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AmyBarry takes
the high roads

on aride through

Spain’s Alpujarra
mountains

y favourite part of
a week riding in southern Spain’s
Alpujarra mountains was when we
went down a gorge near the village
of Busquistar and up the other side.

We all dismounted and led our
mounts down the snaking stony
path. Miles below, a river rushed,
crossed by a small stone bridge.

Our horses walked as sure-footed
as mountain goats. But my legs were
wobbly and I was glad that my little
mare kept her distance — just close
enough for me to feel her warm
breath at my shoulder, but not so
close that she was in danger of push-
ing me over the edge.

As we crossed the bridge, I looked
back and was amazed that we had
negotiated the seemingly perpen-
dicular cliff face behind us.

Not all the riding on the week’s trip
was this dramatic, but it was always
fulfilling. Starting in the hilltop
village of Bubion we rode from one
village to the next, across ridges,
over peaks and along valleys.

The scenery changed constantly
as, at different altitudes, did the
seasons. We went from cold winter
on the first day, with snow-capped
peaks, to bursting spring later in the
week, with wildflowers and bees.

Climbing up from a river valley
one morning, the horses crushed
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was amazing. Another day, we rode
across a ridge up to our knees in
yellow gorse flowers. And late one
hot afternoon we galloped for miles
along a dry riverbed, olive trees
rushing past on either side.

The Alpujarra region is on the
coastal side of the Sierra Nevada.
Despite being only a couple of hours
from Malaga and the beach resorts
of Torremolinos and Benidorm, the
Alpujarra feels miles from any-
where and years behind modern life.

It is a mainly agricultural region
with a handful of small white-
washed towns perched in the folds
of hills. Almond, olive and fig trees

Gettingthere

grow in criss-cross patterns, still
tended by old men and mules pulling
ancient ploughs.

The villages have steep cobbled
streets and crooked central plazas.
Old women in black scrub porches,
men stand on corners gossiping and
skinny cats search for food.

. We rode for about five or six hours
each day and saw places I would
never have reached had I been on
foot. Generally, we went quite slowly
due to the terrain, and every now
and then we had to get off and lead.

There were some opportunities to
go faster — on broad forestry tracks
and dried-up riverbeds. My horse




