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 PENANCE 
  
We’d see him every day, 
the exiled priest – 
banished for thirty years  
to this sleepy backwater. 
  
In bad weather he covered the kilometres 
between three dusty parishes 
in an elderly Mercedes, 
mushroom-coloured, with leather seats. 
  
On fine days, he pedalled around  
on a lolly-pink bicycle, trousers clipped, 
a German phrase-book propped  
atop the shopping in the wicker basket. 
  
At Mass his machine-gun Spanish  
rattled by in a blur. 
The record was 21 minutes 
including Communion – 
a Reader’s Digest Eucharist. 
  
He told us we could always help ourselves 
to fresh flowers from his garden. 
  
One Sunday there was a sharp exchange  
with the local lads who lounged 
on the benches outside the church.  
The words inaudible, the meaning clear, 
or so we thought –  
that they should have been inside. 
  
That evening in the bar 
he asked to buy us a drink. 
We chatted awhile, unaware of the mood, 
then he drained his cup and stood up, 
and as he turned to leave, the barman’s smile 
slid floorwards with contempt and  
‘Fascista!’ he hissed while wiping  
the coffee ring from the counter.  
  
 Inés Jewell (VIC) 
 

We welcome your stories and photos ~ send to the editor  
Alison Bell at  editor@afotc.org 

Written in 2001  
during our year  

spent as hospitaleros  
voluntarios in many  
different albergues.   
Close-ups of Spanish  

daily life and history.  
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CHAIRMAN’S CHAT 
 
Charles Dickens said: “Reflect upon your present blessings of which every man has 
many; not on your past misfortunes, of which all men have some”. Reflecting on 
the year thus far, it would be easy to concentrate on the misfortunes. So far, this 
year has been very different for all of us, difficult for many. A few pilgrims made 
it to Santiago, but then there were those who had to scramble to find a way home 
in a hurry, lest they be left stranded. Now, no-one is travelling – especially to the 
Camino. Our membership applications have dwindled to a trickle and the last 
time we issued a credencial was on 16 March. We are left dreaming, and perhaps 
planning, of a time when we may be able to resume our journeys.  
  
During this time some of our pilgrims have been making great use of their time. 
Some have done simple things like walking around the block, others have gone to 
parks and walked great distances. Some have undertaken a virtual pilgrimage  
(see page 21), of which there are many available on the internet. Others have 
walked and planned, here in our own country, a whole new route for others  
to follow (see pages 26-27), providing we pilgrims with a website full of  
information https://caminodesydney.wordpress.com/. 

 
At the time of writing, two pilgrims, Johnnie Walker and Ste-
phen Shields, are making their way towards Santiago de Com-
postela, carrying with them with the digital thoughts and 
prayers of pilgrims from around the world: https://
wewalkforyou2020.org/blog-2/. John is a wonderful friend to 
us here at AFotC, having helped us negotiate with the pilgrim 
authorities in Santiago as we sought to establish our organisa-
tion, and in particular helping us have our credencial ap-
proved in 2011. Before John and Stephen embarked on their 
journey John presented a short video message on the blog 
site. Some of his words, transcribed below, sum up what the 
Camino is about, and perhaps why so many of us pine to be on 

the road, on that very special journey: “The pandemic has forced all of us to  
reflect on our lives and be mindful of what really matters. It is often in these 
disruptive moments that we get the wake-up call we need. Love is the answer, 
and being in the community with one another. But we often lose our way, or 
make stupid choices which rupture these special bonds. 
The Camino is special because it reminds us of what is 
important and helps us to reset our lives”.  
 
As we continue to negotiate these strange and  
difficult times, perhaps we could use our time to ‘reset 
our lives’ and, as William Wordsworth said, Rest and be 
thankful. 
 
¡Buen Camino! 
 
Janet Leitch OAM (SA) 

A pilgrim blessing as John 
and Stephen begin their 

journey for us all  

The electronic 
‘pebble’ being 
carried by John  
and Stephen 
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out over 160 sites of worship on a journey of 
faith. Some may visit 9 different Sydney  
suburbs named after Saints from centuries past 
or visit the tomb of Australia’s first Saint, Mary 
MacKillop. Some may seek to connect with 
over 30 different ethnic communities who have 
come to Australia to make their home. 
 
In a time where 5 million Sydneysiders can’t 
travel overseas and many have become  
unemployed due to economic downturn,  
walking through wide open spaces is still a safe  
pastime. In a complicated world, there is a 
need for reflection and a pilgrimage path can 
allow one space to contemplate. In the future, 

overseas visitors may be able to get a deeper insight into Sydney through a 
month’s journey, rather than a 3-4 day drop-in. As we say on Camino de Sydney, 
“Know Sydney, know thyself.” 
 
Brent Clark (NSW) 
caminodesydney.wordpress.com or email caminodesydney@gmail.com 

La Perouse Receveur Tomb 

BBLLUUEE  MMOOUUNNTTAAIINNSS  55--DDAAYY  CCAAMMIINNOO  TTRRAAIINNIINNGG  WWAALLKK   

Blue Mountains Camino Supporters are still planning to go ahead with 
their 5-day Camino Training Walk from Penrith to Blackheath on  
22-26 September. We will walk safely together but apart, enjoying the 
challenge of the journey together and reminiscent of travelling a Camino 
in Spain. The walk will finish in Blackheath, with a Camino Meetup at 
Glenella Guesthouse. Total distance 68-81kms depending on the route 
chosen (daily distances 13-23km). You can also join the group for fewer 
days or just one day along the route if you wish. This is not a 'guided' 
walk but rather a walk with a group of Camino friends. Each registered 
person will be provided with an Information Package which includes PDF 
walking route guide and digital link with two optional routes: a technical 
route (bush walking and steep inclines with valleys) and a direct route 
(no less scenic with various bushy sections, and may involve more  
secondary road and pavement walking).  

Registration for the Spring 5-Day Blue Mountains Camino Training Walk is 
$25. For more info, please contact info@bluemountainscamino.com. 
Glenella Guesthouse is converting to an ‘albergue’ at $25pp per night.  
It’s easy to catch the train from Blackheath each day to the start of the 
walk, and return by train at the end of the walk. Contact  
margaret@glenella.com.au for more information. 
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WHY A CAMINO FOR SYDNEY? 
 
In Australia, there is an indigenous tradition around ‘temporary  
mobility’ (formerly known as ‘walkabout’) as a rite of passage. Many young  
Australians spend months backpacking through places seeking out their own rite of 
passage. I did this for 6 months in my twenties walking Cinque Terre in Italy and 
to the hill tribes of Chiang Mai in Thailand. Many people have read books on pil-
grimages, in my case The Pilgrimage by Paulo Coelho.  
 
My partner had walked the Camino de Santiago (Camino Francés) with her father 
back in 2016. Her father returned in 2018 to walk a third of the Camino de  
Santiago with his wife on her first Camino. There seems to be something  
compelling about a Camino which often finds pilgrims doing the same pilgrimage 
again or seeking out another pilgrimage (often the Portuguese Camino as a follow 
up to Camino Francés). 
 
My partner and I decided to walk the Camino Francés this year but had to cancel 
due to coronavirus. We had noticed other Australian Caminos such as the Aussie 
Camino from Victoria to South Australia, The Way to St James Cygnet in Tasmania 
as well as other pilgrimage trails springing up locally, which showed there was 
interest in Australia for multi-day walks giving people time to contemplate and 
reflect. This was the seed of the idea for Camino de Sydney. 
 
Sydney may not have the same richness in historical buildings as northern Spain. 
However, it has more history than people often give it credit. For those looking 
for an authentic pilgrimage there are many sacred sites across the urban city-
scape, often connected with ethnic groups who have come to these shores over 
the past 200 years. Sydney has the Blue Mountains on its doorstep, our equivalent 
of the Pyrenees. For a French experience, there is La Perouse which forms a great 
starting point for the Camino de Sydney. Sydney also offers many examples of 
Spanish culinary delights, with tapas being part of Sydney’s international food 
scene. There have been a number of walks developed in the last couple of years 
including the Bondi to Manly Walk and the Great West Walk. All that was needed 
was some time linking a number of these 
existing trails through national parks, botan-
ic gardens and coastal areas into a multi-day 
experience.  
 
At 29 days and 600km, the Camino de  
Sydney is shorter than the Camino de  
Santiago, thanks in part to its one rail  
journey from Central Station to Blackheath 
on Day 1. This allows the pilgrims to spend 
their time walking ‘back in to the  
cityscape’. Some people may do part or all 
of the Camino de Sydney, walking through 
25 different First Nations lands in the spirit 
of indigenous reconciliation. Some may seek 

Fiddens Wharf track 
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GUEST EDITORIAL ~ CAMINO 2020 
 
Virtual Caminos, pilgrim round tables on Zoom and avidly  
following the many Camino Facebook pages have been the lot 
of the pilgrim community worldwide for many months now. 
Camino plans have been cancelled or cut short, including our 
own when Rob and I had to beat a hasty and nerve-wracking 
retreat from our 2020 Camino in mid-March. 

In a matter of days all albergues and other accommodation closed down and  
pilgrims everywhere scrambled to board buses, trains and planes home. The world 
as we knew it ground to a standstill as pandemic control measures took effect 
everywhere. There was so much to deal with on a personal level, caring for  
others, buying food, keeping in contact where possible, that we were all a bit 
overwhelmed. Daily infection numbers and the latest regulations have become 
the norm as we start the journey to rebuild shattered economies whilst still 
fighting a rear-guard action against any resurgence of the virus will occupy our 
lives for a long time to come. 

So where to from here? Realistically, the Camino won’t go away. The path itself 
and its towns and villages. But it’s hard to see how the albergue infrastructure 
that makes it so unique can withstand the ‘new normal’ of post-COVID health 
requirements. And I’m not sure how I feel about greeting or being greeted 
through a perspex screen before checking my backpack into a plastic bag. Closed 
kitchens means the end of communal meals. Perhaps pilgrims will resort to the 
options of old – sleeping in church porches or rolled in a blanket at the side of the 
road. For most, however, it will mean a return to pensions and hostals and eating 
out every day. Which is good for the local economies along the way but an  
essential component of the Camino will be lost – the human warmth of pilgrim  
hospitality.  

There is something incredibly special about offering hospitality to strangers  
without it being governed by a monetary exchange. At its core you are offering 
people a place at your table and under your roof as if they are family. Pilgrims 
are (usually!) just grateful for what is offered. Yesterday’s pilgrim donations 
make it possible to welcome those arriving each day. 

In late June it was announced that the five donativo albergues in the Sahagún 
area would not open this summer. The cost of compliance with the new health 
rules and the average age of volunteer ‘hospis’ just make it impossible.  

Everyone wants to know when we can walk again. Some fairly heated exchanges 
have taken place online between those who believe we should leave Spain to heal 
before flooding it with those from other lands with varying levels of contagion 
control, versus those who believe they are helping the country to revive economi-
cally by joining the Holy Year throng. It’s a hard call and one that will, for  
Australians anyway, be out of our hands until we are allowed to travel overseas 
again. In the meantime, we can practise Camino warmth and kindness every day 
in our own lives, bringing the lessons home. 

¡Ultreya! 

Inés Jewell (VIC) 
Cover photo: La Luz del 

Camino (see article pp4-5 
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LUZ DEL CAMINO 
 
A very special pilgrimage began on  
Friday 19 June this year when a solitary 
backpack known as La Luz del Camino 
was blessed and farewelled in the  
traditional way of all pilgrims at the  
Collegiata Church of Roncesvalles before 
setting off for Santiago. 
 
La Luz del Camino was the inspiration of 
a group of pilgrims and hospitaleros who 
live in Spain to walk a special Camino to 
honour the memory of all CoVid19  
victims. The backpack, nicknamed ‘La  
Niña’, was carried by a relay of 100 or 
more people who live and work on the 
Camino for a day or two each to high-
light the importance of Camino values 
when facing times like these, and to 
light a flame of hope for the future.  
 
“Hope is what we carry in this pilgrim 
backpack,” said organiser Mariló López, 
before handing over to Carmen, hospitalera of Posada del Camino at Lintzoain. 
“We really hope to fill peoples’ hearts with hope, strength and confidence.” 
 
La Niña carried a small ‘eternal flame’ light and a photograph in addition to the 
usual pilgrim mementos. All along the Camino people came out to greet her, 
many walking part of the way with her carriers. Mariló posted daily updates on 
Facebook about La Niña’s progress, detailing the places they stayed and the  

people they met along 
the way.  
 
La Niña arrived at mid-
day on Friday, 24 July in 
the Plaza d’Obradoiro 
and was blessed by the 
Archbishop that evening. 
Afterwards the prayers 
carried inside the pack 
were read aloud in the 
Plaza. 
 
Similar initiatives sprang 
up in Portugal from  
Porto and another in 

La Luz del Camino at the blessing 
Mass in Roncesvalles before 

setting off.  
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VIRTUAL CAMINO 
 

Congratulations to one of our Tasmanian members, Lindsay  
Teychenne who, along with his American Camino buddies, has  

created this virtual Camino  to help raise funds for albergues which 
have uncertain futures due to the pandemic.  This has been a massive 
task and with the app launched on 1 August ,registrations can now be 

taken.  Here are the links:  
https://www.caminoforgood.com/ 

https://www.facebook.com/caminoforgood 
 

The group has been encouraged by John Brierley who has given  
permission to quote from his Camino Guide books along the virtual 

way.  The link below is to a clip of a recent interview with John.  
Whilst it isn't in this particular clip, in the interview John encouraged 
the group to reach out to Australians as, after he attended the AFotC 
conference last year, he was amazed at how many Australians make 

such a huge commitment to travel to Spain every year. 
https://youtu.be/Ff-CDZBdMkY 

 
This edition of the Camino Chronicle  

has many points of reflection in it. Below are 
some more words to reflect upon and which are 
well worth pondering as we strive to cope with 

these times, make virtual pilgrimages and share 
our tales. These words are by the American 

writer Patricia Hampl.  
 

