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A summary of the pilgrimage to Santiago along the Camino Frances and the ensuing hike to Fisterra (Finisterre) made by 
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El Camino            2018   Intentions 

 
General: 1.  All benefactors spiritual, temporal 
  2.  Well-being of all family 
   - Immediate, extended 
   - Spiritual, temporal 
  3.  SSPX General chapter & Holy Mother Church in crisis 
 
And in thanksgiving for all divine blessings/gifts bestowed upon our family and in reparation for all   
 offences against our Blessed Lord, His Blessed Name, the Blessed Sacrament, etc. 
 
  4.  For the proliferation of the Catholic Faith across the Earth 
  5.  That my family and I always seek, find, and follow the Will of God 
  6.  The revival of Christendom in these hallowed lands and beyond 
  7.  Reparation for my sins 
 
(What follows but is not here reproduced are three pages of individuals and families for whom the trip was offered up.) 
 
Thursday, June 21 6:17 PM Pittsburgh Airport    Pittsburgh 
 
 Our saga begins with familiar faces flying to alien lands.  Pavle (Djokic), Zach (Ehling), Beck (Griswold), Justin () 
are on their senior trip heading toward Amsterdam, German cities, and Barcelona.  They will be on the same flight as we, 
at least as far as Iceland.  Meanwhile, we just found out that the cab driver picking us up in Paris is some sort of Muslim 
fellow named GKW  (God knows what).  How sadly appropriate that we will be welcomed to Europe by one of her soon-
to-be-conquerors.  We will walk for the resuscitation of Christendom and the renewal of the spirit of the Reconquista. 
 

   10:30 PM EST       over the Atlantic 
 

 A sleepless night on a plane.  We hoped to sleep this night while in flight, but thus far we have had no such luck.  
With 90 minutes remaining before we land I have come to the realization that it is not going to be dark tonight.  
tǊŜǎǳƳŀōƭȅ ǘƘŜ ŎƻǳǊǎŜ Ƙŀǎ ƎƻƴŜ ǘƻƻ ŦŀǊ ƴƻǊǘƘ ǘƻ ǇŀǊǘ ǿŀȅǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ ǎǳƴΩǎ ōŜŀƳǎΦ  LŦ ƴǳƳōŜǊǎ ŀǊŜ ŎƻǊǊŜŎǘΣ ǿŜ ǿƛƭƭ ōŜ 
landing at approx. 11:45 PM our time, putting Iceland 5 hours ahead.  Thus, we will skip not only darkness but nighttime 
itself.  Ugh!  It promises to be a rough day tomorrow. 
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Saturday, June 23 3:27 PM Orisson Refuge   Orisson ς 7.8 km (7.8 down, 770.7 remain) 
 
