DAY 16 on the Camino: All This to Ourselves

18 June 2007

(Terradillos – Sahagun – Calzada del Coto)
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	A little way after we had left the albergue, we saw Sung turning back towards us. She wasn’t feeling well – headache and tummy upset, so despite her protestations, we left her what was left of a bottle of probiotics.  She went back to the albergue. Normally, peregrinos are not allowed to stay more than a night at an albergue, but of course exceptions are made according to circumstances.

Sung, I thought, was quite a remarkable young woman. She didn’t speak much Spanish or English (which isn’t all that useful on the Camino, anyway) and, like us, she didn’t speak French or German either. Although she was travelling alone, she had the confidence of a well-equipped navigator, and she was always chipper and cheerful whenever we met her.  You wouldn’t have guessed she was sick that morning as she was still smiling through her discomfort.


	Not too far on the trail, a couple had left refreshments of coffee, tea and fruit on top of a covered well together with a written invitation to peregrinos to help themselves.

This was just another instance of the unanticipated kindness along the Camino. However, since we had already had breakfast at the albergue, we kindly didn’t reduce the amount of coffee offered by three cups.
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	t was 13 km to Sahagun, the next big township after Moratinos, a very small one-street village, and San Nicholas, another small forgettable village. 

The scenery today was still wheat fields and more wheat fields. 

Along the road shoulders, however, thorny thistles were now outnumbering poppies. If such menacing thistle bushes could be grown in Malaysia, we could use them as hedges to keep out petty thieves who scramble over to pilfer our shoes, bicycles and gas cylinders.
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	By 11 am, we saw Sahagun glittering like an oasis in the almost overhead sun. 

However, it was still a while before we actually entered the town as the Camino took a huge circular loop over an ancient bridge and through farmland before finally it finally led into town.

 It was at Sahagun that I spotted a tick on my top, still searching for a bare patch of flesh to attach itself to. Lyme disease certainly wasn’t part of my Camino plan, so it was a good thing I saw it before it struck.
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	Sahagun is, of course, another medieval city on the Camino. It had not only been an important borough thriving on fairs and markets, but it had also been a cultural centre. The vestiges of the latter are still seen in the number of churches and monasteries here. The most outstanding monastery is the Benedictine monastery which reputedly houses an art collection, processional monstrances, sculptures and other works of art from different periods. Unfortunately, they were all closed – as usual. A neoclassical arch still towers over the square.

Despite its past glory, Sahagun was a lot smaller than it had appeared from a distance and most of the shops were bar-restaurantes evidently there to cater to the many peregrinos who stopped here. If you had any plans of replacing a pair of shoes with gaping soles or buying a pair of sandals in Sahagun, abandon hope all ye who enter.
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	Albergues, judging by the number of billboard advertisements, were in stiff competition out of sheer numbers. 

As were were walking into the city, someone actually came up to us and pressed an albergue business card into our hands. 

The major albergue was the one housed in a big church-like building with a life-sized metal peregrino standing at the entrance like a guard, albeit a rather emaciated one. 

Nonetheless, he was the popular choice of peregrinos who needed an object to be photographed with.
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It was time for lunch which we had in a quiet bar. They served real hamburgers with a meat patty, fried egg, ham, tomato and lettuce. There were bowls of pork crackle on the counter which you could help yourself too, but somehow it didn’t seem appropriate to bring the whole offering to our table. 
The TV was on. Local news is considerably drawn out so that the lackluster receives more attention than it warrants. However, it’s a good way of picking up Spanish vocabulary – if you can turn the pages of your dictionary fast enough.
	Crossing the medieval bridge which led out of Sahagun, there was right in front of us, the clichéd rustic scene – a flock of sheep being led by a shepherd who dressed the part right down to his Victorian cloak. 

Aided by his dogs, he led the sheep over the bridge, blocking the traffic behind them. 

Forty-five minutes later, a hand sprayed sign informed us that we had 315 km more to Santiago.
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At 1.25 pm, we arrived at Calzada del Coto, 5 km away from Sahagun. Four old senors were sitting in the sun by the water fountain at the entrance into town. 
As the signs to the next town of Bercianos del Real Camino were a bit unclear due to the crossroad of highways, they had taken upon themselves to point peregrinos to the right directon. 
Nearby was a forlorn looking albergue, the Albergue San Rogue, sited just next to a playground. As it was very hot, we went to the tienda for cold drinks, cuajada and yoghurt which we consumed sitting on the sidewalk as Malaysians would eat their durians. 
A young  peregrino was also there buying stuff for her dinner.
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	As we were walking back towards the highway, we peered through the glass louvers of the albergue and saw two big rooms on either side of the entrance. 
It was completely deserted. As the key was in the lock, there was nothing to prevent us from going in. 
There was a computer in the small entrance hall with a note  not to turn the router off. There were perhaps fourteen bunk beds in each room and two sizable bathrooms. 


All right, so the foam stuffing of some mattresses was spilling out of their torn covers, there was no fresh bed linen, and the beds were rather saggy, but the propect of a quiet night and the opportunity to do our laundry overcame the drawbacks.  We had only done 18 km, 5 km less than planned, but we were still ahead of schedule so stopping here for the day didn’t trouble me too much.
	We made ourselves at home, spread our things over as many beds as we liked, showered, washed our clothes which we hung out to flap dry on the steel bars at the basketball court, and tried to get the Internet going. 

It wouldn’t. 

The best the computer could offer was a game of solitaire, so solitaire it had to be then. There was no sign of the hospitalero.
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A peregrino cyclist came and investigated. As he was worried about where he could park his bike, he left. Another peregrino had a quick look around and bolted either because of us or because of the pathetic looking facilities I didn’t know. But I was relieved that they left!

Later in the afternoon, the hospitalero came round to check us out, and she came again a while later bearing a flask of coffee and a litre of milk for tomorrow’s breakfast. She also confirmed there was no Internet connection.
	As the only bar-restaurante in Calzada was closed, Peter went back to the tienda, (in his sarong, I might add), to buy dinner of bocadillo bread, ham and cheese, plus some pastries for breakfast the next day. 

It got rather cold in the albergue even though it was sunny outside.

 I usually found it difficult to really fall into deep sleep until the sun truly set at 10.30 pm. 

However, I relished the thought of having fresh clean clothes come the next day.
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Distance covered 18.3 km
_____________________________________________________________________
