SPM – Day 4

Today we did a long drive from Lisbon to Seville – about 7 hours on the bus with a couple of stops in between.  Up early and on the bus and heading out by 8:00 a.m. to avoid traffic.  And traffic here is every bit as bad as the traffic back home.  In fact, in all the big cities we've been in, including Lisbon and Madrid, traffic is a nightmare, just like the DC area.  Whether in Europe, Asia or elsewhere, traffic seems to be a real problem.  Road construction, narrow roads, and just too much traffic all add up to long delays. 

Here on the Iberian peninsula, two additional factors come into play.  A driver can't drive for more than so many days at a stretch, so we had to change bus drivers in Lisbon.  Also, the coach has a computerized control system for miles traveled and after a certain number, the coach must pull over and the driver must rest for ½ hour before starting out again.  That was part of our trip today.  In addition, from noon on Saturday until Sunday evening, truckers cannot be on the road unless they are hauling perishable goods.  Every country has its peculiarities.  Spain and Portugal are no exception.  Wonder what awaits us in Morocco!

This is the time of the year when the storks return to nest in the Iberian peninsula.  Storks mate for life and the pair return to the same nest each year.  The nests are build on chimneys or other tall poles and sometimes sparrows follow the storks and build their nests co-jointly, but underneath the stork nest.  Both parents watch over the nest and the young and when the young are old enough, they all fly back to Morocco together.  We were lucky to get a couple of pictures of nesting and flying storks.

So we came into Seville.  It is lunch time in Spain – anywhere from 2-6 pm is lunch time here, and Spaniards have their biggest meal of the day at this time. Dinner starts around 9 or 10 pm.  Breakfast is usually later than 7 or 8, so lots of things have been shifted around to accommodate our group and other European and Asian tourist groups.  The fact that we can eat breakfast at 7 am is a big deal in Spain.

We had a quick intro to Seville, the theft capital of the world, and then most of the group took a walking tour while the rest of us went straight to the hotel.  It's rather warm here – more than 70 degrees – and hotel rooms notoriously have no cross ventilation but do have units that have both heat and air conditioning.  At this hotel, however, all that is turned off, so on top of being warm, it's stuffy.

We're staying at the Melia Lebreros, not in downtown, but across from El 
Corte Ingles, a nice department store with a grocery store on the basement level as well as a post office that ships air express.  Of the hotels we've stayed in thus far, this is the worst.  The rooms are smaller, tackier, less comfortable, and, as I already stated, there is no air, as in air conditioning, or moving, as in throughout the room.  The rest of our group had various unpleasant things to say about this hotel as well. We apparently stay in another Melia later on in the trip.  Let's hope that one's better.

We got settled for our two night stay in Seville and last night we had dinner at a touristy place and saw Flamenco dancers and screechers (singers).  I guess the “screechers” were supposed to be singing, but they just screeched. The dancers, however,  were very good.  

We were back at our hotel and hothouse at a reasonable hour which was good since those of us taking a side trip to Cordoba tomorrow have to be up early, eat breakfast at record speed, and be on the bus well before 8 am.

Today was just an okay day.

