DAY 13 on the Camino: Hola, Amigo! 

15 June 2007 

(Castrojeriz - Fromista - Poblacion de Campos)
In the morning, the hospitalero arrived and told Peter there was no need to pay anything! Just another example of the rustic Spaniard’s no-fuss ways.
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	The sun ventured out today, but it was still cold and windy, in fact as windy as Wellington in one of its blustery moods. This put  the distant row of windmills we saw in context.

The first part of the trail involved a steep and hard climb for 1.2 km up Monte Mostelares (900m). On the way, George Bush and his wife overtook us. George Bush was carrying all their gear, as his wife only had a pack the size of a handbag. I think the heaviest things she carried were the souvenir pins on the flap.

From the rest area thoughtfully set up at the top, you get a grand sweeping view of the surrounding patchwork of wheat lands. From not being able to see the wood for the trees down on the trail, one could see the big picture with the realization of how beautiful the fields actually are.


It was all the way downhill after this. Still pressing against the wind, we crossed an eleven arch medieval bridge to arrive at Itero de la Vega, 10.8 km away, where we were finally able to have breakfast of bocadillo with lots of ham. It was already 11.05 am.
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The wind hadn’t let up when we walked the 8.1 km to Boadilla.  
The raptors were out having a party riding the powerful air currents. 
Smaller birds flapped their wings furiously, their bodies fixed in the same spot, until a sudden gust of wind swept them off their flight path like a balloon being propelled by an abrupt release of air.
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	The trail from Boadilla to Fromista was a pleasant one running parallel to the calm and gently flowing Canal de Castilla on whose banks wild flowers grew in rampant fecundity. 

Locks along the canal enabled water to be channelled to the wheat fields on either side of it. Bird life was plentiful, too. 

Just at the point of entry into Fromista, the canal became a series of steps where the water was controlled by some gigantic turns and screws.


Although most of Fromista was still at its siesta, we did find a café which was open. A much changed and much subdued Daniel was wandering around. He had indeed been unwell and had rested in a hotel at Burgos. We also met Sylvie who encouraged us to stay at Fromista, but we had already planned to move to the next town, Problacion de Campos, a mere 3.8 km from Fromista.
	We got into Problacion at 5.25 pm. One of the first people we saw was Arnold! (He hadn’t seen Toshio either.) 

It was a happy reunion and of course we had dinner with him and his German friend from Cologne, Willy. I tried the sopa ajo. 

You wouldn’t think a soup made with garlic, bread and water could be palatable, so I was surprised at how agreeable it was. 

Julian had the conejo (rabbit) which didn’t taste very different from my pollo (chicken).
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The hospitalero came to the restaurant to look for us – Poblacion is, after all, not very big. She was a young lively Romanian woman married to a Spaniard, and she spoke English. 
Willy, who I thought was slightly tipsy from drinking his vino tinto as well as ours, started teasing the seňora, suggesting she should marry the bartender. She fell for the bait, and launched into a tirade about how she was already married with a child and so on and so on. 
“Que lastima,” I said. The bartender snorted and laughed. 
Wow! I had actually made a joke in Spanish!!! Anyway, we told her we would go back to the albergue after dinner to sort out payment and registration, and have our passports stamped.
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	Compared to yesterday’s serendipitous find, the albergue was rather cramped but there was free Internet which, however, took considerable fiddling and substantial patience to get going. 

We met a New Zealander, Graham, who spent a lot of time e-mailing his family. 

He looked old, but we didn’t realize how old until when we met him again much later.


Distance covered 28.7 km
_____________________________________________________________________
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	janstu  on Aug 25, '07
    Junglewallah wrote
   ““Que lastima,” I said. The bartender snorted and laughed. Wow! I had actually made

      a joke in Spanish!!!”
What a pity, that you did not translate the joke for us...:-)
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	junglewallah  on Aug 25, '07
    janstu  wrote
   ““What a pity, that you did not translate the joke for us...:-)”
Actually, I didn't even know it sounded like a joke. "Que lastima" are the first three words of your reply -- "What a pity!" Actually, I think I had meant it to be for the bartender, but he probably interpreted it otherwise.
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	janstu  on Aug 25, '07
Hey, why do you think I started my comment with "What a pity" .. haha. I found the translation for 'que lastima' and I wanted to make a joke too...
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	junglewallah  on Aug 25, '07
Ha ha ... good one!!


