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Day 10

It is a striking thing to find myself plopped down in
the middle of a big place that is completely, 100%
devoid of any Protestantism whatsoever. This may seem
trivial (as 1t seems to Susanna). But for me such a
moment has only been when on a missions trip or on a
vacation trip when there are no or few spiritual kin
around. On this trip the “kin” are peregrinos,
pilgrims on the Camino. But no Christians—or at least
no t-shirt wearing, K-Love touting, reflexive-
huggers. None. No one touting Christian rhetoric. No
one hungrily looking to strike up spiritual
conversation. But ALL old-world Catholic, and all the
time. In every village and hamlet stands an ancient
church, tall and silent bulwarks against the siege of
modern culture and trending stuff that flit and
tweedle around at their massive stone-and-block
foundations. The Spanish people are relaxed and fun
loving. The radio announcers are fast-talking
(although I do not understand their words) and
upbeat. The sun is bright like Denver. The Arga River
is clear and quick. The service people are courteous,
routine and kind. I can see a bit why Ernest
Hemingway loved Spain and found it so refreshing. He
came to Pamplona nine times. Susanna seems SO
comfortable here of course because of her fluency in
Spanish even though this is her first trip to Europe.
She moves among the people easily and unthreatened. I
however, bring all my Americo-centricisms and cannot
stop comparing here to home. Then, I remember that
Spanish history traces to the pre-Roman Basque, the
Romans, the Visigoths, the Moors, and so forth and
that all their internal evolution occurred long, long
before Jamestown and Plymouth! It makes my own
patriotism seem small somehow—or at least young. I do
remember that Spain did not contribute to the
quelling of the Kaiser, der untergang of the Fuhrer,



the silencing of the Imperial Japanese empire, the
blocking of Leninism/Stalinism/Maocism and Uncle Ho—
almost as if she just wasn’t interested. Nor did she
commission any great apologists to defend the Gospel
in any sense. She seems little interested in Anglo-
Germanic science or politics—her energies have been
focused, since colonialism ended, on her own powerful
and internal distinctives. Since the sinking of the
Armada her “Id” has been one kingdom besieging
another, all internal and crowned by royal names I
have never known (except Franco, of whom I know
mainly from the old SNL Weekend Update with Chevy
Chase: “this just in—Generalissimo Francisco Franco
is still dead”). Spain has really needed no Madonna,
no Beatles, no Indy 500, no Bud Light, no Disney, no
progressivism, no crassly industrial
Apple/Google/General Motors/McDonalds/Broadway and no
ADD/ADHD/ODD pharmacaia or counseling and little
enough EPA/OSHA/TSA, metal detectors, health care
reform, racial/gender/food justice or sensitivity
training. Plain enough, WiFi is everywhere. Smoking
is so common it 1s alarming. “Prohibido fumar” signs
are rare. Ciggie machines are everywhere. In Spain
they speak Spanish. Not Bolivian Spanish or Puerto
Rican Spanish. Just Spanish. No one has to apologize
for being Spanish even though 300,000 multi-national
Camino pilgrims per year now meander through northern
Spain. Spain 1is Spain. Oye Napoleon—You no 1like? Go
back to France

thedarknesswiththelight Uncategorized Leave a comment June 11, 2018 2 MinutesEdit"Day 10"

Day 12







thedarknesswiththelight Uncategorized Leave a comment June 13, 2018 2 MinutesEdit"Day 12"

Day 13




thedarknesswiththelight Uncategorized 1 Comment June 15,2018 1 MinuteEdit"Day 13"







(%]
O
&
5
=
>
~
0
—
o
~
0
i
e
c
S
3
[%]
2
c
©
€
€
(@]
(@)
~
go)
@
N
=
o
Qo
)
&
[
[S)
c
-]
+—
RS
)
o
<
=
RS
ot
2
[%]
(%]
8]
c
¥4
—
S
©
@
<
=







thedarknesswiththelight Uncategorized 1 Comment June 21, 2018 2 MinutesEdit"Day 20"

Day 22

16






thedarknesswiththelight Uncategorized June 23, 2018 1 MinuteEdit"Day 22"




thedarknesswiththelight Uncategorized 2 Comments June 26, 2018 1 MinuteEdit"Day 25"







thedarknesswiththelight Uncategorized Leave a comment June 29, 2018 3 Minutes




Day 30 1 July 2018 The Lord’s Day
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Day 33 and July 4th back home
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Day 34

Photo # NH 97444 USS Rendova departing San Diego, California, January 1954

Second full day alone in Sarria. What a weird
experience this is. I am reading, going out and up
the hill for breakfast, and just now, coffee. The
proprietor of Menon O Tapas, the smokey and very
popular bar and grill across the sidewalk from the
town hall, has come to recognize me now. He patted me
on the back this morning. Why is that so odd?