The paradox: there can be no pilgrimage  
without a destination, but the destination is 

also not the real point of the endeavour.  
Not the destination, but the willingness to  

wander in pursuit characterizes pilgrimage.  
Willingness: to hear the tales along the way to 

make the casual choices of travel,  
to acquiesce even to boredom. 

That’s pilgrimage – a mind full of journey.  

Pilgrim sundial  
overlooking the  
town of Tineo,  
Camino Primitivo  
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between sheets that night was also a lovely reprieve from the confines of a  
sleeping bag. 
 
Whilst I so enjoyed walking on my own, the occasional instances of awareness that 
no-one knew where I was (no smart phones in 2009) did raise feelings of vulnera-
bility. Those occasions were also quite liberating, and I experienced a sense of 
pride that I was game enough take on this journey alone. The company of 
strangers each evening was such fun, and a lesson in tolerance.  
 
One of the most profound lessons I learned through such company was not to be 
too quick to judge: I remember feeling particularly piqued one evening when a 
group of 10 arrived late at an albergue and then proceeded to talk and laugh quite 
late into the evening. I encountered this group for several subsequent nights, and I 
judged them to be quite insular and private. It was on a chance chat with one of 
them that I found that they had come together as a group of parents who were 
each grieving for the loss of a child.  And there was me being cranky because they 
were disturbing my rest. The fact that they could find anything to laugh about at 
all must have been quite significant for all of them.    
 
One of the most beautiful experiences of my Camino was meeting up with a  
mother and her 18 year-old daughter who lived in Santiago. They had started their 
Camino at Portomarin, and as they set out on the final leg from Monte do Gozo 
they were joined by the husband and sibling. To see the four of them completing 
the walk with such love and joy was a truly beautiful thing. The celebratory  
dinner that I shared with this wonderful family on the night of our arrival in  
Santiago is one of the most special experiences I have of my Camino. 
 
Reflecting on the impact that the Camino had on my life, I can say that I learned 
heaps about myself. And it was absolutely a positive experience. However, despite 
having days where I was consciously determined ‘to think things through’ as I 
walked, I’m not sure though that it really did help me with the decision about 
what next to do with my life. More often than not some song from the 70s would 
pop into my head, and that would be the end of any serious thinking. For some 
bizarre reason a particularly recurrent song was “Yesterday Once More” by The 
Carpenters. “…Every Sha La 
La La, Every Wo O Wo O still 
shines…” Go figure?! By the 
way, the next chapter of my 
life did turn out just fine.  
 
Given the chance, would I do 
another Camino? Yes—in a 
heartbeat!  
 
Mary Flood (VIC) 
 
 

Celebrating… on the 
Pyrenees at last 
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Italy where a pilgrim staff was carried, 
rather than a backpack.  
 
With thanks to Inés Jewell (VIC) for this  
article from the heart of the Camino. 
 

 

‘La Niña’ carried by long-time  
hospitalero Paul Garland, who 
walked the stretch into León.  

La Luz del Camino received 
a special Compostela 

La Luz is given a special Knights  
Templar welcome at Ponferrada 

adjacent the famous castle 
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Since I can’t go on pilgrimage to the Camino,  
I created my own Camino waymarker.  

I have made a little altar at the base with  
St James as the centre piece.  

Each day I will light the candle and pray for  
global healing during this challenging time.  

I invite you to join me each day in silent prayer 
or simply hold the intention to send love and 

light throughout the world. 
 

Jo Cashman (VIC) 
Camino Community in Melbourne 

 

Getting creative 
at home when 
you cannot go  
on the Camino  

and are in  
lockdown 

NNAATTIIOONNAALL  CCOONNFFEERREENNCCEE  UUPPDDAATTEE  
 

We are excited to announce that the date for 
the next AFotC National Conference is set for 

the weekend of 16-18th September 2022, and a 
tentative booking has been made.  

(Hopefully the restrictions on travel and gather-
ings related to COVID-19 will be over by then). 

The location is Lake Dewar Lodge, a YMCA camp in a beautiful  
bushland setting near Bacchus Marsh in central Victoria.  

For a sneak preview of the venue click on this link:  
http://www.camps.ymca.org.au/locate/lake-dewar.html 

Over the coming months the Victorian Camino Conference Committee 
will be working very closely with AFotC Committee on the conference 
theme, program and potential speakers so watch this space in future 

Camino Chronicles for Conference updates. 

Judy Dans 
Coordinator, Victorian Camino Conference Committee (VCCC) 
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The contrast in temperatures was a certainly a 
real shock to the system. After two years in Asia 
my blood had thinned as my body adapted to 
the tropics, and this meant that I found the cold 
of winter overwhelming. Day One in St Jean-
Pied-de-Port, and I vividly remember Janine, 
the hospitalera in my very first albergue, taking 
me to task for wearing my jacket indoors. She 
could not understand my protestations about 
the cold. Oh yes, and I also remember Janine, 
fiercely Basque, taking me to task for mistaken-
ly referring to her as being French. Oops! 
 
Setting off from St Jean-Pied-de-Port in the 
early morning chill on 1 March was a real eye 
opener to what I’d got myself into. Apart from 
the cold, dealing with mud and slush and snow 
was not what I’d really given any thought to. I 
quickly realised though that one of the biggest 
challenges was going to be hills and steep climbs. I was never any good at going 
uphill, and it soon dawned upon me that my treadmill training back in Phnom Penh 
had done nothing to prepare me for the upcoming terrain. I can sit back now and 
laugh about how I used to curse and moan and carry on whenever I encountered a 
steep hill. Throughout the entire route to Santiago, hills continued to cause me 
grief. It was only on the very last day, with lots of encouragement from other 
walkers, that I managed to walk the entire way without stopping to rest when go-
ing up hills. Hooray! 
 
There were a few small disasters along my Camino (broken boots, sprained ankle, 
leaking water bottle saturating my sleeping bag), each being resolved through the 
kindness of strangers. The only available boots in my size that I had been able to 
purchase in Asia were a ridiculous design. They had laces like fishing wire that you 
tightened by turning a dial at the back of the boot. When the wire snapped on one 
boot as I hobbled into Pamplona, a local shoe repairer standing outside of his shop 
beckoned me over and fashioned a temporary repair lace for my shoe. He refused 
to take any form of payment. These boots were subsequently given a complete 
repair by a lovely guy in a hiking store in Astorga who also refused payment.  A 
sprained ankle saw fellow pilgrims offering bandages and balms and continually 
checking in with how I was faring. A saturated sleeping bag, only discovered as I 
lay my bag out to go to sleep, saw other pilgrims quickly removing their wet cloth-
ing from wall heaters so that I could l drape my bag over the heater to dry.  
 
Aches and pains were a constant companion, and I have fond memories of miming 
symptoms of a troublesome knee to a pharmacist in small village. It was quite 
staggering how much information we were each able to impart through the use  
of gesture. I also look back fondly on the restorative luxury of not one but  
three hot baths that I took when I splurged on a night in a hotel. I have not so fond  
memories of trying to get my aching body into or out of the bath! Sleeping  

Finally arrived at St Jean- 
Pied-de-Port 
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CAMBODIA TO CAMINO 

Eleven years ago, at aged 52, I was about three quarters of the way through a  
2-year work contract that saw me living and working in Cambodia. Once this  
contract was completed I would be unemployed. Having no irons in the fire, and 
no fixed idea regarding what I wanted to do next, I knew that I would need to  
return to Australia, however I was keen to have some sort of break before making 
my way home. Travel was what I wanted and it seemed that my upcoming  
unemployment presented the perfect opportunity to undertake a Camino – some-
thing that had been a pipe dream ever since I first heard about it years earlier. 
Maybe this Camino walk would be a good way for me to transition from Cambodia 
to whatever was to come next. Yes, a ‘long walk’ would definitely help me work 
out what I really wanted to do with the next chapter of my life. Decision made! 
 
Time to prepare for this upcoming walk. This was going to be fun. Hours of  
planning and preparation saw me addressing challenges of how in Asia to source 
boots, warm clothing, backpack, sleeping bag etc. I also had to figure out some 
sort of training program. Warm clothing and cold weather equipment were not in 
high demand in Phnom Penh; however shopping trips in neighbouring Thailand and 
Vietnam (not an odious task by any means) enabled me to kit myself out with  
passably suitable attire - even if I did have to shop at men’s clothing stalls to find 
walking trousers to fit my women’s size 14 frame.  
 
Equipment sourced. Training was next, and this was going to throw up quite a few 
challenges. I had not worn shoes for 18 months as even indoors, sandals or  
barefoot was the norm. Wearing boots and socks again was going to take some 
getting used to. Phnom Penh is hot. Really hot, and really humid. Parks are not in  
abundance, and walking the pavements is a lesson in dodging pot-holes, people, 
motor scooters, small goods for sale, metal being welded, barbers and their chairs 
etc. The only option of getting some miles into my legs would be to find a  
treadmill, so each lunchtime I headed out from my office on the back of a moto 
(motorbike) taxi to a 5-star hotel where I had taken out membership of their  
airconditioned gym. I did look a sight striding out on the treadmill (the best tread-
mill was the one that faced directly in front of an industrial strength  
air-conditioner) in my hiking boots and wearing a backpack, alongside other gym 
patrons in shorts and singlets. I 
don’t recall by what measure I 
calculated that 6 kms a day for 
12 weeks would surely make me 
fit enough to tackle 800 kilome-
tres in Spain, but that’s what I 
went with. 
 
My work contract having expired 
in late February, I was filled 
with nervous excitement as I 
promptly relocated from Cam-
bodia to St Jean-Pied-de-Port 
within the space of 30 hours. 

Phnom Penh—not ideal for Camino training! 
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ANYONE WALKED THE CAMINO IN 2020? 
 
It doesn’t look like it. The pandemic 
has seen to that. So let’s dig up a  
recent story of a Camino experience. 
Being asked to recall and write the 
story of my Camino will test my 
memory on the details, especially as it 
was two years ago and I don’t have my 
journal. As I write about my Camino, 
it’s 10am Sunday morning on 12 July, 
2020, and I’m sitting on a bench on 
the coastal path overlooking the beau-
tiful Moulin Huet Bay in Guernsey in 
the Channel Islands off the coast of France, but it is a part of the UK. Below the 
cliffs the calm crystal blue waters are full of sail and motor launches anchored in 
the tiny bays, taking advantage of the warm summer weather. I can see Jerbourg 
Point, Le Petit Port, Le Vier Port and Saints Bay, as well as an old WWII German 
bunker. What am I doing here, and for nearly six months? Well, that’s another 
story. 
 
Last year in 2019 I walked much of Via Podiensis (GR65) from Le-Puy-en-Velay in 
France with diversions. Plus the GR70 old Roman trading route to Nimes. But 
that’s another story for another time also. Which brings me to April 2018,  
my Camino walk from St Jean Pied-de-Port to Santiago. There are many names for 
this pilgrimage walk. The Camino. The Camino de Santiago. The  
pilgrimage of Compostela. The Way of St James. Camino Francés. The French 
Way. Route of Santiago de Compostela, plus many other names I’m sure. Most of 
us just call it the Camino. 
 
Much has been written about the Camino, the reasons for walking, the benefits, 
the feelings, the minimising, the struggles, the pain, the tears, the feet, the 
friendships, the searching for truth and meaning of one’s existence, the stories 
etc. Those who walk the entire 800kms will experience all these feelings, doubts, 
sadness, happiness – more. The Camino from St Jean-Pied-de-Port in France, over 
the Pyrenees and across northern Spain to Santiago will change you physically, 
mentally and emotionally. You start the walk as one person, a person you think 
you know, but you finish a different person. I thought that I was a pretty self-
sufficient, resilient, stoic and confident person. I was before my Camino and was 
after my Camino. But something did change, and dramatically. 
 
As it turned out in my final year before I retired in 2014 I was asked by a friend 
and car-pooling colleague to return a DVD to the Library with the suggestion that I 
might enjoy watching it first. After looking at the cover and reading the commen-
tary on the back, I said that it was not my sort of movie but would return it to the 
Library anyway. However, I did eventually watch it, somewhat reluctantly. Of 
course we all know the movie ‘The Way’. It was such an inspiring and emotional 
story. The seed was sown, the idea of this walk was planted. 

Eddie on his 
70th birthday 
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MY EXPERIENCE OF A VIRTUAL CAMINO 
 
“Dare to dream, and then pay the price of your dreams!” This was one of the  
lessons I learned on the Virtual Camino de Santiago Challenge, run by the Dioceses 
of Calahorra and La Calzada-Logroño at www.challengelarioja.com. With my first 
Camino cancelled because of CoVid - after a year of enthusiastic preparation -  
I was extremely grateful for the sudden opportunity to take the Virtual Challenge. 
Through this guided experience, I learnt what it means to be a pilgrim on  
pilgrimage. Even virtually, I experienced the transformative power of the Camino. 
 
Participants were assigned a Pilgrim Friend in Spain, and also a Pilgrim Family, 
with regular contact via Zoom meetings. My first challenge was undertaking the 
whole thing in Spanish, using Google Translator, although an English version is  
underway. My second challenge was rescheduling my life to accept this sudden, 
unexpected daily commitment for the next month. 
 
We started in St Jean-Pied-de-Port in late June, with the goal of completing 25 
stages and arriving in Santiago by 25 July for St James’ Day. The daily activities for 
each stage were: a life lesson to be overcome, physical preparation with a training 
video, town & church video, talk by a spiritual leader on the day’s lesson, prayer 
or guided reflection with song videos, personal journal entry, video testimonials by 
pilgrims and hospitaleros, research to solve 3 ongoing mysteries, video of pilgrims 
undertaking that day’s stage, additional readings and links to significant movies, 
and a knowledge test with your written evidence of having passed the day’s lesson. 
It took me at least 2 hours per day to work through all this, but I could see the 
value of genuine commitment.  
 
