
Len’s 14th letter on the Via Francigena 2022 Date:18/09/22	

Bologna to Florence Km’s to Rome:413 

On Day 75 we left Bologna for the start of the walk Via Degli Dei(the way of the gods). The 
walk starts from the major church of Bologna and continues uphill to the abbey Santuario 
Madonna Di San Luca,along a pavement covered with colonnades all the way to the abbey. It was 
symbolic of your religious devotion to finance a section of the 
colonnades. I feel the many people we passed on the walk were 
more dedicated to their body shaping rather than their mind 
shaping. It’s a 4.8 km climb to the top but well worth it as the 
building sits on top of the hill and is splendidly grand. On 
arrival we took a well earned break in the shade before visiting 
the abbey. It was a Sunday and the church was full for morning 

service. 
After a short break we 
were on our way on the 
track, there are lots of 
people doing this particular 
walk. Apparently it has had 
a lot of publicity in Italy  over the last few years and we 
met lots of Italians doing 
the walk. This is the motley 
crew at the three quarter 
mark of my 2,028 kms walk. 
The abbey is in the 
background. Once we left 
the abbey feeder roads we 
were walking on tracks in 
the forest, the rest of the 

day was a very pleasant walk with only a small bit of road walking 
when we had to cross into the next forest. Spent the night at 
Sasso Marconi where we were able to enjoy some fine dining. 
Seventy five days without any significant rain (I think I put my 

coat on once in all those days for about an hour) so my luck with the  
weather had to change, day 76 was that day, the rain started as we 
climbed up the first mountain on the walk. Combine the poor weather 
with a very step climb up the mountain (this photo is before the rain) 
and things got a little exciting.  We were scrambling over rocks and 
when the rain set it was holding onto whatever branch or rock was 
available to stop us falling over the side in the slippery conditions. 
Visibility was  poor as it was very misty with the rain so we couldn’t 
see just how steep the fall would have been if we had slipped. It very 
much reminded us of the devils staircase on Mount Howitt. 
On the climb over we made a friend who is a solo walker doing the 
walk for her mental health, not sure this part would assist in settling 

her mind. 

	

	

	

	



We eventually climbed over the top and emerged on the other side of the mountain to clear 
blue skies and dry tracks.  
Carol makes friends on the track:An occasional series. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
This last photo requires a little more 
explanation. As we arrived into 
Madonna dei Fornelli for our evening 
stay we stopped to admire a sculpture 
in the middle of the village. As we 
were looking at it a local came up to 
explain what the sculpture was about. 
Two local archeological enthusiasts 
discovered what they thought was 
the main Roman road from Florence 

to Bolonga (the Flaminia Militare) buried underneath some shrubbery in the nearby hills, the 
village decided to honour this discovery with the sculpture. However some professional 
archeologists have since disputed this and believe that the evidence suggests that the road was 
in the next valley over. Carol was able to establish that 
the village was sticking with the locals rather than the big 
town usurpers. Our narrator encouraged us to have a good 
look at the road tomorrow. Here is the sculpture, not quite 
sure of the symbolism of the embedded body. Our 
narrator also told us how the Romans massacred the local 
indigenous people the Etruscans. Even though the 
Etruscans were no longer a recognisable group after the 
massacre they educated the Romans by passing on much of 
their wisdom such as the use of numbers. It’s a matter of 
conjuncture where the Etruscans originated from but 
there is now DNA and linguistic evidence that the may 
have immigrated to Italy in 800 BC from what is modern 
day Turkey.  Herodotus refers to a group of people being 
sent on their way after a particularly devastating drought. 
There was about thirty walkers in the village tonight, we were a novelty being all the way from 
Australia. 
The weather was beautiful again the next day, cloudless blue skies. The walk was along lovely 
country lanes and on some public roads between unfenced farm lands. We came across a 

Carol	practising	her	Italian	with	a	very	friendly	group	on	the	
walk	who	were	having	a	ball	on	the	walk.	Dance	first	think	
latter,	it’s	the	natural	order	

	

Carol	catching	up	with	
Monica,	our	friend	from	
the	mountains.	

	

Carol	collecting	a	few	strays.	

	

	

	



budding entrepreneur who had set up a drinks stall in a very picturesque spot in the rolling 
hills,Carol was able to get a cup of tea and Leigh a 
coke. Tourism contributes approximately ten per cent 
to the Italian economy so she is on a winner. 
We arrived in Traversa to a hotel run by two ageing 
sisters who certainly know how to provide old 
fashioned service. 
Day 78 had us 
crossing into 
Tuscany proper as 
these pencil pines 
indicate. You will 

notice that the wet weather gear is out again as Carol 
protects herself from the rain with her special lightweight 
walking umbrella. Along with the olive groves and the subtle 

change in the buildings 
we are well and truly 
now walking in Tuscany. 
The walking over the 
next few days was very 
similar, up and down 
the mountain range with outstanding views and really 
good tracks to walk on. The exception was our walk into 
Olmo on Day 79  where we had to plough through some 
mud on a very indistinct path fighting our way past  

brambles and bushy undergrowth. The eternal dilemma of walkers when do you turn back, you 
have invested a fair bit of effort in getting to where you are and turning back can add kms to 
the days walk. Fortunately the brush started to thin out and we were soon back on firm ground 
as we arrived at Olmo to dry out in our hotel. 
After Olmo I headed to Fiesole ,Leigh took a shortcut as he had an engagement in London at a 
certain funeral and had to get to the Florence airport, Carol was not feeling well so caught the 
taxi to Fiesole, so back to the solo walking for me. While on my way into Fiesole was greeted 

with spectacular views of Florence, is there a 
dome anywhere as good as this? 
We started the walk into Florence to blue skies 
which very quickly changed to dark clouds and 
torrential rain, we thought we would take a hit 
for the team but it wasn’t to be but what fun the 

pies have given us this year. The ducks not dead, just pinning. 
Bonne Camino 

	

	

	

	



 


