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A summary of two pilgrimages to Santiago: 1) along the Camino Frances and 2) the subsequent pilgrimage via 

Fisterra and Muxia along with a journey to Fatima including the text of a daily journal and accompanying pictures. 
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El Camino de Santiago            2023 
 
 

For the Glory of God, in atonement for my sins, for the sanctification of my soul, my family, and those of my 
fellow pilgrims, and for the intentions, spoken or written or otherwise manifested, laid out elsewhere. 
 
 
Wednesday, June 7. 5:50 PM EST Logan Airport     Boston, MA, USA 
 
 The sequel begins.  Five years after our first epic journey along the Way of St. James, nine of us have 
ŜƳōŀǊƪŜŘ ƻƴ ǿƘŀǘ ŦƻǊ ƳŜ ƛǎ ǇŀǊǘ LLΦ  ²Ŝ Ǉŀǎǎ ǘƛƳŜ ƛƴ .ƻǎǘƻƴΩǎ ŀƛǊǇƻǊǘ ƛƴ ŀ ǾŀǊƛŜǘȅ ƻŦ ƳŀƴƴŜǊǎΦ  hur layover here 
leaves us ten hours of dead time as we await the seven hour flight to Barcelona, the train to Pamplona, and a taxi 
to St. Jean.  It is the calm before the storm. 
 We are a motley crew.  In addition to me, Kiera and Chloe, Philomena and Leo represent the Joe Goldade 
CŀƳƛƭȅΣ tŀǿŜƭ ŀƴŘ !ƴƛŀ ǘƘŜ {ƻŎȊƻǿƪŀǎΣ ŀƭƻƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ²Ŝǎǘ ±ƛǊƎƛƴƛŀΩǎ ŦƛƴŜǎǘΣ .Ŝƴ {ǘǳǊƳΦ  ¢ƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ ŜƴǘǊŀƴǘΣ ƻŦ ŎƻǳǊǎŜΣ ƛǎ 
my dear Father-in-law, Sylvester Jacobs, who joined us right after we finalized plans, and who adds so much in the 
way of gravitas, experience, and piety to our group. 
 The conventional starting point of the Camino Frances is St. Jean Pied de Port.  Due to the remoteness of 
its location, arriving at the start poses almost as great a challenge as achieving the end.  If all goes well, our trip, 
which started at 11:00 AM in Pittsburgh will finish at 10:00 PM tomorrow in St. Jean.  In the process we will take 
two planes, two trains, a bus, and a taxi.  Awaiting us in St. Jean is a nice lodging, where we will hopefully make up 
for all the sleep lost en route.  Thus, we should begin our pilgrimage in good condition on Friday morn. 
 The journey to St. Jean, although taxing, allows the opportunity for our group to congeal.  And that we 
have done.  I am quite pleased to see that all seem to get along, and all are rapidly meshing well.  Time will tell 
how this plays out on the Way, but the prospects fascinate me. 

 
 
Saturday, June 10. 6:54 PM  Parroquia Zabaldika    Zabaldika 

Day 1 (Roncesvalles = 25.1 km down, 753.4 km to go) and Day 2 = 34.3 km (59.4 down  714.1 to go) 
 