“Are you doing what you are supposed to be doing in life?” “What’s your real  
vocation?” “What signs have been appearing in your life that you should pay  
attention to?” “How do you find joy in life, even during crises?” These were some 
of the questions discussed in our lessons. We learnt how to listen to the Camino 
talking to us, how to help others and how to be helped, and how to become  
grateful for every small blessing. By the end, we had been guided in documenting a 
Personal Life Project to transform our lives. “Choose 
life”, we were taught, by thoughtfully and proactively 
examining and shaping our lives. After starting on my 
personal action plan, the Camino worked its magic and 
opportunities started to appear immediately. One of the 
treasures of this Virtual Camino, then, is the resultant 
personal journal with life plan. 
 
I met some amazing and beautiful people on this virtual 
Camino. I discovered a very articulate, proactive and 
passionate group in the Camino world. While the Camino 
is recovering from the pandemic, I can thoroughly  
recommend this virtual Camino Challenge. 
 
Shelley Spencer (SA) 
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option was to share the dormitory space with a 
solitary Spanish pilgrim struggling with his addic-
tions. It was an unsettling night and I was happy 
to move on.  

Early the next morning, soon after I left the small 
village of Atapuerca, I was greeted by the beauti-
ful sound of tinkling bells of grazing sheep and a 
huge stone labyrinth on the plateau. It was the 
eve of the solstice and I mindfully embraced 
walking with my own mantra to the centre of the 

labyrinth and out again to celebrate. 

Over Christmas I did take a needed break and made a detour for a few days to a 
beautiful place called Santo Domingo de Silos, south of Burgos, where the  
magnificent Gregorian chanting by the priests and monks was deeply nourishing. 
Continuing on from Burgos, the journey lightened as I embraced the openness and 
solitude of the Meseta. The pain in my body kept me focussed and where it often 
made it easier to walk alone. There were a few more pilgrims, mainly men as I 
realised that women would primarily be at home with their families at that time of 
the year. I was also aware that the Camino has provided a home and companion-
ship for men who were struggling in their own lives. 

It was a rich and varied time and I gradually learnt to relax and hold my own in the 
company of men. I did meet a couple of special men including a pilgrim from 
France called Dominique on his return journey to Paris. We had dinner together 
with the pilgrim group at the Espiritu Santo albergue in Carrion run by the nuns 
where there was a deep resonance about our shared connection to Mary Magdalene 
that had also inspired his own Camino. He spoke of a significant vision that he had 
20 years earlier of Mary Magdalene at the Resurrection that he had only recently 
come to understand. We passed as ships in the night as our paths then took us in 
opposite directions.  

Then about a week later I had a rest day at a wonderful homely albergue at  
Foncebadon, a tiny village in the mountains near Astorga, where there was warm 
hospitality, great food, and a big open fire. It was here I also met Rafael, a  
warm and caring man from Argentina who lived in Madrid and who spoke English. It 
was a good starting point for companionship where we enjoyed some fun times 
with other pilgrims and local hospitality along the way. We continued onto Santia-
go and then Finisterre, arriving on the 17 January 
to the magic of the sun sinking into the Atlantic. 
Raphael and I kept in touch and he also visited 
Australia to travel... he very sadly died from a 
brain tumour in December 2019.  

The words of the traditional Gaelic blessing were 
part of my Winter Camino where the wind was 
often at my back, the sun was warm upon my face 
and the rains fell gently upon the fields. I felt 
blessed!  

Gabrielle Batson (VIC)  

 

 

  

Nourishing words along the path 

Sunset over the Atlantic  
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Although I had retired from my working life and moved to be close to family, I did 
not enjoy the suburban single man’s lifestyle. I pottered for four years, always 
keeping busy with gardening, vegetable growing, house maintenance, volunteering 
and domestic duties. Always cheerful and positive. 
 
My adult children had encouraged me to have a holiday somewhere interesting, as 
holidays and travel had never been on my list of things to do. I think that they 
thought a cruise or a week in Asia somewhere would be of interest to me. That 
Camino ‘seed’ that had been planted four years ago began to grow. I just went to 
the travel agent and booked a flight – into Paris and out of Madrid. My family were 
more than surprised as I’m not a traveller or a walker. The only walk I had done 
was into Lake Pedder in Tassie, before it was flooded. 
 
As I am not a walker, I had no hiking gear at all. I did buy a few items and bor-
rowed a sleeping bag and backpack. With no real preparations and no walking 
training prior, I got on the plane and off I went to Europe. Never been there  
before! Strange, but just had to go, even without the usual planning, thought or 
preparations. I was asked several times about how I felt about travelling alone – 
and at my age! – to foreign countries. Once again, strange but I had no feelings of 
trepidation of the unknown. Looking back, I think that I had a sense that I’d had a 
good life, that I was on borrowed time and what’s the worst that could happen to 
me? I threw caution to the wind. 
 
I keep saying ‘strangely’ but everything about that 10-week trip starts with 
‘strangely’. The flight to Paris was supposedly a long, arduous, 24-hour ordeal but 
strangely I was at peace, relaxed and enjoyed it all. My pilgrimage started when I 
left home. I’m sure that it’s a mindset. I was going on an adventure – I was going to 
enjoy every minute of it, from beginning to end. And I did. 
 
I had thought that if I arrived in Paris in early morning I’d have all day to adjust 
then sleep in the evening. Luckily it worked—no jet lag. Arriving in April there was 
a train strike so I spent hours in the Underground being directed to several train 
stations looking for the elusive and a ‘maybe’ train 
to Bayonne that day. Eventually, with minutes to 
spare, I caught the only TGV high speed train to 
Bayonne. 
 
What excitement, and it was only Day 1. Arriving 
late afternoon into Bayonne I found a place for the 
night with no problem. Just a note here – many 
pilgrims booked ahead for accommodation but if 
you want the excitement of the unknown then just 
look for a bed in the town or village when you get 
there each night. What’s the worst that can hap-
pen? You sleep in a church porch or knock on a 
door. Unless it’s snowing, it won’t kill you. That 
didn’t happen to me but I was prepared to do just 
that – sleep out. Maybe next time – with luck. 

Cruz de 
Ferro 
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A CAMINO REFLECTION  

Globally it has been a challenging year of loss for many and a significant time of 
change and adjustment to how we live our lives. Victoria has moved into Stage 3 
and 4 restrictions for 6 weeks through the winter and there is a sense of  
uncertainty about how the COVID pandemic will resolve.  

The experience of travel and walking the Camino has been an important part of 
my later life and it’s hard to imagine not being able to return. There is also the 
dilemma of the environmental impact of air travel for us to walk in Europe that we 
are needing to consciously consider. It still doesn’t take away the yearning to walk 
with a pack on my back through the changing landscapes of an age old spiritual 
path and to share the journey with others. It’s a rich experience that requires  
personal intention and preparation as it takes us out of our comfort zone of home, 
family, friendships, work and community and also frees us of the demands. 

My first Camino in 2004 was after my youngest child had left home where  
I explored the sacred sites of Mary Magdalene in France (including St-Maximin/ 
La St-Baume and beautiful Vezelay) to embrace the journey of the feminine and to 
carry her energy with me over the Pyrenees and across the north of Spain. My final  
destination was Finisterre where I arrived on the eve of the summer solstice and 
felt cleansed by the pouring rain and blessed by the solstice energy. It was a  
significant ending that affirmed both my Christian and pagan roots that supported 
my connection to the deeper mysteries. It also fed the desire to return and walk 
again. 

I have returned on three further occasions including at the end of 2016 to walk the 
Camino in winter which was encouraged by a Dutch fellow pilgrim from Central 
Victoria, Rob Jorritsma who, together with his wife, Ines Jewell, have supported 
and mentored many of us to walk on our chosen paths over the last 20 years. From 
our conversations I was aware that I may be walking through rain, mud and snow 
which was daunting as I am not an Alpine walker and dislike the cold.  

My 2016-17 pilgrimage was a journey of the masculine which felt important to do 
as a way of engaging with this important male 
energy within myself and the need for bringing 
greater balance between the yin and yang ener-
gies in the world. I decided to start in Rome to 
revisit the early history of patriarchal Christiani-
ty that has negatively impacted both men and 
women from the height of the Roman Empire 
and the institutionalisation of the Catholic 
Church to contemporary times. I was seeking to 
find balance and integration to carry with me on 
my return journey across the north of Spain. 

I enjoyed several days in Rome, an extraordinary 
city of living history, art and architecture where 
there is also a feminine energy as the name Ro-
ma suggests despite the dominating presence of 
ancient monuments including the Colosseum 
where bloody battles were staged with men, 
women and animals as a form of entertainment 
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with one lighted candle plus a glass of red wine. Once again, for the third time in 
one day, I found it hard to remain composed. What lovely people – the volunteers, 
so kind and thoughtful, so welcoming and caring. So that was my third ‘Camino 
angel’ for the day and it was still only Day 2 of my walk. 
 
What an unbelievable beginning to what was to become a life-changer of a  
pilgrimage. Many things happened along “The Way”. The challenges of the walking 
and the people I met. The conversations, the traumatised and stressed who 
opened up to a stranger, wanting to tell their story to a grandfather figure who 
would listen and not judge. Many young people live in a more complicated world, 
many who seek a new beginning. It’s amazing and surprising how quickly people 
got to know each other throughout the journey. I think the fellow pilgrims on the 
Camino were the most important part of the trip. The daily ritual of walking was 
just brilliant but it’s the people you meet from all over the world. 
 
So what about the rest of my Camino after Day 2, I hear you ask? The following 
several weeks were full of ‘Community, Walking, History and Fun’. Full of  
experiences, tough sections, challenges, happiness, peace and contentment. 
Walking by yourself or with others was up to each individual. You were in total 
charge each day, staying where you wanted, walking for as short or long as you 
wanted, etc. Certainly a feeling of freedom and with all your possessions on your 
back. The simple life. 
 
On reaching Santiago it was a wonderful feeling of achievement, of walking 
800kms – who does that? No-one I know. Considering I was contemplating giving up 
after Day 2, walking into Santiago I was fitter, more youthful (?) and beaming with 
delight. I was a very happy pilgrim. I had changed. I’d had time for reflection, 
time to be in touch and be a feeling person again, time to know myself more.  
The Camino gives you that time. Time for everything you need to sort out in your 
life. When I returned to Australia in June 2018, I started to clear out the physical  
clutter in my life. After living out of a backpack which by the end of the trip had 
only the bare essentials, and staying in albergues, 
returning to a suburban house full of stuff was 
overpowering. What happened after my return 
home is another story. During my Camino I was 
told that the Camino would call me back. I said it 
won’t – but it is.  
 
So the Camino with its Community, Walking,  
istory and Fun that I thought was just a walking 
challenge is much, much more. If you have  
the time … No. Just make the time. Go and  
experience the Camino for yourself. Go on your 
own. Experience the journey for yourself.  
You will love it and return a different and better 
person. 
 
Eddie Parr (Guernsey, UK)  
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 Day 2: no trains to St Jean-Pied-de-Port – strike still on, so a bus full of new  
pilgrims like me and of all ages. St Jean Pied de Port is such a beautiful medieval 
town. I’ve always loved history, architecture and old buildings, so this was the 
beginning of my adventure, full of history and walking. I was excited. With the 
thick snow still on the Pyrenees and the Napoleon Route over the top closed 
(although some pilgrims tried), I walked the Charlemagne Route via Valcarlos and 
up to the Monastery at Roncesvalles, taking two days. Not a pretty walk from 
Valcarlos, a tough uphill slog of mostly winding roadway with snow close to the 
top. It rained heavily most of the day. 
 
Halfway up the Pyrenees I encountered my first ‘Camino angel’. I was wet 
through, my boots and feet were soaked and I was alone. The driving rain made 
walking with my heavy backpack difficult and exhausting. Snow was piled on the 
side of the road and workmen were clearing rockfalls. I must have looked a sight 
because one of the workmen came over to me to see if I was OK. He was a huge 
gentle giant of a man who spoke quietly and with kindness. He left me with  
“Buen Camino. God bless you and keep you safe.” I’m not prone to being  
emotional but it took all my power to remain composed, but later it did have an 
effect on me. Even now I get emotional when I think of that incident – I certainly 
am not able to re-tell that story. I’m not religious but it did have a powerful  
effect on me at the time. 
 
So my first encounter with the unexpected and it was only Day 2 of the walk.  
At the end of that gruelling day – remember I’m not a walker and certainly unac-
customed to carrying a heavy backpack and up a mountain! – I reached Ronces-
valles just before dark. There were quite a few pilgrims in the queue. Some had  
managed to get through the Napoleon Route in the heavy snow, with difficulty.  
I would have been the oldest person that day to reach the summit, and possibly 
the most dishevelled and tired-looking. I don’t want to admit it but I was exhaust-
ed and looking back, I did stagger into the monastery. A volunteer who patrolled 
the queue of pilgrims unexpectedly removed me from the line and took me to a 
warm room and helped me off with my boots and gear. With a cup of tea and 
sweet biscuits, I thawed out. Was this my second ‘Camino angel’ in one day? Once 
again, composure was required. 
 
After resting and considered to have recovered somewhat, I was ushered to the 
front of the queue and signed in for the night. I was escorted with my pack and 
shown my bunk – a lower bunk. After what was to become the evening routine 
over the next few weeks – feet were checked and discussed, clothing and boots 
were left to dry, showered and finally food – lots of food – to restore the engine 
ready for the next day. 
 
