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MESSAGE FROM OUR CHAIRMAN
The New Year has begun with vigour. We are sending out credentials at a rapid
rate, and many of you are either on the Camino or about to depart. We are handling queries from people who are making plans well in advance – months and in
some cases years, and from people who are setting off in just a few weeks. It
seems Australians continue to embrace the Camino with enthusiasm. Interestingly, we are handling even more queries from people who are planning to walk
those paths less travelled, along with many who are planning to return for their
second (or third, fourth, or more) Camino.
Our membership secretary has begun a survey of you, our members, to enable us
to keep an historical record of where we travel on the Camino. So many people
think of ‘the Camino’ as the Camino Francés, but this survey is showing us that
you, our members, realise that it is so much more than that one single route,
and that the ‘whole way’ is much longer that the 800kms or so of that one path.
In an interview in The Australian in January 2013 the writer, walker, and traveller, Robyn Davidson (author of Tracks), said:- “As we’ve lost this idea of pilgrimage, we’ve lost this idea of human beings walking for a very, very long time. It
does change you.”
How true! Although we have seen an increase in Australians walking the last
part of the Camino, we tend to continue walking the long distances. Yes, walking
for a very, very long time and covering a very, very long distance does change
one. It gives us time, something often lacking in our normal lives. There is time
each day as we walk to reflect, perhaps on our past, the present or the future,
on our relationships and on our work. There is time each day to really look, and
there is time each day to listen – to the sound of each footfall, to the sounds of
nature as we walk through the new environment, and to the pilgrims around us.
For most, taking that time to walk The Way means we do change. Some return
full of new ideas, ready to take on new challenges or change old habits and patterns. Others return continuing their reflection, perhaps changing the pace they
live their lives, or even the way they live. Whatever we do though, the vast majority of us return with changed eyes as we look at our world in a different way,
looking on a faster world to the one where taking one step at time was the way
we travelled and to where time lingered. Many of us try and wrap the Camino
cloak around us and hang onto that ‘Camino’ feeling, but no matter how long we
hold that feeling, eventually we find we are back in the ‘normal’ world. Having
said that there is, usually, a place reserved in our hearts for that special Camino
feeling – a longing to be that changed person who returned from the Camino.
Many are surprised at the effect the Camino has, and our longing is thus that, as
our stats are beginning to show, many of us return again and again to replenish,
restore and reinvigorate ourselves. Be prepared if you are planning a Camino.
As Robyn Davidson said: “It does change you.”
Buen Camino.
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SUNSHINE COAST GROUP
The group meets quarterly at The North Shore
Community hall, 701 David Low Way, Mudjimba.
Meeting dates for the rest of 2016 are
15 May, 21 Aug & 20 Nov and commence at 2pm.
Pilgrims who have walked a Camino share their
experiences and there are talks on all aspects of
the Camino. There is plenty of time for a chat at
the end of the meeting.
Walks are held every Saturday morning at different venues on the coast and we
also have a number of 2 day walks during the year.
For more information contact
Jennifer Bosch – ashworthj@internode.on.net

BLUE MOUNTAINS GROUP
The next meeting is on 29 April. A dinner meeting (Guest Speaker – Jill Hill,
Kanga from Ivar’s Forum), followed by a weekend of walking and practical
information sharing. Subsequent meetings will be on the last Friday in May author Noel Braun (on major trauma and the effects of the Camino) - and
June (Rev Mel Macarthy (cancer survivor) with Will Boag (Parkinson's and author of the blog "Willtowalk") on the therapeutic effects of the
Camino).
Bookings essential. Telephone Tony Jacques on 0412359101.

Cover photo: John Larimer at Finisterre,
celebrating the completion of his ‘diabetic’ Camino
(see article pp4-9)
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WALKING THE CAMINO WITH TYPE 1 DIABETES
Editor’s note: My friend Sandra and I met John, a 57 year
old from Missouri, on our
Camino last year and were so
inspired by his attitude and
courage, walking the Camino
Francés with Type 1 diabetes,
that we invited him to write
an article on how he did it.
Here we are enjoying the
menu del dia at Navarrete
with him. John was formerly a
computer analyst for over 20
years and continues to live on
the 100 acre family farm.