 It has been three days since I last wrote, yet it might well have been three years.  Much has transpired, 
which accounts for the long delay.  What follows is the report.  However, it must be said that this report will be 
hindered by the fact that I am sorely short on food and sleep and thus mentally fatigued.  Presently I write from 
an albergue attached to a 13th century church.  (As I began to write ς much to my delight ς Pawel and Sylvester 
arrived at the door.)  Here is how we arrived at this point. 
 We boarded the plane from Boston to Barcelona on Wednesday night after a seemingly interminable 
interlude.  The flight was much nicer than WOW Air the last time, and we arrived in Barcelona about thirty 
minutes late.  We found the shuttle bus and train without issue and arrived in Pamplona on schedule.  We found 
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out that the taxi service that I reserved was not in fact reserved, and so we ended up taking three taxis for $339 to 
St. Jean.  Once there, at about 9:30 PM, we found our lodging place devoid of operators.  With no way to reach 
the proprietor, we became convinced that we would be on the streets that night.  Lo and behold, I found the keys 
to our three rooms in the locks, and so we thanked God and assumed possession.  There was no food to be had in 
St. Jean at that hour, but we found a hot pizza vending machine!  We picked up six of these and went back for our 
feast only to be met by the angry proprietor asking where we had been.   (At this point I have no excuse for my 
poor writing except for my own inadequacy, for I just now returned from a fine communal meal at this place 
which is completely run by husband-wife volunteers.) 
 Anyhow, we had a fine slumber at St. Jean and left at 8:00 AM ς which departure time was ensured by the 
ƳŜƴŀŎƛƴƎ CǊŜƴŎƘ ǿƻƳŀƴ ǿƘƻ Ǌŀƴ ǘƘŜ ǇƭŀŎŜΦ  ²Ŝ ǘƘŜƴ ŎƘŜŎƪŜŘ ƛƴ ŀǘ ǘƘŜ ǇƛƭƎǊƛƳΩǎ ƻŦŦƛŎŜΣ Ǝƻǘ ƻǳǊ ǎƘŜƭƭǎΣ ǾƛǎƛǘŜŘ ǘƘŜ 
pilgrim shop ς still run by the French Canadian lady from last time ς and were on our way.  We naturally 
commenced straight to the church in St. Jean and placed our camino in the hands of St. James and Our Lady.  As 
we climbed assiduously up to Orisson, everyone found their pace and gravitated towards those of similar speed.  
Leo, Kiera, Philomena, Chloe, and I up front, Ben and Ania following, Sylvester and Pawel in the rear.  As we 
dragged inexorably up, Chloe fell back and got sick.  She was tended to by a nice fellow from Spain.  Then, as we 
neared our destination, a huge thunderstorm hit.  Between the wind and the driving rain, we lost visibility and all 
sense of everything but survival.  Orisson hides in a nook in the mountains, so one cannot see it until upon it.  
Thus, it left us in suspense/despair until we clawed into it, a soaking heap of humanity. 
 We settled in at Orisson for some soup and drinks (it was Friday after all) as the rain receded and we 
recovered.  A bit after noon our journey resumed, and we climbed our way through the Pyrenees to Roncesvalles.  
We opted for the steep path out of the mountains and found it easier to pass than last time, probably because 
grip was improved by the moisture.  Our group of five arrived intact at around 5:30/6:00 and checked in to the 
legendary albergue here.  As we showered, set up our beds, etc., we grew concerned about the whereabouts of 
the others, especially as another storm threatened and then opened up.  Fortunately, Ben and Ania arrived after 
hunkering down outside Roncesvalles to get out of the rain.  Sylvester and Pawel came in the back door a bit later, 
having taken the alternate path.  We then enjoyed ŀ ǇƘŜƴƻƳŜƴŀƭ ǇƛƭƎǊƛƳΩǎ ƳŜŀƭ ŀǘ уΥол ƛƴ ǿƘƛŎƘ Ƨǳǎǘ ŀōƻǳǘ 
everyone delighted.  During this meal I got to speak broken Spanish/broken English with a fine Spaniard named 
Juan.  We all laughed heartily at Chloe as she stared down the fish on her plate and attempted to eat it.  We had 
such a good time that we almost missed getting back for lights-out at 10:00.  It was a superb day one. 
 hƴ Řŀȅ ǘǿƻΣ ǘƻŘŀȅΣ ǿŜ ǎŜǘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŀǎ ŎƭƻǎŜ ǘƻ tŀƳǇƭƻƴŀ ŀǎ ǇƻǎǎƛōƭŜ ƛƴ ƻǊŘŜǊ ǘƻ ƳŀƪŜ ƛǘ ǘƻ {ǳƴŘŀȅΩǎ 
Mass at the cathedral.  Once again, the walking groups took their natural form.  The five amigos waited in Zubiri 
for 1-2 hours for Ben and Ania.  It was decided that all should fend for themselves and look to rejoin at Mass.  It 
seemed impossible that we would find lodging for all nine of us anywhere.  And yet, as God would have it, we 
came to this place.  An hour or two later Ben and Ania arrived, and an hour later Sylvester and Pawel made it 
complete.  It was a minor miracle that we all set down to that meal together a short while ago.  The others had 
been rejected at or rejected other places, and all wound up here.  God is good. 
 !ŦǘŜǊ ōŜƛƴƎ ŦǊŜŀƪŜŘ ƻǳǘ ōȅ ǿƘŀǘ ƭƻƻƪŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ ƘƛǇǇƛŜ ƎŀǘƘŜǊƛƴƎ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ǎŜǾŜƴǘƛŜǎ όǘƘŜ ǇƛƭƎǊƛƳΩǎ ōƭŜǎǎƛƴƎ 
that we fled) we now await sleep and the good God in His glory descending upon the altar in Pamplona tomorrow. 
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Monday, June 12. 6:22 AM  Albergue Baztan    Uterga 