Since I can’t walk much yet (except up the hill), I
feel 1like a prisoner. I have the whole lovely second
floor of “Mateus Rooms” to myself—three bedrooms,
kitchen, living room and bathroom for something like
30 euros/day. Susanna prefers the community of just
a bunk with many others, in a bunk room. For the
first day I kept expecting someone else to come in an
occupy the other bedrooms but so far I am completely
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by myself. Strange. And I am not a prisoner of
course, except to my own weakness. I do not speak
Spanish and so that isolates me despite the locals’
friendliness, and the ever-present passing through of
many hikers. But I am so alien to this town, which
looks like a 1little chunk of Brooklyn transported
intact into the middle of the Spanish mountain
frontier. As it turns out this is not an old town,
but one which is relatively new: late 1800s. Did any
of you ever spend three days alone in a town where
you do not speak the language, and with no duties or
responsibilities? And so I am quiet.. And I read and
think.

As I think of today’s date of this day #34 I remember
it would have been Renée’s Dad’s 93rd birthday. He
would have been out on the lake in Virginia, sailing.
I miss him still. He passed away in 1985. He was a
Wisconsin native, as was my own father. In fact, they
grew up only 200 miles from each other, though
separated by 10 years. The war took each out of
Wisconsin permanently (and to their lifeline
sweethearts too). My Dad went Army, for whom he
worked the rest of his life until retirement. Renée’s
Dad went Navy, became a pilot and worked a full
career for the Navy until his retirement. (He flew
off four carriers, though I seem to be the only one
in the whole family who remembers such detail—WHICH
included USS Badoeng Strait, which was featured

in Magnum Force, Clint Eastwood, 1973). But I honor
them both and miss them each greatly. I wonder what
they would think of this strange, altered-pilgrimage
I am on?
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Day 37 (the sixth Lord’s Day)

When I awoke this morning in Melide at 5 am, it was
dark and quiet. The fragrance wafting in my open
window was sweet and fresh. As I turned on my iPad it
emitted a three-tone b-b-beep. A dog perhaps a
quarter of a mile away started barking at my “beeps”—
that’s how quiet it was. I could get used to quiet..

So far in my life I have visited Haiti, Northern
Ireland (saddest place I have visited), England,
France, Italy, Denmark, Germany, Belgium, Israel and
the Bahamas (they don’t really count as a foreign
country, do they?) and now Spain. I wonder what place
Spain will have in the Kingdom of Christ when He
returns? Did I startle you? Yes, I do believe He will
return: He said He would, plainly; angels said He
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would and all the apostles said He would. And the
apostle James, whose alleged bones I will visit in
six days, would have enthusiastically

agreed. All biblical contributors were in agreement.
In teaching His small gang of followers about prayer,
He said (in part) to pray Thy kingdom come.. The
Catholic Church and Eastern Orthodoxy say little
about this—it 1is Protestants who exegete the Bible
and easily observe this teaching. (Liberal
Protestants of course, for the last 200 years, have
little-to-no interest in eschatology except as it can
be adapted to environmentalism or racial
reconciliation or themes of some kind of
universalistic homogenization). Taken for what it
says though, the Bible points unapologetically to a
time when Jesus actually comes back to Planet Earth
and infuses a Kingdom of which He is the King. It 1is
not an interpretation. It is just honest exegesis.
This is not only overwhelmingly laid out in the Book
of Revelation but in every Gospel and all through the
epistles. It is also pretty clear as a far-seen
reality in the writings of Israel’s prophets. So, I
am wondering, what place will Spain have in the
Kingdom to come?