Embarking on the most incredible journey of my life. a year after open heart
surgery and almost 40 years of living with Type 1 Diabetes, I set out to achieve
what seemed, for many, and even myself, the impossible.
To go back a little… Travel has been an all-consuming passion for most of my
life. I started travelling through Europe at 15, with limited funds and only my
determination and will to keep me going. I love the adventure, doing something
new, and proving that no matter what, you can! It was with a great deal of reluctance that my father and very worried mother let me go on such a journey
alone. I took a backpack and a map and backpacked through Europe for two
months.
At 17 years old I was diagnosed with Type I Diabetes and thought my travelling
days were over. At the first moment I was diagnosed with such a limitation on
my daily life, I was of course depressed. I always felt my days were numbered,
feeling as if I had a huge chain around my legs. However, I never let it hold me
back from living each moment full on and in fact travelled around the world
within a few months of the diagnosis.
So, almost 40 years later, I found myself starting a journey that I wasn’t sure I
could complete or even live through. Then, 38 days later, I did it! I made a journey of miles that even I questioned if I was able to do because of my diabetic
condition I had always believed to be a limitation. At the end of the Camino
trek, I found myself both at a major ending of a transcendental journey and a
new beginning in life. How did I do it? Would other people living with diabetes
not only be encouraged by my story, but realise that there are truly no limitations other than those we accept?
Looking back on my Camino and keeping myself healthy…
When I first started thinking about doing the Camino my concerns were many.
How would I handle the parameters of being diabetic? What would I need to do
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to manage meals/food, low/high blood sugars, carry enough supplies for almost 2
months, and keep the insulin cool. I found online the EasyBag from Mediativ.com
which keeps insulin cool between 16-22°C for up to 5 days. This small, single bag
held 6-7 bottles of insulin.
I had been planning this trip for well over a year to walk 500 miles from St JeanPied-de-Port in SW France at the foothills of the Pyrenees across northern Spain.
However, for some months, I had been short of breath when walking, hiking up
hills, and working around the farm. The cardiologist informed me that I had a
bad aortic valve that would need to be replaced. I found out this news in June,
2014 and my Camino trip had been planned for September, 2014. I scheduled
open heart surgery and postponed the trip until August, 2015.
So, finally, between August and September of 2015, I hiked the 500 miles during
my pilgrimage across Spain to Santiago. The path led me across mountain ranges,
rocky patches, and rough terrains. A year ago the idea of walking across Spain
had been on hold after open heart surgery. What was once an idea, a passion,
and an incredible possibility against obstacles - is now a personal victory.
As a Type I diabetic on a 500 mile walk, I was checking my blood sugar 10-20
times a day, walking 8-10 hours per day. Walking the Camino, for a diabetic, is
like going to the gym every day for 10 hours over 38 days in a row. Each day the
body is burning energy and replenishing with important fruits and carbohydrates.
At the end of each day, the body is still continuing to burn energy all night because of the previous 10 hours of working out.
I had to cut my insulin back 60% at night so I would not have low blood sugars. A
critical habit as a Type I diabetic is to have fruit next to you at all times - within
a foot of where you are. Even on the night stand. I have had enough low blood
sugars in my lifetime that impact my mental thinking to know that I must maintain enough mental acuity to know to get important life force energy in as soon
as possible.
The Camino was life-changing in many ways. I was in pain and my body was hurting almost every moment. However, it only added to the ‘joy’
of feeling alive in the physical
body that we are all blessed
with. The mountains I crossed
were steep, cold, wet, and
very high. I could not give up. I
could not allow myself to quit.
I could never give up because
of the important reason I was
doing the Camino. We never
know what we are capable of if
we never push ourselves. We
Walking out of Logrono
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may feel like giving up, but if we don't keep going we will never know what is
just around the next corner.
The excessive daily load I placed upon my body and especially my feet created a
major hurdle to overcome every single moment. I actually did quite well. The
extremes in weather i.e. the cold in the mountains and especially the heat on
the Meseta burned a great deal of calories. The fruit I carried helped keep me
alive. At the end of each day I would arrive in the next village and stay in the
albergue. All travellers were provided a meal of spaghetti and meatballs, salad,
chicken, or a pork steak. These meals were somewhat well balanced and served
to provide adequate carbohydrates and necessary nutrition for each day.
At each breakfast I would take a bolus of 5 units. At the end of a day of hiking I
would need 8 or 10 units. Breakfast generally consisted of bread, Danish, and
fruits. If it was available, a few days a week I loved a big breakfast of eggs,
meat, sausage, toast, and of course fruit. A breakfast like this provided enough
carbs and nourishment to hold me over until the several miles to the last village
for the day, arriving around 4-5 pm. I spent the night in the village and had dinner around 8-9pm. Dinners at the albergue are some of the best memories as the
