DAY 28 on the Camino: Farmyards and a Hotel 

30 June 2007

(Ventas de Naron – Palas de Rei – Melide)
Surprisingly, all ten people in the albergue didn’t leave early, not even Gudrun and Inger.  It was quiet and peaceful – hard to imagine that this was a site of Christian and Muslim warfare in 820 AD – but cold. 
Julian pointed out this disgusting bug crawling on the floor as we were about to leave. I hoped it hadn’t been inside my sleeping bag!
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	The way to Ligonde, the next town, was via the highway, always an unattractive undertaking for me.

 It was an uneventful walk until I heard the barking and whining of what seemed like hundreds of dogs. 

A man had just arrived in his truck at the gate of the heavily walled premises. 

I managed (with some difficulty) to peer over the wall and indeed there was a sea of dogs running and jumping like popping corn in great agitation and expectation. 

This must have been a doggie albergue and the man must have come with breakfast.


We had arrived at Ligonde by 8.30 am. Later, we were to meet the American-Spanish group who told us that hospitaleros had cooked them an American meal, and given them a foot massage. However, the hot water system had gone kaput. I think I’d rather settle for hot water 
instead.
From Ligonde to the next major town, Palas de Rei, another 9 km away, were stretches of farmland. We were, by now, experts at tripping past cow pats and all other kinds of animal dropping. There were lots of cows, some masticating in the fields, others mooing and munching in their dark smelly barns where undernourished cats deflected the rats (presumably). Cats in rural Spain are a neglected lot kept for their hunting prowess rather than for company. In the cornfields stood scarecrows, including a couple which looked realistically like the farmer and his wife.
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	Two hours later, we arrived at Palas where we had hot drinks at a bar. 

There was a huge painting on the wall, a Galician scene which included the horreos. I asked the senor what it was, and of course, I couldn’t understand what he said in reply.

 It didn’t matter to him at any rate because, judging by the animation of his discourse, he was enjoying himself.
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After passing the church, we went down a series of steps which led to the town centre. 
Juan Carlos was sitting outside the albergue, waiting for it to open. I hadn’t seen a sadder man than he. 
 You’d have thought someone had run away with all his money. With great emotion, he showed us the reason for his despondency – his badly blistered and infected feet. 
It’s difficult to convince people to remove their bandages and let their blisters air dry, so all we could do was to wish him well before we said adios. We didn’t see him again.
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The mist which had enveloped the town and countryside was beginning to clear with the heat of the sun as we left for Melide.  After the highway, we went along country lanes skirted by farms with cows, sheep, chickens, dogs and cats. There was even a marshy area where thousands of frogs lent their croaks to a raspy choir.
At one small village, a senora was hanging on to her dog which was yanking her forward. A rabbit hopped onto the lane, and the dog naturally broke loose, dashed and caught the rabbit. The senora screamed at the dog. The dog let the rabbit go. The senora grabbed the rabbit by its ears, and beamed from her own ear to ear.

“?Comida?” I asked her.

“Si,” she replied with a happy toothless grin in anticipation of her rabbit stew.

I realized that when she was shouting at her dog, she wasn’t telling him to stop running after the rabbit, but encouraging him to get it. Ah… country life.
We moved on, now propelled by the need for food. But there was nowhere to eat from one hamlet to the next. We were hoping at each turn to see a “Mahou” beer sign indicating a bar or restaurante but were constantly disappointed. 
Finally, at 2 pm, a cafe-bar suddenly appeared around a corner. The American-Spanish group was there, greeting our arrival with a chant, “Malaysia, Malaysia!” 
In appreciation of their appreciation of us, Peter bought them a round of beer. They were also going to Melide where they planned to eat pulpo and also to imbibe  some magic spell drinks in the evening. We said maybe to their invitation to the former and a definite no to the latter.
	[image: image8.jpg]



	Lunch was a delicious ham omelette, and chorizo and eggs. 
The bread, crusty on the outside, but fluffy and soft inside tasted wonderful dipped in the spicey oil from the chorizo. 
The restaurateurs were not only friendly and helpful, they also spoke some English which made things a lot easier.


	The rest of the 6 km to Melide was hot and windy. It looked like hordes of peregrinos were descending on the town, some we had seen before, and others who were total strangers. We caught up with the American-Spanish group who still hadn’t checked into the albergue, and we met Connie and Heike again. They told us that the albergue was very dirty, especially the showers. Heike’s very words were: “I wouldn’t want you to have a shower there.” Even so, they figured we might not even be able to get a place as it was filling up quickly.
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	We thus went in search of a hostal or habitationes. After a little wander around, I saw a sign for a pension right above a pub, and went in to ask. The girl there directed us to Hotel Xaneir, a one star establishment. Even though we only half understood her directions, we managed to find the hotel where the towkay-neo, who turned out to be the girl’s mother, was already waiting for us. We coughed up the €50 for the night. The room was decidedly old-fashioned with a double and a single bed, but was perfectly clean and tidy – until we messed it up in typical peregrino style by unloading our packs and hanging up our daily washing.


Despite our comfortable lodging, it wasn’t so easy to fall asleep. It was a Saturday night, and pub patronage was at its weekly busiest.
Distance traveled: 25 km
___________________________________________________________________