Day 3 = 25.8 km (85.2 down  683.3 to go) 
 
 The dynamics of this Camino were fated to be quite distinct from the last one.  Though my intentions 
ǿŜǊŜ ǘƻ ŀǊƛǎŜ ŀƴŘ ŎƻƳƳŜƴŎŜ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ōȅ сΥлл ŜŀŎƘ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΣ ƘŜǊŜ L ŀƳ ŀǘ сΥол ǿǊƛǘƛƴƎ ȅŜǎǘŜǊŘŀȅΩǎ ŜƴǘǊȅΦ  {ƻ ƛǘ 
goes. 
 Yesterday was a unique one.  We were in no hurry to get started as we planned on going to a traditional 
Mass at the cathedral in Pamplona at 10:00 AM, 8 km from our lodging.  Therefore, after a small breakfast we 
departed at 7:42 AM.  A very pleasant walk along the river brought us to the formidable walls of Pamplona and 
the cathedral a block off of the path.  We arrived by 9:15 and toured the cathedral before Mass.  Mass was said at 
a beautiful side altar with perhaps 150 attendees.  It was awesome.  However, toward the end of it, the Novus 
Ordo crowd started arriving en masse and bells started ringing, destroying both tranquility and recollection.  It 
was the Feast of Corpus Christi, and first communion day, so Mass was packed, and they had a huge procession 
afterward.  It was quite inspiring with thousands marching resplendently.  Tellingly, however, no one, virtually, 
knelt before the Blessed Sacrament. 
 We were supposed to all meet up for Mass, but Sylvester and Pawel missed the cathedral and walked 
right out of town.  We waited for hours until Pawel showed up, just as we had set in place grandiose 
reconnaissance plans in the absence of communication devices. 
 We then ate at Burger King, and it was good. 
 Our hike continued finally at about 2:30 after we exchanged and withdrew some money and failed to find 
phones.  We climbed the long hill to Alto del Perdon, clambered down the rocks on the other side, and arrived 
here.  A huge thunderstorm then set in, catching Sylvester and the West Virginians.  The latter arrived at this place 
a couple of hours after us, having had no sight of Sylvester, who had been between them and us.  A bit concerned, 
Leo and I went to the albergue across the street and found him feasting amidst glad company.  All was well. 
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Monday, June 12. 7:46 PM  Albergue Villamayor    Monjardin 
Day 4 = 37.7 km (122.9 down  645.6 to go) 

 
I write tonight in the midst of another evening of concern.  We await our four comrades and another 

pending storm.  Hopefully the former beats the latter.  At this point we are just praying that the former show up 
at all. 
 We rolled out of Uterga this morning after a nice breakfast at 7:30.  Having overtaken Sylvester about 5 
km into our trek, we all agreed to meet at this village by the end of the day.  About 10 km ƛƴǘƻ ǘƘŜ ŘŀȅΩǎ ǿŀƭƪ ǿŜ 
came upon Niilo, the Finn that I had the joy to meet the night before.  Niilo is a Pentecostal attending Lutheran 
services who is disillusioned with Protestantism and is leaning toward Catholicism or Orthodoxy.  He is a teacher 
of Lutheranism at a high school in his home country and shares many of my own views.  We left him behind after 
about 15-20 km, but the walking was fast in his company. 