other pilgrims would tell their stories and we would have a great time. I turned
in every night around 10-11pm or even later when I was writing my story for the
week. At this time I would decrease my insulin by -60% for the insulin pump until
the next morning. I was walking 15-20 miles each day; however at night my body
was still burning energy.
I found I needed to shut my insulin pump down by 10am and not turn it on again
until 4pm when I would have a sandwich and fruit. My hourly basal rate now
would be 1.5 units per hour and a bolus of 4 units for this afternoon snack. My
bolus for dinner would be 9-14 units depending how big the dinner was and if I
was very hungry. Before my Camino and back home, I would usually have a bolus
of 20-25 units of insulin for dinner.
John and Ali at the Cruz de Ferro
which occupies the highest point of
the entire Camino Frances. The site
consists of a tall wooden pole
topped with a iron cross. This is
said to be an ancient monument,
first erected by the ancient Celts,
then dedicated by the Romans to
their god Mercury (protector of
travellers) and later crowned by
the cross and renamed as a
Christian site by the 9th century
hermit Guacelmo. For centuries,
pilgrims have brought a stone to
this place from home to lay down
their burden, leaving them lighter
(literally and figuratively) for the
journey ahead.
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In the midst of the journey I
found myself burning 30004000 calories per day. The
primary concern as a diabetic
is to have enough carbohydrates and fuel to make it
from village to village. I started out each day around 7am.
It was crucial to plan the night
before for the next day’s body
fuel supply. The stores in
Spain weren’t open until 910am and closed by 7pm. Getting ready and having food was
one of the main stressors each
The village of Moratinos: the sign says 376km day. As a diabetic, you cannot
half way there!
be out of the food necessary to
prevent low blood sugars, coma, or death. Living through this extreme toll on
the body on the difficult passages of Spain was possible many times because of
one piece of fruit! I could find myself miles from the next village and down to 1
piece of fruit with a blood sugar at 60. I had to calculate carefully how far to
each village and what I would carry in my day pack to get through. The delicate
balance of my body, stress, and mental anguish also would create even lower
blood sugars, so it was important for me to remain calm. Careful preparation
gave me confidence to get through each mile during the day.
The stress of making sure I had everything in my backpack to survive the upcoming journey was a major draw on my mind and my wellbeing each day. Being
without just one piece of fruit could have meant death. It was essential for me
to prepare the night before by stopping for supplies at the local market before it
closed for supplies that were crucial for life. My biggest fear was often that I
would not have the supplies on board. Understanding that additional weight on
my back also made the journey a little harder so it was definitely a delicate
balance to achieve.
The trail can be daunting while overcoming stress, worry, and physical limitations. I had been behind a desk for almost 20 years but the farm definitely
helped to keep me in shape. Overcoming the heart surgery and recovering my
strength meant everything. Out on the trail I had to consider that there is no
ambulance, and even if I dropped, it could be an hour before someone comes
across and another hour until help. Just as in daily life but even more critical…
preparation is key… plan ahead! It was vital to my success to stay in control of
emotions as well as stress and keep calm,
I understood that I have an organ that does not work properly. It is as important
as the liver, kidneys, and the heart. When the pancreas doesn’t work properly or
even gives out, then you have maybe 5 minutes to address a low blood sugar. I
planned ahead as I always do in daily life because I understood that with Type 1
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or possibly even Type 2 diabetes, I have 5 minutes to take care of it. The stress
ensues when 5 miles from the next village you realise you have eaten the last
orange. I continued to maintain my calm and to be prepared.
One problem I had was forgetting to turn the insulin pump off during my hike. I
left each day after having breakfast, everything in my pack for the miles ahead,
and I would forget to shut the insulin pump off. Of course under normal conditions and daily exertions I don’t need to worry about shutting the pump off completely but I was using so much energy and burning up some many calories and
carbohydrates that the extra insulin wasn’t needed. I would find myself suddenly
feeling ‘funny’ and became even more aware of my body and noticed my thought
process was not making sense. Then I thought, “I forgot to shut the pump off!”.
I shut it down and immediately grabbed some fruit.
Watching blood sugars was critical. Daily walking of the Camino took 8-10 hours.
The journey included crossing three mountain ranges and many days over the dry
and hot Meseta. Blood sugar monitoring was especially critical because of fluctuations in temperature from extreme cold to heat. Calorie intake had to be monitored and consisted of good carbohydrates and fruits. The point is that it can be
done with preparation, balance, determination, and most of all, discipline.
Summarising the journey…
Many people I met called me ‘Missouri John’. I loved the comradeship and the
feeling of meeting hundreds of people over the journey who are instantly best
friends and will do anything to help and support one another. Dinners at the albergue are some of the best memories as the other pilgrims would tell their stories and we would have a great time. I have gained new friends from all around
