DAY 26 on the Camino: A Casa Rural and a Dog 

28 June 2007 

(Samos – Sarria – Morgade)
It was a very noisy awakening at the albergue even before the lights were abruptly turned on at 6 am. Like a sudden shot in the dark, verbal warfare broke out between the French Patris and Siew, the Canadian.

Patris had abused Siew for his titanic snores, and had also accused Allan for letting off his alarm clock (which Allan didn’t). It was certainly an unpleasant scene, and Siew has to be credited for not starting a fist fight (which he looked capable of doing and winning) because, as he told us later, “we were in a holy place.”

People generally disapproved of Patris’ behaviour saying that he had not learnt anything, least of all tolerance, even after so many weeks on the Camino. There was also a feeling that the whole episode was racially instigated as Luigi the Italian and Jerry the Irish also snored loud enough to raise Hades.

As Patris stomped out, stopped for a second at the door, and snorted as his final say on the matter, I heard Camelia’s voice ring out at the other end of the room. She, too, was raining invectives on a snorer. I think she was just at the end of her tether as she was tired, was suffering huge blisters on her feet and had not much time left to get to Santiago. They were taking the bus to Sarria today so she could rest as much as possible before the last 100 km to Santiago. To get your pilgrim certificate, the compostela, you have to walk the entire last 100 km.
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	We left the albergue at 7.15 am, the earliest we had left for a very long time. The Norwegian girl, Nora, had stuffed Barbara’s (from Ireland, wife of snorer Jerry) sandals into her pack by mistake, so the two mums walked all the way to Sarria, 12 km away, carrying one sandal in each of their hands. Lena also found Peter’s comb. It’s hard to be a mother.

Not far down the road, a couple of bars were opened for breakfast. Despite the early hour, the bread was fresh -- crusty on the outside, soft as a bun on the inside. The senor was generous with the salchicha, so it was good.

The day was cloudy but calm. It was a good day for photography so I re-shot many of the wild flowers since I had so much memory card space left, and we were only four or five days away from Santiago.


	The trail followed a river through verdant forests, sometimes rainforest-like. There were enough cows and sheep, and their accompanying smells, to give it a rural feel. 

We walked through a number of small villages and hamlets, meeting Mary who was giving her feet an airing and a rest, along the way. At 11 am, we met Connie and Heike, each with two sticks, pushing along at a frantic pace. They had been at Traicastela the previous night and were moving to Babadelo while we were planning on Ferreiros.
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	By noon, we had arrived at Sarria, a town where peregrinos who wanted only to walk the last 100 km started from. 

This was also where the first pilgrim, Alfonso IX, had died in 1230 AD.

 Siew and Allan were staying the night at Sarria as they wanted to buy a camera, and we parted ways for the last time. 

We never saw them again.




We needed lunch, but the senora at the bar told us they didn’t serve food. As we were walking away, a man came running up to us. He had overheard our conversation, and directed us to a place where we could get food.  
Another touch of kindness on the Camino. 
At Café Santiago, we had hamburgers, a nice change from menu del dia, even though they didn’t have hamburger buns and we had to make do with bocadillo pan. 
A nice cold  beer  put everything on track.
	We left Sarria, passing by the monastery where the Norwegians were having their picnic lunch. 

They had found the owner of the sandals, and could now travel unencumbered.

It was again a lovely trail through many small hamlets where the farmers were working their fields. 

It was sometimes hot, but other times wonderfully pleasant when we went through chestnut forests with trees whose gnarled trunks were a fascinating sweep of swirls and whorls.

Near Badabelo where there was a small albergue in the middle of nowhere, we met a German boy who had been walking on the Camino since the last week of May. 

He was carrying Jakobsweg, of course. 
	        [image: image6.jpg]





We exchanged the usual pleasantries and then he asked, “Are you afraid?”
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	 “Afraid of what?”

“Of arriving at Santiago. We are almost here.”

“No, I’m not afraid. Are you?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“Because I have to stop walking and get back

    to the real world. I am happy walking.”
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	By 4.45 pm, we reached the 100 km milestone. 

This was also a figurative milestone for us, something we had worked and walked towards  for the last three weeks. 

This must have been the most photographed pollard along the Camino.
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	After another kilometer, as we were walking by a habitatione called Casa Morgade on the way to Ferreires, I saw the German woman we had met at Samos. 

She had just done her laundry and told us that this place was “Goot!” It certainly looked good. 

We stopped and I went in to enquire about the rates (after a quick mental practice of what and how to say it in Spanish). It was €8 per person, and we took it without hesitation.


It was a lovely rural stone farm house, as cosy inside as it had looked outside. We had a room imbued with a gentle floral fragrance. The bathroom was just next to it. When you are on the Camino, such sensual extras and logistics are luxuries! And we hung our laundry at the sunny backyard which opened up to a vista of cows leisurely grazing in the field.
	Peter and I had a cerveza grande each to celebrate the passing of the 100 km mark, while we rested our feet on the house dog, Teyo, a gentle giant who willingly allowed himself to be used as a footstool. 

Indeed, he didn’t budge until he was called to dinner. 

He came back, with  evidence of dinner lining his mouth, and ate with relish the secos that were being passed around.
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	Three of the Norwegian group had arrived. They had made their way to Ferreires to find the albergue full and had come back to Morgade, with great enthusiasm, I thought. 

The other two, Christine and her daughter Nora, had retraced their steps to retrieve Nora’s walking stick which she had left behind, a journey of an extra 6 km. 

Both didn’t get in until 9.15 pm.


At dinner, we got better acquainted with Gudrun, the woman who had encouraged us to stay at this place, and her friend, Inger. They didn’t speak much English, and we spoke no German. However, there was another German couple there, Helmut and Elizabeth, who did most of the translating. It was most strange that from here onwards, we were to get more and more into German company.

Casa Morgade certainly made up for the terrible stay the night before.
Distance covered 25 km
_____________________________________________________________________
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	kiarabunch  on Nov 10, '07
I am feeling a bit "sad" that this great journey (and your writing , of course) of yours is going to end soon! Perhaps, from now on, you should write a chapter for each 5km that you travelled rather than for the day!
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	junglewallah  on Nov 10, '07
   kiarabunch wrote
   “write a chapter for each 5km “
Then you'd be bored to death.... ;-)
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	keithypoo  on Nov 10, '07
Good job, mummy! I'm sure it is almost as hard to write about your trip as it was to walk it =P
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	junglewallah  on Nov 11, '07
   keithypoo wrote
   “write Good job, mummy! I'm sure it is almost as hard to write about your trip as it was to walk it =P “
Thanks, Keith. I think walking and writing have their own different difficulties. It will probably take me 6 months to write about a one month walk.


