
Len’s letter on the Via Francigena 2022 Date: 16/07/22	

Corbeny to Trepail Km’s to Rome:1629 

 
Set out on Day 15 passing many personal market gardens on the way out of Corbeny.  Came 

across these zucchini’s which would give any evening meal a boost 
of colour and umph. 
Todays walk was through farmland in the morning followed by a 
trek through some forests tracks in the afternoon to arrive at 
Hermonville. 
At lunchtime I came across an air 
conditioned restaurant on a busy 
road I was crossing. Needed a rest 
so decided to try out the local 
cuisine. After a superb risotto with 
mushroom’s I was able to satisfy 
my fruit quota for the day by 
having this desert.That’s my story 

anyway.  
On the way into Hermonville I passed my first mass planting of 
grape vines, I am coming into the famous champagne district 
of Northern France.On arriving at my chateau the host was a 
bit taken aback. This is a very middle class nice suburb and 
riff raff like me don’t turn up to stay in the fancy champagne chateau smelly and all sweaty. I 
must admit I was quite dishevelled when I arrived. She soon recovered and made me most 
welcome showing me to a superb room with its own terrace. She even showed me how to turn 
on the shower, I didn’t know that I belonged to the great unwashed class.  
In the evening I wandered down to the village square to partake of the local pizza, it’s seems 
that it’s either pizza or kebabs in these small towns, and watch the preliminary festivities for 

Bastille day. 
I was too tired to stay for the fireworks and on 
my way back came across this artwork. It was dusk 
and I had already wished it a bonsoir before I 
realised it was a painting. I wash my clothes out 
each night and being able to put them on my 
private terrace, discreetly hidden, i didn’t want to 
bring the tone down, they had dried in the hot sun 
already, a win for the unclean masses. 
I am being grossly unfair to my host as she 
explained to me that there were lots of noisy 
children about as they had taken in a Ukrainian 
family three months ago. 
Next morning was a great start to the day with 
lovely fresh rolls and superb scrambled eggs 
served as follows, note the quality of the 
silverware and crockery. 

	

	

	



 
I think the eggs may have been one part egg to one part butter but 
that didn’t stop me from enjoying them. Breakfast was served on the 
major terrace overlooking a superb green 
space edged by mature trees and some 
smaller plants. 
This is the host seeing me off the premises 
on Day 16, I am not sure that I have won 
her over to providing specialist 
accomodation for Via Francigena walkers. 

After a walk through further vineyards I stopped for a rest. Two 
people turned up on bikes, we all wished each other Bonjour but it 
was evident that for none of us French was our first language or 
even our second. Georgina and Andy hail from Warragul in country 

Victoria, having recently moved there from Melbourne . They 
started walking the Via but Georgina has a stress fracture in her 
foot so they purchased some bikes and are now riding to Rome. 
Andy is happy as he is an avid bike rider around Warragul. They 
will get there far sooner than expected so they are going to take 
some train trips and visit other parts of 
Italy, perhaps Florence so I may run into 
them again. 
Georgina gets to feature twice as there 
have been complaints that I am not 
including enough pictures of myself, I 
might include a rogues gallery later on. 
All roads lead to Rome and also Reims, the 

city of cheese  and champagne. One thing I have noticed in the larger 
villages and the smaller cities is the advent of the convenience store 
or in our local vernacular a milk bar. They are open all day and into the 
late evening unlike most of the shops. They are usually being serviced by a person who 
appears to be a recent immigrant to France. It’s the oldest story, a person turns up in a 
foreign land does anything to make a go of it and the next generation will be treating you for 
your ailments in hospital. Countries are usually enhanced by 
accepting migrants something our politicians too easily 
forget. Most of our economic growth in recent years is due 
to immigration. We shouldn’t exclude what culturally they 
contribute to our society. We are, at almost every point of 
our day, immersed in cultural diversity. 
I managed to get a shot of this woman riding her bicycle 
around Reims, another of my artistic shots, I thought the 
colour of her dress superbly complemented her skin colour. 
Day 17 was a  planned  rest day in Reims so I enjoyed a slow 
walk around the shops, visited the cathedral again and had a 
nice lunch, it was so good I just needed some fruit and yogurt 
for dinner. 

	

	

	

	

	



Posted some surplus clothes back home, long pants and my fleecy top, packed for the climb 
over St Bernard’s pass in a months time, hope this wasn’t a mistake. This is a photo of my 

travelling companions who I keep bumping into 
and of course the stunning cathedral of Reims.  
Nicolas is carrying his Grandmothers rosary 
beads which he is hoping to have blessed in 
each of the Cathedral’s he passes, a nice touch 
for someone who appears to becoming stronger 
in his beliefs the further he walks. 
Day 18 was another early start the destination 
being Trepail, not quite on the offical Via track 
but close to it. The walk is through vineyards 
then a forest in the afternoon. There are 
thousands of acres of vine plantations all 
mainly facing south and seemingly on a heavy 
clay soil. This clay soil can’t be a coincidence 
because as soon as the clay stopped the vines 
stopped. Had a bit of the dreaded road walking 
today the scourge of walkers, hard on the feet 
and generally hotter. Came across this sign 
once I had left 
the vineyards, 

their definitely is much more awareness of all things green in 
the rural communities than I have experienced in the past. 
Trepail is a sleepy little village but perhaps has reached the 

pinnacle of fast food 
delivery, this is the 
only choice to obtain 
food in Trepail. For 
ten euro’s you 
receive a rather 
large hot pizza which 
given the method of 
delivery was really quite good, but I am getting sick 
of pizza, especially as there was enough left over to 
have for lunch next day. The place I was staying at 
had a fridge with a freezer so I did my old trick of 
freezing a half a litre of water which keeps 
everything cool until lunch time and you get a cold 
drink in the afternoon. Now if I could just invent a 
vending machine to deliver this product I could be on 
my financial way and recover the cost of this 
trip.Tomorrow I will be on my way to Chalons-en- 
Champagne, the centre of the champagne growing 

area. 
 

 

	

	

	