We walked the entire day with Luke, Liam, and Josh, three recent high school grads from Bellarmine Prep 
in Tacoma, Washington.  All are bound for Thomas Aquinas College, and all are of solid faith and impressive 
intellect.  They are a spirited crew that also attended the Latin Mass at Pamplona, and they helped keep us going 
at a solid 5K/hr clip throughout the day.  Our crew and theirs have meshed perfectly over the last two days.  
Hopefully we will continue together. 

Today we stopped at the wine fount and partook liberally.  Another highlight for me was our stop at the 
Irache monastery where the decision was made to initiate the uprising that would become the Spanish Civil War 
in 1936 and which was also the seat of the Carlist government during the Carlist War of 1870-1876. 

In the meantime, we have overcome all money matters and the only concern for our group is finding SIM 
cards so that we can communicate as we go.  We tried three phone shops today.  Two were closed, and one had 
none until tomorrow.  Hopefully Logrono will come through for us. 
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Tuesday, June 13. 8:40 PM  Municipal Albergue Munoz   Viana 
Day 5 = 30.6 km (153.5 down  615.0 to go) 

 
We are ensconced in a former monastery, now a municipal albergue in Viana, preparing in our various 

ǿŀȅǎ ŦƻǊ ōŜŘΦ  ά²Ŝέ ǊŜŦŜǊǎ ǘƻ ƻǳǊ ǘȅǇƛŎŀƭ ŦƛǾŜ ƛƴ ŀŘŘƛǘƛƻƴ ǘƻ tŀǿŜƭΣ ǿƘƻ ǘǊŀǾŜƭŜŘ офΦф km to catch us today. 
The day began as rough as the last one ended.  We awoke with no idea of the whereabouts of the lost 

four, who never arrived the night before.  After waiting until 9:00 for them to eclipse the hill, we split up, thinking 
that perhaps they missed the turn and skipped the town altogether.  Leo and Kiera shot ahead in search of them 
that way, and Philomena, Chloe, and I waited in Monjardin.  After a while we prayed a rosary.  The instant we 
completed it, Pawel arrived in town.  The others followed in short order.  Thus, after making plans for our final 
meeting place and time ς Cathedral in Santiago at 9:00 AM, July 11 ς we started our walk at 10:15 AM.  In the 
meantime, Niilo went through, and the Jesuit boys departed. 

The first 12 km was a steady, easy downhill trek which culminated in our arrival at Los Arcos.  En route, we 
stopped at a food truck run by a Texan who is attending CMU next fall.  Her father is from Bethel Park.  Small 
world.  When I said άholaέ, she asked if I was from Pittsburgh!!  One can imagine my shock.  The UPMC hat is what 
tipped her off.  We also ran into Kim, who lives in Dunedin, New Zealand ς home of Baldwin Street.  We compared 
steep streets and talked RC Draft. 

Los Arcos was our one long stop ς ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƳŀƴŘŀǘƻǊȅ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ǘƻ {ǘΦ aŀǊȅΩǎ /ƘǳǊŎƘΣ Ƴȅ ŦŀǾƻǊƛǘŜΦ  ²Ŝ ǎǘŀȅŜŘ 
for half an hour.  Afterward, we crushed the last rolling 18 km to this place, especially the final 6 km as a storm hit 
all around us and the winds whipped wildly. 

We arrived at 4:30, exhausted but a bit relieved ς relieved that the stress of this journey will no longer be 
financial or logistical, but merely physical.  Sylvester, Ben and Ania know where to go and how to get there, and 
they have the means to see their way through.  If we completely lose contact, which is likely, they will camino 
their way and we ours.  And we will all meet in the end with dear Saint James. 
 