Just before lights out as everyone was settling into their bunks or last-minute 
reorganisation of equipment, singing wafted up the corridor. “Happy Birthday to 
you…” We all looked out to see whose birthday it was (11 April). The small group 
of volunteers stopped at my bunk. Of course I knew it was my birthday, and a 
milestone birthday—the booking-in volunteer had spotted my date of birth on my 
passport. So everyone was singing in the dorm by now. They brought a small cake 
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and a show of power over a 400 year 
period from 70AD. The beautiful simple 
structure of the Pantheon (see photo 
on previous page) is a wonderful coun-
terbalance to this with its specular de-
sign and huge central dome that has an 
enormous opening to the sky and was 
originally built as a temple of all gods 
in 120AD and then renamed as a church 
from the 7th century. 

I then flew to Barcelona and travelled 
by train to Pamplona on the 10 December where I started my winter journey from 
the Puenta de Magdalena (at the entrance to Pamplona) to reconnect with my 
earlier pilgrimage of the feminine. The spirit of place definitely calls me to return 
time after time where I have continued to experience the forgotten and repressed 
stories within Christianity. This has primarily been through my own reading and 
the extraordinary art work in the many churches and museums along the way 
which is not available to us here in Australia.  

The Camino de Santiago takes its name from the apostle St James who is said to 
have preached to the pagans in northern Spain around 40AD before then returning 
to Jerusalem where he was beheaded by Herod in 42AD although there is no  
historical evidence to support this. Sometime later his disciples are said to have  
returned his body to northern Spain where he is now buried in the crypt at the  
Cathedral in Santiago.  

The early history of the Christian Camino dates from the discovery of the body of 
St James in 813 which was possibly orchestrated by the Bishop of Padrón as a  
positive focus for their battle against the Moors at the time.  

John Brierley affirms my own belief and eloquently writes about the way of  
St James being a very important pagan pilgrim route from ancient times where 
there is significant archaeological evidence of sun god worship at Finisterre. It was 
not until the 12th–14th centuries that the Camino de Santiago grew in importance 
eclipsing the pilgrims’ routes to Rome and Jerusalem. I see it as a rich ancient 
path that weaves our early pagan routes into the tapestry of Christianity of which  
St James has been made an important part. 

I was excited to be returning to Spain to walk again where the air was crisp and 
the small streams were often frozen. There were also occasional days with patches 
of warm sunshine. It was a gentle start through a landscape of fallow fields, bare 
grape vines and fruiting olives. Early on there was the adjustment to the weight of 
my pack that I gradually reduced over the following weeks and being the only 
woman on the path for days on end until I reached Burgos. The pilgrim numbers 
were small and the albergue accommodation was limited where it was necessary 
to share with groups of men which was a new unexpected experience.  

There were several challenges that followed over the next couple of weeks that 
tested my will to continue. The first one was an injury from a fall in the shower on 
the 3rd day where I walked in pain particularly with the weight of my pack for the 
rest of the Camino. The second was on the eve of the winter solstice where I 
walked until dark to find accommodation at a very rustic albergue where the only 

Walking with Rafael in the Galician  
morning mist 
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CAMINO FRANCES 2013 
 
My interest in the Camino started in Novem-
ber 2009, after seeing black and white  
photos of the Camino at an exhibition in 
Daylesford, Victoria. Then in 2011 I watched 
The Way. After the film I began researching 
the Camino Francés, eventually purchasing 
a copy of the Brierley guide-book. 
 
By 2012 I had made up my mind that I was 
going to walk the Camino Francés.  I asked 
my brother Phil if the would like to go for a 
short walk with me. Unfortunately the 800km was a show stopper! Then in  
Brisbane chatting with friends Bob and Denise, Bob and I decided to do the walk  
together and flights were booked to Barcelona arriving in early April, giving us 
both just over 3 weeks to prepare. The first time that I tried on my full pack was 
when I walked out the door to catch a taxi to the airport. 
 
The first night in Barcelona was quite a shock as l had not slept in a room with 
anybody except my wife for over 35 years. The following morning we took a train 
to Pamplona where we met Paul, a friend of Bob’s who had also decided to join 
us. While in Pamplona we obtained our credentials. From Pamplona it was a bus 
to Roncesvalles and a taxi across the Pyrenees to St Jean-Pied-de-Port. At St Jean 
we visited the Pilgrim Office where we learnt that the Napoleon route was closed 
due to heavy snow, and found accommodation for the night. Due to our limited 
preparation and training and being new to ‘the pilgrim thing’ we decided that we 
would have a short first day and only walk as far as Valcarlos.  
 
The following day we arrived in at the wonderful albergue in Roncesvalles where 
we participated in our first communal meal with other pilgrims. Sharing my  
cubicle were a Dane and a Canadian who had attempted to cross the Pyrenees by 
the Napoleon route. They abandoned their attempt when the snow was waist 
deep and sought lower altitudes. These two pilgrims soon became part of our  
extended Camino family that expanded to include three South Africans (priest and 

two of his parishioners) an English couple, a Dutch 
girl, a girl from Sydney, a young German man and 
another Canadian (Dwain, who snored). Our next 
overnight stop in Zubiri was a real eye-opener after 
our previous night in Roncesvalles. Open showers and 
dilapidated bunk beds did not do a lot for us  
especially when an overweight German pilgrim decid-
ed that his bed above Paul was a trampoline.  
 
The climb from Cizur Menor to Alto del Perdon was 
interesting, with one of the South Africans arriving at 
the top with one shoe and a very muddy sock. Puente 
La Reina was memorable for the picnic evening meal 

John, Bob and Phil between Valcarlos 
and Roncesvalles on Day 2 

Young matador in training! 
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My backpack was my very best friend 
along the trail 

CAMINO READY: BACKPACKS, BOOTS & (NO) BLISTERS! 
Mark H.O’Sullivan  
Second edition 2018, 83 pages 
ISBN -13:9781724090904 
 
 ‘The best way to get Camino ready is to learn from 
those who have walked it’ 
So asserts the author of this book, Mark O’Sullivan, an Austral-
ian currently living in the UK and who had considerable long 
distance walking experience before walking the Camino 
Francés in 2013 at the age of 69.  
 
His motivation for writing the book was the largely avoidable 
travails of pilgrims he encountered on that first and subse-
quent Caminos. The outcome is 83 pages packed with  
information and ideas derived ‘from my own experiences and 
mistakes, from research looking for answers, and, importantly, 
talking to many pilgrims who have walked one or many Caminos’. 
 
Nine very practical chapters cover Camino preparation and fitness, footwear, walking as a 
system, clothing, blisters, injuries, water, backpacks, and the importance of weight minimisa-
tion and of using walking poles. Its last chapter has useful tips about technology and security. 
This new edition also has two appendices suggested by Camino pilgrims, one ‘ Albergues: what 
to expect and how to manage’, and the other ‘Dealing with bedbugs’.  
 
There are a number of mostly relevant photographs of varying quality, several copy  
editing lapses, no index although the table of contents is detailed, and three blank pages  
at the end - good for notes. The book is a manageable A5 size, and weighs just 186gms - light 
enough to carry on a Camino for reference. The print version is expensive, but put that  
down to Amazon, not the author, who has done the Camino community a valuable service  
for likely little personal financial benefit. Find out more at his website at 
www.caminowalkingguide.com 
 
The proliferation of online and printed accounts of walking the Camino are replete with  
cautionary tales and sometimes contradictory advice and information for would be pilgrims.  
In a time consuming and haphazard exercise this reviewer consulted many of them before 
commencing his first Camino from Seville just seven years ago, at the age of 69. Yet he still 
made mistakes on that first Camino and subsequently - mistakes which access to Camino 
Ready would have largely avoided or minimized.  
 
So, if you are hesitating about the practical and other aspects of walking a camino, investing in 
Camino Ready will both inform and encourage you to venture forth on what so many have 
found is a unique and life changing experience. 
 
Alan Bundy (SA) 
 
Camino Ready is published through Amazon’s self publishing platform and may be ordered 
from Amazon or from the author’s website www.caminowalkingguide.com. The cost is about 
$38 plus postage. The e-book version is about $7. 
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So You're back home and missing that Camino feeling.  
You can recreate that feeling right where you are.  

Here's how! 
 
1) Sleep in your sleeping bag in a different room of the house every 
night. 
2) Wash your clothes by hand in the sink using the same sliver of soap 
you showered with. 
3) Sit outside your front door for a few hours waiting for someone to 
come and unlock the door. 
4) Ask someone to shine a flashlight in your eyes while you're sleeping. 
5) Walk to the store and buy one bread roll, one slice of chorizo, one 
slice of cheese, and one banana. 
6) Ask for that food by pointing and using sign language. 
7) Strike up conversations with strangers and pretend you've known 
them your whole life. Ask them if they prefer shoes or boots. 
9) Wear all the clothing you can then ask someone to spray you soak-
ing wet with the garden hose. 
10) Tap a spoon on a plate to emulate the sound of trekking poles. 
11) Drink 3 litres of water then ‘go’ in the bushes. 
12) Pick fruit from the neighbours' trees. 
13) Pop 3 painkillers with your glass of wine. 
14) Take many pictures of arrow-like objects. 
15) Go to the post office and mail some clothing back to yourself. 
16) Get dressed in the dark and put on damp clothing. 
17) Go to the local pub and ask the barman to stamp your passport. 
18) Eat just toast or a croissant for breakfast. 
19) Sit in the sun in such a way that you only get tan on the left side 
of your body. 
20) Say "Buen Camino" to everyone as you walk down the street!! 
 
Sent in to the Blue Mountains Camino Supporters newsletter by 
Johann Saure.  
                                                                            Author unknown 
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in the grounds of the albergue entertained by 
a couple of Italian pilgrims busking their way 
to Santiago. Here I attended my first mass 
and pilgrim blessing. While there was only a 
small congregation, the singing at the mass 
was memorable, as was Dwain’s snoring.  
 
Departing from Estella we arrived at the  
Monasterio de Irache and its famous wine 
fountain to find it dry. Not good news  
although wine at 7:30am was probably not a 
good idea. Walking with us at this time was Lloyd from the UK. Lloyd had a bad 
knee and spent most of his Camino in a taxi or bus. Notwithstanding, Lloyd could 
be counted on to find the best bar in town and was always sitting outside with a 
glass of wine and a greeting when we arrived. Arriving in Los Arcos on the following 
afternoon we quickly changed our intended albergue when we discovered that 
Dwain the snorer had arrived just ahead of ourselves. The follow morning Paul 
awoke feeling unwell and decided to remain in Los Arcos for the day. In hindsight I 
should have stayed with him instead of continuing on with Bob, although all turned 
out well and we were back together again in Burgos a few days later.  
 
Our next stop was Logrono where we purchased Spanish Sim cards for our phones, 
making communications easier and affordable rates for ringing home. Wandering 
through Logroño, Bob and I ran into a number of pilgrims that were becoming our 
Camino family. It goes without saying that the group were sitting in the shade  
outside a bar. This was the first of many impromptu communal meals. While we 
did not always walk as a group, without any planning, we usually managed to  
congregate each evening for a drink and often a meal. 
 
Two nights later found us in Grañón, a very special albergue located in an annex 
attached to the church. Here instead of the usual bunks, we slept on mats on the 
floor. Getting up from the floor in the middle of the night is almost as bad as 
climbing down from a top bunk. The albergue offered a shared meal and I seem to 
remember that we were required to sing for our meal. Given my singing voice,  
it was a miracle that I was allowed to eat that night. Our young German friend 
entertained us by dressing up in clothing articles abandoned at the albergue by 
previous pilgrims. 

Botas at  
Grañón  

Stone pines between 
Ponferrada and  
Villafranca 

Bicycle security 
in Burgos 
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 Burgos was our first rest day after 12 days of walking.  
It felt strange to wake up and not walk. The day was 
spent visiting the magnificent cathedral and the citadel 
which was subject to an unsuccessful siege by Welling-
ton in 1812. In Burgos, Paul caught up with us after  
several days walking alone. 
 
Around this time we also met Bill Bennett, an Australian 
film director who was walking the Camino by himself. 
Bill would spend long days walking as he liked to take 
photographs and each photo could take many minutes 
to compose and get perfect. Later Bill wrote a book 
titled “The Way, My Way”, a best seller for books about 
the Camino, which mentioned Bob, Paul and myself for 
our village classification system… a village with three 
storks has to be better than a village with only one stork! 
 
I cannot recollect a lot about our crossing of the Meseta but I do vividly recall the 
last hour of walking into a small village in sleet and the bar that we located with a 
very nice fire. Obviously I can recall the landscape, crops, the lack of shade and of 
course the seemingly endless path running parallel with the road. I also recall the 
surprise of a village tucked away in a valley with no indication of its presence until 
you were almost on top of it. This village was probably Hontanas. I enjoyed the 
crossing of the Meseta and certainly did not find it to be boring. 
 
León was our second rest day where caught up with Bill and enjoyed an excellent 
meal together. For the first night we found a nice hotel with a triple room; the 
second at Santa Maria de Carbajal run by Benedictine nuns—a bad choice. Males 
and females were separated into separate dormitories... 40 males in an enclosed 
space was not conducive to a good night’s sleep.  
 

Astorga was a lovely place for an overnight 
stay, where we viewed the Roman ruins,  
visited the cathedral and marvelled at  
Palacio Gaudi. After a night in Foncebadón we 
arrived at Cruz de Ferro early in the morning, 
placing our stones on the pile at the base of 
the cross. My stone came from the beach at 
Seventeen Seventy, a rock that Captain James 
Cook tripped over when he stepped ashore in 
Queensland in that year.  
 
Molinaseca is a pretty village on a river, 
where we found accommodation next to a bar 
in the centre of the village. Staying here 
proved to be a good choice as most of our 
Camino family wandered in and advised that 
it was our Danish friends’ 21st birthday and 

Traditional washing of clothes  
in a river in Galicia  

Last stork’s nest (just  
before Sarria) 
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that there would be a party on the bank of 
the river.  
 