the world. We are the same. Just loving and caring people on a life journey.
On the days of over 20 miles per day, the last few miles were the hardest. It was
during these times I would see another steep hill or small mountain ahead and
say, "OH, COME ON"! Some of these long days were often 7-9 hours of hiking. I
would arrive last at the albergue and all my new friends and people who saw me
from the hike would all yell, "JOHN!" I would raise my hiking stick in the air as a
cheer or sign of a victorious day. In the 38 days I walked the Camino, I experienced profound spiritual moments daily. I thought of mom and dad each day and
when I needed help—seriously needed help—to continue, I would look up and ask
for it.
I feel so fortunate to have met so many great and wonderful people on The Way.
I met Patty and Stephen from Australia, Ali and Sandra from Australia, and Denise and Ralph from New Zealand. These are examples of people who care deeply
about others and gave me support. Whenever they saw me struggling or suffering
they were there to help. When I talked to these and other pilgrims about my
Camino and the story of my parents, everyone could relate. They were always
inspired by mom and dad's lives. Many people would often tear up when I told my
stories about my parents and reasons for doing the Camino. The Dutch and
French loved my jokes no matter how many times I told them, over and over.
AFotC Newsletter #16 March 2016
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Today I still think to myself in amazement, "Did I just walk the Camino"? Then I
dig into my pack, pull out my pilgrim’s passport and look at the stamps from the
albergues I stayed at and churches I visited.
I have over 2000 pictures of the friends, the great times and the incredible
sights along the Camino passage. I have precious memories and photos of the
commemorative moment in Santiago. Finisterre, a fascinating corner at land’s
end, on the Atlantic Coast, was an incredible ending point to my Camino. At the
symbolic lighthouse, I placed photos of my mom and dad and left chips of stone
from the grave headstone from their resting place in Camden Point. The prayers
and words of encouragement from many friends were always there for me and
helped me to push on when I thought I had nothing left.
Solvitur ambulando means "Walking solves all". Evidence has shown people on
the move are happier and more peaceful. I think I have another Camino in me.
Even though I am still asking myself, "Did I just complete the Camino?” On the
Camino people are doing the pilgrimage for different reasons. One person said
to me he was running away from something or to forget. My thought is that it is
impossible to run away from yourself because you are the first person you will
see at the end of the day!
As difficult as this was and how bad I felt at times, I still could never quit. I had
the reasons I started my pilgrimage to push me forward. For me there was never
a choice of doing this half way or allowing myself the option of finishing the
journey another time. Many people choose
I’ve arrived! Santiago, east side of
this option as the fatigue and mental stress
the Cathedral, 26 Sept 2015
take over. But once you consider the next
step is always the best one, take time and
enjoy the journey.
I realised that the meaning of life holds
truth. Everyone is always on a journey or
path that takes them far and wide against
the grain. The Camino helped me to see the
truth as my body felt every step and allowed
me to look at what is available and what is
limiting me now. I allowed myself to exist in
peace and live amongst the ruins of a tortured journey that has been passed by millions. Each learned as I have, that every day
is a new day, and may wonder... how much
longer? We often must change and end the
way of life that is before us now. This journey, and those to come, help find the true
self and the rite of passage.
John Larimer (Mo, USA)
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SENTIER ST JACQUES
GR 65, Moissac to Aire sur l'Adour section, October 2015
We wanted a pleasant walk for less than a fortnight on the French side of the
routes between Le Puy and Compostela. For this section at this time, we hoped
the weather would hold and the route (Grande Route 65) and gîtes would be less
crowded.
My wife Kathleen and I caught the early train from Bordeaux on 6 October and hit
the trail at Moissac. All our walking days were planned at 15-20km apiece. We
intended to reach each halt with good daylight left to check the sights and find
lodgings. We used the French-language Federation Française Randonnée MoissacRoncevaux guide, with its topo maps, rather than Miam Miam Dodo or other
guides.
The very first morning, we met Bill, a US Navy retiree, our on-and-off companion
for the next week. Passing a funeral at Espalais, we climbed into Auvillar and
found an upstairs room at Le Baladin. The host said her town had bedded down
150 pilgrims a night in peak season. We saw barely half a dozen a day. Except for
one time, we didn't book gîtes ahead, usually repairing to Bureaux de Tourisme
for maps and lodging tips.
Going on from Auvillar, we saw deer, and had a spot of rain. After the castled
hamlet of Flamarens, we reached the new Bonté Divine gîte at Miradoux. This
was our only night in a dorm, which we had to ourselves. With the continuing
French Resistance to Stelvin caps, we made sure to buy a corkscrew in town!
Next day took us past another ancient church at Castet-Arrout and into the
largish town of Lectoure. As a break from gîtes, it was Hotel de Bastard. We
enjoyed the museum and the Friday markets, especially the huge brocante (trash
and treasure market). Kathleen chose a dress and I bought Patrick Modiano
novels.
Lac de Bousquetara, just east of Condom