 The numbers did not in fact add up ς the pilot was off on flight time.  We landed at 12:45 AM our time.  Iceland 
is 4 hours ahead.  After a long line for passport check we barely made our connection to Paris.  Once landed, the 
Pakistani driver ς Khalid, who was very nice ς got us to our bus station.  We then walked around Paris for 5-6 hours.  My 
hip hurt so bad that I started to fear the demise of this journey before the first step.  The pain remains, albeit muted.  
Tina said I would crack under pressure over here and forget obvious things.  Indeed, the boys got a big laugh when I tried 
ǘƻ ƛƳǇǊŜǎǎ ǘƘŜ CǊŜƴŎƘ ǇƛȊȊŀ ƭŀŘȅ ǿƛǘƘ Ƴȅ ƪƴƻǿƭŜŘƎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƭŀƴƎǳŀƎŜΦ  hƻǇǎΦ  L ŀƴǎǿŜǊŜŘ άǎƛέ ƛƴǎǘŜŀŘ ƻŦ άƻǳƛέΦ  L ƎŀǾŜ ƘŜǊ 
ŀ ǘƛǇ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ !ύ ǎƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƭŀǳƎƘ ŀǘ ƳŜΣ .ύ ǎƻ ǎƘŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ƘŀǘŜ ŀƭƭ !ƳŜǊƛŎŀƴ ƛƎƴƻǊŀƳǳǎŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ /ύ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ǎƘŜ ǎǇƻƪŜ 
English with a fine French accent. 
 We left Paris on a bus at about 6:45.  I was relieved to get out of the city as those people drive like maniacs.  
Motorcycles are everywhere, weaving through traffic; they treat the lines on the road as bike lanes; they routinely drive 
on sidewalks, etc.  Everybody is always honking and cutting everybody else off.  But, on the other hand, they always stop 
for pedestrians in the crosswalk.  Paris is a beautiful city, with some ugly spots, and its monuments and street names 
reek of revolution ς liberte, egalite, fraternite and socialism.  But they have nice public bathrooms there.  I will be 
content never to return. 
 Our 12 hour bus trip to the wonderful town of Bayonne was uneventful.  Even the most desired event of all ς 
sleep ς failed to transpire for any of us.  I was becoming convinced that the trip was doomed as the pain in my leg failed 
to subside.  As we ate virtually nothing and had not slept for two straight nights it seemed more and more a burgeoning 
repeat of the Appalachian Trail fiasco. 
 But in the early morning hour as we arrived in Bayonne all seemed to turn.  It started when the huge Gothic 
cathedral appeared to greet us.  It continued when a magic screen showed us how to get to the train station.  It got 
better when I found I could walk without too much pain.  To top it off, we met a supremely helpful Catholic soul named 
Jean-Marie, who told us of the town and pointed us to the station.  All of this before 8:00 AM.  Bayonne is a stunning 
little town; with the cathedral at its heart it screams out Medieval Christendom.  (Oddly enough, we did not see a single 
church in Paris in 6 hours.)  Finally, we managed to get a train ς actually a bus ς 4 hours ahead of our scheduled ride.  
Anxious to end this trying trip we abandoned beautiful Bayonne and joined several others en route to the Camino in St. 
Jean Pied De Port. 
 Our plan was to get to St. Jean, situate ourselves for the morrow, find a meal, hotel, bath, etc. and sleep mightily 
so as to recoup from the trip and prepare for the journey.  This did not come to pass.  Upon the advice of a French-
Canadian woman who now lives and works in St. Jean at a trail shop, we started off today.  After a meal in St. Jean, we 
placed our fate in the hands of Our Lady at the church in town, and we started on the hardest part of the entire Camino.  
To get a head start on those starting out tomorrow we climbed five miles ς treacherous miles by virtually any standard ς 
to come to rest here at Orisson, a nugget of wonderful food and accommodations, an unbelievable view, and a 
wonderful ǎƛƎƴ ǘƘŀǘ ǊŜŀŘǎ ά²Ŝ ŘƻƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǿƛŦƛΣ ǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΦέ 
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Sunday, June 24 8:20 PM Zubiaren-Etxea Pension   Zubiri ς 39.2 km (47.0 down, 731.5 to go) 
 