The following day Paul and I managed to get 
lost leaving Ponferrada. While we could see 
the town centre in the distance, we had  
no idea where the path was but were  
approached by a Spanish woman who had also 
determined that we were in the wrong place. 
While she spoke no English, she unhesitatingly 
put us in her car and drove us back to the 
Camino.  
 

After yet another steep uphill walk we arrived in the village of O’Cebreiro with its 
lovely stone work and pretty thatched roofs. The downside to the stay was the 
albergue accommodation with all heaters turned up to about 35 degrees.  
 
From Sarria on, there was a noticeable increase in pilgrim numbers, though not so 
many as these days. Paul and I stayed our penultimate night in Monte do Gozo. Bob 
was waiting for us on the way into the cathedral and escorted us to Praza do  
Obradoiro where we immediately ran into Bill and other members of our Camino 
family. We were in time to attend the midday mass and were lucky enough to see 
the botafumeiro swung. Later we obtained our compostelas upstairs at the old  
Pilgrim Office. Our final nights in Santiago were spent at Seminario Menor. Here we 
enjoyed well-spaced single beds and lockers to store our packs. ‘Headquarters’ in 
Santiago was the Cerveceria 100 Montaditos, which served cheap beer, wine and 
tapas, where our pilgrim family gravitated and spent a couple of excellent evenings 
there before going our separate ways. 
 
What l enjoyed on this first Camino was that the common goal of all pilgrims  
was the destination (Santiago de Compostela). Age, sex, religion, occupation, 
country of origin were not of any consequence. Probably the only other common 
denominator in our pilgrim family was the fact that we were all able to converse in  
English. Everyone was walking to Santiago for their own reasons and while each of 
these reasons were different, we all respected the  
other’s motives. 
 
It was refreshing to rediscover the small number of items 
that you need to survive an 800km walk across Spain. 
Everything l would need for my Camino was in my pack.  
 
The one thing that I did not expect to happen on this first 
Camino was that I would become a Camino ‘tragic’ and 
return to walk Caminos the following year… and each 
year through to 2019. 
 
John Mapleson (VIC) 

Pollarded plane trees in Burgos 

John by the old  
100km mojone 
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So You're back home and missing that Camino feeling.  
You can recreate that feeling right where you are.  

Here's how! 
 
1) Sleep in your sleeping bag in a different room of the house every 
night. 
2) Wash your clothes by hand in the sink using the same sliver of soap 
you showered with. 
3) Sit outside your front door for a few hours waiting for someone to 
come and unlock the door. 
4) Ask someone to shine a flashlight in your eyes while you're sleeping. 
5) Walk to the store and buy one bread roll, one slice of chorizo, one 
slice of cheese, and one banana. 
6) Ask for that food by pointing and using sign language. 
7) Strike up conversations with strangers and pretend you've known 
them your whole life. Ask them if they prefer shoes or boots. 
9) Wear all the clothing you can then ask someone to spray you soak-
ing wet with the garden hose. 
10) Tap a spoon on a plate to emulate the sound of trekking poles. 
11) Drink 3 litres of water then ‘go’ in the bushes. 
12) Pick fruit from the neighbours' trees. 
13) Pop 3 painkillers with your glass of wine. 
14) Take many pictures of arrow-like objects. 
15) Go to the post office and mail some clothing back to yourself. 
16) Get dressed in the dark and put on damp clothing. 
17) Go to the local pub and ask the barman to stamp your passport. 
18) Eat just toast or a croissant for breakfast. 
19) Sit in the sun in such a way that you only get tan on the left side 
of your body. 
20) Say "Buen Camino" to everyone as you walk down the street!! 
 
Sent in to the Blue Mountains Camino Supporters newsletter by 
Johann Saure.  
                                                                            Author unknown 
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in the grounds of the albergue entertained by 
a couple of Italian pilgrims busking their way 
to Santiago. Here I attended my first mass 
and pilgrim blessing. While there was only a 
small congregation, the singing at the mass 
was memorable, as was Dwain’s snoring.  
 
Departing from Estella we arrived at the  
Monasterio de Irache and its famous wine 
fountain to find it dry. Not good news  
although wine at 7:30am was probably not a 
good idea. Walking with us at this time was Lloyd from the UK. Lloyd had a bad 
knee and spent most of his Camino in a taxi or bus. Notwithstanding, Lloyd could 
be counted on to find the best bar in town and was always sitting outside with a 
glass of wine and a greeting when we arrived. Arriving in Los Arcos on the following 
afternoon we quickly changed our intended albergue when we discovered that 
Dwain the snorer had arrived just ahead of ourselves. The follow morning Paul 
awoke feeling unwell and decided to remain in Los Arcos for the day. In hindsight I 
should have stayed with him instead of continuing on with Bob, although all turned 
out well and we were back together again in Burgos a few days later.  
 
Our next stop was Logrono where we purchased Spanish Sim cards for our phones, 
making communications easier and affordable rates for ringing home. Wandering 
through Logroño, Bob and I ran into a number of pilgrims that were becoming our 
Camino family. It goes without saying that the group were sitting in the shade  
outside a bar. This was the first of many impromptu communal meals. While we 
did not always walk as a group, without any planning, we usually managed to  
congregate each evening for a drink and often a meal. 
 
Two nights later found us in Grañón, a very special albergue located in an annex 
attached to the church. Here instead of the usual bunks, we slept on mats on the 
floor. Getting up from the floor in the middle of the night is almost as bad as 
climbing down from a top bunk. The albergue offered a shared meal and I seem to 
remember that we were required to sing for our meal. Given my singing voice,  
it was a miracle that I was allowed to eat that night. Our young German friend 
entertained us by dressing up in clothing articles abandoned at the albergue by 
previous pilgrims. 

Botas at  
Grañón  

Stone pines between 
Ponferrada and  
Villafranca 

Bicycle security 
in Burgos 
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CAMINO FRANCES 2013 
 
My interest in the Camino started in Novem-
ber 2009, after seeing black and white  
photos of the Camino at an exhibition in 
Daylesford, Victoria. Then in 2011 I watched 
The Way. After the film I began researching 
the Camino Francés, eventually purchasing 
a copy of the Brierley guide-book. 
 
By 2012 I had made up my mind that I was 
going to walk the Camino Francés.  I asked 
my brother Phil if the would like to go for a 
short walk with me. Unfortunately the 800km was a show stopper! Then in  
Brisbane chatting with friends Bob and Denise, Bob and I decided to do the walk  
together and flights were booked to Barcelona arriving in early April, giving us 
both just over 3 weeks to prepare. The first time that I tried on my full pack was 
when I walked out the door to catch a taxi to the airport. 
 
The first night in Barcelona was quite a shock as l had not slept in a room with 
anybody except my wife for over 35 years. The following morning we took a train 
to Pamplona where we met Paul, a friend of Bob’s who had also decided to join 
us. While in Pamplona we obtained our credentials. From Pamplona it was a bus 
to Roncesvalles and a taxi across the Pyrenees to St Jean-Pied-de-Port. At St Jean 
we visited the Pilgrim Office where we learnt that the Napoleon route was closed 
due to heavy snow, and found accommodation for the night. Due to our limited 
preparation and training and being new to ‘the pilgrim thing’ we decided that we 
would have a short first day and only walk as far as Valcarlos.  
 
The following day we arrived in at the wonderful albergue in Roncesvalles where 
we participated in our first communal meal with other pilgrims. Sharing my  
cubicle were a Dane and a Canadian who had attempted to cross the Pyrenees by 
the Napoleon route. They abandoned their attempt when the snow was waist 
deep and sought lower altitudes. These two pilgrims soon became part of our  
extended Camino family that expanded to include three South Africans (priest and 

two of his parishioners) an English couple, a Dutch 
girl, a girl from Sydney, a young German man and 
another Canadian (Dwain, who snored). Our next 
overnight stop in Zubiri was a real eye-opener after 
our previous night in Roncesvalles. Open showers and 
dilapidated bunk beds did not do a lot for us  
especially when an overweight German pilgrim decid-
ed that his bed above Paul was a trampoline.  
 
The climb from Cizur Menor to Alto del Perdon was 
interesting, with one of the South Africans arriving at 
the top with one shoe and a very muddy sock. Puente 
La Reina was memorable for the picnic evening meal 

John, Bob and Phil between Valcarlos 
and Roncesvalles on Day 2 

Young matador in training! 
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My backpack was my very best friend 
along the trail 

CAMINO READY: BACKPACKS, BOOTS & (NO) BLISTERS! 
Mark H.O’Sullivan  
Second edition 2018, 83 pages 
ISBN -13:9781724090904 
 
 ‘The best way to get Camino ready is to learn from 
those who have walked it’ 
So asserts the author of this book, Mark O’Sullivan, an Austral-
ian currently living in the UK and who had considerable long 
distance walking experience before walking the Camino 
Francés in 2013 at the age of 69.  
 
His motivation for writing the book was the largely avoidable 
travails of pilgrims he encountered on that first and subse-
quent Caminos. The outcome is 83 pages packed with  
information and ideas derived ‘from my own experiences and 
mistakes, from research looking for answers, and, importantly, 
talking to many pilgrims who have walked one or many Caminos’. 
 
Nine very practical chapters cover Camino preparation and fitness, footwear, walking as a 
system, clothing, blisters, injuries, water, backpacks, and the importance of weight minimisa-
tion and of using walking poles. Its last chapter has useful tips about technology and security. 
This new edition also has two appendices suggested by Camino pilgrims, one ‘ Albergues: what 
to expect and how to manage’, and the other ‘Dealing with bedbugs’.  
 
There are a number of mostly relevant photographs of varying quality, several copy  
editing lapses, no index although the table of contents is detailed, and three blank pages  
at the end - good for notes. The book is a manageable A5 size, and weighs just 186gms - light 
enough to carry on a Camino for reference. The print version is expensive, but put that  
down to Amazon, not the author, who has done the Camino community a valuable service  
for likely little personal financial benefit. Find out more at his website at 
www.caminowalkingguide.com 
 
The proliferation of online and printed accounts of walking the Camino are replete with  
cautionary tales and sometimes contradictory advice and information for would be pilgrims.  
In a time consuming and haphazard exercise this reviewer consulted many of them before 
commencing his first Camino from Seville just seven years ago, at the age of 69. Yet he still 
made mistakes on that first Camino and subsequently - mistakes which access to Camino 
Ready would have largely avoided or minimized.  
 
So, if you are hesitating about the practical and other aspects of walking a camino, investing in 
Camino Ready will both inform and encourage you to venture forth on what so many have 
found is a unique and life changing experience. 
 
Alan Bundy (SA) 
 
Camino Ready is published through Amazon’s self publishing platform and may be ordered 
from Amazon or from the author’s website www.caminowalkingguide.com. The cost is about 
$38 plus postage. The e-book version is about $7. 
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A CAMINO REFLECTION  

Globally it has been a challenging year of loss for many and a significant time of 
change and adjustment to how we live our lives. Victoria has moved into Stage 3 
and 4 restrictions for 6 weeks through the winter and there is a sense of  
uncertainty about how the COVID pandemic will resolve.  

The experience of travel and walking the Camino has been an important part of 
my later life and it’s hard to imagine not being able to return. There is also the 
dilemma of the environmental impact of air travel for us to walk in Europe that we 
are needing to consciously consider. It still doesn’t take away the yearning to walk 
with a pack on my back through the changing landscapes of an age old spiritual 
path and to share the journey with others. It’s a rich experience that requires  
personal intention and preparation as it takes us out of our comfort zone of home, 
family, friendships, work and community and also frees us of the demands. 

My first Camino in 2004 was after my youngest child had left home where  
I explored the sacred sites of Mary Magdalene in France (including St-Maximin/ 
La St-Baume and beautiful Vezelay) to embrace the journey of the feminine and to 
carry her energy with me over the Pyrenees and across the north of Spain. My final  
destination was Finisterre where I arrived on the eve of the summer solstice and 
felt cleansed by the pouring rain and blessed by the solstice energy. It was a  
significant ending that affirmed both my Christian and pagan roots that supported 
my connection to the deeper mysteries. It also fed the desire to return and walk 
again. 

I have returned on three further occasions including at the end of 2016 to walk the 
Camino in winter which was encouraged by a Dutch fellow pilgrim from Central 
Victoria, Rob Jorritsma who, together with his wife, Ines Jewell, have supported 
and mentored many of us to walk on our chosen paths over the last 20 years. From 
our conversations I was aware that I may be walking through rain, mud and snow 
which was daunting as I am not an Alpine walker and dislike the cold.  

My 2016-17 pilgrimage was a journey of the masculine which felt important to do 
as a way of engaging with this important male 
energy within myself and the need for bringing 
greater balance between the yin and yang ener-
gies in the world. I decided to start in Rome to 
revisit the early history of patriarchal Christiani-
ty that has negatively impacted both men and 
women from the height of the Roman Empire 
and the institutionalisation of the Catholic 
Church to contemporary times. I was seeking to 
find balance and integration to carry with me on 
my return journey across the north of Spain. 

I enjoyed several days in Rome, an extraordinary 
city of living history, art and architecture where 
there is also a feminine energy as the name Ro-
ma suggests despite the dominating presence of 
ancient monuments including the Colosseum 
where bloody battles were staged with men, 
women and animals as a form of entertainment 
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with one lighted candle plus a glass of red wine. Once again, for the third time in 
one day, I found it hard to remain composed. What lovely people – the volunteers, 
so kind and thoughtful, so welcoming and caring. So that was my third ‘Camino 
angel’ for the day and it was still only Day 2 of my walk. 
 
