At the end of part three, we had secured our long-term let, looking forward to picking up our car the following week, and were going to attempt to obtain our ‘residencia’.

Now for part four….

Monday arrived and we turned up at the Ayuntamiento, town hall, in Orihuela Costa, Playa Flamenca, and joined the queue outside the oficina de extranjeros, aliens. When our turn came, we entered to see a burly Police Officer sitting behind a desk looking very dour. I said in my best Spanish, a little falteringly, that I wanted to apply for residencia. 
It was a good job that we had made so much progress the previous week because the Policeman who spoke no English whatsoever asked me if I spoke Spanish. I replied that I spoke a little. He told me that a little was of no use at all and waved us out of the door telling us to return another time accompanied by an interpreter. I was deflated.

Fortunately, standing behind us in the queue was a gestor. She offered to interpret for us to which we readily agreed. Within five minutes, we were out of the office with a list of requirements for obtaining our residencia. Naturally, the gestor gave us her card and assured us of her best attention should we wish to use her services. As she asked for no payment for that initial interview, we more or less decided to use her for the rest of the process.
The list of requirements were

Completed modelo EX18 and two copies
Completed and stamped as paid modelo 790

Passports and copy
NIE and copy
Padrón & copy

Written certificate of Pension income per month from pension provider

Copy of S1

We gathered all of the above together, and visited our friendly gestor. We engaged her on a fixed fee for obtaining our registration, 70€ per person including VAT and the modelo 790 payment. As it turned out this was a good decision as she had to make a couple of visits because the Policeman wanted translations of the certificates of pension income.

About a week later Jill, the gestor and I arrived for our appointment to present our application. All was in order, was officially stamped and that was that. We were given an estimated time of two weeks before the gestor could collect our little green cards.
Sure enough, two weeks later were told that they had arrived so we visited the gestor to collect them. We were now officially residents in Spain!

Over the next couple of days, we applied to the bank to have our account changed to a residents account and presented our S1’s to our Ayuntamiento in Rojales to apply for our permanent SIP cards. The lady told us to come back in a month to collect them so we will give you an update as and when this happens.

We made an appointment to see our doctor for an initial consultation as our meds that we brought from UK are running out.
So the only monkey remaining to get off our back is the taxman. We will tackle the hacienda early in the New Year.

Whilst all this toing and froing with the residencia was going on, we were sorting out all our belongings that we brought from UK. 

When we retrieved everything from the self-storage depot, it was all deposited in one of our bedrooms. Up to this point I calculated that each box had been moved a minimum of 7 times between packing in UK and arriving in the bedroom here, I dread to think of the tonnage that involved. Phew!
Well, unfortunately they needed to be moved several more times. 

After I had stacked them in a very neat fashion, OH decided that if we moved some of the boxes to our utility room, we might be able to use the remainder of the bedroom for its original purpose. The guidelines I was given were to leave enough room to walk around the bed, leave room to open the window/curtains and not to stack too high to interfere with the AC. An impossible task.

We decided to visit each box in turn in detail; fortunately, we had a very detailed inventory of the packing on a spreadsheet, courtesy of OH who is brilliant with lists. Our goal was to slim down our belongings by being critically ruthless as to whether, in fact, we need to own them from this point on.
We managed to reduce the number of boxes by approximately 2/3 by discarding some of the contents and repacking the rest with less packaging, they were now only being stored and not transported. With hindsight, this exercise would have been better done in UK and we would not have brought so much. Still you live and learn.

The upshot is that we now have another usable guest bedroom without it looking too much like a storeroom. OH is very pleased.

Now with the Christmas tree, decorations, cards and lights up we can sit back and enjoy our first Navidad in Spain. We have done a couple of Christmas markets and carol concerts. We have even seen an amateur pantomime, Cinderella 25 years on, and a wonderful amateur production of ‘Allo, Allo’

With DD, and her husband, coming for a week early in the New Year everything in our particular garden is rosy. Viva España
