DAY 5 on the Camino: Feliz Compleanos
7 June 2007
(Villamayor - Los Arcos - Torres del Rio)
Nothing was more anxiety driven than the foreknowledge that no breakfast lay between Villamayor and the next town of Los Arcos, 12.4 km away. Fortunately, the hospitalero prepared a breakfast (for a nominal fee) of bread, butter, marmalade, and a weak café con leche which, though sparse, fuelled us for the long road to Los Arcos through vineyards and wheat fields.
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Incidentally, our French and Italian roommates had slipped away so quietly in the wee morning hours that practically every single one of us woke up asking, “Huh? They’re gone?”
By 8 am, it was hot enough for us to de-layer our clothes. “How to” trekking books often talk about “layering”, but it wasn’t until now that we learned the art of peeling off each layer of clothes like an onion in adaptation to temperature rises and vice versa.
	We arrived at the outskirts of Los Arcos at 9.40 am and waited at the rest area for Arnold and Albert, grateful for the drinks and snack vending machines thoughtfully put there. 

This was our discovery of the Spanish snack, secos -- crunchy puffed maize kernels worthy of the Pringles slogan, “Once you start, you cannot stop.” 

Toshio, however, never turned up.
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In town, the usual cobbled narrow streets led to the Square where the 18th century Church of Santa Maria stood. It was open. I had expected it to be ornate, but wasn’t prepared for how ornate it was.
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	Every inch was decorated, so it was a great relief for the eyes to step out into the rose garden in the courtyard where the simple symmetrical arches lent a certain order. 

According to my notes, the artistic styles found there were Gothic, Baroque, Renaissance and Plateresque. 

Small wonder there was so much to take in.
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With lunch thrown in, we spent almost two hours at the Los Arcos Square, partly because it took so long to be served by the senora. The men had gone in to buy bread, ham and cheese to cobble up a cheap lunch. I had written in my journal entry that day, “I don’t know how long I can continue eating jamon and queso bocadillo, but I haven’t got tired of it yet.” (I can’t believe this!!!!!)
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Hordes of peregrinos were trooping into the square. Certain faces were starting to be familiar to us as we crossed and re-crossed each other on the Camino. It  looked like it’d be a race to the next albergue, and I was beginning to tire of the crowd along the Camino and had to remind myself of Paulo Coelho’s exhortation, “Enjoy the journey.”
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	It was another long and hot walk to the next village, Sansol, passing through the ubiquitous wheat fields, olive groves and vineyards. At Sansol, we sat outside what appeared to be a doctor’s office where three extremely ancient people shuffled hither and thither. Like kampung folks in the evening, we watched other peregrinos walk by. We saw the four Canadians. The last time we met them was along the Camino from Rocesvalles to Zubiri. The two men were limping, and were considering taking the bus. Then came this German couple, Sven and Sabine. Sven was taking small mincing steps. He had injured his legs, the result of over-exertion.

 “Too fast too soon,” commented Albert who, being a friendly and curious person with several languages under his belt, knew a lot of what was going on. 

“Too stupid,” added Arnold, whose English suddenly improved.


From Sansol, it was a mere 10 minutes to Torres del Rio. A queue, squashed in the narrow corridor, had already formed at the Mari Casa albergue. The senora initially put me in a small room with three other Spanish MEN. Twit! Albert and Arnold were given mattresses on the top floor. All who arrived after us were given mattresses in every available space like evacuees. The very last people, a Canadian couple, had to sleep in the church porch. They didn’t get any sleep that night as the bells tolled every half an hour, echoed by the bells from the Sansol church.

Casa Mari was the equivalent of sale time at a mall. It was chock-a-block with peregrinos. To facilitate occasions like this, the proprietors had installed a three-person shower. What a dumb arrangement! I am the last person on earth who needs company at bath time, so I did the anti-social thing. I locked the door.

The sole restaurante at Torres was closed as the Italian owner had gone home. We walked back to Sansol in the hope of finding a place to eat. All was closed, so we trudged back to Torres to the tienda which was as busy as a cinema popcorn stall at a Harry Potter movie. Everyone was buying food. Peter had earlier taken a picture with the senora, so she treated us with overwhelming friendliness. Like most peregrinos, we ended up with bread (including tuna and a sausage). We ate our dinner at the churchyard sharing our leftovers with the birds on their way home to roost. Today was my 52nd birthday, and I had a dinner as befitting a peregrino. Feliz compleanos to me!
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Casa Mari was akin to Bintang Walk at night with groups of people eating, drinking, talking and walking around. I regretted not staying at the cosy Sansol albergue which had room for only ten people. Perhaps the five days on the road, the uncertainties, the constant flux and the lack of privacy was getting to me. On reflection, however, Casa Mari gave us the opportunity to meet a few interesting people. There was the Mexican family – father, 12-year-old son, and nephew -- on a rushed job. They had to be in Santiago by 27 July. They spoke Spanish, but couldn’t understand Spanish Spanish. There was also Kurt, the Norwegian, whom we were to see again and again until we parted at Santiago. We also met pony-tailed Jesse, the bel canto opera singer from Buffalo whose looks, Julian claims, the girls in his school would swoon over. Unfortunately, I didn’t have the foresight to take a good picture of him.

There was no sign of Toshio.

That night, I needed my ear plugs again. This time, the snores came mainly from a woman with a mountainous behind in the next bed. Dear Lord, when can I get a plug-less night’s sleep?
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Distance covered: 20.4 km
______________________________________________________________________
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	bigbumdude  on Jul 25, '07
Aiyah....why you never take gambar of Jesse? =(
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	Junglewallah on Jul 26, '07
bigbumdude wrote
“Aiyah....why you never take gambar of Jesse? =( “
Actually, I think the last picture of the guy curled up in his sleeping bag is Jesse -- ha ha



	
	

	
	


