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Par t I I  – San M iguel de Allende, or  Gr ingolandia 
 We stayed Miguel de Allende (SMA) for a little more than a month, had visitors from El Norte, las turistas and I 
attended a Spanish class.

Our visit got off to a rough start, but has now much improved. When we first got here, we foolishly parked our truck 
camper on the street overnight and someone broke into it, smashing the back door’s window and stealing about $500 worth of 
things, some of which can only be replaced in the U.S. (Fortunately, most of our valuables were in our rented flat). Mid-month, 
two of Bill’s old shipping chums visited us. Both brought us some essential items from the U.S., like a new propane tank, made 
to US specs. They were most welcome guests.  

After Bill’ s friends arrived, he drove them to a mirador-a lookout on the perimeter road - and they left the truck 
unlocked and unattended for two minutes. Someone opened the door and absconded with one guest’s small suitcase containing 
his clothes. These events, within two weeks of one another, were our first losses in our six winters of traveling in Mexico. Both 
occurred because we let our guard down. In the past, we never parked in an unsecured location, nor did we leave the car 
unlocked for even a minute. After the camper break-in, we moved the truck camper to a secure site about a half mile from us, 
which was none too convenient, but at least everything was safe  

The first two weeks here were very rainy and cold - as cold as Oregon on some days, according to the reports we were 
getting. On the upside, the weather turned sunny and warm towards the middle of the month and hasn’ t varied since. I took a 
daily Spanish class at the Instituto Allende, about a half-mile from us, which made for a great walk and I loved the class.  

Before arriving here, knowing we would be in high-density environs, I was worried that Pancho Villa’s barking would 
cause problems with our neighbors. After his bark collar quit working en route in the U.S., we made a last-minute stop at a 
PetsMart for a new one. I need not have worried. Whenever Pancho barks (which also gets Milo going), he merely adds to the 
neighborhood din. Neighboring dogs dwell on rooftops, in courtyards and in vacant lots, while others roam the street. Their 
chorus is nearly continual. Adding to this opera are several very confused neighboring roosters that crow 24/7, various urban 
birds who rejoice in the morning sunshine, boom boxes belonging to the youth of the barrios, and occasional cohetes, or 
rockets, which are lit for amusement. (Fortunately, the loud music and cohetes are mainly confined to the weekends).  

The Centro is about a mile away and I visited it nearly daily. I learned the bus routes (which are not posted anywhere) 
and sometimes explored by bus or took one home. Cabs, too, are easy and cheap (flat rate of $2). There are numerous great 
restaurants, cafes, shops and art galleries in SMA due to the large number of tourists and ex-pats living here. Reports vary, but 
the best guess is that about 12,000 ex-pats, mostly from the US and Canada, live here at least part of the year, out of a total 
population of around 70,000. SMA has frequent English-language lectures, music events, plays, art expos, and many, many 
community activities, so there is always something to do. We mostly enjoyed just walking around taking in the local color and 
looking at all the beautiful old buildings and interesting dwellings. It seems as though no matter how often I walked a 
particularly route, I notice something new, such as an interesting door, balcony or plant display.  

Each Tuesday we visited the Tianguis, a huge weekly market on the edge of town. It is like a Wal-Mart Super Center 
under tarps - there is everything there, some of it blatantly illegal (pirated DVDs and CDs and stolen electronics), and some of it 
not so appetizing, such as fighting cocks in cages. The fruits and vegetables are wonderful (fresh and cheap). We also purchased 
other odds and ends there, such as a magnifying glass, dog leash, and honey ladled on the spot from the honeycombs brought 
into the market.  

 
Below left: The Parroquia (principal parish church).                      Right: Strawberries for sale at Tianguis 

  
 



 
SMA has attracted the artsy, bohemian ex-pat crowd since the 1950’s, but lately it has conspicuously drawn “ los boomers,”  

to use the phrase of my Mexican cab driver. Technically, they are pre-boomers, because most are decidedly on in years. Many have 
money, meaning that neighborhoods are being rapidly gentrified and real estate prices are soaring. When we first visited here five 
years ago, there were three real estate offices; now there is at least one in every block in el Centro. Up to last year, groceries were 
either purchased at the little neighborhood abarrotes (tiny grocery stores) or at a very modest supermarket on the edge of town. Late 
in 2006, however, two huge superstores sprang up and a sleek new shopping center is nearing completion. Nevertheless, it is telling 
that the Tianguis is as popular as ever. Just as in the U.S., gentrification is driving the working poor out of their old neighborhoods 
and making it hard for them to find affordable and convenient housing. I sensed ambivalence on the part of the Mexicans; the Gringos 
have brought jobs and a measure of prosperity, but they also are rapidly changing the complexion of the city.   