What an unbelievable beginning to what was to become a life-changer of a  
pilgrimage. Many things happened along “The Way”. The challenges of the walking 
and the people I met. The conversations, the traumatised and stressed who 
opened up to a stranger, wanting to tell their story to a grandfather figure who 
would listen and not judge. Many young people live in a more complicated world, 
many who seek a new beginning. It’s amazing and surprising how quickly people 
got to know each other throughout the journey. I think the fellow pilgrims on the 
Camino were the most important part of the trip. The daily ritual of walking was 
just brilliant but it’s the people you meet from all over the world. 
 
So what about the rest of my Camino after Day 2, I hear you ask? The following 
several weeks were full of ‘Community, Walking, History and Fun’. Full of  
experiences, tough sections, challenges, happiness, peace and contentment. 
Walking by yourself or with others was up to each individual. You were in total 
charge each day, staying where you wanted, walking for as short or long as you 
wanted, etc. Certainly a feeling of freedom and with all your possessions on your 
back. The simple life. 
 
On reaching Santiago it was a wonderful feeling of achievement, of walking 
800kms – who does that? No-one I know. Considering I was contemplating giving up 
after Day 2, walking into Santiago I was fitter, more youthful (?) and beaming with 
delight. I was a very happy pilgrim. I had changed. I’d had time for reflection, 
time to be in touch and be a feeling person again, time to know myself more.  
The Camino gives you that time. Time for everything you need to sort out in your 
life. When I returned to Australia in June 2018, I started to clear out the physical  
clutter in my life. After living out of a backpack which by the end of the trip had 
only the bare essentials, and staying in albergues, 
returning to a suburban house full of stuff was 
overpowering. What happened after my return 
home is another story. During my Camino I was 
told that the Camino would call me back. I said it 
won’t – but it is.  
 
So the Camino with its Community, Walking,  
istory and Fun that I thought was just a walking 
challenge is much, much more. If you have  
the time … No. Just make the time. Go and  
experience the Camino for yourself. Go on your 
own. Experience the journey for yourself.  
You will love it and return a different and better 
person. 
 
Eddie Parr (Guernsey, UK)  
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 Day 2: no trains to St Jean-Pied-de-Port – strike still on, so a bus full of new  
pilgrims like me and of all ages. St Jean Pied de Port is such a beautiful medieval 
town. I’ve always loved history, architecture and old buildings, so this was the 
beginning of my adventure, full of history and walking. I was excited. With the 
thick snow still on the Pyrenees and the Napoleon Route over the top closed 
(although some pilgrims tried), I walked the Charlemagne Route via Valcarlos and 
up to the Monastery at Roncesvalles, taking two days. Not a pretty walk from 
Valcarlos, a tough uphill slog of mostly winding roadway with snow close to the 
top. It rained heavily most of the day. 
 
Halfway up the Pyrenees I encountered my first ‘Camino angel’. I was wet 
through, my boots and feet were soaked and I was alone. The driving rain made 
walking with my heavy backpack difficult and exhausting. Snow was piled on the 
side of the road and workmen were clearing rockfalls. I must have looked a sight 
because one of the workmen came over to me to see if I was OK. He was a huge 
gentle giant of a man who spoke quietly and with kindness. He left me with  
“Buen Camino. God bless you and keep you safe.” I’m not prone to being  
emotional but it took all my power to remain composed, but later it did have an 
effect on me. Even now I get emotional when I think of that incident – I certainly 
am not able to re-tell that story. I’m not religious but it did have a powerful  
effect on me at the time. 
 
So my first encounter with the unexpected and it was only Day 2 of the walk.  
At the end of that gruelling day – remember I’m not a walker and certainly unac-
customed to carrying a heavy backpack and up a mountain! – I reached Ronces-
valles just before dark. There were quite a few pilgrims in the queue. Some had  
managed to get through the Napoleon Route in the heavy snow, with difficulty.  
I would have been the oldest person that day to reach the summit, and possibly 
the most dishevelled and tired-looking. I don’t want to admit it but I was exhaust-
ed and looking back, I did stagger into the monastery. A volunteer who patrolled 
the queue of pilgrims unexpectedly removed me from the line and took me to a 
warm room and helped me off with my boots and gear. With a cup of tea and 
sweet biscuits, I thawed out. Was this my second ‘Camino angel’ in one day? Once 
again, composure was required. 
 
After resting and considered to have recovered somewhat, I was ushered to the 
front of the queue and signed in for the night. I was escorted with my pack and 
shown my bunk – a lower bunk. After what was to become the evening routine 
over the next few weeks – feet were checked and discussed, clothing and boots 
were left to dry, showered and finally food – lots of food – to restore the engine 
ready for the next day. 
 
Just before lights out as everyone was settling into their bunks or last-minute 
reorganisation of equipment, singing wafted up the corridor. “Happy Birthday to 
you…” We all looked out to see whose birthday it was (11 April). The small group 
of volunteers stopped at my bunk. Of course I knew it was my birthday, and a 
milestone birthday—the booking-in volunteer had spotted my date of birth on my 
passport. So everyone was singing in the dorm by now. They brought a small cake 
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and a show of power over a 400 year 
period from 70AD. The beautiful simple 
structure of the Pantheon (see photo 
on previous page) is a wonderful coun-
terbalance to this with its specular de-
sign and huge central dome that has an 
enormous opening to the sky and was 
originally built as a temple of all gods 
in 120AD and then renamed as a church 
from the 7th century. 

I then flew to Barcelona and travelled 
by train to Pamplona on the 10 December where I started my winter journey from 
the Puenta de Magdalena (at the entrance to Pamplona) to reconnect with my 
earlier pilgrimage of the feminine. The spirit of place definitely calls me to return 
time after time where I have continued to experience the forgotten and repressed 
stories within Christianity. This has primarily been through my own reading and 
the extraordinary art work in the many churches and museums along the way 
which is not available to us here in Australia.  

The Camino de Santiago takes its name from the apostle St James who is said to 
have preached to the pagans in northern Spain around 40AD before then returning 
to Jerusalem where he was beheaded by Herod in 42AD although there is no  
historical evidence to support this. Sometime later his disciples are said to have  
returned his body to northern Spain where he is now buried in the crypt at the  
Cathedral in Santiago.  

The early history of the Christian Camino dates from the discovery of the body of 
St James in 813 which was possibly orchestrated by the Bishop of Padrón as a  
positive focus for their battle against the Moors at the time.  

John Brierley affirms my own belief and eloquently writes about the way of  
St James being a very important pagan pilgrim route from ancient times where 
there is significant archaeological evidence of sun god worship at Finisterre. It was 
not until the 12th–14th centuries that the Camino de Santiago grew in importance 
eclipsing the pilgrims’ routes to Rome and Jerusalem. I see it as a rich ancient 
path that weaves our early pagan routes into the tapestry of Christianity of which  
St James has been made an important part. 

I was excited to be returning to Spain to walk again where the air was crisp and 
the small streams were often frozen. There were also occasional days with patches 
of warm sunshine. It was a gentle start through a landscape of fallow fields, bare 
grape vines and fruiting olives. Early on there was the adjustment to the weight of 
my pack that I gradually reduced over the following weeks and being the only 
woman on the path for days on end until I reached Burgos. The pilgrim numbers 
were small and the albergue accommodation was limited where it was necessary 
to share with groups of men which was a new unexpected experience.  

There were several challenges that followed over the next couple of weeks that 
tested my will to continue. The first one was an injury from a fall in the shower on 
the 3rd day where I walked in pain particularly with the weight of my pack for the 
rest of the Camino. The second was on the eve of the winter solstice where I 
walked until dark to find accommodation at a very rustic albergue where the only 

Walking with Rafael in the Galician  
morning mist 
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option was to share the dormitory space with a 
solitary Spanish pilgrim struggling with his addic-
tions. It was an unsettling night and I was happy 
to move on.  

Early the next morning, soon after I left the small 
village of Atapuerca, I was greeted by the beauti-
ful sound of tinkling bells of grazing sheep and a 
huge stone labyrinth on the plateau. It was the 
eve of the solstice and I mindfully embraced 
walking with my own mantra to the centre of the 

labyrinth and out again to celebrate. 

Over Christmas I did take a needed break and made a detour for a few days to a 
beautiful place called Santo Domingo de Silos, south of Burgos, where the  
magnificent Gregorian chanting by the priests and monks was deeply nourishing. 
Continuing on from Burgos, the journey lightened as I embraced the openness and 
solitude of the Meseta. The pain in my body kept me focussed and where it often 
made it easier to walk alone. There were a few more pilgrims, mainly men as I 
realised that women would primarily be at home with their families at that time of 
the year. I was also aware that the Camino has provided a home and companion-
ship for men who were struggling in their own lives. 

It was a rich and varied time and I gradually learnt to relax and hold my own in the 
company of men. I did meet a couple of special men including a pilgrim from 
France called Dominique on his return journey to Paris. We had dinner together 
with the pilgrim group at the Espiritu Santo albergue in Carrion run by the nuns 
where there was a deep resonance about our shared connection to Mary Magdalene 
that had also inspired his own Camino. He spoke of a significant vision that he had 
20 years earlier of Mary Magdalene at the Resurrection that he had only recently 
come to understand. We passed as ships in the night as our paths then took us in 
opposite directions.  

Then about a week later I had a rest day at a wonderful homely albergue at  
Foncebadon, a tiny village in the mountains near Astorga, where there was warm 
hospitality, great food, and a big open fire. It was here I also met Rafael, a  
warm and caring man from Argentina who lived in Madrid and who spoke English. It 
was a good starting point for companionship where we enjoyed some fun times 
with other pilgrims and local hospitality along the way. We continued onto Santia-
go and then Finisterre, arriving on the 17 January 
to the magic of the sun sinking into the Atlantic. 
Raphael and I kept in touch and he also visited 
Australia to travel... he very sadly died from a 
brain tumour in December 2019.  

The words of the traditional Gaelic blessing were 
part of my Winter Camino where the wind was 
often at my back, the sun was warm upon my face 
and the rains fell gently upon the fields. I felt 
blessed!  

Gabrielle Batson (VIC)  

 

 

  

Nourishing words along the path 

Sunset over the Atlantic  
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Although I had retired from my working life and moved to be close to family, I did 
not enjoy the suburban single man’s lifestyle. I pottered for four years, always 
keeping busy with gardening, vegetable growing, house maintenance, volunteering 
and domestic duties. Always cheerful and positive. 
 
My adult children had encouraged me to have a holiday somewhere interesting, as 
holidays and travel had never been on my list of things to do. I think that they 
thought a cruise or a week in Asia somewhere would be of interest to me. That 
Camino ‘seed’ that had been planted four years ago began to grow. I just went to 
the travel agent and booked a flight – into Paris and out of Madrid. My family were 
more than surprised as I’m not a traveller or a walker. The only walk I had done 
was into Lake Pedder in Tassie, before it was flooded. 
 
As I am not a walker, I had no hiking gear at all. I did buy a few items and bor-
rowed a sleeping bag and backpack. With no real preparations and no walking 
training prior, I got on the plane and off I went to Europe. Never been there  
before! Strange, but just had to go, even without the usual planning, thought or 
preparations. I was asked several times about how I felt about travelling alone – 
and at my age! – to foreign countries. Once again, strange but I had no feelings of 
trepidation of the unknown. Looking back, I think that I had a sense that I’d had a 
good life, that I was on borrowed time and what’s the worst that could happen to 
me? I threw caution to the wind. 
 
I keep saying ‘strangely’ but everything about that 10-week trip starts with 
‘strangely’. The flight to Paris was supposedly a long, arduous, 24-hour ordeal but 
strangely I was at peace, relaxed and enjoyed it all. My pilgrimage started when I 
left home. I’m sure that it’s a mindset. I was going on an adventure – I was going to 
enjoy every minute of it, from beginning to end. And I did. 
 
I had thought that if I arrived in Paris in early morning I’d have all day to adjust 
then sleep in the evening. Luckily it worked—no jet lag. Arriving in April there was 
a train strike so I spent hours in the Underground being directed to several train 
stations looking for the elusive and a ‘maybe’ train 
to Bayonne that day. Eventually, with minutes to 
spare, I caught the only TGV high speed train to 
Bayonne. 
 
What excitement, and it was only Day 1. Arriving 
late afternoon into Bayonne I found a place for the 
night with no problem. Just a note here – many 
pilgrims booked ahead for accommodation but if 
you want the excitement of the unknown then just 
look for a bed in the town or village when you get 
there each night. What’s the worst that can hap-
pen? You sleep in a church porch or knock on a 
door. Unless it’s snowing, it won’t kill you. That 
didn’t happen to me but I was prepared to do just 
that – sleep out. Maybe next time – with luck. 

Cruz de 
Ferro 
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ANYONE WALKED THE CAMINO IN 2020? 
 
It doesn’t look like it. The pandemic 
has seen to that. So let’s dig up a  
recent story of a Camino experience. 
Being asked to recall and write the 
story of my Camino will test my 
memory on the details, especially as it 
was two years ago and I don’t have my 
journal. As I write about my Camino, 
it’s 10am Sunday morning on 12 July, 
2020, and I’m sitting on a bench on 
the coastal path overlooking the beau-
tiful Moulin Huet Bay in Guernsey in 
the Channel Islands off the coast of France, but it is a part of the UK. Below the 
cliffs the calm crystal blue waters are full of sail and motor launches anchored in 
the tiny bays, taking advantage of the warm summer weather. I can see Jerbourg 
Point, Le Petit Port, Le Vier Port and Saints Bay, as well as an old WWII German 
bunker. What am I doing here, and for nearly six months? Well, that’s another 
story. 
 
Last year in 2019 I walked much of Via Podiensis (GR65) from Le-Puy-en-Velay in 
France with diversions. Plus the GR70 old Roman trading route to Nimes. But 
that’s another story for another time also. Which brings me to April 2018,  
my Camino walk from St Jean Pied-de-Port to Santiago. There are many names for 
this pilgrimage walk. The Camino. The Camino de Santiago. The  
pilgrimage of Compostela. The Way of St James. Camino Francés. The French 
Way. Route of Santiago de Compostela, plus many other names I’m sure. Most of 
us just call it the Camino. 
 