 The albergue at Orisson proved to be amazing.  For 41 euros each we had a 3-4 course meal with wine, bed and 
shower, breakfast in the morning and sandwich packed for lunch.  The meal was grand with 40 + happy, talkative 
pilgrims, fine food, and a moment where we all got up and introduced ourselves.  One veteran pilgrim warned us not to 
attempt to go to Zubiri the next day ς too long, too rough, so we doubled down on that intention.  In the morning after a 
half-way decent sleep and a small meal we took off.  Within a few miles we had overtaken all the other pilgrims.  Unless 
the tortoise and the hare ǇǊƻǾŜ ǇǊƻǇƘŜǘƛŎ L ŘƻƴΩǘ ǘƘƛƴƪ ǿŜ ǿƛƭƭ ǎŜŜ ŀƴȅ ƻŦ ǘƘŜƳ ŀƎŀƛƴΦ  CƻǊ ŀŦǘŜǊ ŀ ƎǊǳŜƭƛƴƎ ƘƛƪŜ ǿŜ ƳŀŘŜ 
it to Zubiri ς just under 40 km.  They had Mass at Roncesvalles at noon ς just as we were leaving that ancient church.  It 
was odd to be on a religious pilgrimage and intentionally skipping Mass.  It was also hideous to think of this ancient 
church being desecrated by this hideous Mass.  Going down the mountain to Roncesvalles was almost as painful as going 
up the one before, so it was good to have flat conditions for a while after.  We passed up a number of pilgrims from 
Roncesvalles as the day went by.  We had thus made up almost ten miles on them.  We were in strong form until the last 
5 miles or so when a fountain that was advertised did not materialize, and we fought the strain and the heat in what was 
nearly a losing battle.  When we arrived in Zubiri in a state of physical stupor we took the first available place and got 
two rooms with a bathroom, shower, kitchen and washing machine.  No evil comment from Brazilian women speaking 
Portuguese because we washed our clothes in the sink today!  We revived ourselves with a meal at a local restaurant 
and are preparing for sleep on sturdy and nice beds. 
 On a side note:  1.  We are spending way too much money ς God bless Steve Kottelich.  2.  The boys are in good 
spirits, seeming to buy into the spirit and challenge of the pilgrimage.  Graces are surely flowing.  God is good. 
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Monday, June 25 6:10 PM San Juantista Albergue           Cizur Menor ς 25.9 km (72.9 down, 705.6 to go) 
 

 No sleep ς actually approx. 5 hours ς last night.  I think we are just not over the time change.  We zipped over 20 
easy km to Pamplona today, arriving around 1:00 PM.  What a fantastic city.  It is much more attractive and intriguing 
than Paris.  Sublime streets with trees covering the sidewalks, beautiful architecture, no litter.  It all leads to the old 
town ensconced behind several sets of steep, imposing walls.  We spent a good deal of time in the incredible cathedral, 
with awesome features so abundant that I eventually just set aside the camera.  We walked the neat, narrow streets 
where the bulls run, and we ate at Burger King!  5 km later we wrapped up a relatively easy 26 km day at San Juantista, 
an albergue run by the great Knights of Malta.  This order has been serving pilgrims since the Crusades, so we had to 
stop here. 

   
 

   

    

 



 
 

8 
 

Tuesday, June 26 8:15 PM La Bodega Del Camino Albergue          Lorca ς 32.3 km (105.2 down, 673.3 to go) 

 We have met some nice people along the Camino.  One of the nicest was the lady who ran the albergue where 
we stayed last night.  She was so nice I felt compelled to leave as soon as possible this morning to save her the pain of 
trying to communicate with us three functionally deaf and dumb folks.  Meanwhile, we met a mom (Lorraine) and two 
daughters (Nora, Florence) from London today.  We conversed with them at two different places.  It had been a couple 
of days since we had a real discussion with someone other than ourselves, so it was pleasant.  As were they ς three 
ladies doing the Camino one week at a time each summer, leisurely.  They seemed to truly ǊŜƭƛǎƘ ŜŀŎƘ ƻǘƘŜǊΩǎ ŎƻƳǇŀƴȅΦ 
 We walked approx. 32 km today.  It was hot, but after the long, steep ascent of Alto de Perdon ς where the 
metal statues are ς and its steeper, more painful descent, the tough terrain was somewhat sparse.  We are getting along 
at a comfortable 5 km/hour pace consistently.  We walked today on almost no sleep and no breakfast, but we had a 
solid lunch and dinner.  I lay in bed without falling asleep from 8:00 to almost 1:00 AM.  Then the extremely noisy early 
birds woke everyone up at 4:15!  We were the last to leave the albergue at 6:45 AM!  The heat is truly oppressive here, 
so we might start with early departures ourselves. 
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Wednesday, June 27 5:05 PM Casa Alberdi Albergue   Los Arcos ς 29.9 km (135.1 down, 643.4 to go) 
 
