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Bagno Vignoni to Montefiascone  Km’s to Rome:126 

Over the last few days we could see the tower at Radicofani off in the distance. At a further 
height gain of just under a 1,000 meters, it was going to be a tough climb because towards 
the end it is constantly up, so it was with lots of regret we left our lovely hotel at Bagno 

Vignoni. One last look back over my shoulder. Our room was the 
one on the extreme corner. I have since discovered that the 
thermal waters were also used to power cereal grinding mills 
built down the cliff face that you can see in the bottom right 
of the picture. There were four separate mills processing the 
local grain but nothing of them remains. The Val d’Orcia 
continues to be a 
very productive 
food bowl. This is a 
shot looking back 
to Pienza, which is 
one of our 
favourite Italian 

villages which sadly we didn’t manage to visit this 
time. The contemplation of these views 
distracted us from the climb ahead. The building 
of the  Radicofani tower started in 978 and was 
the symbol of defence and control over the Via 
Francigena. Also being on the border of Tuscany 
and Lazio it became a significant strategic defensive position because of its 360 degree 
views. In the 13th century the tower was forcefully taken over by Gino di Tacco referred to 
as the Gentleman Bandit, he committed daring raids but always left something for the poor, 

an early Italian Robin Hood. The Tower was restored 
in the 18th century and is an imposing site as you wind 
your way up an approximately eight km climb, this is 
just before we entered the village after being 
harassed by protective sheep dogs, perhaps carrying 
on the work of the bandit. 
Radicofani is a quiet little village with a terrace 
restaurant that has  views to thoroughly distract you 
from bad service and poor food, neither of which we 
experienced. 
Next morning on day 102 we headed down the 
mountain on our way to our next stay at Cerretale. We 
were surprised by the amount of traffic on the road 
being a Saturday morning, the road was a public road 

but only servicing the local farms, there was a major tarmac road heading towards Rome 
nearby which we thought would take all the traffic. It soon became clear what all the activity 
was about, wild pig hunting season had opened and the locals were all out hoping to “bag their 
pig”. There were perhaps forty people on the side of the mountain with their dogs and guns 

	

	

	



and I should also add their orange protective vests and their guns were all bagged and 
shouldered. They were obviously taking a lot of care for each other’s safety, but we didn’t 
have any protective orange vests and I look pretty rough after four months so we were taking 
no chances. This is Carol scooting ahead of me one of the few times on the trip. She is still 

traumatised by an incident a few years ago, 
heading off into the bushes for a nature call 
she was suddenly surrounded by a shotgun 
volley , she was unhurt but this time she was 
taking no chances. 
The views however were spectacular on the 
way down as you can see in the background of 
the photo. 
We evaded any damage from the shooters but 
not the vagaries of the Italian accommodation 
booking system. We arrived at our purported 
destination again to no booking and no luggage. 
The place was in the countryside with no 
access to shops for our lunch and dinner.The 

owner Elisa was very kind and gave Carol a tour of their horse racing stables to fill in the time 
while our luggage and accomodation was sorted. Elisa also supplied us with lunch being cheese 
made on their farm from the dairy cows. It wasn’t how we had intended to spend the 
afternoon but it did pass the time. Eventually we ended up in 
Acquapendente with a free day on our hands. We used it 
wisely by touring the village’s historical sites, which are 
varied and interesting, and having a trip to the self service 
laundromat. 

This is the crypt underneath 
the main church in the village, it 
houses a relic of Jesus being 
two drops of his blood, said to 
be the only example in Europe, 
but my limited research would 
indicate that this may not be 
correct. 
 Coincidentally it also was the 
day when the ultramarathon along the via finished. There were a 
lot of competitors undertaking the 100 kms and the locals, 
including the towns brass band, turned out to welcome them. 

Some  were pretty exhausted on arrival. Neither Carol or I were inspired enough to sign up 
for next year’s challenge. 
Our next day was a long ramble to Lake Bolsena, a good walk 
through countryside followed by spectacular views of the 
lake as we descended into the town. At our lunch break in 
San Lorenzo Nuovo, which is on the rim of the volcanic 
crater that formed the lake, we shared our space with this 
rather large dog. He didn’t actually slobber over us but he 

	

	

	

	



threatened to several times over our shortened break. His boisterous activities caused a 
fellow dinner to spill her coffee. 
Lake Bolsena is a real tourist town being on the lake but the season had finished so it was 
very quiet with most of the restaurants being closed but we did manage to obtain sustenanc. 
Leaving Bolsena the next day there was a stampede of pilgrims 
leaving, I counted 17 pilgrims in the morning on the trail. By 
comparison in the first 500 kms in France I came across about 
15 in total. 
We came across two Australians in deep discussion over 
something on their laptop. Turns out they are jointly writing a 
novel. They are already published authors,Anne Buist(Medea’s 
Curse) and Graeme Simsion (The Rosie Project). I later 
discovered that they had already jointly published two fictional 
books about long distance walking. As I have finished the Julian 
Barnes book Elizabeth Finch my last book for the travelling book 
club is one of theirs, Two Steps Onward which is based on the 
Via Francigena trail from Aulla to Rome, so a very appropriate 
book as I complete the last of my journey from Canterbury to Rome. 
The walk to Montefiascone from Bolsena starts with great lake views and then diverts into 
forest as the trail winds it’s way up the hill passing many Etruscan sites on the way. 
Unfortunately you are not able to visit these sites as they are considered unsafe. There is 

evidence that there was human settlement in 700 BC. I took 
some time contemplating this under an impressive oak tree. 
I have a particular interest in the Etruscans as I have a 
completely unsubstantiated theory that they were a tribe 
that was exiled from Ancient Greece who spread out over 
Europe leaving groups behind and eventually becoming what 
we know refer to as the Celtic people. The Etruscans were a 
peaceful society and were easily overwhelmed by more 
aggressive cultures. Their art is still on display in discerning 
museums and shows 
Greek influence. 
We arrived in 
Montefiascone to 
evidence that 
Hallowe’en has 

arrived in Italy. These biscuits were displayed in the 
window of the local pastry shop.  
There is a sign in the town that says it is 100 kms to 
Rome, this is to indicate to walkers that if you do a 
minimum of 100 kms and have your pilgrim credential 
stamped to prove it you qualify for a personalised certificate, longer walkers are supposed to 
get an audience with the Pope. We have met a couple of walkers who said that they have 
contacts at the Vatican who will be able to get them an audience with the Pope, I think these 
audiences are an urban myth. Bonne Camino. 

 

	

	

	


