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The sun is coming up and the clouds are a deep blue and it's not red or'bright . - .
it's a deep, deep blue lighting up the sky from the bottom of ‘the city- lwill freak Day 15 (part 2) - Segovia to Avila
out later about this walk, when I look across at this hill and the cloudy'skies | By bus, about'an hout, about €7

make it look scary, as I pass it on the bus. I, my deep self, scares my ego, which ; '

wants to keep me safe, but I made a choice to be free rather than safe, but that I walk back into town and would stop to find out the bus schedule but I am desperate

was a lie too, because T am safe, even walking in the dark. for toilet, food e'md warm so | hit the bus station toilets, then the café for chocolate
* and churros which aren't great but they'll do.

Bad things happen. A woman was killed walking her dog on Wimbledon
Common in the morning. Seo I didn't walk on Wimbledon Common, not g g
my ex-boyfriend took me there ten or eleven years ago. People still asked i P m oom .,

I'm so cold when I get in the warm that it feels like cold is radiating off ‘my ass.

“Aren't you scared to walk on the common alone”, but im P— : - "X in the shower to warm up my
years since something bad happened, the law of averages o : . thighs. And stcam my lungs.

alone should let us let go of the fear. I have been nearly Killed more often
crossing the street when the lights were red but buses ran through them, or on
pedestrian crossings when cars and vans didn’t stop. Fear of the dark may be
primal but it is not real. As my yellow arm band says “Go out in the dark”.

I'm pretty sure I'm going to
Avila today so ask for a
timetable but the guy is
pretty rude. “No aqui’. I

- ' 5 5 - ’ think he's from another bus
o . . . - e {
* M L i >~ o | company, but still. “People
3 L T ; _’ are good, people are good,
people are good”.

< ' p— SLEF g 1 don't need to hike to the

next hotel, my Camino will
find me wherever I am.

‘ After yesterday I can't handle
. % R B . 3 hours to Salamanca, just
over 1 to Avila is fine (it also

has a great choice of hotels
and hostels).
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Day 15 - Camino Natural del Eresma

I wake up and feel great. It's so quiet and I'm a little bit hungry, I want to go

back to sleep. I pick up my iPod and on impulse start playing the soundtrack to 3

“The Mission” - it's so soaring and it came on randomly when I was packing and

when I was walking and it was how I felt that day walking through the olive groves X
with the mountains surrounding me (before I realised I was \
halfway up a fucking mountain). I get up and look out 3

of my balcony window. I can see the stars. ButI can't

see the moon.

der if I could see the moon from the other side of the building so I go
stairs to the lounge and open the wmc&w and lean out. She is a stark half
above the rooftops, clear, wlth a few stars dotted around.

ide tOigo out - it's 4:30am. I walk up the steps to the aqueduct. There are
ly people out, taxls and other cars. It doesn't feel so early, lights are oo} M
gh the town, so T’ walk a little and then sit on a bench to eat s e »aeich

e. It's good, but leaves a bitter taste in my mouth.& I'm not sure |

‘where I'm going, but I felt a pull yesterday towards ila and I fe‘& e pu]l now,
so I walk under the moon, mostly b , 0ccasion: overed in cl s and I feel
a bit silly, it's not magical Nl

I walk on, thi g perhaps ’m walkmg to o
the map, I'll walk all the
night i

I see a sign for a nature walk - the

the path phqxq s an ; alntude marked on it and I realise perh reason I have
~ been so oﬁt of breath wa.lkmg around is that Segovla is nearly 1,000 metres above

, éanoon lights the way and I don't "
es on the path. Then there's a

:2”‘ before%}:&] 4 - ner d)en felt them disappear as

ame up an dered why I was:y . It's l:owl met my ex- .~ o
boyfnend bemg called by\hg moon. I walked out early‘m Sedona where there
were rattlesnakes and saw the\ars it changed my ‘world and then once I = Seaovia
walked up to 'Wimbledon CommBIKt:awn and it felt scary and awful. e)

dark. I'm feeling scared. Not scared in my stomach but in my heart‘ﬂﬂd L

s normally when I turn around, but' I look up at the moon and it keeps _
i g me back down the dark path. & =

-
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I get the 12:44 train for €12 which is about an hour to Salamanca. There are about
3 trains a day and 4 buses, but the next bus isn't till after 3pm.