 Last night we all slept.  Thanks be to God!  Except for the heat trying to kill us all we passed a relatively 
uneventful day.  Starting around 7:00 AM we finished 29.9 km by 3:00.  Little donettes for breakfast, ice cream for a 
snack got us to lunch at VillamaȅƻǊ ŘŜ aƻƴƧŀǊŘƛƴΦ  ¢Ƙƛǎ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ ƘƛƎƘǇƻƛƴǘ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ŘŀȅΩǎ ǿŀƭƪΣ ǎƻ ǿŜ ǿŀƴǘŜŘ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ǘƘŜǊŜ 
before the sun got too high.  While we were praying in the church a group of girls entered en masse and from nowhere 
ōǊƻƪŜ ƛƴǘƻ ǎƻƳŜ ǎƻƴƎ ǘƘŀǘ ǎƻǳƴŘŜŘ ƭƛƪŜ ŀ CǊŜƴŎƘ ǾŜǊǎƛƻƴ ƻŦ ά¢ƘŜ [ƛƻƴ {ƭŜŜǇǎ ¢ƻƴƛƎƘǘέΦ  ²Ŝ ŘŜŎƛŘŜŘ ǘƻ Ŝŀǘ ƭƛƎƘǘ ōȅ Ƨǳǎǘ 
grabbing some cold cuts and bread from the local store.  Unfortunately, the sandwiches we made were huge and we felt 
them the rest of the day.  With rain threatening we walked the final 6 km in 54 minutes.  Now we are in our nice but 
cheap albergue trying to decide what to do with the night.  If it rains then we will stay in.  If not, time will tell. 
 One thing of note; we sang the rosary while we walked today.  What power music has!  The sense of being on a 
journey for/with God has never been so keen!  I am pleased that the boys knew the melody line better than me.  Fruits 
of summer camp. 
 Also, we came upon the fountain of wine today.  Naturally we all partook.  I can only imagine how long Hilaire 
Belloc would have stayed! 
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Thursday, June 28 5:50 PM Villa da Navarette Hostal Navarette ς 40.5 km (175.6 down, 602.9 to go) 
 
 After writing last night we went out for a quick bite.  We first stopped into the church of St. Mary at the center 
of town.  I was moved to tears by the Spanish beauty.  The whole thing was a series of breathtaking monuments to God.  
Every square inch was adorned in some way.  It is the most awe-inspiring church I have ever seen.  And it is in a town of 
1200 people.  A magnificent church dominates every single town we see regardless of its size.  What a consolation to 
glimpse Christendom. 
 When we left the church we once again found our three English friends.  We were shocked to see them.  But we 
found out that they had a little assistance.  And some serious blisters.  Likely we will not see them again. 
 ²Ŝ ǿŀƭƪŜŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƳƻǊƴƛƴƎ ŀǘ рΥпр !a ŀƴŘ ƪƴƻŎƪŜŘ ƻǳǘ .ǊƛŜǊƭȅΩǎ нтΦу ƪƳ ǎǘŀƎŜ ǎƛȄ ōȅ ммΥолΦ  !ŦǘŜǊ ǿŀƭƪƛƴƎ ŀƭƭ ƻǾŜǊ 
Logrono in search of cheap fast food, we settled in at the Drunken Duck Restaurant.  Since we had nothing better to do 
all afternoon, and since we did not like the feel of the big city, we forged on another 12.7 km, bringing us to the quaint 
Medieval town of Navarette ς 40.5 km from our point of departure. 
 As most of the aches and pains subside, increasingly we think of speeding through this thing.  The pull of 
Santiago is strong, perhaps too strong to refuse.  May the good God preserve us from injury. 
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Friday, June 29   6:35 PM   Cistercian Abbey Albergue   Santo Domingo de la Calzadaς 37.5 km (213.1 down, 565.4 to go) 
 