Much has been written about the Camino, the reasons for walking, the benefits, 
the feelings, the minimising, the struggles, the pain, the tears, the feet, the 
friendships, the searching for truth and meaning of one’s existence, the stories 
etc. Those who walk the entire 800kms will experience all these feelings, doubts, 
sadness, happiness – more. The Camino from St Jean-Pied-de-Port in France, over 
the Pyrenees and across northern Spain to Santiago will change you physically, 
mentally and emotionally. You start the walk as one person, a person you think 
you know, but you finish a different person. I thought that I was a pretty self-
sufficient, resilient, stoic and confident person. I was before my Camino and was 
after my Camino. But something did change, and dramatically. 
 
As it turned out in my final year before I retired in 2014 I was asked by a friend 
and car-pooling colleague to return a DVD to the Library with the suggestion that I 
might enjoy watching it first. After looking at the cover and reading the commen-
tary on the back, I said that it was not my sort of movie but would return it to the 
Library anyway. However, I did eventually watch it, somewhat reluctantly. Of 
course we all know the movie ‘The Way’. It was such an inspiring and emotional 
story. The seed was sown, the idea of this walk was planted. 

Eddie on his 
70th birthday 
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MY EXPERIENCE OF A VIRTUAL CAMINO 
 
“Dare to dream, and then pay the price of your dreams!” This was one of the  
lessons I learned on the Virtual Camino de Santiago Challenge, run by the Dioceses 
of Calahorra and La Calzada-Logroño at www.challengelarioja.com. With my first 
Camino cancelled because of CoVid - after a year of enthusiastic preparation -  
I was extremely grateful for the sudden opportunity to take the Virtual Challenge. 
Through this guided experience, I learnt what it means to be a pilgrim on  
pilgrimage. Even virtually, I experienced the transformative power of the Camino. 
 
Participants were assigned a Pilgrim Friend in Spain, and also a Pilgrim Family, 
with regular contact via Zoom meetings. My first challenge was undertaking the 
whole thing in Spanish, using Google Translator, although an English version is  
underway. My second challenge was rescheduling my life to accept this sudden, 
unexpected daily commitment for the next month. 
 
We started in St Jean-Pied-de-Port in late June, with the goal of completing 25 
stages and arriving in Santiago by 25 July for St James’ Day. The daily activities for 
each stage were: a life lesson to be overcome, physical preparation with a training 
video, town & church video, talk by a spiritual leader on the day’s lesson, prayer 
or guided reflection with song videos, personal journal entry, video testimonials by 
pilgrims and hospitaleros, research to solve 3 ongoing mysteries, video of pilgrims 
undertaking that day’s stage, additional readings and links to significant movies, 
and a knowledge test with your written evidence of having passed the day’s lesson. 
It took me at least 2 hours per day to work through all this, but I could see the 
value of genuine commitment.  
 
“Are you doing what you are supposed to be doing in life?” “What’s your real  
vocation?” “What signs have been appearing in your life that you should pay  
attention to?” “How do you find joy in life, even during crises?” These were some 
of the questions discussed in our lessons. We learnt how to listen to the Camino 
talking to us, how to help others and how to be helped, and how to become  
grateful for every small blessing. By the end, we had been guided in documenting a 
Personal Life Project to transform our lives. “Choose 
life”, we were taught, by thoughtfully and proactively 
examining and shaping our lives. After starting on my 
personal action plan, the Camino worked its magic and 
opportunities started to appear immediately. One of the 
treasures of this Virtual Camino, then, is the resultant 
personal journal with life plan. 
 
I met some amazing and beautiful people on this virtual 
Camino. I discovered a very articulate, proactive and 
passionate group in the Camino world. While the Camino 
is recovering from the pandemic, I can thoroughly  
recommend this virtual Camino Challenge. 
 
Shelley Spencer (SA) 
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CAMBODIA TO CAMINO 

Eleven years ago, at aged 52, I was about three quarters of the way through a  
2-year work contract that saw me living and working in Cambodia. Once this  
contract was completed I would be unemployed. Having no irons in the fire, and 
no fixed idea regarding what I wanted to do next, I knew that I would need to  
return to Australia, however I was keen to have some sort of break before making 
my way home. Travel was what I wanted and it seemed that my upcoming  
unemployment presented the perfect opportunity to undertake a Camino – some-
thing that had been a pipe dream ever since I first heard about it years earlier. 
Maybe this Camino walk would be a good way for me to transition from Cambodia 
to whatever was to come next. Yes, a ‘long walk’ would definitely help me work 
out what I really wanted to do with the next chapter of my life. Decision made! 
 
Time to prepare for this upcoming walk. This was going to be fun. Hours of  
planning and preparation saw me addressing challenges of how in Asia to source 
boots, warm clothing, backpack, sleeping bag etc. I also had to figure out some 
sort of training program. Warm clothing and cold weather equipment were not in 
high demand in Phnom Penh; however shopping trips in neighbouring Thailand and 
Vietnam (not an odious task by any means) enabled me to kit myself out with  
passably suitable attire - even if I did have to shop at men’s clothing stalls to find 
walking trousers to fit my women’s size 14 frame.  
 
Equipment sourced. Training was next, and this was going to throw up quite a few 
challenges. I had not worn shoes for 18 months as even indoors, sandals or  
barefoot was the norm. Wearing boots and socks again was going to take some 
getting used to. Phnom Penh is hot. Really hot, and really humid. Parks are not in  
abundance, and walking the pavements is a lesson in dodging pot-holes, people, 
motor scooters, small goods for sale, metal being welded, barbers and their chairs 
etc. The only option of getting some miles into my legs would be to find a  
treadmill, so each lunchtime I headed out from my office on the back of a moto 
(motorbike) taxi to a 5-star hotel where I had taken out membership of their  
airconditioned gym. I did look a sight striding out on the treadmill (the best tread-
mill was the one that faced directly in front of an industrial strength  
air-conditioner) in my hiking boots and wearing a backpack, alongside other gym 
patrons in shorts and singlets. I 
don’t recall by what measure I 
calculated that 6 kms a day for 
12 weeks would surely make me 
fit enough to tackle 800 kilome-
tres in Spain, but that’s what I 
went with. 
 
My work contract having expired 
in late February, I was filled 
with nervous excitement as I 
promptly relocated from Cam-
bodia to St Jean-Pied-de-Port 
within the space of 30 hours. 

Phnom Penh—not ideal for Camino training! 
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Since I can’t go on pilgrimage to the Camino,  
I created my own Camino waymarker.  

I have made a little altar at the base with  
St James as the centre piece.  

Each day I will light the candle and pray for  
global healing during this challenging time.  

I invite you to join me each day in silent prayer 
or simply hold the intention to send love and 

light throughout the world. 
 

Jo Cashman (VIC) 
Camino Community in Melbourne 

 

Getting creative 
at home when 
you cannot go  
on the Camino  

and are in  
lockdown 

NNAATTIIOONNAALL  CCOONNFFEERREENNCCEE  UUPPDDAATTEE  
 

We are excited to announce that the date for 
the next AFotC National Conference is set for 

the weekend of 16-18th September 2022, and a 
tentative booking has been made.  

(Hopefully the restrictions on travel and gather-
ings related to COVID-19 will be over by then). 

The location is Lake Dewar Lodge, a YMCA camp in a beautiful  
bushland setting near Bacchus Marsh in central Victoria.  

For a sneak preview of the venue click on this link:  
http://www.camps.ymca.org.au/locate/lake-dewar.html 

Over the coming months the Victorian Camino Conference Committee 
will be working very closely with AFotC Committee on the conference 
theme, program and potential speakers so watch this space in future 

Camino Chronicles for Conference updates. 

Judy Dans 
Coordinator, Victorian Camino Conference Committee (VCCC) 
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The contrast in temperatures was a certainly a 
real shock to the system. After two years in Asia 
my blood had thinned as my body adapted to 
the tropics, and this meant that I found the cold 
of winter overwhelming. Day One in St Jean-
Pied-de-Port, and I vividly remember Janine, 
the hospitalera in my very first albergue, taking 
me to task for wearing my jacket indoors. She 
could not understand my protestations about 
the cold. Oh yes, and I also remember Janine, 
fiercely Basque, taking me to task for mistaken-
ly referring to her as being French. Oops! 
 
Setting off from St Jean-Pied-de-Port in the 
early morning chill on 1 March was a real eye 
opener to what I’d got myself into. Apart from 
the cold, dealing with mud and slush and snow 
was not what I’d really given any thought to. I 
quickly realised though that one of the biggest 
challenges was going to be hills and steep climbs. I was never any good at going 
uphill, and it soon dawned upon me that my treadmill training back in Phnom Penh 
had done nothing to prepare me for the upcoming terrain. I can sit back now and 
laugh about how I used to curse and moan and carry on whenever I encountered a 
steep hill. Throughout the entire route to Santiago, hills continued to cause me 
grief. It was only on the very last day, with lots of encouragement from other 
walkers, that I managed to walk the entire way without stopping to rest when go-
ing up hills. Hooray! 
 
There were a few small disasters along my Camino (broken boots, sprained ankle, 
leaking water bottle saturating my sleeping bag), each being resolved through the 
kindness of strangers. The only available boots in my size that I had been able to 
purchase in Asia were a ridiculous design. They had laces like fishing wire that you 
tightened by turning a dial at the back of the boot. When the wire snapped on one 
boot as I hobbled into Pamplona, a local shoe repairer standing outside of his shop 
beckoned me over and fashioned a temporary repair lace for my shoe. He refused 
to take any form of payment. These boots were subsequently given a complete 
repair by a lovely guy in a hiking store in Astorga who also refused payment.  A 
sprained ankle saw fellow pilgrims offering bandages and balms and continually 
checking in with how I was faring. A saturated sleeping bag, only discovered as I 
lay my bag out to go to sleep, saw other pilgrims quickly removing their wet cloth-
ing from wall heaters so that I could l drape my bag over the heater to dry.  
 
Aches and pains were a constant companion, and I have fond memories of miming 
symptoms of a troublesome knee to a pharmacist in small village. It was quite 
staggering how much information we were each able to impart through the use  
of gesture. I also look back fondly on the restorative luxury of not one but  
three hot baths that I took when I splurged on a night in a hotel. I have not so fond  
memories of trying to get my aching body into or out of the bath! Sleeping  

Finally arrived at St Jean- 
Pied-de-Port 
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between sheets that night was also a lovely reprieve from the confines of a  
sleeping bag. 
 
Whilst I so enjoyed walking on my own, the occasional instances of awareness that 
no-one knew where I was (no smart phones in 2009) did raise feelings of vulnera-
bility. Those occasions were also quite liberating, and I experienced a sense of 
pride that I was game enough take on this journey alone. The company of 
strangers each evening was such fun, and a lesson in tolerance.  
 
One of the most profound lessons I learned through such company was not to be 
too quick to judge: I remember feeling particularly piqued one evening when a 
group of 10 arrived late at an albergue and then proceeded to talk and laugh quite 
late into the evening. I encountered this group for several subsequent nights, and I 
judged them to be quite insular and private. It was on a chance chat with one of 
them that I found that they had come together as a group of parents who were 
each grieving for the loss of a child.  And there was me being cranky because they 
were disturbing my rest. The fact that they could find anything to laugh about at 
all must have been quite significant for all of them.    
 
One of the most beautiful experiences of my Camino was meeting up with a  
mother and her 18 year-old daughter who lived in Santiago. They had started their 
Camino at Portomarin, and as they set out on the final leg from Monte do Gozo 
they were joined by the husband and sibling. To see the four of them completing 
the walk with such love and joy was a truly beautiful thing. The celebratory  
dinner that I shared with this wonderful family on the night of our arrival in  
Santiago is one of the most special experiences I have of my Camino. 
 
Reflecting on the impact that the Camino had on my life, I can say that I learned 
heaps about myself. And it was absolutely a positive experience. However, despite 
having days where I was consciously determined ‘to think things through’ as I 
walked, I’m not sure though that it really did help me with the decision about 
what next to do with my life. More often than not some song from the 70s would 
pop into my head, and that would be the end of any serious thinking. For some 
bizarre reason a particularly recurrent song was “Yesterday Once More” by The 
Carpenters. “…Every Sha La 
La La, Every Wo O Wo O still 
shines…” Go figure?! By the 
way, the next chapter of my 
life did turn out just fine.  
 
Given the chance, would I do 
another Camino? Yes—in a 
heartbeat!  
 
Mary Flood (VIC) 
 
 

Celebrating… on the 
Pyrenees at last 
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Italy where a pilgrim staff was carried, 
rather than a backpack.  
 
With thanks to Inés Jewell (VIC) for this  
article from the heart of the Camino. 
 

 

‘La Niña’ carried by long-time  
hospitalero Paul Garland, who 
walked the stretch into León.  

La Luz del Camino received 
a special Compostela 

La Luz is given a special Knights  
Templar welcome at Ponferrada 

adjacent the famous castle 
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LUZ DEL CAMINO 
 
A very special pilgrimage began on  
Friday 19 June this year when a solitary 
backpack known as La Luz del Camino 
was blessed and farewelled in the  
traditional way of all pilgrims at the  
Collegiata Church of Roncesvalles before 
setting off for Santiago. 
 
La Luz del Camino was the inspiration of 
a group of pilgrims and hospitaleros who 
live in Spain to walk a special Camino to 
honour the memory of all CoVid19  
victims. The backpack, nicknamed ‘La  
Niña’, was carried by a relay of 100 or 
more people who live and work on the 
Camino for a day or two each to high-
light the importance of Camino values 
when facing times like these, and to 
light a flame of hope for the future.  
 