 

 



13 
 

 
 
Wednesday, June 14. 8:18 PM  Hotel Duques de Najeera   Najera 

Day 6 = 38.3 km (191.8 down  586.7 to go) 
 
 I write tonight from a three-star hotel in Najera, the former capital of the Kingdom of Navarre in the 11th-
12th centuries.  ²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ŀ ǎǘƻƴŜΩǎ ǘƘǊƻǿ ŀǿŀȅ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ Ŧƛƴŀƭ ǊŜǎǘƛƴƎ ǇƭŀŎŜ ƻŦ Ƴŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƪƛƴƎǎΣ ǘƘƻǳƎƘ ǿŜ ǿŜǊŜ 
unable to see them as the monastery was closed when we made the attempt. 
 ²Ŝ ƪƛŎƪŜŘ ƻŦŦ ǘƘŜ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎΩǎ ǿŀƭƪ ŀǘ сΥлн !aΦ  Lǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŎǊƛǎǇ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ƻƴŎŜ ŀƎŀƛƴ ǘƘǊŜŀǘŜƴŜŘ ǊŀƛƴΦ  ²Ŝ 
got into Logrono a bit before 8:00, having seen no one en route.  All the churches, including the cathedral, were 
closed, so we saw little of great moment.  We then hurried through the next 12 km or so to Navarette, where 
lunch beckoned.  We ran into the Washington boys along the way, so they joined along.  In Navarette we got into 
the parish church (San Maria) and were overwhelmed.  The altarpiece climbs to the heavens with gilded images of 
the heavenly climb.  It reaches out at several places, including over the tabernacle for a 3-dimensional effect 
missing in Los Arcos.  The rest of the church similarly astounds.  It was amazing and inspiring. 
 We had a quick lunch and decided to take the last 16 km in two steps, anticipating a break at the top of 
the hill midway.  As it turned out, there were many pilgrims in front of us, so we trucked through it all in about 2.5 
hours and got to this dumpy little town at 2:00.  We had a hard time finding lodging, so after a while we gave up 
and got rooms at this hotel.  The girls and I in this room, Leo and Philomena in another, and the Washington boys 
in a third.  We had a heck of a time finding food because of siesta, but we landed at a burger and beer place that 
was slow but satisfying, and relatively cheap. 
 We have a plan in place now for travel over the next three days that is cheap and averages the requisite 
32 km per day and will leave us waking up across the street from the Burgos Cathedral on Sunday morn. 
 One last note ς we have established contact with Ben via text with wifi.  He is about 30 km back in 
Logrono with Sylvester likely somewhere between us and Pawel, probably closer to where we are. 
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Thursday, June 15. 4:48 PM  Municipal albergue   Redecilla del Camino 

Day 7 = 31.8 km (223.6 down  554.9 to go) 
 

 
 We follow up on our 90 euro hotel room tonight with a 6 euro bed in a municipal albergue.  Such is the 
Way. 

A relatively uneventful day today with a twist a short while ago.  We departed Najera at 5:30 this 
morning, and it finally felt right.  We are now walking with the full expectation that the Washington boys will 
come along.  Different people take their turns in front, back, and middle, and we usually stretch out over a fair 
distance, grouping up or not at random within the 8-some.  I have grown to admire a lot about these young men.  
They are stalwarts of the Faith and decent kids.  They are authentic, astute, and full of love for God.  Luke is the 
smiling ringleader with whom I walked the first 15 km this morning, setting a solid pace over increasingly treeless, 
rolling farmland.  Liam is the most intellectual, the future seminarian with whom I traversed the middle ten, and 
Josh is our good-hearted translator, who just had surgery on the dastardly blister that has accompanied him for 
miles.  He may have to be shipped up to Burgos to recuperate for a couple of days.  The surgery was the twist at 
the end of which I spoke above. 

