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Day 29 - Santiago to...

ko
I sleep fitfully, upstairs is noisy through the night (so I don'

I cough a lung up later) and I need my headphones to cover that noise
my brain rattling “bed bugs, bed bugs”. It's like the traveller version of

head lice - as soon as you hear it you start itching, I remember when I'd
just started dating someone, the terrible moment I had to tell him my

I'm back out in the wild, with trees all around, but I'm on a bus and not walking,

niece and nephew had nits and offering him a comb. He laughed - it > so it's kind of perfect. The views of the beaches from the bus are spectacular.
had happened with his nephew too. I’ll wait till sunrise and dump it : { )
I get to Ferrol, it's a 2 hour wait, but there are more buseslater, and even a train to r/’-

Vlvelro that I just miss. I walk down to the sea, whchican see on Google Maps,
= - but I'm not feeling it, the pull. The fucking port is walled.in - it's a dockyard.

all out on the terrace, in the white bathtub
and check for anything that might
be a bed bug. I'm not even going to

think about where I'm going. -2 § ;/ '8 And then I walk off a step I don't see and nearly break my neck.
| g RY /4
- ) B /7 ™need 1 Im 1 I i f the lovel
BT < h.c:c I'n poing, I have ne,e to stop, slow do?vn, ca dowrll, need to wa into any one o t e lovely
; bl Fetrol cafés around here and just eat and drink something and stop being so picky. And
Lo ume'ta 3 e e then I walk into one and the TV is on and I can't take it. Around the corner are
I see online there’s a bus from g e 5 . 3
g . some chairs outside, in a wet, average street. There are two nice looking cafés and
there to Viveiro around 12:30, so ' 3 : 3 2 e , q
B b the 915 or 9:30 bus ¢ I can't decide which one, until I see an outside fire at the Lusitania Café and I'm
& © C,a 3 eA | o hE: ke sold. I order both coffee and nata AND chocolate and churros. Maybe I do need
trol — I don't know if it's the regular or .
B beciise today is 2 holiday some luxury today. Yesterday I walked through towns that weren't there anymore
i ) ” and sat down to eat a Snickers and couldn't find it and was PISSED. I drank
e to leave at 8:45 — so I do my bug check ; .
¢ : 3 water and desperately wanted coffee. So today I sit on a quiet, yet busy street at a
before sunrise. I motor through, dumping R K - -
i ) ; café in a seaside town where I can't see the sea, and I thank God for my nata.
it by bit on the white sheets. There's nothing, 1
was 00 big to be a bed bug, but maybe I'll keep doing checks I'm second guessing myself, not sure of the hotel because it's called Ego, because
now um:ll 1 get home. Then it's a quick breakfast, shower, pack and off. I ended up in the wrong place yesterday, and in Vigo, because I don’t much like
: ; Ferrol, and because I'm hoping Viveiro’ll be nice enough for me to want to stay
I'm ready to go when I realise I've left all my wet laundry behind. and recharge for a couple of days; I'm.no good to- man nor beast like this. -
I need to slow down... but as I walk to the bus stop I see the most stunning g P S g
suntise over Santiago. I’d never have seen this if I wasn't rushing for the bus. We're an hour away from Viveiro, 1 need a pOO and there s no to:let on thls bus.
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T get a taxi to the hotel from the bus stop which is €7.90, she looks through the change in
my hands. I have exactly €7.92 and I laugh and give it to her. The lady on the front desk
at the Ego is lovely, showing me around the rooms, they're nice but not hitting the spot,
except the last one, it's €60 with a bath and a terrace looking out into the beach, including
spa use but not breakfast. I'm not wowed by the spa and I can smell cleaning products
that will aggravate me. I say thank you and walk down to take a look at the simple rooms
which are €20-40 at the Hotel Louzau.

T hit a wall - T can't look at another hotel. There's also a JCB digger in the back garden
which doesn't bode well, but most of all it's the old Spanish fellas hanging out at the
front of the bar looking at me like I'm an alien.

I carry on, walking to the beach, Area Beach, and I step out onto it. It's the most perfect
beach you ever saw. The Telegraph (my source for this one, and the hotel) was not
wrong. It's a perfect curve, soft ripples, no big waves, with its own karst mountain desert
island almost swimming distance away.

“Stop messing about” the beach tells me, take what you need and that room at the Ego.

