Diary of a pilgrim aged thirty one and three quarters
In the summer 2005 I walked a pilgrimage from Porto in Portugal to Fisterra on 
the western tip of Spain. Much of the inspiration for Walk your talk came from this walk.
Heres my story.
Day 1:
Yes, finally made it!
The cathedral stamp gets gently pressed on my pilgrim’s passport and my journey begins.
Avoiding a fellow pilgrim who seems to have a fifty photo’s a minute habit I leave for my appointment with god.

I knew it would be difficult clearing Porto’s vast sprawl before dusk but even with a good pace soon the night was closing in without anyway safe to sleep at night.
Soon the darkness got the better of me and I was stranded in what seemed to be Porto’s very own Brixton/whitehawk.
A little worried I walked on and fortunately found a disused lorry trailer by the side of the road.
I jumped on and slipped into the sanctuary of shadows, and as I made my bed for the night I managed to convince myself that the sweet/loving strains of Portuguese fado music held more appeal to the youth of my temporary neighborhood than kill or maim pilgrim music.

Day 2:
I wake at the break of dawn to realize I had strayed of track a little after last nights bumbling around.
After a few adjustments I found my way to a key crossroads, where my guide book gave a clear choice, the straight ahead no fuss route or the scenic coastal route.
I went for the coastal path which indeed was very beautiful for a least the first third, then I believe the author of book must have had a blackout , because what followed was a horrific 18 mile trudge along a dual carriageway with what seemed to be at times a few inches between a severe clip round the ear from a lorry.
The traffic combined with three wild dogs that aggressed me for about 400metres, made for quite a nerve wracking afternoon.
I finally made it back to the friendly yellow arrows who point the way to Santaigo.
Must stick to the path!

Day 3:
Refreshed by a good nights sleep in a refuge of the ghostly town of Rates, I
picked up the trail in mid morning.
A couple of hours in and as my thoughts are drifting way in the breeze, an unexpected encounter happens – as I turn a corner I find a wild pig hurtling towards me at speed, I reach for my guidebook to see if it mentions anything about this but realize its to late: so I decide to do an Indiana Jones style leap would be best….. I get ready and I’m just about to leap and it sadly squeals and darts of into the woods.
With my senses on red alert I make it to Barcelos a very pretty town by the side of a river, a good meal and re-energized I walk to the small porch of a chapel which is where I lay my head.

Day 4:
Being on a very tight budget, I’m very glad of the many fruits laying by the side of the path, they include grapes,oranges,limes,pears and apples – all these combined with the hotel of a million stars is making for a very cheap holiday.
Today’s walk is quite a long one (33k) but passes through some beautiful valleys to arrive at a beautiful town called ‘Ponte de lima’.
I scout for a place to sleep with no joy so press on into the wilderness and finally collapse in the dark surrounded by pulsating countryside and a magnificent night sky.

Day 5:
I wake to the bemused expression of farmer which quickly turns to a smile when I show him my map to Santiago.
I set off into some steep climbs around a very peaceful vale where I find the reality of my walk is revealing itself to my feet and legs…ouch!
That said today’s walk is my favorite by far and due to its peaceful nature it
has given me time for reflection.
It’s only now I realize I have not seen another pilgrim and only said a few words in passing to others.
I’ve noticed the two red looking insect bites on the palms of my hand resemble stigmata, and it makes me wonder if I can use them to win favor of a shower somewhere – that would be a great pleasure.
Crossing farmland and forests devastated by summers severe fires, I spot what looks like a new species of squirrel only to realize its one covered head to toe in soot.
I put some pace on and cross over into Spain just before dusk and arrive at the refuge quite literally as they are shutting the door.

Day 6:
My plans for day off here are scuppered by the caretaker who is very enthusiastic about me leaving. I show him my stigmata but he is not impressed and quite swiftly I’m out the door.
Last night very briefly I saw a rare sight –pilgrims, lots of them snoring like contented Dwarfs, but today sadly they are already gone.
I enjoy the old town of tui for a few hours then hit the trail again, the afternoon I found long and hard partly because of my sore feet and also because of the searing heat. A riverside bath lifts my spirits and I wobble and hobble my way to the luxury of another refuge 16k away in Porrino.
The young and keen receptionist is intent on trying her English on me and my nodding head slowly finds me a bed.
This refuge is full of pilgrims who lift my sagging morale a little.

Day 7:
Today my worst nightmare ‘blisters’.
I can handle wild pigs, dogs, snoring pilgrims but blisters that is not good news and the source of the problem is two holes on the bottom of super durable, go anywhere, storm proof hi-tech crap boots.
I patch up my feet and for the next hour try walking barefoot, hopping and lurching but its just no good-and worst still my tight budget does not include buying new shoes.
Then just as I am hitting my lowest ebb since beginning a small miracle happens, lying next to the path in the middle of nowhere I find a pair of size 8 mans waterproof trainers just waiting to be slipped into – I kid you not!
I put them on while giving thanks to Camino gods and dance my way to a
riverside spot where I happily set up camp safe in the knowledge I have completed half my journey.

Day 8:
Today the Camino bites, driving rain, enduring climbs, sore and blistered feet make the journey very difficult.
I strive onwards then finally rest under a tree to unclutter my mind which was awash with negative thoughts.
After sometime I arrive at the conclusion I need to fast become a foot doctor to tend to the strange manifestations on my feet and I need a companion this will be solved by making a face out of elastoplasts on my water bottle and calling it ‘Fernandez’.
The afternoon passes a little easier and soon Santiago is not so far away after all.

Day 9:
Slowly the walk is becoming more meditative and as it becomes more challenging a steely resolve is kicking in, its as if the further away from my life in Brighton I walk the countryside becomes more and more stirring – I believe the magic of a
pilgrimage is its simplicity serves to reflect who and where you are going.
I arrive in a town and soak my feet in public hot spring ………….bliss!
Surprising myself I walk further to a small refuge where I spend an age trying to convince some Italian scouts that Italy will not win the world cup and that England will.

Day 10:
I take to the road before dawn into a slow descent towards the city of Santiago. This fabled city is a wonderful place to visit full of vibrancy and colour and many happy pilgrims who have completed their journey from various parts of the world.
Along the way in a café I bump into a Spanish man who calmly tells me I’m wearing his shoes that he left behind to lighten his own load when walking.
I tell him he was an angel and then tell him it’s a shame he didn’t leave the other ones behind because they looked much better.
My prize for arriving a day early is a full day off which I use to attend mass in the magnificent cathedral which is said to hold the remains of St James.
Although I am not Catholic the ceremony is quite something and culminates in what surely is the biggest incense burner in the world being swung 100ft in the air above the gasping crowds – an awesome spectacle.
I sleep safe in the knowledge that the road less traveled will be my companion for the next few days and that my friends is why I came and another story altogether. 

Sing Alleluia and keep on walking’. Saint Augustine
In Peace
Matt.

For more information:
www.csj.org.uk






