
 

 

 

 



Asturias, Spain. 
 

I drove to Asturias, taking the eurotunnel under the sea and driving to the autonomous 
community in north-west Spain. I had a caravan with me, and got to the campsite, Camping 
Villaviciosa Asturias, quite late. After signing in at the reception and being given a map by 
one of the English speaking staff, I drove to my space and set up. A quick cycle around the 
campsite showed me that it was quite big, with spaces for campers, caravaners and cabins 
in their own separate section. There was a park, a shop, a restaurant and a swimming pool, 
which I would later find out was sub-zero in its temperature. I went to bed that night to the 
chorus of grasshoppers, and woke up the next morning to hundreds of sparrows singing in 
the trees directly outside my windows.  
I set out the next morning to explore all around the site, and ended up walking 200 yards 
down the steep road to El Portal De Tazones, a beach cafe overlooking an endless beach 
with clear water, and a bare minimum amount of tourists. Making note and remembering to 
come back, I went back up the road, which I can imagine would be hard with beach gear, 
and, passing the campsite, continued up the road. Eventually I got to the local town, which 
was very small. It had a bar, a couple of shops and some houses - apart from that there was 
not much to note about it. 

I walked back down the hill, and when I was about opposite the campsite I saw a trail 
between two hedges heading off into the fields. Naturally I followed it, and it took me across 
lush green fields, following the coast all the way. The path circled back around and spat me 
out somewhere along the campsite road, and after I found my way back I wasn’t in the mood 
for anymore exploring. Instead I went to the campsite pool, which had a decent number of 
people in it for that time of day - most of them tanning around the pool, a few swimming. I 
showered in the entrance, and got in the pool quickly to try and warm myself up - a big 
mistake. The pool was freezing, and even after I had numbed myself there was an edge to it. 
After an hour or so in and by the pool, I got out, went to get changed, and walked to the 
campsite shop to buy some staples. 

The shop was bigger than I first thought, extending backwards to hold more than the 
average camper could ever need: milk, fruit, vegetables, juice, chocolate, gifts and souvenirs 
- you name it, this store had it. After getting some not very necessary necessities, I practiced 
my Spanish on the cashier, who quickly realised I was English and began practising his 
English on me, which was a lot better than my clumsy Spanish. I put my chocolate and 
Spanish cereal into the Caravan, and went to the restaurant to eat. 

The restaurant was a strange mix between self service and waiters, with you walking 
up to the selection, choosing what to eat and paying with help from the staff, then going back 
to your table with your food. The restaurant was a level below the shop and a level above 
the pool, so you could look out of the open balcony at the swimmers, or the endless green of 
rolling hills and valleys, or up at the towering mountains. Overall, a pretty good dinner. 
Again, the grasshoppers followed me back to the caravan, and stalked their way into my 
dreams.  

I woke up early the next day, and put my bike onto the back of the car, and drove to 
the village of Tunñó, where I found the start of Senda del Oso - The Bear’s Trail. I parked the 
car, and with no need to pay or register, except if you wanted to hire a bike, began the 28km 
trail. You can ride your bike, or hike along the trail. I chose the former, because I wasn’t up 
to the seven and a half hour walk, and it was the right choice - long, flat or gently sloping hills 
meant that you could focus more on your surroundings than putting effort into cycling. The 
wind from cycling made the heat not as extreme, and tunnels dotted on the trail brought 
sudden dark and dampness, a relief from the blinding light.  

About halfway through, in Buyera, I stopped at a resting place where three bears, two 
females, Paca and Tola, and male Furaco roam in their large enclosure. You can approach 
them, and because the enclosure runs along the trail you have an almost guaranteed 
chance of seeing them. They were smaller then I thought they would be, although I have no 
doubt that they would eat every tourist that came near them whole if they could. After some 



more cycling, I came across Proaza, where I saw something that looked like a power plant, 
and after some research I discovered that’s exactly what it was - a hydroelectric power plant 
that has generated enough electricity to power over a million homes.  

I eventually reached a fork in the trail, and after following it through tunnels and over 
what seemed like an entire mountain, realised it was taking me back to the main trail. When I 
got back on, I had a new goal of finding a place to stop and eat, which I shortly did, in the 
form of La Casa’l Cura. The restaurant was family run, and benches seemed to be in their 
very large back garden - the perfect setting for a rural trail cafe. They served Fabada, 
Asturias’ national food, which is basically a rich bean dish with pork, sausages, chorizo, and 
lots of spice. The cafe, I also discovered, was a Spanish, homemade cat cafe. The family 
had four or five cats and kittens, and after discovering they liked me, tried to get me to take 
one home - and as much as I wanted to, a bumpy bike ride followed by living in a Caravan 
and having to be smuggled through border control on my way home probably wouldn’t  be 
the best start in life for the small little kitten, so although it broke my cat-lovers heart, I had to 
refuse. 

