DAY 11 on the Camino: Twin Towers

13 June 2007

(Cardenuela - Burgos - Tardajos)
Daniel and his gang had gone by the time we got up, leaving Mercedes behind to organize help for the two men since she spoke Spanish. Bless her. They had recovered considerably, but were still too weak to walk the whole way to the next big town of Burgos where they could get medical attention, if needed. 
Mercedes found out that there were no buses and no cabs. The next alternative was to hitch a ride.

We insisted that we walk with them until they managed to get a ride. Having eaten nothing the day before, they were appreciative of the hot cups of tea, and Mercedes the BOH jasmine green tea which Peter brewed on the stove. I would venture to say that BOH has produced one of the nicest jasmine green teas ever.
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	Then we packed and left. I noticed that Mario actually brought his own bed sheet.

It was quite late and peregrinos coming from earlier villages were streaming into the bar where the senora was banging about serving coffee.

We weren’t too long on the road when Mercedes stopped a car and explained the men’s situation. The couple said they were taking their children to school but would come back for them later. 

When they drove off, an Optimus Prime-sized truck drove up. Yes, said the driver, he could take them. So they heaved themselves up with many muchas gracias, and we waved them adios.


The way to Burgos was all concrete. We were trying to keep up with Mercedes’ pace when Arnold complained about a pain in his right leg. The last week or so, he had been having knee pains. He managed to slowly limp to the next township of Villafria, 5 km away. 
At Villafria, we saw the two men at the bus stop outside a café and, with perfect timing, Arnold just managed to catch the 9 am bus to Burgos together with them after a hurried goodbye.

We ourselves trooped into the café with Mercedes for a café con leche. We had some pastries and muffins which seemed to have been made with a spade, and later the senora gave Julian a free cream-filled pastry. 
We told Mercedes to move ahead as she was a lot faster than we were.
	Villafria was a busy town, a Hot Wheels fan’s delight with heavy vehicles rumbling in all directions. 

It was, however, also an unattractive industrial town and had hotels named Buenos Aires and, with its attendant connotations, Las Vegas. 

Villafria merged so seamlessly with Burgos that we were caught by surprise when we saw road signs that indicated we were already on the outskirts of Burgos. 

It took us, however, another hour to get into the heart of the city where we detoured to the supermarket to get shampoo and Peter to the chemist’s to get more blister plaster.

Julian and I munched on pork crackle (with fat) while he tended to his feet.
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	There was a funeral service at the first church we passed by in Burgos, so we sat on the outside benches with the locals and enjoyed the sun and flowers for a while. 

Then we followed the Camino yellow arrows to pass through a plaza where an old monastery stood.


Sung, the Korean girl we had met at Azofra, crossed the road towards us. “Oh my God, oh my God!” she kept repeating. She had misplaced her guidebook and her journal, the former a serious mishap and the latter, a disheartening one; and, she was retracing her steps to find them. “Oh my God,” she said again in parting. There was nothing we could do but to wish her good luck.

Burgos is the city of El Cid whose fame was probably propagated by Charlton Heston in the eponymous movie more than any history book did. In the 11th century, the Cid was a national hero because of his military skills which destracted his admirers from his less than noble self-seeking, even dishonest, ways. His remains lie in the Burgos Cathedral while that of his horse are at the monastery of San Pedro de Cardena.
The Burgos Cathedral is one of the highlights of the Camino, attracting not only peregrinos but also touristas who come in busloads. This heritage side is an architectural wonder, and despite its complex and ornate appearance, does not feel excessive, maybe because of its perfect balance and symmetry, particularly of the 13th and 14th century hollow spires, completed only in the 19th century. Step aside, Petronas Twin Towers.
The Cathedral is huge. As peregrinos, we paid only €1 to go in. Others paid €3 which would still have been well worth it. It would probably have taken us a whole day to have a detailed look at every chapel, cloister, doorway, ceiling, painting, sculpture, etc. You’d probably need at least 2G of memory card space for all the pictures it was possible to take. 
However, even if I had the whole day, I don’t think my mind had the main-frame capacity and the stamina for such a wealth of sights and information.
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	Peter had insisted that Julian and I take a look first while he kept an eye on our packs although we felt we should all go together.

He waited in the company of a sculpture of a naked peregrino wearing a scallop on his chest. We rushed through the Cathedral, spending as little time as we could. 

Even so, it was too late for Peter to go in as they were closing for the siesta. On our way out, Julian and I saw, a little too late, lockers we could have deposited our packs in. Oh well.
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	We had lunch at the Santa Maria Square where tents had been put up outside the restaurant to accommodate the summer crowd.

 Practically everyone was having the menu del dia (at the high city price of €11.50) of pork sausage (which was a traditional sausage of rice mixed with pork and liver—think bak chang) and lomo with a dessert of ice cream. 

While at lunch, we met Daniel’s friends, Vaute and Enzio, and returned the sleeping bag cover which Vaute had left behind at Cardenuela. 

Daniel, they told us, had checked into a hotel, suffering from a stomach bug.


We started leaving Burgos at 2.45 pm but only really drew away from the city limit at 3.40 pm, an hour’s walk. The way out took us through the park, past the albergue. 
We saw Sung again, sitting at the picnic table. She never found her guidebook and journal, so we gave her a copy of the Castilla y Leon region map with the Camino trail marked on it, and left her some cherries. 
“Oh my God,” she said. “Thank you.” And we parted.
	It was a rather miserable trudge in the hot sun, initially passing through felled trees on both sides of the trail. 

The trail just went on and on. We dragged our feet for the next 8.6 km to Tardajos. There wasn’t a single village in between to break the journey, have a rest or a drink. 

We finally found rest in the cool shade under a flyover by the bank of a picturesque river where some birds were loudly squabbling in the trees. I didn’t have the energy to check them out.
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Finally, at 5.25 pm, we arrived at Tardajos, and were directed to the 14-bed albergue by an elderly man speaking rapid-fire Spanish. We shared a room with only two other people, the Italian cyclists, so there was no queue for the showers and toilets. The only problem was you had to mop the flooded floor after a shower, but the place was clean and quiet, and the bed linen a cheery colour.
We had dinner at a bar-restaurante across the main road. Some men were playing what looked like dominoes at the bar, and being rather excited. There was only one other table of diners in the dining room, a couple from Quebec and a couple from France, so you could safely conclude that they all spoke only French. However, the Canadian, Sylvie, spoke some English.
	Dinner, though not exactly haute cuisine, was substantial. 

Julian’s mixed salad was almost a vegetable garden, my lentil soup turned out to be a solid bowl of mung beans which was, nonetheless, very tasty, while Peter’s was a  bit of ham buried under an avalanche of peas. 

The 1/4 cm thick beef steak was the size of the serving plate. To make up for the salty salmon steak which must have been excavated from the bottom of the freezer, I had a delicious home-made cuajada served in a ceramic pot.
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That night, Peter finally decided to rid his pack of all unnecessary things. 
I opted to relinquish my telescopic umbrella which I had yet to use. Apart from the umbrella, I had actually used all the things that I carried. 
We also left behind a book (in English) on the Camino de Santiago which we had unwisely bought at Roncesvalles. 
It was a beautiful book, but weighed at least 1 kg. I thought we could buy a copy again in Santiago, but I was wrong.
Distance covered: 23.6 km
