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La Cueva. St Ignatius wrote his spiritual exercises in the 
cave which now has an ornate church & monastery over it.    

MORE ON THE IGNATIAN WAY… 
Our Chairman walked the C Igna-
ciano with 2 pilgrim friends a 
year after James. Crossing the 
mountain to Azpeita in the mist 
was an adventure, as was the 
descent from Montserrat to Man-
resa. The sight of the vultures on 
the cliffs of Peñas de Aradon was 
a thrilling sight (see pic right).    

 

 

Nuestra Señora del 
Pilar Basilica,  

Zaragoza, on the 
banks of the Rio Ebro 

(with Puente de Santi-
ago in the distance) 

Looking down on Monasterio de  
Montserrat from the funicular 

Monasterio de Montserrat 
(also on the Camino  
Catalán) 

Holy Door at 
Santuario de 

Loyola 

The mighty vultures could be clearly 
seen flying to and from their nests 
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THE IGNATIAN WAY 
 
Ignatius 
Born in 1491, Ignatius was the 13th son 
of a noble Basque family. When he was 

30 years old his right knee was  
destroyed by a cannon ball thus ending 
his military career. Part of one leg was 

amputated - no anaesthetics at that 
time - and the doctors warned him to 
prepare for death. Facing the possibil-

ity of death and failure, Ignatius began 
to reflect on his past and his future. 

During his convalescence at his family 
house at Loyola he immersed himself in 
the lives of the saints. He decided to 

devote the rest of his life to the  
service of God. He left his family, his 
home and all his riches and so he began 

his first pilgrimage from Loyola to 
Montserrat and then to Manresa.  
 

The Ignatian Way 
Our journey started in Loyola. We stepped back in time in Ignatius’ family 
house. It became obvious that this was going to be a journey like no other - the 

bottom half of the house was built of stone. It had no windows just turrets 
through which fire cannon was shot at the enemy. A sense of Ignatius' life before 
his conversion. The top half was built of brick at a later time with windows.  

Father Joseph celebrated Mass for us in the bedroom where his conversion took 
place.  
 

We commenced our walk following in the steps of St Ignatius. Genevieve and I 
were part of a group of 15 with Father Joseph Lluis Iriberri SJ our tour leader. 
We have been on many family holidays and trips together. However we had  

never travelled with a group, except for a business trip to Japan and China for 8 
days. And this journey was for 25 days! 

 
The climb and the stony creek bed 
We climbed a rugged mountain. The remains of shepherds’ huts were dotted 

around the rugged slopes. All of our luggage was being carted in a van. All we 
had to do was walk! We were not working tending sheep and sleeping in these 
cold lonely huts. We reached the summit. 

 
Our GPS coordinate expert announced we had climbed 900 metres. We com-
menced a steep descent along a dry stony creek bed. And it was on this down-

ward journey that I started having difficulty walking on my right leg. Somehow I 
made it to the bottom. 

Bedroom scene—image of St Ignatius 
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That night we stayed 
at Arantzazu a beauti-

ful hostel which has 
been owned by the 
same family for 400 

years. I couldn't help 
but think about those 
shepherds on the 

mountain slopes com-
pared with our very 
fortunate life. 

 
Pride after the fall 
Genevieve suggested 
that she carry my day 
pack. After all it 

looked as though I was 
walking on one leg. I was unaware that my 
gait was so ‘unusual’ so photos were  

aken. I then had to admit it didn't look 
good. But I was not to be deterred. I had 
not come on this journey not to complete 

the walk and carry my day pack! A fellow  
pilgrim walked with me for the latter part 
of the walk on this day. There was no men-

tion of my obvious difficulties and my pain. 
I remember a long talk about ‘graffiti’. It 
was a wonderful distraction for which I 

was very grateful. And I learned a lot 
about tackling ‘graffiti’. 

 

An ulcer was breaking out on my leg. After 2 more days of walking the ulcer was 
getting worse. Luckily we had a day off in La Guardia - a visit to the doctor, 
cortisone cream and rest.  

 
It was to be another 3 days before the ulcer started to improve. I had kept on 

walking with the ulcer and maybe it was just my pride which kept me in pain for 
all this time, but it was worth it! 
  

The Master of Surprises 
We quickly became accustomed to our typical routine. Wake up at 6.15. Break-
fast at 7.00 Prayer at 7.30. Sing the pilgrim’s song. Start walking in silence for 

the first 2 hours. Finish walking at 2.00pm. Lunch. Find accommodation. Sight-
seeing. Mass. Dinner. Bed.  
 

But most often our days were also filled with surprises. After leaving Araia on 
the 6th day we finished our first 2 hours of walking in a small village. Father 

The summit 

The dreaded ulcer 
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Before Mass we gained a sense of Peter 
Claver's life and his work. Staying in the 

place where he was born, visiting his 
shrine, touring around the town, and 
watching a video about him and then 

Mass. To think of his life's work and to 
celebrate Mass in his home town was a 
very special time. Father Joseph's words 

during that Mass have stayed with me - 
"There are more slaves in the world to-
day than existed in St Peter Claver’s 

times of slavery!" The world's population 
has grown exponentially since  

Peter Claver's time but has the number 
of slaves grown at a faster rate? 
 

