
Lens letter from the Via Date 8/07/17 

Location Besancon KM’s to 

Rome 

1,316 Steps Today 43,209 

Oops we are on the wrong Camino. Came across 

this sign pointing the way for the Camino to 

Santiago and we thought that we still had a long 

way to go. This trail picks up the way of St 

Jacques through Conques and the Lot generally 

then down to the Pyrennes then on to Spain. 

Perhaps next year. 

Our host surprised us again this morning with 

breakfast ready ahead of time and the 

opportunity to have some cereal. The breakfast buffet gave us a good selection of 

food to fuel us up for the walk. Eggs were boiled by popping them in a metal basket 

then into boiling water, an ingenious invention if I could only get the timing right. 

The walk out of the village was a nice stroll through forest and farming land but we 

were soon exposed to the scorching heat again, no complaint as it is improving my 

suntan, but it is important to know this for the next part of our adventure. We 

walked up a hill with no shade then walked adjacent to a major road with lots of 

traffic. After a little while Carol was showing serious signs of heat stress. We 

passed a rundown house, which turned out to be a holiday house, where a few people 

were outside enjoying a beer in the shade. They walked over to tell us that we 

should have taken a road to the left of their house. One of them, Eric, immediately 

noticed how unwell Carol was. Having established where we were going Eric offered 

to drive Carol to Besancon. We were a little reluctant to accept this kind offer but 

he seemed such a genuine person that Carol in the end accepted as she was quite 

unwell. I continued on my way. 

On arriving at Besancon Carol filled in the details. All the roads were blocked off so 

Eric insisted on taking Carol back to his apartment to meet his family and for a rest. 

After some reluctance as she had no idea where she was and was now dependent on 

Eric to show her how to get into Besancon Carol accepted. 

When Eric left the holiday house he rushed back inside to collect some soup he had 

been making and some new potatoes that he had dug up from his vegetable plot. 

Carol reasoned that anybody who had done that did not have any bad intentions, it is 

a well-known fact that Ivan Malat never grew vegetables. 

This gladly turned out to be the case. Carol met Eric’s wife and son and they looked 

after her for a few hours until the roads were clear again. 

Eric then walked Carol to the Hotel, carrying her bag and then helped her book in at 

reception, a truly all-round demonstration of human kindness. 

I guess these days we are so much aware of the harm people do to each other we 

sometimes forget that most of us are “mostly harmless”. 

We won’t be accepting any offers of rides from random strangers in Rome though. 

 

 


