DAY 3 on the Camino: Cakes and a Bridge 
5 June 2007
(Uterga - Puente de Reina – Lorca)

We left at 7.30 am today and by 8.25 am had arrived at Obanos, the first major small town. Arnold wanted to look at a church which was a 2 km detour away, which meant an extra 4 km, and so we agreed to wait for him and Albert at Obanos.
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We waited in the quiet town square and watched the other peregrinos trickle by, there being no other form of diversion. Obanos is where mystery plays are performed, but peregrinos often miss out on those. Toshio went into a tobacco shop to try and call his wife, but  ended up buying a beer instead. He downed that, announced that he had had breakfast and said he would go to the major town for today, Puente de Reina, to see if he could get in touch with his wife.

Julian and I also went off while Peter stayed to wait for Arnold and Albert. We were now in vineyard territory, but also passed by many vegetable farms and hundreds of snails by the roadside.

In about an hour, we were in Puente de Reina and waited at the fuente (water fountain). Fuentes, found in all the small villages and even along the Camino in the Navarre province, are a refreshing source of cold water. Their existence put paid to the need to carry big bottles of water, thus reducing pack weight by about 1 kg. Peter appeared but without Albert and Arnold.

Since we needed breakfast, we entered a small cafeteria called Taberna, established in 1897, so the sign said. That was a fortuitous stop. We had the lovely croissants with jamon y queso, but the true delight lay with the pastries. Julian had the cream-filled roll (“It tastes as good as it looks”) and I had the Goxua which was a kind of cream pie, topped with custard, set in a receptable like an ashtray – not an apt comparison for something so delicious, I know.
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The display counter was FULL of tempting cakes, desserts and pastries, and we should have indulged in more of them. We were never to find such a pasteleria along the Camino again. In truth, most of the pastries in rural Spain, even in the bigger towns, were rather unattractive over-sized and over-baked lumps and honestly, some  didn’t look any different from the cow pats with which we became very well-acquainted along the country lanes. Enough said.
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	Along the narrow medieval street, we came upon St Peter’s Church. We tried the door and to our pleasant surprise, it opened onto a church service in progress. Most times on the Camino, churches are closed. 

We tip-toed in. 

This was the first time yours truly, the frog under the Malaysian coconut shell, had been inside a Gothic church. I was bowled over by the ornate details and the amount of gold that went into their making. 

The floor was completely of wood so that even with a mere thirty or so worshippers there, it sounded like a whole choir.




Peregrinos leave Puente de Reina via the 11th century bridge built expressly for them. Despite having seen many pictures of the bridge before coming to Spain, I was still impressed by its sturdy beauty.
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 It was getting very hot as we walked the steep uphill to Maneru and then onwards to Cirauqui, a town built on a hill which meant that all the streets were steep. When we arrived at 1.40 pm, all the shops were already closed for the customary siesta, but we managed to get some bread, ham, cheese and drinks from a tienda before it closed. While we were chewing our lunch, Albert and Arnold arrived, but there was no sign of Toshio. However, two Japanese women walked by, an aunt and niece twosome.

“Have you seen a Japanese man, Toshio?” we asked.

“Yes,” said the English speaking aunt. “He was trying to call his wife.”             
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After lunch, it was time to leave with Albert and Arnold.

“Hasta ruego,” said the niece, rolling her ‘l’.

“Hasta luego,” we replied. “Buen Camino.”

We got to Lorca a little past 3 pm. There were two albergues opposite each other, so we were a little lost for choice.

“Which would you recommend?” asked Albert of a peregrino seated at the doorstep. As this peregrino was sitting next to a smiling Jose who ran the albergue, he couldn’t very well recommend the competitor. The “Free Internet”, I thought, was a plus point. This turned out to be a great place anyhow, and Jose was friendly and helpful. He was probably the only person who would help a peregrino carry her pack up to the room. And he spoke some English.

In addition to being friendly and helpful, young Jose was handsome and hard-working. He never seemed to stop sweeping the floor. Why, you may ask. Well, the Spanish custom is to throw your wrappers, cigarette butts, paper napkins, etc on the floor when you are standing at the bar counter. The other outstanding thing about Jose was that he listened to classical music which he played in the bar. It’s a rare occurrence to be able to ask your bar tender to play Brahms Piano Concerto No. 2 for your listening pleasure.

While we were enjoying our beer and talking to Mary, an Irish woman living in England and who was on the Camino to find herself, the two Japanese women walked in.
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“Hora,” greeted the niece, rolling her ‘l’.

“Hola,” we replied.

And what do you know? Toshio also walked in, was given an almost-hero’s welcome, and treated himself to a beer.  Maybe two.

Meanwhile, Jose was getting as agitated as a dog with an itch. He was desperately calling his madre so that she could cook us dinner. Madre, however, had decided to disappear a la Bermuda Triangle. No one knew where she was. So we trooped over to the albergue opposite for dinner.

This dinner was memorable for its mediocrity, starting with the lukewarm spinach soup. Albert was eating “something that’s supposed to be turkey”, so we opted for the fish which tasted like something that’s supposed to be fish. It didn’t improve matters that the waiter was a dour white Fat Albert. However, we enjoyed the company of a Spanish couple. The wife had a very faint resemblance to Penelope Cruz and there the near similarity ended. She was a Spanish language teacher to Cruz’s more glamorous career.

The Spaniard who shared our room rattled off in Spanish to us, shrugging his shoulders and pointing to the window. It’s strange how people feel that voice volume aids comprehension. I wasn't deaf. I just couldn't understand Spanish very well, more so when it was spoken at 200 words per minute. Fortunately, I could catch three words I happened to know, “Abrir," "ventana,” and “poco”, and deduced that he wanted to open the window a little bit. Claro.

That night, he snored like a pneumatic drill tunneling into super hard asphalt. It was a good thing then that some sound waves could escape through the poco-ly opened ventana.
Distance covered: 21 km
______________________________________________________________________
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	jancan on Jul 18, '07
junglewallah wrote
“That night, he snored like a pneumatic drill tunneling into super hard asphalt. “
Hahahahaa And that's when your earplugs come in handy, I suppose.
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	junglewallah on Jul 19, '07
jancan wrote
“Hahahahaa And that's when your earplugs come in handy, I suppose. “
They certainly did. Here I must clarify that ear plugs aren't the most comfy things to use. Apart from the fact that you do feel that there are foreign objects stoppering your ears, you also hear your own breathing quite distinctly. Without them, however, I'd never have been able to fall asleep.
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	wondersf on Jul 20, '07
He! He! He! I spent 3 of such nights in KK last week. I can tell you how.
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	junglewallah on Jul 20, '07
Hope you had ear plugs too!! 