Whatever the case, we ploughed through about 32 km today with much less company than heretofore.  
We got to our lunch place at 10:00 AM in Santo Domingo de la Calzada.  It was the same pizza place at which the 
boys and I ate last time.  Most other eating establishments were not yet open.  Kiera and Philomena accidentally 
ordered vegan pizza.  It was hideous looking, but they got through it.  We tried to visit the cathedral, but 
admission was too expensive.  Then we wrapped up the last 10.5 km by 1:30-2:00, and our day was at a close.  I 
suggested going an extra 7 kmΣ ōǳǘ ƛǘ ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ŦŜŀǎƛōƭŜΦ  WƻǎƘΩǎ Ŧƻƻǘ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŘƛǎŀǎǘŜǊΣ [Ŝƻ ƛǎ ŘŜŀƭƛƴƎ ǿƛǘƘ ǎƻƳŜ ǎŜǊƛƻǳǎ 
ƛǎǎǳŜǎ ƻƴ ŀŎŎƻǳƴǘ ƻŦ Ƙƛǎ ǎƘƻŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴΩǎ Ǌŀȅǎ ǿŜǊŜ ƭŜǘǘƛƴƎ ǳǎ ƪƴƻǿ ƛǘ ƳŜŀƴǘ ōǳǎƛƴŜǎǎΦ  So, we turned in to this 
cheap albergue in this non-ŘŜǎŎǊƛǇǘ ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ǾƛƭƭŀƎŜ ǿƛǘƘ ƴƻǘ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƻ Řƻ ōǳǘ ǎƭƛŎŜ ǳǇ WƻǎƘΩǎ ŦŜŜǘΦ  hǳǊ ƴŜǿ ŦǊƛŜƴŘΣ 
Dominic from Georgia, who is going to Washington and Lee this fall, did the trick as we all watched.  And now, Leo 
sleeps, the others socialize, and I am going to read my book as we kill time en route to our 7:00 meal. 
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Friday, June 16.  4:24 PM  Bar Albergue San Juan   San Juan De Ortega 

Day 8 = 36.1 km (259.7 down  518.8 to go) 
 

 Before writing last night, L ǎǇŜƴǘ ǎƻƳŜ ǉǳŀƭƛǘȅ ǘƛƳŜ ǿƛǘƘ ¢ƘƻƳŀǎ ŀΩ YŜƳǇƛǎ ŀƴŘ ²ŀǊǊŜƴ /ŀǊǊƻƭƭ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǘƘŜ 
girls played cards in the courtyard.  It was a pleasant evening, though we were all famished by dinner time at 7:00.  
The meal was quite good.  Afterward, I engaged for a long time in debate with Dominic about religious liberty and 
the United States Constitution and then Liam about the SSPX.  The conversation was both spirited and charitable.  
In the meantime, plans were made for Josh to go to the hospital, accompanied by Liam.  Luke and Dominic would 
continue with us in the morn.  Then, ŀǎ L ǿŀǎ ǇǊŜǇŀǊƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǎƭŜŜǇΣ [Ŝƻ ŀƴƴƻǳƴŎŜŘΣ άDǊŀndǇŀ ƛǎ ƘŜǊŜΗέ  !ƴŘ ǎǳǊŜ 
enough, upon investigation, we found him at the neighboring albergue sharing a meal and drink.  If my 
calculations are correct, he must have traveled 50+km that day.  He got in at 7:30, seemingly no worse off for the 
wear.  We all had a joyful conversation and made plans to hopefully meet up again in Burgos on Saturday.  
Meanwhile, he had seen nothing of Ben, Ania, and Pawel. 
 So, this morning we set out at 5:33 amidst chilly conditions.  We went the wrong way going out of town, 
but fortunately the path we took circled back to the actual route.  We then strode along roads and through fields 
in three 12 km sections.  The first to Belorado, with its plentiful paintings and foot and handprints of the people in 
the movie The Way.  Then we had breakfast ς my first tortilla de potato.  Next 12 km took us to Villafranca 
Montes de Oca ς a town we stayed in last time ς where we had lunch.  It was my second tortilla de potato.  Plus, 
we had ice cream and a beer, which really hit the spot.  (I drink more alcohol in a month on the Camino than I do 
in any given year at home.)  Finally, we climbed to our destination in an old monastery (12th cent.) founded by San 
Juan, a disciple of Santo Domingo de la Calzada, through a forest of pines and others.  Along the way, we passed 
the baptismal font of Santo Domingo and a Spaniard dispensing food and drinks for a donative.  He scolded 
Dominic for not giving enough for a banana.  I guess the word donation connotes different things to different 
folks. 
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 So here we are, reunited with Josh (who is not allowed to walk for 4-5 days) and Liam, awaiting the arrival 
of just about anyone from our original group, and for places to open up for la cena. 

 

 

 