 We have often wondered as we proceed through these little Spanish towns 1) Why all the stores are closed, and 
2) Where all of the children are.  It appears that siesta answers both questions.  Last night we stayed in the center of 
town.  By early evening absolutely everyone living there was outside congregating.  Kids were everywhere all night long, 
well past 11:00 regardless of age.  The men were carrying on past 2:00 AM.  You guessed it ς it made it very difficult to 
sleep. 
 Regardless, we were up and out this morning at 6:05 AM.  We covered 37.5 km of land that begins to look more 
and more like the Dakotas. 
 We ate only snacks all day until our pizza dinner.  In the heat, food appeals little and we have grown bored of big 
meals at restaurants.  Meanwhile, our various pains grow deeper.  It is no longer soreness at issue, but, God forbid, 
injury. 
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Saturday, June 30    3:24 PM    San Anton Abad Albergue   Villafranca Montes de Oca ς 34.4 km (247.5 down, 531.0 to go) 
 
 I write early today as we got done early, it is raining, and I have wrapped up all daily routines except spiritual 
reading.  I read from my Imitation of Christ.  What ŀƴ ŀōǎƻƭǳǘŜƭȅ ƛƴǎǇƛǊŜŘ ōƻƻƪΦ  9ǾŜǊȅ ǎƛƴƎƭŜ ǇŀƎŜ ƛƴǾƛǘŜǎ ŀ Ŧǳƭƭ ŘŀȅΩǎ 
meditation.  And to think in my bold and ignorant youth I once had only hostility towards it! 
 Yesterday it rained when we were at dinner in Santo Domingo.  Some unknown but saintly soul put our clothes, 
which were hanging out drying on a portable line, under cover.  In spite of it all, they were just about fully dry by 
morning. 
 It was an easy day today.  34.5 km along generally flat and slightly uphill terrain.  We entered Castile & Leon in 
the process.  We are grateful that they mark the trail far better than La Rioja.  Along the way we met James, a fellow 
from Manchester, England, and his walking mate, Sebastian from Denmark.  James is a 20 year-old who on his own dime 
has traveled virtually the entire Eurasian continent.  We sat down to some tapas with him and had a grand old 
conversation, which became yet more interesting with the arrival of Sebastian.  They are two thoughtful young men 
with nuanced views on the world.  They walk fast, but we will not likely see them gain. 
 We got rained on not long after leaving those two in Belorado.  The rain was not heavy, and we weathered it 
easily.  The rain gear is hot, though.  Otherwise, the sun remained hidden all day behind dense clouds.  It made for 
delightful walking conditions. 
 I took a couple ibuprofen last night before bed.  Between that, the solid ground we had all day, and the eleven 
hours of sleep I got last night, all the disconcerting pains of yesterday vanished.  We are all feeling strong and in good 
spirits as we near the 1/3 mark of our journey. 
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Sunday, July 1 8:40 PM Hotel Jacobeo    Burgos ς 38.3 km (285.8 down, 492.7 to go) 
 
 Just getting ready to shower and go to bed.  A long day today.  But walking at 5:45 we got to Burgos 38.3 km 
later just a bit after 1:00.  Huge festival today as the town celebrates the Feast of Sts. Peter and Paul.  As we arrived we 
came upon a parade.  We then got lost looking for the cathedral.  Having heard of the difficulties finding lodging, we 
took the first place we could.  A bit pricey at 60 euros for the three of us, but they jack up prices for this festival.  
Otherwise, we have got expenses under control.  Basically, no breakfast, Haribo for snacks, and one major meal.  We did 
Burger King and Dominos today A) to keep price down, and B) because nothing is open at our dinner time.  It is a real 
nuisance trying to eat in Spain.  (Another nuisance is trying to figure out what roads are called.)  Last night we cooked 
our own meal ς using a microwave.  More of that to follow if we can find a grocery store that is not on perpetual siesta. 
 Uneventful day today.  Mainly cool and downhill until we got to the long, hot entry to Burgos.  Robert and I 
toured the cathedral, which now surpasses any church I have ever seen.  Spain lost in the World Cup today to Russia in a 
shootout.  Dumbest way to end an athletic contest ever.  The entire city watched and then walked away.  I would have 
preferred to see the electricity of a victory.  Oh well. 
 I must go so I can hopefully get some sleep.  It is 9:00 PM and Spain is finally waking up.  I got no sleep last night 
ŀƴŘ ŎŀƴΩǘ ŀŦŦƻǊŘ ŀ ǊŜŎǳǊǊŜƴŎŜΦ 
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Monday, July 2 4:40 PM Albergue Rosalina   Castrojeriz ς 41.1 km (326.9 down, 451.6 to go) 
 
