
Lens 29th letter from the Via Date:05/08/17 

Location Piacenza KM’s to 

Rome 

793 Steps Today 56,698 

I should have mentioned in yesterday’s blog that I had a swim in the public pool at Miradole 

Terme. I didn’t have the energy for turning my arms over and swimming after walking twenty-

nine kilometres so I just lay in the pool on a floaty and relaxed. 

Just some administrative matters. I have had three requests in respect of my blogs: 

1. Bigger photos, my apologies not everybody has the capacity to enlarge the image on 

their device, 

2. Less photos of insects and birds and more of the landscape, 

3. Some photos of the pilgrim. 

As someone who has worked in a service business all his life I know how to listen to users. 

However, I do reserve the right to publish anything quite remarkable I come across in the  

natural world. That great wordsmith William Wordsworth would come to my defence if it 

were possible so I have used his words with great respect to his memory: 

     “Come forth into the light of things, let nature be your teacher.”  

Today was going to be a tough one. Thirty-two kilometres if I manage to catch the ferry down 

the Po river, or 36 if I don’t. An early start was essential as the forecast was for 40 degrees. 

Europe is a furnace at the moment, bring all those climate change sceptics over here, they 

will soon change their mind if 

they had to walk in this heat for 

a few days in a row.  Most 

ignorance is evincible ignorance. 

We don’t know because we don’t 

want to know. 

The benefit of an early start is 

that you almost get the world to 

yourself. The stillness of the 

early morning makes it a 

beautiful time. 

On the way I passed this 

property overlooking the valley, 

a little hazy because of the 

early morning but a bit of a 

preview of what awaits us in 

Tuscany with the suggestion of 

the vines on the hillside. Over the day I was to pass through many interesting little villages, 

usually all with their own church and thankfully some shops that were open selling water. I 

have stopped drinking the water that’s available via the public taps as I suspect it is giving me 

the tummy grumbles. Not the least interesting of the villages I passed through was this one. 

The community was 

supportive of the Via 

Francigena and provided a 

resting spot for pilgrims. 

It had a very nice church 

 

 



and inside the church were fresco’s and paintings 

including this one of the Madonna and child. I 

particularly like the way the baby is painted in 

this fresco, it does create some ambiguity about 

the ethnic background of the baby. 

At this stage I wasn’t going to catch the ferry, I 

think subconsciously I didn’t want to as going into 

Piacenza on the south side of the Po means a long 

walk into the city along a busy road, I am very 

conscious of the possibility of my luck running out 

walking down busy major roads. If you walk the 

alternative route the last six kilometres is on a 

bike path so a much more pleasant way to arrive 

at the city. It does track another major road but 

it is only the noise that is a problem, just turn up 

the music or the real pilgrims will be carrying ear 

plugs, apparently essential in the hostels. Still not 

seeing any fellow walkers but plenty of bike riders, some doing the Via but many just out for a 

daily ride. Quite a few have stopped to make enquires about my walk. 

While sitting under a tree in one of the smaller villages having a break a car drove up and the 

occupants proceeded to put a notice up in the bus shelter a little way down the road. After a 

few minutes another car arrived, very soon there was a full-blown discussion about where to 

position the notice. As only Italians can do all four were using their whole body as a means of 

communication including lots of cheek kissing. This was going on for some time and I was a little 

annoyed at the fuss and noise they were making. Then Nona drove up, much more cheek kissing, 

arm waving and general excitement. I started to try and work out the punch line to the riddle 

“how many Italians does it take to pin a notice up”. While contemplating this Nona won out and 

the notice was in place. Much more hugging and off they went. Full of curiosity I went and had a 

look at the poster. It was announcing the death of the 60-year-old father and the date of the 

funeral, obviously a very well-loved Papa.  I slinked away with my tail between my legs and kept 

very close to the buildings, just in case He was watching and threw down a thunderbolt as 

punishment for my disrespect. 

To continue the Aquatic Via Francigena theme 

(which has unsurprisingly created a lot of 

interest) this is a photo of the Po river, which the 

Pilgrim Paddlers would canoe down. 

Arrived at Piacenza at six pm, tired and hot, 

eleven hours on the track is too long on these hot 

days. If I ever do this again I am going to learn to 

swim properly so I can cool down in these 

marvellous rivers. More of the village next blog. 

 

 

 