Upon our descent from Lectoure's heights, the café at
the next village of Marsolan
closed just before we arrived. Luckily we had our
market bread, cheese and
pears.
Where we stayed in La
Romieu, our male host
charmed us more than his
spouse. He is a sincere chap
who survived the French
military and now likes to
greet travellers. We could
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have bypassed La Romieu, rejoining the GR just west of
Castelnau. We took wayside
morning coffee at L'Ancre.
The shady grounds of St Germaine chapel were our lunch
spot. Turning west at Lac de
Bousquetara, we chose another
start-up gîte, in the largish
town of Condom. Host Fabienne
cooked for us. Again we had the
place to ourselves. We went to
the cinema, St Jacques church,
and the Armagnac museum.

Kathleen receiving illumination,
Église de Routges

Next day we detoured to the
walled village of Larresingle. Crossing Pont d'Artigue, we took lunch at isolated
but still-used Routges church. Already present was an earnest young German
minister, continuing her serious devotions. Ours was a secular recreation,
although Kathleen did light candles for her dear departed.
Arriving at elevated Montréal-du-Gers, we were happy to mimic Bill's booking at
Les Agapanthes. Indeed, I think we nicked his double bed. Next morning, he
declined our cultural detour to the Gallo-Roman villa at Seviac. We enthused to
its kindly gardiennes that the main GR route ought to come up through Seviac.
In remote Gers, they shrugged… such would never come to pass.
Going sharply west in woods around Montaut, we lunched at tiny Lamothe. Its
tower and church were barred, but the café sold us drinks and shared its kittens.
Straight afterwards, a 7km shaded avenue took us into Eauze, with its fine antiquities museum. We had a
night view of the rain-slicked
Kathleen in St Germaine grounds
cathedral from our big
upstairs room at Café de
France.
The next village of Manciet
was just a convenient lunch
spot. Soon came another
isolated and beautiful chapel
at the locality of Haussecame. Fabienne wasn’t a
fan of our overnight stop,
Nogaro, it being somewhat
industrial. Finding no life at
the chambres d' hôte near
the bullring, we cut and ran
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to the nearby Hotel du Commerce.
The 23-24C maxima of the
first week were dipping to 18
-19C. Still we had pleasant
walking next day, in the forests of Lande des Bois, and
watching the corn harvest.

Contemplating her completed walk:
Kathleen down by the Adour

It’s 28km all the way from
Nogaro to Aire sur l'Adour, so
we had reserved halfway
beds, just off track, at La
Grange à Dubarry. Our host
served us vegetable soup and
duck sausage, offering tannic
Madiran to drink in place of
Bordeaux.

Next morning, three determined women guests set off before dawn to hike
31km down to Miramont. Like the other Dubarry guest, we took the more leisurely 13km into Aire sur l'Adour. We joined other hikers at the Hotel de la Paix
and got the final stamp in our Australian Friends credential. Aire’s
two-screen indie cinema showed us the new Sorrentino movie, Youth.
On October 16, we bused and trained
back to Bordeaux, where a 21st century Airbnb penthouse awaited us.
Overall, the terrain and weather
were kind, our gear worked, we didn't get lost, the lodgings were simple
and the track uncrowded. At times,
as Bill reminded us, it does get much
muddier. I guess we should have taken walking sticks.
Stephen Saunders (ACT)

Stephen, on the shady
avenue into Eauze
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BOOK NEWS

Boots to Bliss
was written by Claude Tranchant who walked the Camino a
few years ago when she was 64… and it was life-changing
for her, of course! For more information see https://
www.facebook.com/BootsToBliss?fref=ts or the website
www.bootstobliss.com

Strangers on the Camino
by Sanjiva Wijesinha, is available as a paperback
[VijiythaYapa Publications; with sixteen colour pictures]
from Dymocks and Readings bookshops in Melbourne at
A$19.95 and as a Kindle e-book for A$3.99 from amazon.com.au. Alternatively email the author who is happy
to post out (cheque or a bank transfer for $18.50 (includes
p+p). https://www.facebook.com/strangersonthecamino

English language version of German OUTDOOR book

Camino Francés

by Raimund Joos is now available as a
print version as well as an e-book. Order from publisher Conrad Stein Verlag,
who can offer inexpensive shipping options. http://www.camino-desantiago.de/e-book.htm