The ride back seemed a lot shorter than the one there, even with another long stop at 
the bears. After running out of water, a local who spoke some English took pity on me and 
showed me the natural stone spring water fountains, which was ice cold and a lot better than 
I expected. I got back to Tunñó, found another two springs, bought and ate every sugary 
thing in the tourist store, and drove back home. By the time I got back, it was dark, and I was 
too tired to be annoyed by the screaming grasshoppers that assaulted my ears as I retreated 
to my bed. 

I woke up late the next day aching from the ride, and decided to take a day off from 
the main tourist activities. After raiding the shop for fruit and eating breakfast, I unpacked the 
beach stuff and went down the road to relax for the day. I arrived and had pretty much the 
run of the beach. Compared to Spain’s main beaches, this one was positively abandoned - 
locals and a few campers from my campsite were the only ones here. It was quite late in the 
day, so the sand burnt my feet as I walked along it. The beach had everything you could 
want: rocks, cliffs, sand, sea and rock pools. The sea was amazing - clear, and so warm that 
the unpleasantness of the pool was a distant memory. After I had bored myself with reading 
and getting sunburnt, I visited previously mentioned El Portal De Tazones, the small cafe 
overlooking the beach. The cafe didn’t serve meals, only tapas, Spanish starters. I treated 
myself to battered white hake, which came with a mayonnaise-like sauce. I can honestly say 
that eating those pieces of fish, looking out over the untouched land of Asturias, was better 
than any 5 star restaurant I could’ve found instead. I struggled back up the hill with my beach 
stuff, putting it back under the caravan and showering off the saltwater. I ate dinner to the 
intruding sound of grasshoppers, and went to bed feeling relaxed. 

The next morning I got up and drove to a nearby market town, which was full of 
Spanish locals buying their weekly supplies. I was rushed into an undercover cheese 
section, where I got samples of everything and bought an unnecessary amount of cheese. I 
then walked to a touristy stall, where I bought a beautifully touristy shirt - blue with the yellow 
Asturias cross. I immediately put it on and was transformed into the average tourist having 
too much fun in a market, and it was good. Again, I let the crowd take me, and ended up at a 
large scale cross between antique and car boot sale. I bought a couple of things, and went 
to find a restaurant. Eventually I found one that overlooked a busy square, and it was here I 
witnessed the cider pouring for the first time. If you asked for cider, Asturias’ national drink, a 
waiter will come with a bottle, a glass, and a spout that they attach to the bottle neck. They 
then hold the bottle extremely high in the air, and pour it down into your glass. A huge 
amount seems to get wasted, but apart from that it’s a lot of fun.  

I wandered around the market for a bit longer, then found my way to the car and 
drove back to the campsite. It was still quite early, so I decided to give the pool another 
chance. It was a lot more empty than last time, and just as cold, if not colder. I didn’t last as 
long this time, and it had only been forty minutes before I gave up and had a long, hot 
showing to make up for it. It was still warm out, and I had been aimlessly walking the length 
of the campsite before I remembered the town up the road, so I walked there.  



I went into the bar, and was greeted by the chatter of Spanish locals and the murmur 
of a television in the corner. Not much was going on, and although the atmosphere was 
friendly I left relatively soon, planning to go back to the campsite, but after hearing the 
grasshoppers chorus growing louder with every step decided to delay it. Instead I walked all 
the way down to the beach, and I went immediately to the cafe, ate my new favourite meal 
and watched the sun set over the beach.  

The next day brought another early start, and a long winding car ride up to 
Covadonga, one of Asturias’ big religious pilgrimage sites and the resting place of their first 
king and his queen. I had booked a hotel for two nights, and I was hailed in from the road 
leading to the town center by a large sign that announced Casa Rural Asprón. The hotel 
itself was nestled into a grassy hillside, and if the sign wasn’t there I would’ve missed it 
completely. I went into the reception and a member of staff who spoke some English told me 
my room number and gave me my key. I took my bag up to the room and was shocked by its 
natural rustic style. Everything was beautifully made of carved wood, and there were rugs 
and blankets stylishly scattered around the room. The windows were framed by the same 
wood and the views were incredible. 

When I went back down to the reception, I was informed that they served breakfast 
only, and therefore when I exited and started walking to the main parts of Covadonga, I was 
on the lookout for potential dining places. The walk into town would have only taken me 12 
minutes, but I took a detour through a forest path that led me into the town the long way. The 
first thing I saw was, of course, Covadonga’s famous chapel that is set into a high cave. I 
walked up the stairs with a few other tourists, and upon entering the actual chapel was 
silenced by a vicar, who was performing some sort of ceremony. I kept my distance, and 
looked down - onto a small lake that was inside the cave, and onto the people walking 
across a stone bridge to a fountain on water. 

