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the Ignatian way
from Loyola to Manresa

My intention of doing the Camino Ignatiano is a conscious decision to re-discover life and address
its disorders. The celebration of the Eurcharist in the Chapel of the Conversion in Loyola before
departure confirmed my initial intent: to live and love freely and fully. To say something like this is
easy but to realize this in real life can only be grace from the Divine. For me, it is a repeated spiritual
navigation and self-growing process, living the real life in the tension of mixed desires and selfemptying, overcoming deep rooted attachments and life patterns, the wrestling with past wounds,
fears and insecurity.

conversion

Following the steps of St Ignatius, I prayed heartedly and
invited Jesus to walk with me, with my inner child and its
wounds. I hope I will have my real healing and conversion.
Without which, I see no way to live and love freely and fully.

thorns of life
We marveled the faith of the many souls who had realized the astounding architecture. I almost
personalized the modern basilica as a lost impressing friend, same age as me, with three spiky
towers representing the thorns of the hawthorn bush. Arantzazu actually means ‘ a place full of
hawthorn bushes – the symbol of life.’

good-bye to Arantzazu

I kept saying goodbye to those parts of me which I didn’t like associated with, the
disgraceful parts, hurts and wounds which either I had instilled in others, or others had
instilled in me. The process was reiterative and continuously cleansing. I prayed at
Erroiti, the legendary fountain where shepherd Rodrigue of Baltzategi found Virgin
Arantzazu. Yes, I prayed to the Virgin to heal those hurts and wounds. I prayed the
coolness of the morning forest to purify them into sacred wounds.

breathing in

The downward journey to Araia overlapped the Camino de Santiago and some Roman pavers
carved by ancient wheels. As I worked through the woods cautiously, the journey becomes rougher
and muddy. Suddenly I found my heart beating very fast. I almost lost my breath as I focused so
hard on my steps. This was a timely reminder of the strangling life traps and to focus in the present,
but not to forget the breathing in of Christ.

embrace the mud

The journey to Alda began with a very muddy uphill trail. A detour to avoid mud had actually
brought Josef and me back to where we had started. Sometimes life (nice path or muddy trail)
had to be faced head on and taken as it is. After all, it is no big deal to step into the mud, as I
can always pull out and clean my boots. The uphill was rewarded by a stunning view of the
lower plain and the top of the forest in spring green.

beg for forgiveness

I was completely moved by the spiritual ambience inside the Basilica of Santa Maria in
Navarrete. I could only knee and praise His presence in front of the overpowering golden
façade of biblical figures. In the serene clarinet music, I gave up myself totally and begged
for forgiveness; the sin, disordered tendencies, the abuse to satisfy my own need for
security, money, comfort,….. My eyes watered with shame, heartfelt regrets and gratitude.

spare the Moor

In Luceni, God saved the Muslim traveler, but also saved St. Ignatius from committing
an act that could have brought him serious consequence. A decision left to a mule
was certainly not discernment. I reflected how often I had left decision to the
circumstance instead of God.

I had came over

I marveled at the gorgeous scene of thick clouds descending from the
mountain range where I had came over. I seemed to identify myself with it, the
journey behind, my past, regrets and disorder.

two pebbles
The road was full of little stones and pebbles, most likely from River Ebro, and most likely the cause of
my blisters. Very few of the pebbles are perfect. Men are so. I picked up two little pebbles on the way;
one for my wounds - wounds of life and love, and the other for the wounds of my loved one. I would carry
and walk with them to Montserrat where I would oﬀer to the Lady of Montserrat as St. Ignatius had
oﬀered his sword. Dry long walk and hot. Perhaps life is sometimes like this. Keep walking, keep living,
Christ is with me.

when we stop, life comes
I like the walk from Pina de Ebro to Venta de Santa Lucia and was mostly through the wilderness of nongrowing fields under an unforgiving sun. I like the journey as it was very quiet and serene for meditation.
We met not a single soul except a swift passing four-wheel-drive of local farmers. No other vehicle as it
was far from the main expressways. I was walking with the pebbles in my rucksack. I was contemplating
deeply the past wounds. There were many moments of temptation to eye for some better stones, but
finally I decided to stop the search and walked head up appreciating the wilderness and some shepherd
huts deserted on the way. It was a whole day in the wilderness. It was quiet, dry and hot. The land was
barren and practically couldn’t grow anything. Nature still nurtures some beautiful lives. When we stop,
life comes.

