DAY 15 on the Camino: A Cruel Joke

17 June 2007

(Villacazur - Carrion - Terradillos de los Templarios
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	The town was as quiet as the streets were wet and the sky cloudy when I peered out of the window at 6.30 am. Everyone was still sleeping, maybe exhausted by the excitement of their meeting with the mayor last night. Only the Malaysians were blasé about having an audience with the mayor, conditioned perhaps by the aversion we generally have to VIPs in our country.

Breakfast was leisurely. People sat in the kitchen making tea, slicing cheese, chewing bread and making conversation. 
By the time we left at 8 am, Leon the Dutchman, was still brewing his herbal tea, and his worldly possessions laid in an unwieldy mess on his bed. Incidentally, this was the first time on the Camino that he was able to fully stretch out his six-foot plus frame on the bed. Being tall is not necessarily an advantage. 

Unfortunately, we never saw Leon again, but he would remain a memorable Camino character for us.


	It was only 5.7 km to the next town of Carrion de los Condes. 

When we arrived at 9 am, a mass was in progress at the church of Santa Maria but we only poked our heads in to listen to a snatch of the beautiful singing. 

There were other churches, but since they were closed, we settled for breakfast instead at the first bar we came across. 
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We opted for doughnuts and croissants which, in Spain, don’t always look very appetizing and often taste the way they look. 
Moreover, butter doesn’t automatically come with the croissant and it took us almost a month to realize that we could ask for mantequilla for an extra 5 euro cents.
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	The Jews settled in Carrion very early in history, and they had actually outnumbered the Christians. 

They were so prosperous that the amount of money they paid in taxes in 1290 was almost the same as that paid by the Burgos community. 

Even so, they continued to be persecuted by the Christians up to the 14th century when most of them became Christians. 

The first Jewish-Spanish poet, Don Santob, was born in Carrion, and a bust – a modern one - of Don now stands in the town square.

Carrion was a lot bigger than I had thought and we took almost half-an-hour to walk out of the city, including intermittent stops to look inside shop windows. The corn fields gave as a change of scenery, but that soon gave way to wheat fields – again!




The next town, Calzada de la Cueza, was 17.2 km away on a long, long muddy trail through flat wheat fields with nothing in between. Thus, my spirits were raised by this hand-written sign nailed on a tree: “BAR  8 km”.

“How enterprising and how thoughtful,” I thought. I could already smell the coffee.

It was another of those days with indecisive weather. When I was well-sealed against wind and rain, the sun weakly shone through.  And if I removed my jacket and rain pants, it drizzled and the wind got worked up.
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	Removing or putting on jacket and rain pants is a chore: Unzip and divest jacket. Unlace boots. Pull boots off. Remove rain pants. Squeeze feet back into boots. Lace up boots. Fold jacket. Fold rain pants. Remove pack cover. Open pack. Shove in jacket and pants, and pack cover inside. Close pack. And when it rains again: Open pack. Take out jacket and rain pants. Put jacket on. Unlace boots. Pull off boots. Slide legs into rain pants. Squeeze feet back into boots. Lace boots. Close pack. Fit pack cover over. After a while, the sun may yet make another uncertain appearance…..




At 11.10 am, there was another encouraging sign to say it was only 5 more kilometres to the bar. YAY!! One more hour to coffee!
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	Sure enough, at precisely 12.10 pm, I saw the bar. It was a converted container, and there were portable toilets outside. BUT, the gate was locked and the bar was closed. What a cruel trick to play on exhausted and caffeine-deprived peregrinos! They could have warned us that it was closed on Sundays.

There was no point ranting and raving. There was no one to hear us, and so we moved on. Not long after, a huge sign was painted on the road – 7 km to the next bar. Yeah, sure. Like I was going to believe it.


We arrived at Calzadilla at 2 pm, a little behind Fin and John who were putting up at the albergue run by a friendly Bolivian. We had lunch at a rather fancy looking restaurant a little distance behind the albergue: vegetable soup, sautéed beans and carrots, tuna steak with a tomato topping, and lomo with a hint of char siew. 
We said a fond adios to Fin and John. We knew we wouldn’t see each other again as they were doing a maximum 20 km a day, while we had to travel greater distances. But that’s the way of the Way.
The brief friendships on the Camino reminded me of Henry Longfellow’s 
“Ships that pass in the night, and speak to each other in passing … So on the ocean of life, we pass and speak to one another, only a look and a voice, then darkness again and a silence.”
	The weather was improving and, although it was still windy, it was a very pleasant walk along a trail which ran parallel to the highway. It was very quiet. We didn’t see 

more than ten cars the whole afternoon, neither did we see anyone else. 

I noticed new species of wild flowers appearing, most striking of which were the deep pink little blooms. (I read recently that women are genetically programmed to like pink because they were food gatherers who had to watch out for ripe fruit which are usually red.) It was, however, difficult to take good shots of them under such windy conditions.
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After Ledigos, a little township with houses whose walls look like they had been plastered with mud and straw, we decided to move on to Terradillos, a mere 2 km away. It took us, however, 45 minutes to get there, so it was obviously more than 2 km. It certainly felt like a long way. It started to rain again just as we arrived.
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	Terradillos appeared to be a collection of crumbling houses with the same kind of mud-straw walls we saw at Ledigos. However, the private albergue was very pleasant and we managed to get a room to ourselves for €7 each, rather pricey than usual, but it was nice to have some privacy once in a while.

Dinner was a very crowded affair which made me realize how many people there were at the albergue. Daniel was there with his gang, and it was a relief to know that we were not going to be blasted at that night. Sung was also there.


We sat with a Spaniard, Ramon. He was the first Spaniard we met who attempted to speak English to us. Between his bad English and our even worse Spanish, a friendship was sealed. Gary and Rita were also at the same table, and so the conversation swung from Alfonso the race driver to durians, which Gary surprisingly liked.

Dinner was not memorable: sautéed beans and carrots  exactly like what we had for lunch (and you know what they say about eating too many beans), and a mung bean and rice soup, followed by either chicken or fish, with ho-hum fruit for dessert.
	The albergue dog, however, was memorable. He was a hunky fluffy giant who was very particular about who could touch him and who couldn’t, keeping quiet when you were allowed to, and growling when you were not. We were privileged strokers.

Our room was next to the bathroom and toilets, so although we were ensconced in our own room, I was intermittently awakened during the night by people urgently rushing to the toilet, frantically banging the door locked, followed by loud explosions of diarrhea.
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Distance covered 31.9 km
_____________________________________________________________________
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	janstu  on Aug 30, '07
    Junglewallah wrote
   ““followed by loud explosions of diarrhea “

Wow, that is what I call evocative prose...;-)