 I am writing from the laundry room of this albergue in order to keep our spot in line.  We are using machines 
tonight since we have been frugal for the most part.  It has been a fairly productive day after a rough night.  Burgos 
partied hard last night with fireworks topping it off around midnight.  We left at 5:45 AM to be immediately met with a 
ōǳƴŎƘ ƻŦ ŘǊǳƴƪǎΣ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǿƘƻƳ Ǝƻǘ ǳǇ ƛƴ wƻōŜǊǘΩǎ ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ Ƴȅ ŦŀŎŜ ŀǎ ƛŦ ǘƻ ǇƛŎƪ ŀ ŦƛƎƘǘΦ  hƴŎŜ ǿŜ Ǝƻǘ ƻǳǘ ƻŦ ǘƻǿƴ ǿŜ 
knocked out 41 km across the Meseta ς a land startlingly similar to South Dakota.  Oddly enough we met a pilgrim from 
South Dakota while walking through the Meseta.  The clouds held the sun at bay, thanks be to God, and we barely broke 
a sweat as the winds stayed high and the temperature stayed low. 
 [ŀǿǊŜƴŎŜΩǎ Ŧƻƻǘ ƛǎ ƘǳǊǘƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ƘŜ ƛǎ ƳǳǎŎƭƛƴƎ ǘƘǊƻǳƎƘΦ  wƻōŜǊǘ ƛǎ ƎǊƻǿƛƴƎ ǎǘǊƻƴƎŜǊ ŘŀƛƭȅΦ  L ŦŜŜƭ Ǉŀƛƴ ǇŜǊƛƻŘƛŎŀƭƭȅΣ 
but with solid, even ground and not too much downhill all is well.  Tomorrow we climb the final hill before endless flats, 
so we are in a good place as we near halfway. 
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Tuesday, July 3 4:40 PM Hostal Santiago           Carrion de Los Condes ς 44.2 km (371.1 down, 407.4 to go) 
 
 I write today from a fine, relatively new hostal in Carrion after taking an extremely long shower.  We are all 
feeling the strain of a 44.2 km day.  We ate a decent breakfast at our albergue and left this morning at 6:45 AM.  We 
arrived in this town at approx. 3:30.  The terrain was flat and boring after the initial towering climb, so we took 
advantage to go the extra distance.  It was a long monotonous walk through endless cropfields beside a road 
accompanied by a nagging sun. 
 Last night was not so dull.  We went out to get food from a market to make dinner.  We found little to our liking, 
but we picked up a few things at a place run by a young lady who spoke Spanish very quickly.  I think she was drunk.  We 
laughed at her; she ran across the street to get change; we laughed all the way back to our albergue.  When we arrived 
an ensemble of nice people offered up their massive leftover pasta.  We feasted and spent the next couple hours making 
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merry with:  Justine and her daughter Georgia from California who are barely bungling through; Gerald and Thoma from 
France, who started their respective walks from their respective front doors; Sebastian from the Netherlands, who 
speaks many tongues but not Spanish and has been walking 1500 km or so; and a nameless fellow from Germany, who 
has been on the road for 2000 km and 63 days.  Lawrence jumped at the chance to speak to the last of these in German.  
A good time was had by all, but alas I suspect we will not see any of them again. 

     
 

 
 

   
 

   