Twenty minutes later (after hiking back up with my pack) I'm checked in, have dumped all
my luggage in the bath (to check for bugs later) have my bikini on and am sitting on the
beach eating what's left of last night’s dinner and drinking lots and lots of water.
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I paddle and see little fish, but I don't want to swim, it's flipping cold. There are people
swimming here, but they’re wearing wetsuits. I soak it all in, enjoy it all, but as beautiful
as it is, as perfect, it's not right. I do miss my ex, for a moment, I think maybe I will miss
him on beaches and on adventures, but he'll be easier to forget now especially in my
regular life. I've let go of so much and our whole experience, our relationship, it's not
holding me back. It was a challenge, an experience that changed me and I would never
have been here without it, but I can also let it go, let him go.

But this perfect beach, it's not right, because I just want to go home to my family.

I want Christmas.

1 go back,
before sunset as everyone else
s walking to the beach, and get in the spa. The

hydromassage is fabulous, it hits all my aching muscles, especially my legs,

and the view across the water is something else, there are swan neck jets and another
wave like jet. How could I have ever doubted this hotel? Then the jet sets my back off.
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I hear “Holding Out For A Hero” on the bus
- the first song I ever choreographed for
Zumba - I taught it for YEARS.

Never listen to anyone who tells you it's a bad
time to go - they all said it would piss with
the rain the whole time I was in Galicia or
Northern Spain, but it's been gorgeous.

As I walk to my hotel (the closest one to the
airport, which is 3 miles away — I could walk
there if I had to!) the moon and I chat. I'm
not sure I want Brian any more, I feel I’ve let
go but the moon says “He is your perfect
growth partner, you are meant to challenge
him and he is meant to challenge you”.

The hotel is Las Piedras, which is €50
including breakfast. Although I’m so happy
when I'see the Christmas tree, like my
family’s, in the entrance hall and a bustling
restaurant, when I walk into the room I’m not
sure it was a good idea. It’s twin beds, really
noisy and smells fanny. I ask to switch, and
they give me the key to a double room. It

_ smells a bit smokey - I can open the,

' wmdows,‘bnt%ahe road ‘and to the café where
evdtyonp 1sfsmokmg too, but the Christmas

t‘émmds meg;f home!nd it is the closest

h'bt;l totggﬁrpatt.gl look : a:omd there is

2 vgelm% off of tl'walls.
1 ¥ i Py :

I'm so close to settling. I'm about to hang up my clothes when I think “I will go home
to my family smelling like this room”.

I can’t go out like this. I cancel for €14.85. I book Hotel Antiguo Casino Pravia, the
one which made my heart beat faster and take a taxi fo The taxi to the airport will
cost me €20. The market will start outside at 7am, and I have not seen any of the
famous markets yet. It's worth it.

€65 for a sensational room with toiletries I can steal and take home to my family (the

ones in the last hotel were nothing like in the photos on booking.com).
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I can't make it there by 6pm tomorrow, and I don't want to wait until Saturday.

Each day I think “I could be home in three or four days”, but now three or four
days feels too long. I could go back to A Coruna...

I thought I was having a reaction eatlier, now I'm scratching, T think it's from
the fleece I had cleaned at Alen do Mar (my body really doesn't like their
products!) It's raw, I'm going to have to soak that fleece and wear a full T-shirt
under it (I was wearing it over my bikini on the beach).

I go shake everything out looking for bed bugs, which is a huge pain and do
my laundry in the tub as I shower. I check my back in the mirror, it's a rash
not bites (I find bites don’t itch in a pool or spa, rashes get worse). I wash
everything with my Manuka soap which has done me proud on this trip.

I check out the ferries from Santander, they only go
dnesday and Saturday. It’s Tuesday.

Dammit, there!,

day

eve r gojdesCompostela. I spent all
?sterda y to ge eI ca a e day getting back - plus

there are o Fe ACC g ) table - and it's not even a

holiday. rounc iperately for other options, other airports, flights...

I find it.

Oviedo airport - I know I can get there tomorrow, there are two trains, one very eatly, one
late to Oviedo. Then I figure if I switch to a bus in Ribadeo I can get the 12:48 train, the
16:00 bus and be there by evening. And I see my flight... 8th December 13:25 €35. As

I double check the airport I know it's perfect because, although it is Oviedo (OVD) and
the airport of the Asturias, it is also called Santiago del Monte. It's where I've been
heading this whole time without knowing it, being directed, being guided by an unseen
hand. To Santiago and to the mountains and Santiago del Monte is where I am going to
get home (I may even buy a T-shirt.)