Spmt' are low again as the weather is terrible - a wall of mist and tam, I can
barely see the scenery, which is flat and dull. I flip through hotels ofi my: 1Phone -
there are many, I decide to walk into two close together and check out the rooms
Last mght was such a disappointment, (although a bland room was probably what }
-1 needed) "T'd like to find somewhere like my hostel in Segovla that warms my i
spiits. 'Maybe I'll google hostels with open fires - that seemed to do the trick!

4 vNea.rly in ¢ Salamanca now, another bloody UNESCO town. ‘A year ago I'was . "7
‘heading for Japan, which I fell in love with, but Tokyo was like this, wet and
dlsappomtmg Then Hakone was stunning, Kyoto was wondetftil and Nachi
Falls blew my mind. Even Osaka had its moments. I've fallen for treehouse
living, the mountains, Granada. Even wa]kmg, Segovia and open fires mean
more. I suppose in the end you forget rh—’bormg, the problems and the low .
e . 6 . P i
points, but these are also the things that-are thesmedicine to strip away the parts ‘\b

of me that aren't real and let go so I can trulj bé myself and fly free.
e - av &y B W

LTS . -

As I walk into Salamanca I feel better. They have a park with ducks, big white ducks
that they feed. I like it already. As I walk to the historic centre I fall in love with
every step. It's magical, yellow stone, like Segovia and Avila, but the artistry...

later I'll walk past a building with ornately carved walls and the rain will

make it sparkle like diamonds. Photos will not do it justice. I am in love
with the central courtyard, which reminds me of the Palais de Louvre.

I walk in a dream around the ancient centre, forgetting I am even
carrying my backpack.

I’ve been heading to Escala Luna, but am turned around. {1
Little birds flutter before me down a side street,
when I check the GPS, they are showing me the way.

It's up an impressive but almest unmatrked staircase.

I press a buzzer and a gentleman answets immediately,
he shows me around — no kitchen, a few vending
machines and a “single” which is‘actually a double bed
at the end of a corridor with its own shower room.
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I have two hours until my bu st enough time to get a decent lamb
sandwich, some groceries (I can snack out in my hotel room - I just want to get in

and cosy tonight and write about this morning - process the experience), eat a
couple of satsumas with cheese, squeeze the rest in my bag and run for the bus...

Where the guy tells me I can't bring crisps on the bus - he literally ties up my carrier
My ass is so cold, it's all I can think as I bag and insists it go in the top bit and then tells me I've bought the wrong ticket
head back to the hostel. I getin, make tea, and I need to pay another €1.
buy my bus ticket online to Avila, charge
my phone and get in the shower, which

I chose a seat online but there's someone sitting in it and everyone on the bus

finall seems to be coughing, I'm getting in my hotel, doing my laundry and
inally warms me up. S e N h : co .
V. P sitting in the shower.

Downstairs I grab coffee (lots of coffee) but
not breakfast, it's only €1.50 but it's just
e pastries which I don’t want. I chill out with The mountains are covered in mist and there are big black clouds coming in.

On the bus I see great big birds, maybe eagles?

the girl who borrowed my charger. She's a
seasoned backpacker and it's nice talking
to someone else who's on this path.

I chat to the lady who runs the hostel and
find myself saying“I'write about this stuff
so that people willundetstand you don't do
this because );o—i,l’re brave, you do it and you
go through yép? feats and become brave.” o

While pz'lckir‘;g L eat an energy bar I brought
from England. It's gross. “Well” I tell
myself,"“at least I only carried the
disgusting eﬁergy bar halfway,round Spain
and not theé whele way.”
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Day 16 - Avila to Somewhere Else (Train Or Bus?)

20 minutes walk to bus and t

rain stations.