Dutch Association Guides to the the Vézelay route (in English)
published by the Dutch Association of Saint James are now available. These
English guides cover 2 variants of the Vézelay to St Jean-Pied-de-Port route:
via Bourges and via Nevers. They are available for €27,50 (incl. added value
tax and the costs of international shipping). Order the guides via the English
section of the website of the (Dutch) Pilgrims Association > Vézelay route information.
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WHAT HAPPENS WHEN THINGS DON’T GO ACCORDING TO PLAN
Holidays for me, are not just about the destination. For me the anticipation is
equally exciting; and part of the anticipation is the planning. Research about the
destination; research for getting the best flights, value for money accommodation in convenient areas; itineraries and packing lists which, in the case of
Camino holidays, are detailed to the last gram. But for all the preparation, there
has to be some flexibility, so itineraries in particular are not carved in stone.
Still, despite all the perceived flexibility, it can happen that when things go
wrong, there is the temptation to be upset or put out at changes one didn’t expect. This happens in everyday life as well; and for me the Camino was a great
lesson in accepting that things don’t always go according to plan.
I have walked the Camino Francés twice with my friend Pat. On the first Camino
in 2011, our plan was to split the stage to Roncesvalles by staying overnight in
Orisson but we had been told that this had to be booked and when we tried to do
this at the Pilgrim Office in St Jean-Pied-de-Port, we were informed that it was
full for the next 2 nights. So we had to bite the bullet and walk the full distance
in one go. It was hard. By 10am that morning I was wondering what the heck I
was doing, putting my legs through the pain. After 11 hours we finally reached
Roncesvalles and I was exhausted, and my feet had blisters already. I wondered
how my right foot was going to cope, if I felt this way on only the first day. (I
had had bunions removed 2 years previously.)
However the next morning I felt differently. I was ready to move on and thought
that if I could handle that first day, then I could handle anything that was ahead.
This thought often sustained me over the weeks ahead. Had I not been stretched
so much, I may have doubted my ability along the way. At home I still reflect on
this; we don’t know what we can achieve until we try.
The foot problems continued for me while Pat experienced tendonitis in her ankle. But this didn’t deter us until we were heading to Belorado. I decided that in
addition to changing into sandals, I would arrange for my pack to be sent ahead
in order to lighten the pressure on my feet. Pat decided to support me in this by
having her pack forwarded as well. Although the tourist office advertised this
available service, the assistant was not very helpful in organising it and we approached a young group and asked one of them who spoke Spanish to take my
phone and organise it for us. A lesson in asking for help along the way and a bond
that was formed with them for the next several weeks.
The following day we decided that the best course of action was to take the bus
to Burgos and have 2 nights there instead of 3. A disappointment as we really
wanted to walk every step of the way. On the third day we awoke early and at
5.30am were ready to roll. Well we were, but my feet no longer fitted into my
boots! Another day in Burgos was called for while we both sent our boots home
and bought new walking shoes. This extra day meant that we met a few new
people, among them Susan from Canada.
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A day later and Susan had her plans upset. She had booked a
room for 2 in Hornillos, when at the last moment the friend she
had met on the way decided she wanted to stay in the albergue
instead. Rather than see her cover the cost of the room by herself, we offered for her to share our 3-bed room for the night.
This resulted in us walking as far as Melide with her and a strong
friendship was formed. 16 months later Susan visited us in
Adelaide when she had a brief stop-over with her work.
The hot weather on our trip was certainly unexpected. Even the
Spanish locals were saying that it was hotter than usual for the
time of year. I don’t do well in the heat! So we had early morning starts, setting off at 5:30am on most mornings, before the
sun even looked like coming up. The bonus to this was that our
hearing was enhanced when we were unable to see what was
around us. We heard the birds singing as they started their day;
the dogs and the farm animals waking up around us. I had the
opportunity to meditate on the way, without distraction and
coupled with the most amazing sunrises, it was a wonderful way
to start each day.
On both Caminos we stayed in albergues and private hostals.
Some were booked a day in advance, others we just walked in
to. But the bookings didn’t always go to plan.
On our first trip I booked a lovely room at the Hospedería Saint
Martin Pinario. However the receptionist didn’t want to see our
booking and ended up putting us in a small room in the upper
regions of the hotel. It was not the luxurious room we expected
and were having as a treat for finishing the Camino, but a tiny
room probably used by novices in a time gone by. We could
hardly swing a cat but we had learnt a lot by this time and considered this just another experience we wouldn’t have missed.
We did, however, enjoy lots of laughs.
On our second Camino in 2014 we had decided to stay at an albergue in Villatuerta, but the reception we received was very
cold and we decided to go on to Estella. We chose to try the Hostal Cristina, the
same hostal we had used in 2011 and we had the warmest welcome by a staff
member, just as we had last time from the owner. It was like coming home.
In Portomarin we arrived drenched to the skin. Our email booking had not been
received, and soaked as we were we didn’t relish being in the albergue section.
The Hospitalera put her head out the door and called across the road. Yes there
was a room free there, which we could have. We were escorted over by the owner who then proceeded to hang up our wet ponchos and find newspaper to stuff
into our shoes. The offer then followed to do our washing for a very small cost.
Hospitality in spades.
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Another private booking went astray in Cacabelos, but the albergue there consisted of an ensuite room which we shared with a lovely young man from Israel
and an American who was conscious of making sure we had our space to shower
and change while he was out.
I had problems making my phone booking for the albergue in Fromista and ended
up booking a private hostal. What I didn’t realise was it was the same one we
had stayed in previously. Our intention had originally been to stay in different
villages if possible but definitely in different accommodation. I used my limited
Spanish to let the hospitalera know that we had been there 3 years previously.
She spoke no English, but a few minutes later she knocked on the door and with
a smile, she handed us 2 lovely cold beers.
On our way to Carrión de Los Condes we had a choice of 2 paths, and selected
the slightly longer but more scenic route beside a river. However some time
down the track we realised that we had taken the wrong set of signs and were
stuck on a footpath. This turned out to be a lovely day as we witnessed a shepherd complete with crook, working his sheep with a few whistles to his dog. We
also came across a small orchard which was dotted with wooden sculptures of
pilgrims, carved from the tree trunks. We were soon still able to meet our original route but had benefited from the error.
On our second trip, Susan from Canada met us in Bayonne and we travelled together until we reached Villafranca de Montes de Oca, at which time there was a
parting of the ways. This was very disappointing in a way, as we had planned to
walk the whole way together. Ultimately though, we met new friends. First
there were father and son, Matt and Keegan from the USA with whom we walked
a full day into Fromista and later, brother and sister, Mike and Jann from the
USA. Had there still been the 3 of us, I doubt we would have got to spend so
much time with these wonderful people. We walked together and leap frogged
our way with Jann and Mike from Hostal D’Orbigo to Arca do Pino. We had not
seen them for 2 days by this time, and we did not expect to, as Jann was not too
keen on walking long days. But they
surprised us on this last day by
Pam (middle) with Pat and Susan
walking extra kilometres just to
catch up with us. This was so special as we were then able to walk
into Santiago de Compostela together.
These were just a few of the things
that happened outside of our plans.
The Camino has taught me to accept when things go wrong and embrace it as an opportunity for something better to happen.
Pam Bowman (SA)
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More pilgrim images from The
Way… (also see page 19)