I go for dinner and enjoy a glass of Galician white wine in the bar, which the bartender
then tells me an older guy in the bar has paid for. Okay. What do I do? Well, I've already
told the waiter to say thank you, but do I go over? Get into an awkward conversation and
then out again? I really just want to go to dinner, so that's what I do.

They seat me and, as the waiter leaves, I find myself facing a man at another table. We're
the only two people in the restaurant. He says “You need to try the Galician red.”

We chat and then it feels odd to be talking to someone six feet away so I say “Can I join
you?” and I have my dinner with a stranger (who mentions his wife three times just so I
know where I stand). We talk about hiking and the Way and watching too much TV and
wanting to go travelling and the vagaries of physics and maths and the signs for equals,
exactly equals and approximately equals and how there is no absolute reality, even in maths.

And then I sleep, fluttering between opening the window and sleeping with the fresh air
and the sound of the sea, and closing everything and putting on the heating, and a funny
clicking noise from outside and looking up at the stars, although I don't go down and walk
on the beach and look at the stars. I'm really quite tired.

Taxi €7.90 - all my change, Ego hotel €60 for room and spa plus €26.10 for dinner with
wine — which was excellent and €13.20 for breakfast buffet.

Bus to Ferrol 9:30am €10.35 about an hour and a half and bus to Viveiro 12:30pm €10.85
about two hours.
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Thank God 1 dldn.; stay thete Ftom

. terrace it sounds like a dozen garbage
trucks even that far away, luckily when
I close my window I can barely hear it.

Breakfast here starts at 7am, for a change
perhaps I will go, and watch the sunris

not champing at the bit but
he terrace down there.

Wow, the breakfast buffet is something e

I know what]
I'm doing with my morning. And they db cappuccino

I lovelvatchmg the sunrise on a beach and in the mountains and I remember
thinking, as I sat watching the sunrise over the mountains at my treehouse
heaven, with my average coffee, that the best coffee in the world is the one you
enjoy out there in the wild, not a three shot sooper dooper thing with syrup or
whatever, but sometimes the best place to enjoy the sunrise is behind thick
double glazed windows because of the noise of some guy on his JCB (or music
or roosters or dogs or TV) while you’re enjoying a stunning breakfast.

When I do get down to the beach it all goes away and I wish I’d spent more time
there, even though I was there all yesterday afternoon. I have to drag myself
away, and I feel a little push from the beach too. <
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Wialking back up the hill is tough, Pm still tired, and then it's a quick call for a
taxi, who I swear takes me round the houses and we're at the station at 12:40 for
my 12:48 train and everyone is like, relax, chill but I have to walk across the rails
to the platform so I rush over and then wish I'd got a coffee at the station café.

1
Train to Ribadeo atound €5 around an hour (if itlever comes).

20 i

e i

I'm a bit worried about this train, and a guy tells me Pm on the wrong platform
and I need to be on the train stopped on the other side. T head back to the ticket
office and the guy in charge - I thmk he's saying “No, no, no get back on that
platform” and, of{course, as

coming in. Ohye of little

rapidly drink halffa bottle of [/
bar (I found it). I'm looking |

I turn'around my train is
faith. I jump on and
water and eat my Snickers
forward to lunch.

The next stop is.l. Viveiro,
train stations in Viveiro. It's e

apparently there are two
time to rest up somewhere
where I know most of the BCE - —" Ccrazy.

As I read revlews for my next hotel online I don't see how you can downgrade 2
Spanish hotel because the staff don't speak English. I have no problem
bumbling along in Spanglish, and as long.as no.one is horribly rude because

I don't speak the lan, language (testaurants okay, but'not hotels when I've pre-booked
and you know what I want), I just appfeciate the other services.

Ribadeo smells bad, like a toilet, the only place I find for lunch is the bus station
and a dried up ham and cheese. I figure I’ll treat myself to an ice cream but the
freezer is broken. Bus from Ribadeo to Oviedo (just as far as Piedras Blancas

right next to the airport) €15 and around 2 hrs 15 minutes. Leaves 16:00 (on nme). i

We pass through Navia, which is so beautiful I wish I was staying there.
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Another thing I'd been planning on the way home, was just how to “decontaminate”
myself and my rucksack from bed bugs. I had a cunning plan to drop everything in the
shed, ditch my clothes and take a long hot shower, which kind of worked, except over
the next week or so, despite never seeing a bed bug or bite, I got into a completely
paranoid state where I was checking my sheets every time I walked into the room. In
fact my bed bug paranoia was so strong I almost wanted to find them, find that evil thing
I kept imagining, just for some kind of resolution. It was my own personal witch hunt.