I dreamed about a different ex-boyfriend, as if it was back then and he had just started

seeing someone else. They were leaving my house, a party, and I kept pulling him back,

asking him to look at things
not to do that, try not to tell
Maybe just tell him I'm glad
something like that.

for him, that his life is wot]

I don't know what I want today, my laundry is almost d

have 4 hours or so until chec
be in the Serra da Estrela by

T have the energy to get to G

feeling so great, but that cou
sometimes it still sucks. I do

k out, I need this rest. Ip
next week, so maybe head

about a dozen poos, whic

knew he'd love. Trying to pull him back to me. So I'll try
this ex the things I know he'd love, let him go.

ing out the way he wants,

ry apart from my socks and I still
ay with ideas; I feel like I want to
in that direction, but I'm not sure

uarda today. I'm emotionally exhausted and physically not
d also be the altitude. I know it's all happening perfectly, but

I couldn't quite do in the hostel,

so this hotel is serving its purpose. My small fridge has lots of food in it.

I kind of want to hole up somewhere and just write. I want to go home but I don't, but I
wonder if maybe I'll end up going home for the full moon, if that could be my
destination and Finisterre just a goal?

I'll find my way, or it will find me.

I text the ex, a nice, letting go, glad you're good, I'm great message.
Whatever pull I feel, he has a girlfriend.

I start planning and looking at where to head next, Guarda perhaps and I get excited
about the night train from Avila to Vila Formosa on the border, then realise it's just a
train that leaves after 11pm and gets in after Tam.

I think Salamanca for today.
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I decide to go for a walk but first dry my clothes with the hairdryer. Everything is
pretty much dry except my socks which look rough, I'm just wondering whether
to,. go out without socks and buy some more when the ]"ldll‘ dryer shuts down.
Everythlng happens for a’t€ason right?

I think one of the things that’s getting to me is how limiting transport here is.
Although I was locked up in London with no money and the house to sell, there
was always somewhere to go and somehow to get there. I could have jumped on a
plane’at a moment's notice... Here, sometimes there is one bus a day, sometimes
none. That and my falls in energy are forcing me to slow down, take time - but

once the socks are washed and food is eaten and I write my journal there is

surprisingly:little
much walking and journeying - maybe'a'few'hoursyand;still,my day,is taken up.

e 'No TV, no books, no magazines, few people to talk to, not

Right now I am multi-tasking sitting in alittle ‘caférdrinking a rather bad café con
leche and eating some biscuits I've not tried before and won't try again.

When I looked at hotels in Salamanca I accidentally clicked on one that looks

almost exactly like the photos of this hotel - do I risk it and be disappointed again
or try something completely different. “People are good, people are
good, people are good.” It's a different hotel, different people, why
shouldn't I trust them?\\
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Tonight I'm staying at
Palaccio Valderrabanos, a
14th centurypalace in the

heart of Avila, my.double
room (maybe a real double

bed?) is €45.

It's got lovely reception areas
but the rooms are plain and
bland unlike the colourful
ones I saw online. I even ask
the guy if they have another
one with a colout, but as he
marches me down the hall to
another room I realise I barely
have enough energy to move
room, let alone move hotel - and
the new room is just as bland so
I give up and go to my room to
wash all my clothes and rest and
most importantly make myself

4

write down everything that
happened this morning before
my ego can let me forget it.

And then I plan to eat the cheese
puffs that the guy wouldn't let
me eat on the bus.

b

5%
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It's weird, it's nearly the end of November but it doesn't feel like!g Christmas
here at all. Back in[England all the Christmas lights will be up. |

Why didn't I buy socks in Segovia?

I'm not sure they even sell socks in Av‘ija, but I spot a hardware store and decide
to look for a hot water filament thingy. I've been knocked back already this
morning for not speaking Spanish so I’m going to stop lsa{in_ ~Hablo Inglese”
and just try speaking Spanish. Maybe that's the problem, 1 I just try and
get by (later I realise this is a hang up from Japan, because if you start speaking
English there they lose face, so it’s politer to say “Do you speak English”). The
guy in the hardware store is really nice when I mimic what I want and “agua
caliente”, shakes his head and gives me directions to another store round the
corner. I want to give up and go back to the hotel but he'll see I'm going the
wrong way so I go to the other store, heart heavy, so as not to offend him.

It's there... In the window... My thingumijig and it's called a calentador de vaso
and I go in and point it out and grab it from the window like it's my baby! I can
do without socks but now I can have tea!! The man doesn't understand when I try
to ask if they have a smaller one so I take this one for €15 (am never leaving
England without one!!) and head back to the hotel happy.
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I make my tea, in a glass because I have no cup and realise the rain
has turned to snow. I open the windows and lean out and then close
them (because it is cold) sit on the windowsill, drink my white tea, eat
cheese puffs and look at the snow and I am in heaven. I am here!