I exited the chapel and walked down to the bridge - now I was closer I could see it 
was actually a natural, smooth stone pathway - and saw an information poster saying that 
the fountain spewed holy water, and a map showing a hike. I walked across the pathway to 
the fountain, which was topped by the Lady of Covadonga, and filled a water bottle full of the 
water, and tasted it. Much like the natural spring water at Tunñó, it was cold and refreshing. I 
filled up another bottle and started along the recommended hiking trail, thinking it would be a 
quick half an hour walk. 

I realised I was wrong when I was halfway up the third, steep, untrodden forest track. 
About an hour later I escaped the cool forest and found myself in a warm meadow, with long 
grass, flowers, cows, a big cave, and a river flowing into the cave. After discovering that the 
cave was an endless pit of darkness, I came outside again, and put my hands into the clear 
water to cool them down. I then walked back through the forest, and stumbled into very 
nearly the first restaurant I found - a pizza place. After just taking a glance at the menu I 
realised that the food would be overpriced and disappointing, so I left and found my way into 
another restaurant that was more promising. It looked very modern, and stone pathways 
lead up to it. There was nobody eating, or even sitting in there. I had an unmemorable meal 
and went back to my hotel, the quick way this time. 

After the staff discovered I planned to go to the Lakes of Covadonga the next day, 
they implored me to drive my car and park it behind the barriers, onto the road that leads up 
to the lakes. That way, they said, you would avoid the morning traffic of tourists waiting for 
the barriers to rise, and I could get there earlier than the barriers would permit me. So, 
trusting their knowledge, I dragged my feet out to my car, drove it up the road, parked it 
behind the barriers, and stumbled back to the hotel. It seemed eerily quiet without the 
grasshoppers singing in my ears. 

The next morning I woke up early and ate the breakfast provided - pretty basic - and 
walked up into the town. As the people in my hotel had said, cars were backed up waiting to 
go through the barriers, and I simply walked under to my car, and started the drive. I saw 
taxis going up, and there were scheduled coaches that took up tourists. After driving up what 
seemed like an endless mountain, I eventually stopped at a layby for a rest, which turned out 
to be a natural viewing point down onto a lush, endless forest. Wisps of clouds encircled the 



trees below, and as I watched, one floated up and coated the layby I was on. Continuing my 
drive, I followed the winding roads up and up into the sky. Eventually, I reached one of the 
car parks, paid my entrance fee (8€ for adults, 3.50€ for children and free for under 3’s), and 
attempted to find a parking space. Even with my headstart on the tourists, the car park was 
completely full - I had to go to the overflow, and even then I only just got a space. But as I 
exited the parking and started walking around the lakes, it was all worth it. 

There are two main glacial lakes of Covadonga, Lake Enol and Lake Ercina. Both of 
them are huge, and both are set in the middle of valleys made by god-like mountains. They 
are icy blue, and, like the rest of Asturias, almost completely hidden from the tourist 
community. Even with both the carparks full, you could barely see anyone else near you. 
That’s something I love about Asturias - it’s an undiscovered province, rural, with virtually 
untouched mountains and countryside. 

I walked around both the lakes, and by the time I was getting back to the car park the 
sun was setting. I stopped my walking for a second to watch the orange and gold rays 
silhouette a cow that happened to be caught on top of a hill at the exact right moment. It 
looked at the sky just as the sun disappeared, and I walked the remaining way back to the 
car to begin the descent. Although it was nice to watch the sunset, driving back down the 
mountain in the dark was probably not a smart choice. Even with headlights, every corner 
was close, and when a coach appeared out of the dark, I almost fell off the edge of the road. 
Seeing, on the back of another coach, amongst the benefits, was a logo that looked like a 
coach falling off the cliff. When I eventually made it down, I parked the car, went straight to 
my room and had a dinner of fruit that was provided in my room. 

I checked out the next day and proceeded to drive down the mountain, until I came 
across a hike that I had seen on my tourist earlier in the trip - a gorge, the Cares Gorge Trail, 
which was a hike through one of the biggest gorges in the Picas de Europa. Deciding I could 
extend my trip in Covadonga another day, I parked in the town near the gorge and went to 
explore.  