prayer in the wilderness

“Lord Jesus, please accept me following you. You are the only one who can heal us. You have granted
the Holy Blessing to both of us. We learned and grew, stumbled and rose, and stumbled. It was no easy
journey in the past thirty years, but in your kindness and grace, we both are now following you. Please
accept our following in togetherness to serve your desire and glory. O Lord, within thy wounds, hide me.”

me

Who am I? Am I possessions or reputation? Am I God’s beloved creation? Why am I important? Is it
because others know me, or because God has chosen me? Jesus is inviting me to lighten my load, so as
to be able to follow Him freely. Though I thought I had taken less in this journey, still there were at least half
of the stuﬀs which I could aﬀord not to take. So is life.”

lesson of the blisters

Deal with it quickly. Never wait or turn a blind eye. Ignoring is not
going to help except worsening. Enduring is not a solution either.
The pain continues until it is unbearable and starts aﬀecting
normal life functions. Pin and drain the blisters as they develop.
The longer the delay, the longer is the pain and the bigger the
blister becomes. As life, when conflict develops and pain begins,
this has to be treated immediately. Ignoring means worsening.
After healing, the same weaker skin becomes tougher to resist
the pressure at precisely the same spot. That is what I learn from
pain – face it, embrace it and become tougher.

Verdu

Verdu was hometown of the only Catalan Saint - St. Peter Claver, who decided to leave without returning
and dedicated his life serving black slaves in Columbia. For us, we took rest in the pilgrim refuge next to
his sanctuary. I was burning to make a decision on unsolved crisis before departure as I might never
return either.

Verdu reflections

This is a time of waiting and transforming myself. Now it is a time to develop virtues and be led by the Holy
Spirit. Keep growing in Christ and in His Kingdom. Accept the process and be grateful of the growth to the
moment I am. Like Mary and the disciples, after the death of Jesus, they had nothing really to do or act,
other than to be ready for God’s will. So, be ready for making a decision instead of making a decision now.
Grow in serenity accepting my self and my life. Accept future as it comes with the inner peace in Christ.
Work through my insecurity; try to find security in Jesus. Work on myself to be the man God wants me to
be. Become the healed man. Keep growing. Love God and love others.
Don’t make decision now, but prepare for the clarity of mind when the time comes. Take the arm of Jesus
and be prepared for the growing serenity. Like St Ignatius, he had no decision before Manresa. Stop and
let life reaches me. Even in the worst situation, God is working. Faith is the strength to overcome doubt.
Faith is the surge of energy to overcome fear. It doesn’t mean fear doesn’t exist; it is still there.
“My dear God, I trust you will make something out of it. I am feeling death, but you are behind me. I know I
am a sinner. I am a loved sinner.”

wounds offered

I could never have felt the same passion of the crucified Jesus, nor the immense
pain and anguish of our Lady losing her only son. Tears and many tears in the
sacred encounter. Here I oﬀered my wounds to our Lady of Montserrat. I left the
two pebbles that I had carried all the way.

relief and gratitude

In the late afternoon, I walked mindfully to the Cross lookout in some lightness of
being. I was savoring the relief after the oﬀering. I enjoyed the quietness and tranquility
of the surrounding as most tourists had left, and immersed myself in the beautiful
scenery of the setting sun. The mountains’ lateral erosions seemed like ‘wounds’, but
were beautifully blending in the wholeness of the natural landscape.

leaving Montserrat

We left Montserrat in heavy rain and downhill journey. I looked back many times to bid farewell to the
beautiful mountains and the holy place where I oﬀered my wounds and pain.

Manresa

Finally we arrived at our destination of the pilgrimage – Manresa. The panoramic view from a nearby
mount was a perfect greeting to us from the town where St Ignatius got his enlightenment and wrote
the Spiritual Exercise.

to love and serve

God is an ever-forgiving father waiting patiently for me. When I repented and
ask truly for forgiveness, I was forgiven. I couldn’t change the past nor
determine the future, but could act righteously and truthfully in the present. Be
a new man to love and serve.

I am ready for it

I don’t know whether my wounds are totally healed, but I feel the pain
very diﬀerently. I don’t know whether I will live and love freely and fully,
but for sure I know - I am ready for it.