It is a lovely Sunday morning in Melide, a town of
which I had not heard until two days ago. 6,000
residents. As I sit in the coffee shop of the
“hotel” people are coming in for breakfast, coffee
and a relaxed time together. They do not appear to be
heading to or from mass today—they’re relaxed, happy
and peaceful by appearance at least. I hear no
FEnglish of course, but they give no evidence of any
concerns at all. Last evening though, in the same
coffee shop (“Mama”, the proprietor, gave me a coffee
and chunks of croissant at no charge) I was
approached by four fine looking Spanish teenaged
boys. They invited me to a special mass in honor of
St. Somebody, the patron saint of truckers. There
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were fireworks and festivities all over town last
night and they said a priest would be there, blessing
all “lorries” and 18-wheelers and they invited me to
attend. (I did not attend but I thought that was
touching—I either a) looked like a trucker or b) gave
appearance of needing to go to church.) I thanked
them for the invitation and they enthusiastically
moved on saying, “we’re just looking for people to
invite!” The Spanish are friendly and warm. Like the
inherent quiet of this countryside, one could get
used to this relaxed friendliness.

From what we read in the Bible the coming Kingdom of
Christ will not be racially or nationally boundaried.
Tt will not be a coalition or an alliance. It will be
one kingdom, with one King: an absolute and Beloved
Monarchy. All the charms and wonder of the British
Royalty (sans the Irish), will pale in comparison.
But that doesn’t mean that all its subjects—from
every tribe, tongue and nation—will all be Borgified
drones. I think there will still be some kind of
lovely distinctiveness. My art professor friend back
in Dartmouth, Tony, says “if you want engineering, go
to the Germans. If you want flavor, to the French. If
you want design, go to the Italians.” In the kingdom,
T think the Spanish influx, from this world, will
bring warmth. They will love the King no less than
any of His redeemed. And we will all lose our stupid
false beliefs, our misconceptions, our prejudices,
our unlearning, our self-destructive stubbornness,
our errors and all our sins will have been nailed to
the cross at Calvary. But to the Spanish part of the
Bride, I think, in that day when His kingdom 1is
inaugurated, we will look for and find a warmth by
which, and in which we will better serve the King.
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Day 38

Thinking about those bones, again.. If the bones of
James-the-apostle are really there in Santiago de
Compostela, what does that mean? James (another
James) wrote “for you are a mist that appears for a
little while and then wvanishes.” Early in this
pilgrimage at Zabldika, I asked a Sister if she
believed that the church building in which she
worked—the one where they invited me to climb the
tower and ring the ancient bell—was a sacred space?
She struggled to understand me in English but then
said, “I believe that the outsides are sacred, that
nature is sacred. This is an old building and I love
it but it is not so sacred to me as the outsides.”
That stunned me. The whole notion of the ancient
church buildings that we have visited here in Spain,
sometimes ruins, and across the northern stretch—is
that these spaces are sacred, “sanctified” by wvarious
old relics and artifacts. Supposedly these artifacts
provide evidence to the truth of the apostles’
doctrines, for the people to cling to. That Sister
was not in need of relics, she implied. The
“outsides” and their beauty are all the testimony she
needs as to the Creator (or at least that was how I
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took her meaning). I don’t know: maybe she just took
me to be a smart-alecky American Protestant (which of
course, I am). But my question was sincere, and her
answer was sincere. For that brief encounter, I loved
that old Sister.

It seems to me that as cool as old things are (nobody
loves history more than me), they possess the strong
potential to distract us from the real meaning of
faith in God. Faith, by definition, is “incorporeal”
and it seeks and strains to “see
the invisible promises of God. Many of my friends
today have none. Abraham lived on faith, with only a
few verifications—he was looking forward, to the city
which has foundations whose architect and builder 1is
God. We also wait. As James (another one) said, “You
also be patient. Establish your hearts for the coming
of the Lord is at hand.” His faith was not bolstered
by the bones of Jacob, David or Isaiah. In fact, his
faith was energized by the eye-witness fact that
Jesus was still wearing His bones, after having been
crucified and buried. He wears them still.