Our neighborhood was what I would call transitional. There were working class Mexican barrios on the hillside above and 
below us, but there were also small strips nearby of quite elegant houses. Our little condo/apartment complex was attractive with a very 
pretty garden, but our unit was not very comfortable. The bed and sofas were bricks and the other seating so uncomfortable that we ended 
up using our folding camp chairs for relief. Periodically we had no running water and there were frequent brief power outages.  

 

Above: Flower seller 
Center: Window near el centro 
Right: Bill’ s friend, the drink vendor 

  

 Bill, during his regular walks with the dogs, made a few local friends. He began telling me how he had been helping a 
disabled (club feet, perhaps) drink vendor, of very slight stature, push his supply-laden wooden cart up the long cobblestone street 
(uphill all the way) near us. Then one day I saw him, and offered to help. That cart was so heavy, I thought I was going to collapse. 
He always makes us (well, mainly Bill) leave him at the 2/3rds point landing where our street angles off. We finally figured out that 
we were probably making him walk too fast and he needed a good long rest at that point. We©re not even sure if he liked our help for 
that reason. But he was very friendly and we often ran into him and waved at some point along his daily route. Although it was heart 
wrenching to watch him struggle with the cart, we admired his fortitude.  

The ‘boys’  are doing fine and adjusting to their life on a leash. A few days ago I was walking them on a “Y”  leash, meaning 
they are tethered to the same lead, as well as to one another. I put the leash down momentarily to adjust my backpack and told them to 
sit, which they did, until a shaggy street dog came in view. Immediately, they took off barking and chasing the poor terrified cur back 
up the dirt street above us - until they were caught up short by a utility pole. Milo went on one side and Pancho Villa on the other. 
Milo’s collar slipped off and Pancho looked dazed. A Mexican bystander was doubled over with laughter and told me it was the 
funniest thing he’d seen in a long time. 

We made a side trip to Mineral de Pozos (or Pozos, for 
short), about 40 miles away. Once a wealthy, thriving silver mining 
community, with a population of 70,000 and 18 working mines, it 
fell on hard times in the late 1800s, its population dwindled to 4,000, 
and it became known as a ghost town of sorts. It is now making a 
comeback, with a handful of renovated boutique-style hotels, 
restaurants and art galleries. The business owners are heavily 
recruiting tourists from SMA and several double as real estate agents, 
touting Pozos’ lower prices and the small-town, uncongested 
ambience that is now lacking in SMA. There is no shortage of fixer-
uppers, although that term is used loosely and advisedly, since the 
properties mostly consist of a crumbling wall and rubble on the arid 
land. My favorite photo of our trip so far is of “Generalissimo 
Chihuahua,” (see his photo on the Gringodog home page) who was 
fiercely guarding the entrance to the upper terrace of a 
restaurant/hotel. Pancho was so terrified that I had to carry him past 
this brave sentry. 

Right: Mineral de Pozos 



 
 

 
 

Leaving SMA, we stopped at the church at Atotonilco, on the highway to Dolores Hidalgo.  The structure dates to the 18th 
century and was, along with Dolores Hidalgo, the “cradle of the revolution”  of 1810. Also at Atotonilco is a popular hot springs and spa.  
Along the highway north, Gringo-style gated communities are sprouting up.   

About an hour from SMA, past Dolores Hidalgo, is Guanajuato, which we visit nearly every year.  It is a vibrant and beautiful 
university city, along with being the state capital.   

 

 
Basilica at Atotonilco 

 

 
Guanajuato, with its gaily painted hillside houses 

 
 

Guanajuato – University area 
 

For more photos of SMA and Guanajuato, go to Gringodog’s home page and click on the links to the Colonial Center 


