DAY 27 on the Camino: A Town Submerged 

29 June 2007 

(Morgade – Portomarin – Ventas de Naron)
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	Swathed in warmth, comfort and tranquility, it wasn’t a wonder that we slept until 8.30 am, the latest we’d ever slept in on the Camino. We didn’t leave until 9.30 am after an enormous café con leche. 

The Norwegian group was still waiting for Nora to get up, and Lena's fingers were a blur from table drumming.

It was probably about 14 km to Portomarin.


	Since getting to Galicia, I had to wrestle with the calculation of distances from one town to the next as, unlike in Castilla y Leon where we obtained a good map, this province had no such map. The information that we had gathered from the Net was also getting a bit muddled and confusing.

Little hamlets lined the route to Portomarin, and in equal measure cow pats, which we were now adroitly side-stepping, lined the trail. It was a pleasant enough walk through farmland and pine forests, meeting many dogs with ramifications of the Alsatian gene.
	[image: image2.jpg]





Portomarin was an attractive town by a dam, and the present town was actually less than 50 years old. The old part of town, which dated back to the Roman Age, was now submerged by the reservoir. Before the inundation, however, important monuments and the old medieval and Roman bridges were transferred stone by stone to other parts of the town.
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As we arrived, the church bells were chiming twelve – also an indication that it was lunch time. We climbed up a series of steps to a tower and followed the road which led to the town square. 
Seated outside a café were Connie and Heike who had just had lunch, and who recommended the empanada de carne and atun. This turned out to slices of a larger pie and tasted asi-asi  (so so), but it was a relatively cheap lunch and we were entertained by a live brass band om-pahing outside a pizzeria which was opposite the church where a wedding ceremony was taking place. 
Outside the church sat Juliet (I think that was her name), a member of the boisterous American-Spanish gang. She had hurt her leg, so she had to stay back while the rest moved on.
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At Portomarin, it dawned on us that the Spanish holiday season had begun, and many young Spaniards in colourful beach capris, bearing huge backpacks and guitars would be in keen competition with us for accommodation. However, we managed to stay ahead by the skin of our teeth until we arrived at Santiago.
	From Portomarin to Ventas, the trail was a medley of highway, dirt tracks under a hot and open sky, and dirt tracks bordered by pine or oak trees, and so it was sometimes unbearable and sometimes agreeable.

 There were a number of albergues along the way, but none which enticed us to stay.
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At 3.15 pm, we were at a little hamlet, Gonzar, where we interrupted the siesta of the sleepy couple who owned the café by ordering tea. Soon after, Gary and Rita came along, ordered their cafes and binged on Maltisers making Julian feel like Pavlov’s dog. 
Gary and Rita had an entirely different routine. They woke up late and only started walking after lunch until night.
	Then in the distance, we saw a couple coming. To our great surprise and joy, they were the German couple, Sabine and Sven who had hurt his leg at the start of the Camino. 

He had since recovered and they were now rushing to make up for lost time. 

We didn’t think we’d see them again, and they had been wondering where and how we were. 

However, they didn’t have news about people we had left behind, like Jesse and Dora, although they told us that Albert had finished at Leon with his niece.
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At 5 pm, we arrived at Ventas de Naron. We had actually wanted to move on to Ligonde, just another 3 km away but it was hot and we were rather tired. Also, we saw Gudrun and Inger sitting outside the albergue enjoying the sun, and as part of the Camino’s ad hoc relay system, I had with me Inger’s blouse which she had left behind at Morgade.
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	Three members of the American-Spanish group hobbled by. Carlos was struggling with a bad knee and the other two girls with flagging energy. 

But they still maintained their trademark cheerfulness. 

The latter two were not going to make it to Santiago now as they had to take the bus to be back in time for work after the weekend. They then moved on to Ligonde where the two American girls had gone to.


Since we stopped, we thought we might as well stay. We paid €8 each for a bunk bed in a small albergue which was the antithesis of Casa Morgade, but the shower was fantastic.
	The evening menu del dia was also expensive but asi asi. 

With us were a young French speaking Canadian, Bill, who also spoke Spanish, and a Spaniard who claimed to speak various languages and took it upon himself to translate everything for us. 

However, we had difficulty understanding his English, and  Gudrun, Inger, and the Belgian couple probably had the same problem with his German.
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During the meal, Sabine dropped by while on an  unsuccessful errand to buy Sven cigars. 
She mentioned that they would be coming to Malaysia sometime as Sven, inspired by the movie, South Pacific, wanted to visit Pulau Tioman. 
I reminded her that the movie was OLD and Tioman is Bali Hai no more, but Sven was still keen.
 If anything, they could still enjoy the warm waters they are deprived of in Germany.

Two Asian women, who looked like Filipinos or wealthy Indonesian Chinese, came into the bar to buy drinks. 
But when we saw that they had arrived in a car, we didn’t pursue our interest 
Peregrinos can be quite snobbish . 
We were to see them again at Santiago.
Distance traveled: probably 25 km
_____________________________________________________________________
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	keithypoo  on Nov 19, '07
Almost there!!


	
	