44

I'm not at all sure that James even went to Spain (we
do know that Paul at least, intended to make it
there). And 1f James’ two disciples dragged his
corpse across Europe (as the ninth century legend
says) after he was martyred back in Judea in AD 44,
and buried it in what we now call Santiago then so be
it. But that devotion of those disciples is not what
T am thinking about. I am thinking about the sure
promises of the apsotles’ writings: Matthew, Mark,
Luke, John, Peter, Paul, Jude and James. These six
weeks punctuate 40 years of having staked everything,
professionally, in those promises: their veracity,
reliability and hope.
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From Melide to Salceda, which is 15 miles from the
Cathedral and City of Santiago de Compostela. I
walked a wee bit today and Susanna bussed back to
Melide and will get into town here tonight. The
albergues, hostels and “pension” hostels have mostly
been adequate-to-wonderful overnight lodgings. We
find that in being old Spanish they often are beat up
and weathered on the outside and so there seems to be
a comepensating dynamic to make the insides lovely,
depending on how much one is willing to

spend. Certainly not to level myself with Paul, but
I am reminded at least of his words “I have learned
in whatever circumstances I am, to be content. I know
how to be brought low and I know how to abound.” My
Mom once told me she did not like the apostle

Paul. “Why not, Mom?” I asked. “He’s too pious.” I
harrumphed at her but had to go look up the word
“pious” at that point. The man with the resume of
suffering was certainly not over-pious. Pity, Mom,
that you think that. But these six and a half weeks
have reminded me—at least, if nothing else—of the
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high value of somehow finding contentment. I have a
long way to go.

In the animal department, as I sit in Casa Tia
Teresa, and get to know Teresa and Monola (husband) a
little, the old proprietors who minister coffee,
soup, etc. to thousands of peregrinos (pilgrims) a
lovely black dog meandered into the cafe. He
immediately went to an Asian young woman seated and
having soup and jumped up to her lap. She was stunned
but laughed. Teresa asked me (in Spanish) %“is he
yours?” Asian girl said no. I obtained my coffee and
went outside to the umbrella-ed terrace to sit and
blog. Dog came to me, next—took a relaxed place
under my table! Friendliest dog I ever met. Teresa
asked me again if he were mine? I said No. He was
petitioning for a handout, I think. Monola came out
then with a pail of water for him, then some bacon,
which he happily received. I said, “Let’s call him
‘Bandito’, Teresa and Monola chuckled and said, “Si,
Si, Bandito.”

Leg better; neck better. Walked a bit, as I say. Then
leg flared up again for a time, Jjust as we arrived in
Salceda. Time to read, think.
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We arrived in O Pontillon this morning, six miles
from Santiago. I note a row of nine flags out front
of this very 1960s hotel. The furthest one east 1is
the American flag, the first I have seen since May
29th in Boston. There are many peregrinos now, all
approaching the end of their pilgrimages. (Chatting
with one older Canadian man this morning, for whom
this is his 10th Camino walk, he was dark and cynical
about the plight of western culture—just that he
spoke English and approached me was surprising). As I
read John Brierly’s book about the Camino—he is an
author who promotes business sabbaticals and
pilgrimages as a way to reassess life’s purpose—and
we have been through two copies of his Camino book, T
have taken seriously his admonitions to reflect on
this trip. He writes without much religious
predisposition or agenda. I am remembering similar
walks and treks I have taken in the past, though none
so long. And I was much younger: walking with life-
friends Sandy & Jan Lu through many places in Israel
(Capernaum, Magdala, Qumran, Masada, the Temple
Mount, Caesarea Philippi, etc.); exploring unchanged
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Groove Park from my youth with daughter Jocelyn and
life-friend Linda Eardley, walking around the
downtown business district of Belfast with Stuart
Tanner (assistant at that time to Ian Pailsey, MP);
padding in the rain with Caroline Louis through
Hastings, England and down to the Channel; walking
sadly (me, not them) with Edwin Menon and Willio
Destin down the dusty road outside of Grand Guoave,
Haiti and then with Willio down the beach at sunrise;
walking slowly and carefully around Buchenwald
concentration camp with daughter Jocelyn and son-in-
law Aaron; striding across the field toward the
Hauptbahnhof Deutsche Bahn station, in front of the
Reichstag in Berlin.. None of these were sabbaticals
nor long walks but all were times in which I was
given the opportunity to reflect. None were
religiously fueled—well, perhaps Israel was—but in
each I was deeply aware of God’s presence. I remain
of this conclusion—This world is broken, in my humble
opinion. That is a simple thought. Without respect
even to my specific theology, it is just observation.
Things are far more broken than simply ethnically,
educationally, economically or environmentally.
Things remain deeply broken, spiritually. Here in
Spain, that sense of ruination is muted, I judge—at
least in northern Spain where life is slower and
almost timeless. (I cannot speak for Madrid,
Barcelona, Valencia or Seville—more cosmopolitan and
exciting I am sure). I am not less convinced of
this, having enjoyed the Spanish warmth and
friendliness. If the Basque Country and Galicia are
more like the Shire, that may be so. But the time
here to think about the deep history of the church,
to feel the ruins of churches, the plain needs of all
the people as those boys who invited me to the
special trucker mass testified, this world is not
going to fix itself.
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My mind went back to Pamplona yesterday where this
weekend the running of the bulls occurred. The big
news was that five young men were trampeled by the
bulls and one gored. What an apt illustration of what
I am seeing here, spiritually. The Spanish make no
apologies for their sport. The young men who run
with the bulls take their chances and sometimes get
broken. Hemingway was fascinated by it all, and then
blew his own brains out. I am more deeply grateful
for the Gospel that legend says took St. James
(Santiago) to NW Spain to share it. I doubt the truth
of that legend itself although if it is true

