DAY 1 on the Camino: Novices 

3 June 2007 

(Roncesvalles - Zubiri – Larrasoana)

Normally, doors are locked at 10 pm at albergues, and opened again at 6 am.

It’s just too bad for you should you stay out later than 10 pm. Peregrinos are not supposed to have a night life.

When the lights were turned on at 6 am, some people were already packed and ready, standing by the door, pawing the ground like horses waiting to bolt out of the stable. These were those who eave at graveyard hours to ensure they get a bunk at the next albergue as derided by Tim Moore and Jack Hitt in their books, Spanish Steps and Off the Road, respectively.
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	It was cold and misty when we left Roncesvalles, but the mist slowly lifted as the day progressed and as we walked farther away. 

The first section of the trail went through a lovely forest, and through a gap in the trees, we saw the 14th century pilgrim cross, just across the road which ran parallel to the Camino. Later, near the next village of Burguete (aka Auritz), we were to see a modern Cruz de Roldan.
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	Burguete, the first village after Roncesvalles, earned its moderate fame from Hemmingway’s The Sun Also Rises, in which the two protagonists, Jake and Bill, go fishing there. 

Burguete is also well-known for its Pyrenean style farmhouses with white walls and red shutters.
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	From Burguete, we walked through vast expanses of farmland where fat cows grazed or looked poker-faced at us. 

One cow had actually just given birth and was nuzzling her new calf when we walked past.
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	The next village, Espinal, was totally devoid of people. In fact, you don’t see many people walking about the streets in the villages. 

The only life form we saw was the golden Labrador who, when he saw us coming, grabbed his breakfast bocadillo and whined at us. He must have been bored.
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	The wild flowers added colours of yellow, white, blue, purple, orange and red to the roadside. 

Snails, lizards, birds, raptors, slugs, beetles, butterflies and bees emerged to enjoy the sun. 

There were many slugs crossing the trail and we had to be careful not to squash them out of existence.
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	So we walked on to the next village, Viscarret, where a bar was opened for breakfast.

 It was now around 10 am and we had done 13km. We were ready for our bocadillo. 

Of all the bocadillos we had eaten on the Camino, this one here was the meanest with only one thin slice of ham and one thin slice of cheese, but we didn’t know that then.
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	Our target today was Zubiri, 22.5 km from Roncesvalles. We got there at 2.15 pm after climbing up Alto de Ebro (800m) which, fortunately, wasn’t as steep as I had expected. 

My knees and heels were hurting and it was a relief to finally arrive and cross the medieval bridge of La Rabia, so called because it was believed that an animal with rabies could be cured by making it go round the middle pillar three times.


	The first albergue was completo (full), as was the next one. There were only the two in Zubiri. We met Albert (Belgian) and Toshio (Japanese) who were also looking for a bed. That was why the French and the Germans, leave the albergues at wee hours in the morning just as Tim Moore and Jack Hitt had described. The Spaniards too, I might add.

The solution was to walk another 5 km to the next town, Larrasoana. It was hot and tiring and it didn’t help that we had to pass by a dismal stretch where a cement factory had its operations. Larrasoana turned out to a rather charming little village with many medieval buildings including a medieval bridge.
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Unfortunately, the “towkay” at the albergue wasn’t as charming. In fact, he was arrogant and rude. He shouted at us as if we had stepped on the sunglasses that he was wearing on his red face. Come to think of it, he was the only Spaniard in rural Spain I had seen wearing sunglasses, and indoors at that. He was probably cross-eyed or had a glass eye or something.

Interestingly, the village children were all very fascinated by Toshio and started asking him all sorts of questions as soon as they saw him. However, Toshio spoke no Spanish and so their curiosity went unsatisfied. 

	The albergue had the usual bunk beds. What set it apart were the unisex showers and toilets all squeezed in one transformed cargo container. 

Only a shower curtain separated the naked individual inside the cubicle and others milling around. 

What’s more, you had to leave your clothes outside the shower cubicles as there was no room for them inside. 

Good thing that when I took my shower, there was only one other woman in the container washing her clothes. Good grief!

The gap between the floor and the toilet door was so high, people could tell by the positioning of your legs and feet the exact stage you were at at your private ablutions.

AAUUUUGH!
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	Dinner, thank goodness, dissipated the bathroom anxieties. 

In Spain, the menu del dia (10 euros) is the most economical of full meals. For starters, we had a choice of a deliciously creamy zucchini soup, pasta or a salad. 

The main course was either fish or beef stew (and a wonderful stew it was too). For dessert, there was yoghurt, ice cream or home-made cake. Bread and wine are staples. 

I realized the importance of having a Spanish-English dictionary handy at the dining table.


Distance covered: 27.5 km
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	moorywa on Jul 12, '07
junglewallah wrote
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The gap between the floor and the toilet door was so high, people could tell by the positioning of your legs and feet the exact stage you were at at your private ablutions. [image: image16.png]



Great Stuff
It has made my day start off with stupendous laughter, just what I needed to clear the excess phlegm and whatever lurks with the Flu inside your lungs throat etc.
You certainly entertain with your writing and shoot from the hip. Bloody hilarious.
Hope my spelling is alright, correct it as required.
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	junglewallah on Jul 13, '07
Glad to know that this has brought some cheer to your morning and dislodged some phlegm from your lungs. Laughter, they say, is the best medicine. Even the Bible says, "A cheerful heart is good medicine". (Proverbs 17:22). Continue to get well and God bless.
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	janstu on Jul 22, '07
Toilet doors? 
Until recently they did not even exist in China, isn't it? When I visited Beijing, it was not that bad anymore, but in my hotel it was still common to have a urinal and a toilet in the same cubicle. The gentleman, who was using the toilet, welcomed me to the urinal friendly, but I decided to wait until he had finished his 'business'.
So, consider yourself lucky, dear...:-)
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	junglewallah on Jul 22, '07
janstu wrote
welcomed me to the urinal friendly [image: image20.png]



A few years ago, on our way to Kazakhstan, we transitted at Schiphol (spelling?). When I passed by a cubicle in the women's toilet, there was this Chinese woman sitting on the toilet, door wide open. "Hello!" she waved at me. My jaw dropped. I replied with a weak "Hi" and hurried away. She must have been from China. ;-))


