus and stow away while the ferry crosses into Spain.  We saw a young boy trying to so this at the last rest stop we made before going to the port and we saw several boys chasing the bus at each stop light thereafter.  The bus driver rocks the bus back and forth so that the boys can't get into the cavity because both the guide and driver could be heavily fined if the boys succeed.  Those boys that do make it across face one of two options.  The first is to be returned to Morocco, if caught.  The second is that they go to Spain but usually end up as slave labor or as prostitutes. Pretty sad all the way around.

We took the fast ferry to Algeciras–only 45 minutes of rocking and rolling complete with a duty free shop and food stations – along with several bus loads of Moroccan women, who, we were told, were hired by the government to come over to pick the strawberry crop.  Spain, for some reason, has expelled those who would do labor and so the government is left with this option.  

We disembarked and waited for our bus to back off the ferry so we could get our luggage out of the “boot” and line up for inspection.  But the hordes of Moroccan women beat us to it an the queue was out the door.  The women left their luggage near the buses that would take them wherever they were going (see photo).  These women  get paid the same wages as the Spaniards which is very good money for them. 

A kind and intelligent Spanish port official saw our dilemma and after a brief conversation with the guide and driver, we were loaded back on the bus and driven to the exit point.  Another official then boarded the bus to check and stamp our passports – hooray, we finally got our sticker from Spain  – inspect underneath the bus where the luggage was, and viola, we were on our way!

This even surprised our guide who had prepared us for a grueling process.  And now, we drive past the wind turbines near Gibraltar and we're on our way to Casa del Sol.  Once again we're in the land of gypsies and thieves. The Brits have stopped coming to Spain, we're told, because of the high crime rate.  

Our hotel is in Torremolinos,.  We are warned about one area around our hotel – another shabby Melia property – and so we decided to go out to dinner with another couple rather than venture out on our own.

Can't wait to leave a country where I don't feel truly safe to return home where I understand the crime!

We went to the little restaurant on the beach across from the hotel and the four of us had paella which turned out to be quite good and extremely reasonably priced.

Tomorrow we journey to Granada to visit the Alhambra, spend the night and then return to Madrid where our trip ends.  The Alhambra, which we saw on our first visit to Spain 25 years ago, has been restored and is a very popular site.  In fact, it's so popular that you can't just walk in but need timed entry passes.  Our group is large and we have to split up not only into two groups to visit the site, but into two different days and times.  We're going at 8:30am on Friday and others will go Thursday afternoon.  Gives us more time for shopping before everything closes down for the Easter weekend.

So, we're coming to the end of our journey.  It's been an interesting experience – to say the least - if you like spending long periods on a bus and being herded all over.  More about our overall impressions in a later narrative.