My younger brother, who’s on dialysis, tried to help me get perspective as we combed
through my pack (again) outside a few days later. He reminded me how scary it was in
hospital when they had MRSA around. Now that really was a bug that could kill you. As
I'looked on Google for answers (still not having found evidence of one bug) I learned
that people have died from overusing bug sprays, but not one has died from bed bugs.

When I was staying with my grandma I confessed, because I saw a little bug in the
bedroom (not in the bed). She said “It probably came in from outside”.

But ultimately the only thing that finally helped me to overcome my paranoia was to
pray. And unlike tying your stuff in a bag with a bug strip, which can take up to

18 months, it worked for me overnight. Finally the paranoia stopped (and whenever it
came back I did another quick prayer).
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But, aside from the bedbug fear, coming home was not an casy deal.

Me and my mum don't share space well, usually we can manage for up to three days, so 1
was expecting a few days of unbridled joy at my heroic return - I got a few hours. Just
as I had my bedbug paranoia, my mum had a different worry. “What are you doing with
your life?”” and specifically where was I sleeping, And unfortunately it kicked in just as
fast. (I see why I couldn't have done this before, I am stronger but kinder now.)

My coming home eatly went from a celebration, an early Christmas to feeling like, well,
what it was, turning up homeless and sleeping on my mum's couch. I suddenly had a lot
more empathy for the hippies I'd met and judged in Granada, Porto and Finisterre -
going home is not easy.

I worry about you. We say it a lot in my family. And I getit. When my mum was going
through chemo, my grandma having surgery or being under observation, it was hard for
me to put my own worty to one side and just be there for them, hard not to look at
them with pitying or scared eyes — the same eyes my younger brother had turned on me
when I said I was selling the house. It doesn't feel good. To be the problem that
everyone is worrying about. “What are you going to do?”

I booked into the B&B where I stayed on my first night after selling my house — but it
didn't feel right for me anymore. A couple of days later I went to my grandma's, I'd
been planning on maybe staying a couple of nights there, but everything that was going
on with my mum left me with so little energy I couldn't even think about going to stay at
one of the other places I'd looked at.

I love staying with my grandma, she is a spectacular woman and I know that having time
with her is very precious, but I also felt sad, that I wasn't spending more time with my
mum. I couldn't stop hearing the words of the song “Locked Out Of Heaven” and I
had to let so many feelings come up. The familiarity of the family, friend or lover who
seems one minute to desperately want your time and attention and the next wants to
kick you out of bed. It's tough to want to be with someone, when they don't want you.

315





OPS/images/Slide157.jpg
learn, more secrets of the universe and I’ll also slide backward and have to relearn these
lessons, but one thing I know is that when I learn things in my body, through
experiences like this, they are much harder to forget.

The kid in the seat behind me is kicking me before we take off. I switch to the middle
seat, the flight is pretty empty. It's not enough, he's really hyper and he's reaching
around the chair and is almost in my row, then his parents overload all their supplies for
the trip into the other seat next to me; clothes, colouring books.

I get up and move to a free row three or four rows ahead. It's quiet.

I think we too often deny ourselves the flight option. We call adrenaline the flight or
fight hormone, but we're taught to knuckle down. We don't have to, we can go, leave
behind what we don't want, for me it's noise and pollution and even feeling too safe,
bunkered in. I don't like the industrial feel. My back is reacting from chemicals and one
response is to take anti-histamine, suppress my body's reaction. Or get away from it,
from those chemicals. Get away from the job, the situations, the people. We're taught

that to run away is to fail, to give up, but then we also try to teach our kids to walk away
from bullies, name calling, we don't have to resolve everything, we can leave loose ends,
we don’t always have to answer... the phone, the text, the emails. ..

If nothing else the flight option can give us perspective. On my Camino I appreciated
water, food, a hot shower so much more, it’s all heaven when you need it, and I learned
that worrying about the price of everything is useless. Sometimes what I need is a five
star spa, and it’s okay to take what I need.

We have to sleep in order to be awake. I go into the centre to catch a bus or plane
somewhere wild. T have to be alone enough to love being around people. It's like
breathing. It's okay to let go, of places, jobs, people, love, anger, pain, sadness, grief and
then in the process of living get attached to a whole load more new shit... and then
figure out what to leave behind. It’s all happening perfectly, after all, if I'd been happy
where I was I wouldn’t have gone where I went.

