
Lens letter from the Via Date 26/07/17 

Location Viverone KM’s to 

Rome 

968 Steps Today 42,423 

Finally finished Steppenwolf, thanks Gordon. I have no idea what it was about, I will put my 

lack of understanding down to being tired at the end of the day and therefore lacking mental 

capacity. If I was a diligent Bookclub member I would have taken the book on my walks and 

read it during my breaks. Gordon was perhaps punishing me for some of my prior selections 

for the monthly read. Well as payback I have found a novel by an obscure Ukraine 

tribesperson who has written a novel in the seventh person while underwater and eating a 

sandwich. It promises to be a hoot. 

I will need some further book suggestions, don’t forget the book must have some reference 

to where I am walking through. Very impressed with the readers who have picked up the 

direct literary quote’s in my blogs, at some stage I will publish a list. 

On my walk today I had to pay the billy goat toll as I came up to a bridge. Fortunately, I had 

just finished an apple (the apples are so crisp and sweet at the moment) so offered the core 

and it was considered a sufficient price to cross the 

bridge. 

As I had a bit of free time today decided to divert 

to a village to have a look at the town square. It was 

hot so purchased a cold drink and went to sit on a 

bench under some trees. The said bench was occupied 

by a couple of young lovers who were conducting an 

activity that required some privacy, although still 

managed to issue a Buongiorno. A little further away 

I sat down on the ground and rested my head on my 

pack. An old lady came up and started talking to me, I 

couldn’t understand what she wanted I thought she was asking me where I was walking to. 

She then put her hand on my chest and started pushing, she was enquiring if I was having a 

heart attack. Using sign language, I tried to explain that I was just hot and having a rest, she 

still was not convinced so I stood up, bent over and touched my toes to convince her I was ok. 

Satisfied and with a chuckle she you went on her way, I think she was having a joke at my 

expense. 

On reaching the lake I left the “official walk” 

and cut down to a path which ran around the 

edges of the lake. I had taken the long route 

today so that I could do this walk around the 

lake, but as I could see my hotel off in the 

distance on the other side of the lake I 

wondered about the sense in taking this 

option particularly as I didn’t have my 

bathers with me. Can I persuade you, my 

readers, to accompany me down to the lake, 

and read the next book suggested by Jenny 

Fuge, Hotel Du Lac, a 1988 Broker prize winner. I have just started reading this book and 

surprise, surprise, it is set by a lake, perhaps Lake Viverone we shall see. 

 

 

 