[Photos: Alison Bell]
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‘The passionate man’s pilgrimage’ (the full poem)
Sir Walter Raleigh, 1604
GIVE me my scallop-shell of quiet,
My staff of faith to walk upon,
My scrip of joy, immortal diet,
My bottle of salvation,
My gown of glory, hope’s true gage;
And thus I’ll take my pilgrimage.
Blood must be my body’s balmer;
No other balm will there be given;
Whilst my soul, like quiet palmer,
Travelleth towards the land of heaven;
Over the silver mountains,
Where spring the nectar fountains:
There will I kiss
The bowl of bliss;
And drink mine everlasting fill
Upon every milken hill.
My soul will be a-dry before;
But after, it will thirst no more.
Then by that happy blissful day,
More peaceful pilgrims I shall see
That have cast off their rags of clay,
And walk apparelled fresh like me.
I’ll take them first
To quench their thirst
And taste of nectar suckets,
At those clear wells
Where sweetness dwells,
Drawn up by saints in crystal buckets.

And when our bottles and all we
Are filled with immortality,
Then the blessed paths we’ll travel,
Strowed with rubies thick as gravel;
Ceilings of diamonds, sapphire floors,
High walls of coral and pearly bowers.
From thence to heaven’s bribeless hall,
Where no corrupted voices brawl;
No conscience molten into gold,
No forged accuser bought or sold,
No cause deferred, no vain-spent journey,
For there Christ is the king’s Attorney,
Who pleads for all without degrees,
And He hath angels, but no fees.
And when the grand twelve-million jury
Of our sins, with direful fury,
Against our souls black verdicts give,
Christ pleads His death, and then we live.