312

knock 1

‘queue barriers as I tried to mov

human ones. People asked me i ! 28

I got my ticket just in time for the train, t » prar
“—.

I finally oprook and : SS:
’ t‘Wt might have done if ‘down and had ¢
plant tting on'a bench in'Viana.

ﬁl‘ Spain and f’ortugal — “a bus is just a theory
ly for an organised service in England...

WLy
o
which was on strike. The best thing about buses in Spain and Portugal was not
having to worry if I was going the right way once I'd made it onto the bus. On
the replacement bus the driver yelled “This is my first time, so if I go the wrong
way please, someone tell me.” Then we sat in traffic for like an hour.

I hurried up the road to my mum's house, hoping none of my family would pass
me by in a car and spoil the surprise. I knocked, we cried, we kissed and the
surprise was perfect (also because she’d been planning to go out, but had
decided at the last minute not to, so not only was she there to answer the door,
but dinner was almost ready).
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Why am I such a fidget? Why I am so fussy? Ilook up at the moon and she says “You
were not made to settle.”” And I guess that's the thing, as an explorer, an adventurer, I'm
not made that way, to stop even when somewhere is perfect.

I go back to my hotel and eat my emergency rations, the last of the cheese puffs, my
Graze peas and beans from Gatwick airport, some nuts and I make porridge with my
kettle — yes, I actually have a kettle and tea in my room and cakes (which are too sweet
for me!) and I see that they’ve left me candles and matches! And there's no TV blaring
or funny smells - I love the smell of the room and I can breathe deep and open the
window onto the square and see the moon and the stars.

And I think if I'd known how good my emergency rations were I wouldn't have worried
so much.

I'm very excited - I've never been given matches to play with in a hotel before.

And I'look around the room and I ask “Am I happy?” and yes, I am supremely happy,
eating porridge out of a drinking glass in a perfect room.

I take a long, long shower, there's a robe, and I hang everything out (and later wrap it
around the heated towel rail) to dry.

My only problem is that I leave it too late to switch on the underfloor heating, I'm in
bed and cold. Blankets just don't cut it in the mountains, so I throw on the robe, and
then I get out my army sleeping bag and snuggle up with my headphones (because it's
not quiet - inside or out) and go to sleep.

When I wake up the floor is really warm, so I turn it down, get out of my sleeping bag,
and sleep in the quiet. Although, of course, I then find a small bite on my body and the
bed bug noise in my head starts again.

(When I came out of the sea at Finisterre there were little bugs biting me - I pulled
them off but I dream about them, perhaps the bite mark is from them.)
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Day 31 - Pravia

There's hardly any noise from the market until about 9:30am. It's a beautiful last sunrise
and I can see the mountain over the ancient church. It’s a perfect end to my Camino.

Breakfast is awesome but I just want to be home, to get a bowl of cereal in my pyjamas.

My flight from Santiago del Monte (OVD) to London Gatwick is around €60 including
checked in bag and credit card fee. My taxi at about 11am is €25 to the airport including
a multi-lingual comedy performance about the slow driver in front.

My phone stops charging at 75% in the hotel, perhaps as well as memory I'm actually
killing my phone’s battery? Luckily I get it charging again in the toilets at the airport!

I want to go home but I'm worried how my family will react to me, and I'll react to
them. I'm so used to being alone, thinking my own thoughts, going my own way. In a
family a certain amount of compromise is needed. I don't want to hurt anyone, rush in
with “I know the secrets of the universe” but I also don't want to stop being me, wild
and free and ready to have adventures (well, you know after a little rest).

I see these people in Granada, Porto, Finisterre. .. hanging out and hanging on, like
they're scared to take the next step - like people hanging on at university after
graduation, and I think maybe the next step is to go home, to touch the old life. It's
another completion, confronting, it's not being afraid to be who you are with your
friends and family, to be real with them. It's also not being scared of the power I've
discovered, that strength inside of me, the power to follow my heart and not settle.

T looked up at the moon last night, it's half full, there's another week to go before full
moon and there’s a meteor shower too. I'd like to try to see that somewhere dark -
maybe the New Forest, that's where I kept thinking of when I saw chalets to rent.

The moon and I talked a lot last night - T know this is just the beginning, just a first step
in a new life, a life where I am free to go wherever I want. I know I have a lot more to
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