“Hope is what we carry in this pilgrim 
backpack,” said organiser Mariló López, 
before handing over to Carmen, hospitalera of Posada del Camino at Lintzoain. 
“We really hope to fill peoples’ hearts with hope, strength and confidence.” 
 
La Niña carried a small ‘eternal flame’ light and a photograph in addition to the 
usual pilgrim mementos. All along the Camino people came out to greet her, 
many walking part of the way with her carriers. Mariló posted daily updates on 
Facebook about La Niña’s progress, detailing the places they stayed and the  

people they met along 
the way.  
 
La Niña arrived at mid-
day on Friday, 24 July in 
the Plaza d’Obradoiro 
and was blessed by the 
Archbishop that evening. 
Afterwards the prayers 
carried inside the pack 
were read aloud in the 
Plaza. 
 
Similar initiatives sprang 
up in Portugal from  
Porto and another in 

La Luz del Camino at the blessing 
Mass in Roncesvalles before 

setting off.  
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VIRTUAL CAMINO 
 

Congratulations to one of our Tasmanian members, Lindsay  
Teychenne who, along with his American Camino buddies, has  

created this virtual Camino  to help raise funds for albergues which 
have uncertain futures due to the pandemic.  This has been a massive 
task and with the app launched on 1 August ,registrations can now be 

taken.  Here are the links:  
https://www.caminoforgood.com/ 

https://www.facebook.com/caminoforgood 
 

The group has been encouraged by John Brierley who has given  
permission to quote from his Camino Guide books along the virtual 

way.  The link below is to a clip of a recent interview with John.  
Whilst it isn't in this particular clip, in the interview John encouraged 
the group to reach out to Australians as, after he attended the AFotC 
conference last year, he was amazed at how many Australians make 

such a huge commitment to travel to Spain every year. 
https://youtu.be/Ff-CDZBdMkY 

 
This edition of the Camino Chronicle  

has many points of reflection in it. Below are 
some more words to reflect upon and which are 
well worth pondering as we strive to cope with 

these times, make virtual pilgrimages and share 
our tales. These words are by the American 

writer Patricia Hampl.  
 

The paradox: there can be no pilgrimage  
without a destination, but the destination is 

also not the real point of the endeavour.  
Not the destination, but the willingness to  

wander in pursuit characterizes pilgrimage.  
Willingness: to hear the tales along the way to 

make the casual choices of travel,  
to acquiesce even to boredom. 

That’s pilgrimage – a mind full of journey.  

Pilgrim sundial  
overlooking the  
town of Tineo,  
Camino Primitivo  
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WHY A CAMINO FOR SYDNEY? 
 
In Australia, there is an indigenous tradition around ‘temporary  
mobility’ (formerly known as ‘walkabout’) as a rite of passage. Many young  
Australians spend months backpacking through places seeking out their own rite of 
passage. I did this for 6 months in my twenties walking Cinque Terre in Italy and 
to the hill tribes of Chiang Mai in Thailand. Many people have read books on pil-
grimages, in my case The Pilgrimage by Paulo Coelho.  
 
My partner had walked the Camino de Santiago (Camino Francés) with her father 
back in 2016. Her father returned in 2018 to walk a third of the Camino de  
Santiago with his wife on her first Camino. There seems to be something  
compelling about a Camino which often finds pilgrims doing the same pilgrimage 
again or seeking out another pilgrimage (often the Portuguese Camino as a follow 
up to Camino Francés). 
 
My partner and I decided to walk the Camino Francés this year but had to cancel 
due to coronavirus. We had noticed other Australian Caminos such as the Aussie 
Camino from Victoria to South Australia, The Way to St James Cygnet in Tasmania 
as well as other pilgrimage trails springing up locally, which showed there was 
interest in Australia for multi-day walks giving people time to contemplate and 
reflect. This was the seed of the idea for Camino de Sydney. 
 
Sydney may not have the same richness in historical buildings as northern Spain. 
However, it has more history than people often give it credit. For those looking 
for an authentic pilgrimage there are many sacred sites across the urban city-
scape, often connected with ethnic groups who have come to these shores over 
the past 200 years. Sydney has the Blue Mountains on its doorstep, our equivalent 
of the Pyrenees. For a French experience, there is La Perouse which forms a great 
starting point for the Camino de Sydney. Sydney also offers many examples of 
Spanish culinary delights, with tapas being part of Sydney’s international food 
scene. There have been a number of walks developed in the last couple of years 
including the Bondi to Manly Walk and the Great West Walk. All that was needed 
was some time linking a number of these 
existing trails through national parks, botan-
ic gardens and coastal areas into a multi-day 
experience.  
 
At 29 days and 600km, the Camino de  
Sydney is shorter than the Camino de  
Santiago, thanks in part to its one rail  
journey from Central Station to Blackheath 
on Day 1. This allows the pilgrims to spend 
their time walking ‘back in to the  
cityscape’. Some people may do part or all 
of the Camino de Sydney, walking through 
25 different First Nations lands in the spirit 
of indigenous reconciliation. Some may seek 

Fiddens Wharf track 
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GUEST EDITORIAL ~ CAMINO 2020 
 
Virtual Caminos, pilgrim round tables on Zoom and avidly  
following the many Camino Facebook pages have been the lot 
of the pilgrim community worldwide for many months now. 
Camino plans have been cancelled or cut short, including our 
own when Rob and I had to beat a hasty and nerve-wracking 
retreat from our 2020 Camino in mid-March. 

In a matter of days all albergues and other accommodation closed down and  
pilgrims everywhere scrambled to board buses, trains and planes home. The world 
as we knew it ground to a standstill as pandemic control measures took effect 
everywhere. There was so much to deal with on a personal level, caring for  
others, buying food, keeping in contact where possible, that we were all a bit 
overwhelmed. Daily infection numbers and the latest regulations have become 
the norm as we start the journey to rebuild shattered economies whilst still 
fighting a rear-guard action against any resurgence of the virus will occupy our 
lives for a long time to come. 

So where to from here? Realistically, the Camino won’t go away. The path itself 
and its towns and villages. But it’s hard to see how the albergue infrastructure 
that makes it so unique can withstand the ‘new normal’ of post-COVID health 
requirements. And I’m not sure how I feel about greeting or being greeted 
through a perspex screen before checking my backpack into a plastic bag. Closed 
kitchens means the end of communal meals. Perhaps pilgrims will resort to the 
options of old – sleeping in church porches or rolled in a blanket at the side of the 
road. For most, however, it will mean a return to pensions and hostals and eating 
out every day. Which is good for the local economies along the way but an  
essential component of the Camino will be lost – the human warmth of pilgrim  
hospitality.  

There is something incredibly special about offering hospitality to strangers  
without it being governed by a monetary exchange. At its core you are offering 
people a place at your table and under your roof as if they are family. Pilgrims 
are (usually!) just grateful for what is offered. Yesterday’s pilgrim donations 
make it possible to welcome those arriving each day. 

In late June it was announced that the five donativo albergues in the Sahagún 
area would not open this summer. The cost of compliance with the new health 
rules and the average age of volunteer ‘hospis’ just make it impossible.  

Everyone wants to know when we can walk again. Some fairly heated exchanges 
have taken place online between those who believe we should leave Spain to heal 
before flooding it with those from other lands with varying levels of contagion 
control, versus those who believe they are helping the country to revive economi-
cally by joining the Holy Year throng. It’s a hard call and one that will, for  
Australians anyway, be out of our hands until we are allowed to travel overseas 
again. In the meantime, we can practise Camino warmth and kindness every day 
in our own lives, bringing the lessons home. 

¡Ultreya! 

Inés Jewell (VIC) 
Cover photo: La Luz del 

Camino (see article pp4-5 
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CHAIRMAN’S CHAT 
 
Charles Dickens said: “Reflect upon your present blessings of which every man has 
many; not on your past misfortunes, of which all men have some”. Reflecting on 
the year thus far, it would be easy to concentrate on the misfortunes. So far, this 
year has been very different for all of us, difficult for many. A few pilgrims made 
it to Santiago, but then there were those who had to scramble to find a way home 
in a hurry, lest they be left stranded. Now, no-one is travelling – especially to the 
Camino. Our membership applications have dwindled to a trickle and the last 
time we issued a credencial was on 16 March. We are left dreaming, and perhaps 
planning, of a time when we may be able to resume our journeys.  
  
During this time some of our pilgrims have been making great use of their time. 
Some have done simple things like walking around the block, others have gone to 
parks and walked great distances. Some have undertaken a virtual pilgrimage  
(see page 21), of which there are many available on the internet. Others have 
walked and planned, here in our own country, a whole new route for others  
to follow (see pages 26-27), providing we pilgrims with a website full of  
information https://caminodesydney.wordpress.com/. 

 
At the time of writing, two pilgrims, Johnnie Walker and Ste-
phen Shields, are making their way towards Santiago de Com-
postela, carrying with them with the digital thoughts and 
prayers of pilgrims from around the world: https://
wewalkforyou2020.org/blog-2/. John is a wonderful friend to 
us here at AFotC, having helped us negotiate with the pilgrim 
authorities in Santiago as we sought to establish our organisa-
tion, and in particular helping us have our credencial ap-
proved in 2011. Before John and Stephen embarked on their 
journey John presented a short video message on the blog 
site. Some of his words, transcribed below, sum up what the 
Camino is about, and perhaps why so many of us pine to be on 

the road, on that very special journey: “The pandemic has forced all of us to  
reflect on our lives and be mindful of what really matters. It is often in these 
disruptive moments that we get the wake-up call we need. Love is the answer, 
and being in the community with one another. But we often lose our way, or 
make stupid choices which rupture these special bonds. 
The Camino is special because it reminds us of what is 
important and helps us to reset our lives”.  
 
As we continue to negotiate these strange and  
difficult times, perhaps we could use our time to ‘reset 
our lives’ and, as William Wordsworth said, Rest and be 
thankful. 
 
¡Buen Camino! 
 
Janet Leitch OAM (SA) 

A pilgrim blessing as John 
and Stephen begin their 

journey for us all  

The electronic 
‘pebble’ being 
carried by John  
and Stephen 
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out over 160 sites of worship on a journey of 
faith. Some may visit 9 different Sydney  
suburbs named after Saints from centuries past 
or visit the tomb of Australia’s first Saint, Mary 
MacKillop. Some may seek to connect with 
over 30 different ethnic communities who have 
come to Australia to make their home. 
 
In a time where 5 million Sydneysiders can’t 
travel overseas and many have become  
unemployed due to economic downturn,  
walking through wide open spaces is still a safe  
pastime. In a complicated world, there is a 
need for reflection and a pilgrimage path can 
allow one space to contemplate. In the future, 

overseas visitors may be able to get a deeper insight into Sydney through a 
month’s journey, rather than a 3-4 day drop-in. As we say on Camino de Sydney, 
“Know Sydney, know thyself.” 
 
Brent Clark (NSW) 
caminodesydney.wordpress.com or email caminodesydney@gmail.com 

La Perouse Receveur Tomb 

BBLLUUEE  MMOOUUNNTTAAIINNSS  55--DDAAYY  CCAAMMIINNOO  TTRRAAIINNIINNGG  WWAALLKK   

Blue Mountains Camino Supporters are still planning to go ahead with 
their 5-day Camino Training Walk from Penrith to Blackheath on  
22-26 September. We will walk safely together but apart, enjoying the 
challenge of the journey together and reminiscent of travelling a Camino 
in Spain. The walk will finish in Blackheath, with a Camino Meetup at 
Glenella Guesthouse. Total distance 68-81kms depending on the route 
chosen (daily distances 13-23km). You can also join the group for fewer 
days or just one day along the route if you wish. This is not a 'guided' 
walk but rather a walk with a group of Camino friends. Each registered 
person will be provided with an Information Package which includes PDF 
walking route guide and digital link with two optional routes: a technical 
route (bush walking and steep inclines with valleys) and a direct route 
(no less scenic with various bushy sections, and may involve more  
secondary road and pavement walking).  

Registration for the Spring 5-Day Blue Mountains Camino Training Walk is 
$25. For more info, please contact info@bluemountainscamino.com. 
Glenella Guesthouse is converting to an ‘albergue’ at $25pp per night.  
It’s easy to catch the train from Blackheath each day to the start of the 
walk, and return by train at the end of the walk. Contact  
margaret@glenella.com.au for more information. 
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 PENANCE 
  
We’d see him every day, 
the exiled priest – 
banished for thirty years  
to this sleepy backwater. 
  
In bad weather he covered the kilometres 
between three dusty parishes 
in an elderly Mercedes, 
mushroom-coloured, with leather seats. 
  
On fine days, he pedalled around  
on a lolly-pink bicycle, trousers clipped, 
a German phrase-book propped  
atop the shopping in the wicker basket. 
  
At Mass his machine-gun Spanish  
rattled by in a blur. 
The record was 21 minutes 
including Communion – 
a Reader’s Digest Eucharist. 
  
He told us we could always help ourselves 
to fresh flowers from his garden. 
  
One Sunday there was a sharp exchange  
with the local lads who lounged 
on the benches outside the church.  
The words inaudible, the meaning clear, 
or so we thought –  
that they should have been inside. 
  
That evening in the bar 
he asked to buy us a drink. 
We chatted awhile, unaware of the mood, 
then he drained his cup and stood up, 
and as he turned to leave, the barman’s smile 
slid floorwards with contempt and  
‘Fascista!’ he hissed while wiping  
the coffee ring from the counter.  
  
 Inés Jewell (VIC) 
 

We welcome your stories and photos ~ send to the editor  
Alison Bell at  editor@afotc.org 

Written in 2001  
during our year  

spent as hospitaleros  
voluntarios in many  
different albergues.   
Close-ups of Spanish  

daily life and history.  
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