DAY 19 on the Camino: Nothin’ Doin’

20 June 2007

(Leon – Villadangos – San Martin del Camino)
It was too comfortable to be up at 6.30 am, so I went back to sleep for another hour. We didn’t leave until 8.30 am, after a rare morning shower – indeed, our only morning shower on the Camino. We had breakfast at a bar -- a doughnut and a croissant as big as the plates they came on. I really like the Spanish no-fuss breakfast of a café con leche and a pastry. Gulp, swallow and off you go on the day’s business!
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	It was a long walk by the park along the river out of Leon. Pigeons puffed out their feathers and squatted in miserable stillness against the 11°C morning air while dogs were taken out for their  toilette and exercise, in that order of priority.

We followed the yellow arrows along the streets and had, in fact, walked to Trabajo del Camino, the next “township” without even realizing that we had left Leon. Today’s walk, apart from a short wooded stretch, was through townships lined up along the highway, and so was neither invigorating nor healthful.


	By 10 am, we had left the main city area behind after an uphill walk past several underground wine cellars.

At the top of the hill, we stopped at a bar which had an interesting pictorial menu, but it remained at that level of existence – pictures.    
We met Frederic, a young friendly Frenchman now travelling at a leisurely pace because of an injured leg. We had met him earlier at Mansilla where he was tortured by the Swiss old man’s incessant monologues.
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	We continued to walk through residential areas and new houses being built until we came to La Virgen del Camino, a township full of furniture shops and an interesting modern church with tall lanky statues in spirulina green.  

Legend has it that the Virgin Mary appeared to a shepherd boy in 1506 and asked him to build a shrine. 

There were more furniture shops at the next township of Valverde de la Virgen, which had developed in a linear fashion along the road like villages along a river. 

This was evidently a rather affluent area as we saw at least two homes with swimming pools. 
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We were getting hungry and it was cold. At 1.35 pm, we chanced upon a quiet restaurante of rustic charm where we were welcomed by two shih tzus which fought for our attention. Lunch was good: penne with chorizo, a plateful of lamb, bacon and chips, cheesecake and, of course, vino tinto.
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	It was strange that Villadangos del Paramo, the next town we passed through was  full of hotels and hostals.

It didn’t look like a place where peregrinos would put up. 

Actually, it reminded me of a cowboy town in Western movies.

 Indeed, when we stopped at a bar, an unfriendly one, for cold drinks, I noticed a pile of girlie magazines on the counter.
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Temporary relief came from a wooded stretch with farm cows, and at 4.55 pm we arrived at San Martin del Camino. 
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We decided on the municipal albergue because it looked quiet though it was big. 

It turned out to be a good decision as there were several choices of accommodation from dorms with bunk beds to single rooms. 

There was a three-person room for us in the old wing where we were the sole occupants.
Julian flooded the badly designed bathroom so we had to dash through the cold open air to the new wing where the showers, thankfully segregated, were. It had been cold the whole day and this was, we were told, unusual for this time of the year. We met Mona, a Canadian, who had given away all her warm clothes when she arrived to hot weather, and who had later to buy warm clothing in Leon. When we arrived, we had found her all wrapped up in a blanket like a tea cosy.
I told one of the hospitaleros about the flooded bathroom, a rather remarkable feat, if I may say so myself, when I had to explain the situation in half-English and half-Espanol. She came to have a look, nodded her head, and then went away, presumably to lend a hand in the kitchen where the hospitaleros were preparing the most awful dinner we had ever had on the Camino.

The appetizer, a misnomer, was a plateful of fat-congealed chorizo and salami.  This was followed by a lukewarm noodle soup, and a plate each of a mountain of oily chips, lomo, fried egg, pickled pepper and salad. Dessert was canned pineapple rings and canned peaches. Canned peaches when all around us were fresh peaches to be bought!

However, the company at dinner more than made up for the deficiencies in culinary skills. There were Connie, a black American and Heike, a cherubic cheerful German girl whom I liked immediately. Graham the New Zealander was also there. Then there was Mona who was actually Romanian and could speak Italian because she had lived in Italy for two years. And there were the two Italians, Jaime and Juan Carlos, a likeable gregarious man who would carry on a conversation even when no one understood a word of what the other was saying. A range of alcoholic drinks ensured that everyone was in the best of moods and at their apex of friendliness.

Most of all, there was free Internet, and since Graham had already written all his e-mails, we could hog the computer guilt-free.

The bathroom remained flooded.
Distance covered 27.2 km
____________________________________________________________________
