
Len’s 21st letter on the Via Francigena 2022 Date:17/10/22	

Montefiascone to Rome We have arrived. 

105 days on the Via and only six more days and 126 kms of walking to get to Rome. We left 
Montefiascone aside glorious views of Lake Bolsena atop the parfaits of the village. It’s a 

huge lake and sustains a local fishing 
industry and in summer is a tourist 
honeypot. A steep climb down took us to 
an old Roman road running most of the 
way to Virtebo in a pleasant country 
environment. We had been thinking that 
the walking would deteriorate from here 
but so far not the case. We also walked 
through a few hazelnut plantations. A 
very easy days walking, Carol distracted 
herself by practising her Italian with one 
of our fellow travellers who was happy to 
practise his English with Carol. They 

managed to while away ninety minutes of this spontaneous language lesson. I kept a bemused 
distance. 
We arrived in Viterbo which has a small old centre 
surrounded by a large modern section. 
Our next destination Vetralla was a much smaller village but 
the walking to it was very similar, it was good to have a 
couple of easy days walking, I am starting to feel the 
physical effects of the long walk. On the way out of Viterbo 
we walked through these passageway’s which had been dug 
by the Etruscans for religious ceremonies but are now used 

as vehicle roads. At 
various stages there 
were chambers in the 
sides which had been used as part of the ceremonial 
activities. You can see the wall partly cut out on the 
right of the picture. Perhaps I was walking on the same 
ground as my forefathers, continuing a very 
improbable theme of the lost tribes of Greece. 
Our stay in Viterbo was enriched by the apartment 
that we had booked, it was superbly renovated 
including the old style wooden ceilings, the bedroom 
ceiling had been painted with small frescoes, it had 
four rooms and a balcony and all this for just 90 Euros 
a night. The only thing missing was a washing machine. 
We reluctantly left the next day for Sutri another 

historical Etruscan village. The walk today was a little different, we spent most of the day in 
fern gullies and almost rain forest foliage. The walk was along a creek for most of the way. I 
also have to include one last nature shot so as to include an example of the wonderful  fungi 

	

	

	



we passed over the day. It was quite a change to be 
walking amongst trees dripping with moisture 
without any rain. 
On leaving Sutri we had our worst dog experience, 
the hotel we stayed in wasn’t on the Via but there 
was a track behind the hotel leading down to the 
starting point. It also went past some farms, a dog 
rushed out and was quickly followed by its 

companion, two large scary barking dogs. There was not a lot of room for us to negotiate past 
the dogs as on one side of the trail was a high fence, I think the dogs chose their spot well. 
Protecting ourselves with our packs and waving our walking sticks while making loud grunting 
noises forced a sufficient retreat to enable us to get past. 
Later on the walk we literally could smell home as we passed a gum tree grove planted on the 
side of the road. We headed  off to Campagnano di Roma for the night where we shared a 
dinner table with fellow walkers. Rome is very close now especially as we had to take a 
diversion and a short bus ride at La Storta to avoid areas infected by swine flu. On day 110 
we woke with the excitement of this being our last day, a short walk into the Vatican and our 
journey would be complete. It was great to have Carol with me on the last leg, I don’t think I 
would have finished if she hadn’t have joined me for the last 700 kms. The walk into The 
Vatican is not the best walk we have done but the sense of completion buoyed our spirits. 

This is me after 
receiving my certificate 
and Carol and I sharing 
the moment.  
The walk was a wonderful 
journey and allowed lots 
of time for self 
reflection. People 
suggest that walking a 
Camino will change you 
but at 71 years of age 

possibility of change is reduced.. What I have learned 
is that we must strive to be the best version of 
ourselves whatever that may be, cut out the negativity 
you may feel to your fellow travellers in life and be a 
little more forgiving of their foibles and misadventures. 
 One last quote. 
“ Poets claim that we recapture for a moment the self we were long ago when we enter some 
house or garden. But these are most hazardous pilgrimages which end as often in 
disappointment as success. It is ourselves that we should rather seek to find in those fixed 
places, contemporaneous with different years.” M Proust 
Thank you for your interest in following my blog and your supportive comments. 
Bonne Camino, forever forward one step at a time. 
 

 

	

	
	


