
Len’s 66th letter from the Via Date: 25/09/17 

Location Monterotondo  KM’s to Rome 34  Steps Today 51,756  

As today was the last of the big walk days I set off early skipping breakfast hoping to buy 

something in the village on the way through. I had to start the day with a breakfast donut, with 

the choice of chocolate or custard. Of course, I chose custard as it contains eggs and milk, not too 

bad for a quick energy hit. Ponticelli is a quiet little village, especially at 7.15 in the morning when it 

is still shrouded in mist. For such a small 

village I had a bit of trouble finding my 

way out. Somebody had moved the 

direction the sign was facing so I went the 

wrong way, it meant that I 

circumnavigated the old church in the 

village so I guess their intent was 

honourable. 

Finally, on the right track I walked 

through some very well-tended olive 

groves. Today must be spraying day as 

some farmers were out spraying the crop, 

not sure what for but the olives are very ripe so perhaps they were being sprayed so that they 

would set. As I passed both farmers stopped their spraying which was very considerate. They were 

decked out like spaceman so the chemical must be very potent. 

I came across this small hill on the walk. It is so unusual to see land at this height above sea level 

devoid of trees or any farming activity. 

The area has very distinctive colours, the browns 

are of a deep lustre and contrast very sharply with 

the sky and the vegetation. This old fella even 

reflects the local 

colours. He did give 

me a bit of a fright 

though as I rounded 

the corner but he was 

harmless. Dogs have 

been a bit of an issue 

on this walk, 

yesterday we walked 

through what we are calling dog avenue as every house had at least 

one barking snarling dog, including a few with Rottweilers. But in 100 per cent of instances so far if 

the dog is not locked up they have not caused any trouble, nonetheless it is like the aeroplane 

smashes, every flight starts with the possibility of crashing and the ones flown before that fatal 

flight are irrelevant, the same with the roaming dogs. 

I met Carol in Montelibretti to complete the walk to Monterotondo. She went into a café to 

purchase some water and gave the owner a fifty euro note for a two-euro purchase. As punishment, 

he gave her change for ten euro, but Carol looked him squarely in the face, like a rhino hunter and 

stared him down until he gave her the forty euros. 

We are now only two days walking from the Vatican, both days being short walking days of under 

twenty kms. I am starting to have mixed feelings about finishing, glad to be able to stop and put 

my feet up but will miss the uncertainty of what each day will bring. 

 

 

 