The hair dryer is working again so I may have dry socks when I leave!

I'm thinking about the advice I've had about socks. The general
advice is to take two pairs, wear one, wash one. The Queen of the
Camino - Marigold, who I met in London, walks without socks -
doesn't get blisters either and swears by it. I like the feel of socks, but
if I have to go without, my boots are snugly enough - my feet have not
been cold in them yet, but they did get wet once. The guy who helped

spirit”. I know what he means, drinking that glass of tea made me ||
feel so good, just a small comfort means so much.

I guess this trip is all about letting go of everything you don't need..
and sometimes finding out that, although you can do without it, you |
really want it anyway — so you get it again.
But then you really appreciate it!

All this stuff, it's reminding me of old memories, of washing blankets

by hand when we were kids because we didn't have a washing §
machine - it was a big deal when someone wet the bed.
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Each time I go a little further, past the fence now, there’s nothing behind it but more
blackness, each time I look at the horizon and hope for sunrise, wait for the fear, for the
darkness to pass. I'm getting really cold now and I feel stupid and silly for being here.
And scared, really scared.

I've walked along the beach so many times, even down to the shore through woods when
it was barely light, but there was a glimmer or there were street lights and before I was
scared and running from some fear chasing me from my bed - the fear of being
imprisoned, of not being free, from jangliness that felt more scary than anything on the
street. When I had my PTSD badly I walked late at night, being more scared to be at
home.

“This better be one fucking good sunrise.” T think. It's still dark and I keep stopping,
keep listening, to hear if there is anyone out there, anything moving, This is really stupid,
why am I doing this? When will the fucking sun come up. The church bell rings from
the town, I can see it from the mirador. It's 6am. The sun will come up, sometime
between now and 8am but I feel the fear that it won't. Which I know is crazy. I am
standing leaning on the fence and I know this is the dangerous time, the time before
dawn when a spiritual warrior must fight their fears, so I try to meditate, try to think it
through. I also try logic, think how many times people have told me they are scared that I
cycle in London but I know more people die swimming in the sea in England. But I am
alone in the dark, and it is not the beach and I am scared, scared in my heart, scared in a
way that I would have told anyone else to turn around and go back, but somehow every
time I look up at the moon it is telling me to stay. I am here for a reason. I walk on
around the bend and I see the path goes down in two directions and I am not fool
enough to walk down in the dark, not because there could be someone down there but
because I could too easily fall. “But I am enough of a fool to come out here all by
myself” I think. “That's it, I'm going.” I tell myself and then I feel an impulse - just walk
around the corner a little bit. And Ilook up and I think I see a meteor. And I remember
that the Geminids are coming - the meteor shower in a few weeks, for the next full moon.
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1 stand and look at the town and will the sun to come up and look up at the moon and
the stars and try to feel that unconditional love for everyone that I felt under the stars in
Sedona.

“So this is why I'm here” I think, but I know it's not.

I feel the fear in my heart and then, just like that it breaks and I feel it... “people are
good, people are good, people are good.” This fear is not real. It is built from all the
scary stoties and “don't talk to strangers” and “don't get into people's cars” but “people
are good”.

And I'm crying and something is breaking inside of me again, a wall, something put up to
protect me, my ego that defends me so powerfully but in doing so blocks out love, and
life.

And the fear in my heart dissolves. “People are good, people are good, people are good.”

And I wonder how I will react when someone does come down the path and a moment
later a jogger with a light comes along, and I think “I need to make a noise or turn on my
torch so he is not startled” and I cough and he runs past and says “Ola”.

And it breaks again inside of me and I am not afraid. “People are good, people are good,
people are good.”

And it's so hard, when the people you were supposed to be able to trust hurt you or
terrified you, and then you're scared of everyone. And it's letting go, letting go of that
fear of people. Because “people are good, people are good, people are good.”

And I realise I didn't walk down here for the meteor or the sunrise, I walked down here
and back in the dark to walk down here and back in the dark and break this fear.

As I walk back I pass older men walking the other way, they say hello or not, and then
other people, on their way to work. And it makes no difference to me when I get back to
the light except that I am so, so cold and I need to get warm.
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