Be Thou my speaker, taintless pleader,
Unblotted lawyer, true proceeder!
Thou givest salvation even for alms;
Not with a bribed lawyer’s palms.
And this is mine eternal plea
To Him that made heaven, earth, and sea,
That, since my flesh must die so soon,
And want a head to dine next noon,
Just at the stroke, when my veins start and spread,
Set on my soul an everlasting head!
Then am I ready, like a palmer fit,
Brought
the conference
Galicia (see
To treadback
thosefrom
blest paths
which beforein
I writ.
last issue) - many pamphlets advertising other
Of death and judgment, heaven and hell,
Camino routes. Here are some of them – maybe
Who oft doth think, must needs die well.
you might be inspired to try one. Janet
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All left: Medieval
pilgrim garb, and St
James the pilgrim
(also see p17)

Above: ‘Scrip of joy’ ie
pilgrims’ passport/
credencial (a medieval
pilgrim carried a
document from his
priest or feudal lord
testifying his right to
be on pilgrimage)

Above: more medieval
pilgrim tools of trade
Left: A modern ‘bottle of
salvation’, ‘scallop shell
of quiet’ and ‘staffs of
faith’ (the original staff
was symbolic of the cross
and a shepherd).
Right: more staffs

Both left: Fountains for filling ‘bottles
of salvation’
Below: modern day pilgrims with their
‘staffs of faith’ (and wearing their
‘gowns of glory’?)
[Photos: Alison Bell]
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BLISTER PREVENTION – A HELPFUL BOOTLACE TYING METHOD
In September of last year I had the privilege of helping my friend David carry out
first aid for pilgrims on the Camino Francés.
David is a veteran first-aider who has given first aid, pastoral care and support
to pilgrims on the Camino for the past nine years – all on a voluntary basis. His
twice-yearly first aid Caminos are funded partly from the profits of his eBay
store in the UK – Pilgrim Supplies – with the balance of the cost being funded
from his own savings.
Over the years David has treated many hundreds of pilgrims with blistered feet.
A significant number of pilgrims could have prevented developing blisters simply
by tying their boot and shoe laces correctly – to keep maximum room at the toe
of the boot or shoe, as well as keep the rest of the foot firm.
Last year we found that a significant number of pilgrims presenting to us with
blistered toes, caused by tying boot and shoe laces too tightly, were helped
greatly by a method David has used successfully for many years. Step by step
instructions are as follows :
1.
2.
3.
4.
5.

Untie the laces
Ball one's fist into the toe box of the boot or shoe to create maximum
room for the toes
Loosely lace the boot/shoe up to the THIRD eyelet and then tie a halfhitch - a simple knot - at the third eyelet to secure the loosely tied laces
Complete lacing of the boot/shoe as is normally done (see photo).
When putting the boot or shoe back on, once the boot or shoe is placed
on the foot, kick the heel into the heel end of the boot, tie up firmly so
that the rear of the boot is held securely, and, with the half knots at the
third eyelets, the front of the
boot never tightens up but
stays loose, allowing the toes to
move freely.

One’s feet will then remain firm in the
boot or shoe, thus minimising the
chance of blisters. The extra room in
the toe box will reduce the chance of
blisters on the toes from boots or
shoes that have been too tightly laced.
Jenny Heesh (NSW)

See the June issue for Jenny’s article on
First aid on the Camino
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Boots and
feet along
The Way

Blisterthreading
technique

Feet dressing or Chinese foot-binding?
(bandages, Compeed & lambswool!)
Feet dressed and ready to hit the road

[Photos: Alison Bell]
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Hospital de
Orbigo

Totem pole
at San
Nicolas de
Flue
albergue,
Ponferrada

More pilgrim-related artwork
along the Caminos Francés &
Invierno
Seen in a village en
route to A Rua
(C Invierno)

Santo Domingo
de la Calzada

[Photos: Alison Bell]
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Spanish art and architecture crossword images
Did you solve the puzzle in
the last issue (p24)? Check
the solution overleaf.
Clockwise from top left:
Guggenheim, Bilbao;
St James head, Museo de
Bella Artes, Bilbao; Burgos
cathedral; Sagrada Familia,
Barcelona; Alhambra,
Granada
[Photos Kevin Burrows]
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CROSSWORD SOLUTION —SPANISH ART & ARCHITECTURE

Thanks to Sue Burrows
(SA) for this contribution to our newsletter.
Send your contribution
for the next Camino
Chronicle by 15 May
to the Editor at
bell.alison*optusnet.
com.au (replace * with
@ to avoid spam).

Ermita de Santa Maria
de Eunate
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