I bought a hiking stick with a Spanish phrase on it at a tourist shop, and after getting 
some water, decided to walk a bit along the gorge to prepare myself for the full 12km 
tomorrow. I walked for around a mile before turning back, and the rock formations, mountain 
trees, goats, and lack of tourists were all incredible. I got back to the town realising I had 
forgotten to book a hotel, and quickly found one - a plain brick building with surly staff who 
spoke no English and were clearly disinterested in having any customers. After finally getting 
across that I wanted a room, they took me to one. The room was stripped to the bare 
minimum: there was a bathroom, and two sets of bunk beds that had no blankets or pillows. I 
was given a pathetic, thin blanket, and after deciding that my belongings were safer in the 
car, I sat outside to enjoy the heat. After a while, I noticed that all the locals and 
disappeared inside, and I realised why when millions upon millions of midges descended out 
of nowhere to swarm the light on my table. Following the example set to me, I went inside 
and slept an uncomfortable night, this time with midges buzzing around instead of friendly 
grasshoppers. 

The next day, I checked out of the hotel and bought a breakfast bar from the tourist 
shop, beginning my gorge walk. The walk was just as good as the day before, and every turn 
in the gorge revealed a new stretch of rock. Every couple of minutes I would pass either a 
fellow hiker or a mountain goat. I was about a quarter of the way through the walk when I 
came across a tourist sign, and a patch of the path ahead that was gone. Covering the gap 
was nothing but glass, allowing the viewer to look down the drop to the ragged spikes 
beneath - something I’m not ashamed to say I ran over and didn’t look back.  

Another interesting part of the gorge were the rope bridges that crisscrossed it, taking 
the hiker to the other side of the gorge. After wobbling over the first few, I was relived to see 
a bridge that wasn’t made of rope and wood - this one was metal and by far the biggest. 
After walking across it and along the gorge for more time, I was eventually led to a slight 
crest of a hill, and over it, thousands of steps made of the same stone as the gorge, and 
beyond it, a town. After descending the steps, walking across some beautiful fields and 
reaching the town, I went to a restaurant cafe and was served cold drinks and snacks by 



English speaking staff, and after resting I repeated the walk all over again on the way back, 
this time ready for the rope bridges and goats. It was late when I got back to the town, but I 
wasn’t going to sleep in that hotel again, so I got in the car and drove all the way back to the 
campsite. When I got there, most of the site was asleep, except for the grasshoppers, who 
greeted me like an old friend with their screams. 

The next day I relaxed, going to the pool (still freezing) and the beach, eating tapas in 
the cafe. While walking back up to the campsite, I saw yet another trail heading off into the 
mountains, and deciding to follow it, I set off. It was a small footpath, and most of the people 
I saw were locals. The walk took me most of the day and went high up into the hills, giving 
me more amazing views and great photo opportunities. I went to bed early, determined to 
get up the next day and visit a town called Ribadesella, famous for its prehistoric cave 
paintings.  

I woke up the next day and drove to the destination I’d been told had the rock 
paintings. After wandering through seemingly endless farms and chicken pens, I eventually 
found the forest path that led me to the caves. There were more tourists here, and most of 
the people spoke English. We were taken by a tour guide into the caves, and it was 
amazing. Apart from the small cave entrance and the occasional tight tunnel or chamber, the 
caves were spacious and filled with stalactites and stalagmites, as well as glittering quartz 
and limescale coating the walls. There were cave paintings, but considering the buildup they 
were not that impressive. The star of the show had to be the rock forms, as well as the huge 
underground lakes. 

After exiting the caves, I drove to the actual town of Ribadesella, which was a hub for 
fishers and full of amazing high quality shops, cafes and restaurants, the complete opposite 
of the unpopulated rural towns. I explored through the streets of the city, and found an 
amazing chocolate shop, that sold chocolate that was in different shapes. There were 
chocolate rocks that look extremely realistic, shoes, video games and controllers, animals, 
fish, pretty much everything that could be imagined was in the form of chocolate in that shop. 
I stocked up on the beautiful sweets, then walked back to the riverside. I found a restaurant 
that served Cachopo - the most Asturian dish you can find that isn’t Fabada. Cachopo is two 
smashed-thin fillets of veal, covered with ham and gooey cheese, then bread crumbed and 
fried to make a huge meal.  

I drove back to the campsite, and walked around the site again. As I walked, the 
grasshoppers began to sing, and I was struck by how simply beautiful Asturias is. It is 
virtually undiscovered to tourists, and is so full of culture and life that you are fully 
immersed into the world of markets, fishing, hiking and exploring. Nothing even begins to 
compare to Asturias for me - it is the only place to go to escape the crowds and normal 
tourist activities of Spain, and with every mountain that you climb, gorge that you walk, sip of 
holy water you drink, every grasshopper that cries its soul into your ears, you’ll get a new 
memory to live the rest of your life with. 
 

I know I did.  
 