then bravo James, but it is a signpost to the power
of the good news. I love that good news—which is for
all the nations, including the countries of the nine
flags.
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Day 41

We walked into San Marcos, a burb of Santiago today.
I did 3.1 miles but leg then acted up in pain.
Sheesh. Susanna then walked into town and
reconnoitered the city a bit. She brought me

a Bueno bar too (excellent Spanish candy bar). We
will have a good half-day more in Santiago. She 1is
also now feverishly working on the permits for her
next hikes too. This next one, in the Canadian
Rockies, she will do alone for about six weeks.

There were many young pilgrims all around us today on
the Camino. As we near the end and whatever
conclusions we find, people grow quieter on the
trail. Interesting. Do saints’ bones make us

quiet? Does the massive Cathedral yet to be seen
make us quiet? Does the end of a phase of reflection
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and pondering make us quiet? I am scheduled to
return to New Bedford Monday night. Will I be
quieter? We shall see..

I am grateful for the time to do this trip and my
time with daughter Susanna.

Day 43

Today, our last full day here we spent time in the
Cathedral of St James. Like all, this building is
massive. It’s construction was between 1060 (6 years
before the Norman invasion) and 1211 (4 years before
Magna Carta). I know. I am an insufferable
Anglophile. (None of this Spanish and Catholic
heritage has anything to do with England but I tend
to cross-reference everything with English history.)
As we stood in a long line to walk by the

40



famous statue of James, inching along, I noticed a
little side-entrance which said “Sepulchrum Sancti

Tacobi”. I said to Susanna, %“let’s go down here”. And

there, greatly understated I thought, was the silver
bone box of the supposed relics of James, brother of
the apostle John (as I noted previously, Catholic
scholars call him “James the Greater”). As I waited
for a couple of people to kneel and pray, about 8’
away from the box, I took a couple of pictures and
enjoyed the brief proximity. This is the end-goal of
the whole pilgrimage, as 1t was originally practiced
since the 10th century. I thought, “how ironic to
want to adore the statue and yet walk past, and miss
the tiny door to go down to the bones!” But hey,
wudda I know for cool statues?

Susanna and I acquired our certificates of
completion, the Compostella. That in itself was a
pretty cool process. We flew to Paris, and then I

flew home to Boston. Susanna flew to British Columbia

to soon begin her next adventure.

I could not have done this pilgrimage without her. I
was embarrassed at how weak and vulnerable I had
become. She was out of patience with me and was glad
to get on to Canada. Who could blame her? I was no
heroic, noble Daddy by then. I was exhausted and as
it turned out, septic with infection and had shed
forty pounds in seven weeks. But I was glad she
agreed to do this with me. Neither of us will ever
forget it. Was God in it? I will have to ponder that
for some time. In any event, He is good. All the
time.
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