Montserrat  
We arrived in Montserrat on a weekend 
of special celebrations. Montserrat was 

hosting a particular region of Spain and 
it was filled to overflowing with people 
and activities.  

 
Manresa and Barcelona 
Finishing our walk in Manresa was an accomplishment. We had walked 505 km. 

We visited the old towns of Manresa and Barcelona and spent time in the cave at 
Manresa including the final Mass of our Camino. The cave is where Ignatius wrote 
his spiritual exercises. He later went on to found the Society of Jesus known as 

the Jesuit order.   
 
Reflection 

The routine of walking had become simple. In this article I have focussed on the 
first line of the pilgrim’s song "We are pilgrims on a journey". Then there is the 
second line. The first 2 hours of 

every pilgrim walking day was 
walked in silence. Walking with 

another pilgrim in silence was a 
unique experience. I enjoyed 
the companionship with my 

fellow pilgrims both in silence 
and after the silence. I treas-
ured both the silence and the 

companionship of this Camino. 
"We are companions on the 
road". 
 
James Hill (SA)  

Montserrat celebrations 

The ascent to Montserrat 



 

Page 11  AFotC Newsletter #20 March 2017  

 

Gabi and Fiona near the coliseum in Arles  

night we had dinner at the local hotel. 
There was a marquee permanently 

erected on the pavement/road outside 
the front door of the hotel. We sat 
down for dinner. It was getting late 

and it was quite dark. For our benefit 
the Spanish national anthem was sung. 
The voice was powerful and the song 

was beautiful and the singer sung with 
pride. When he finished everyone 
turned to us to sing our national  

anthem. We tried a version of Waltzing 
Matilda. All that can be said is that we 

got to the end of it. Then after we 
finished and we were getting ready  
to leave we saw the singer. He was 

elderly and in a wheelchair. 
 
Climate Change 
We were climbing towards Montserrat. 

As we rounded a corner there it was in all its majesty. It was breathtaking, also 
in the knowledge of the further steep climb we had in front of us.  

 
Father Joseph bent down and picked up a sea shell. We all looked down to see 
many shells on the path in front of us. To think that high up in these mountains 

was once a sea bed was beyond my comprehension.  
 
Mass  
At the introduction to our pilgrimage Father Joseph mentioned that there would 
be Mass on Days 1, 2 and 3, but not necessarily every day. Well this was not 
true. We had Mass much more often than we expected, even on the so-called 

days off. We thought days off meant cafes, shopping time etc. Wrong - Days off 
just meant days that we did not walk. And most often involved Mass. I began to 
yearn for the Mass at the end of 

each day.  
 

Verdu 
The Spanish TV news caught up 
with us as we arrived in Verdu. 

http://www.tarrega.tv/una-
quinzena-de-pelegrins-australians
-fan-el-cami-ignasia/  

 
For me the most memorable Mass 
was at Verdu - where St Peter 

Claver - ‘the slave of slaves’ was 
born on the 26 June, 1580.  

St Ignatius and Father Joseph 

The sea shells! 
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Joseph led us to a Hostel. We waited 
outside. 

 
Very soon the owner came out to greet 
us with a piece of dessert cake for each 

of us. Then he took us to a very disused 
looking building. When he unlocked the 
front door and we entered, the building 

was anything but disused. It was a beau-
tiful church with an amazing array of 
beautifully carved figures adorning the 

sanctuary. 
 

The Spanish People 
We traversed 3 very different cultures 
each with their own dialect - first the 

Basque country, then into Spain and 
finally Catalonia. Trying to understand 
3 languages made little difference for 

me. My Spanish is virtually non-existent 
so any understanding of their culture 
could only come from my own  

observation. 
 
I gained a sense of a community in every town we visited which was quite differ-

ent from Australia. In Adelaide each house/apartment has 3 rubbish bins, 2 of 
which line the streets every weekday morning. In Spain there are community 
waste/recycle rubbish bins. These are located in strategic points of a village 

town. So much more sensible, simple and efficient. And a community that helps 
to make it work. 
 

In the larger towns/cities the people all lived in apartments and close to togeth-
er. At night after 9pm the boulevards would come alive with people, families. In 

Zaragoza I well remember 

watching a mother walking 
down the main boulevard with 

her 5 year old son and her 
elderly mother alongside 
them. 3 generations laughing 

and talking and enjoying one 
another's company. 
 

Along the desert part of our 
Camino we took a different 
path because of a festival and 

‘no room at the inn’. So we 
walked to Pina de Ebro. That 

Carved figures 

Genevieve on our arrival at the hostel 

 


