











Letter to the Editor
British Archaeological Association

5 May 1999

Millennium Review Lecture Series — 1

‘Romanesque wall painting in England and Scotland: discoveries and
research since 1990’

David Park.

The lecture will be followed by the President’s Reception

The meeting will be in the rooms of the Society of Antiquaries of
London, Burlington House, Piccadilly, London W1V OHS. Tea is
served from 4.30 pm and the Chair is taken at 5.00 pm. Non-members
are welcome to attend lectures but it would be appreciated if they would
telephone the Hon. Director, Philip Lankester, beforehand (work: 0113
220 1878, home: 01904 613615).

Letter to the Editor

From: John Revell
Normandy Footnote

For those inspired by Judith Bennett to take pilgrim staff in hand and make for
Normandy (see Bulletin 63), it may be of use to follow on from her final
paragraph with the assurance that there is an ideally situated gire d’étape on
the GR223 six kilometres east of the causeway crossing to Mont-St-Michel.
The postal address is 50220 Courtils (tel. + 33 233 60 13 16) and the situation
of the gite is west of the village of Courtils at a point where the D275 becomes
the D75. The precise location is at la Guintre which might, with gentle
exaggeration, be called a hamlet but which in reality exists in the form of two
road signs (one welcoming and one farewelling) and very little else. I stayed
for two nights at la Guintre in the late autumn of 1994 and found that the
intervening day gave a splendid opportunity to make a slow approach to the
Mont, viewing as I walked the superb light effects on the Baie and the
ever-changing perspectives of the Mont and its satellite island of Tombelaine.
The quiet flatlands convey a feeling of great tranquillity which it is necessary
to hold in memory in order to combat the tourist throng generally encountered
on the Mont. And afterwards there is always the homeward trek to restore
one’s perspective.





















Six Weeks in Rabanal

Four years ago we took in (almost) everybody who arrived in the
village—walkers, cyclists, pilgrims on horseback—so with 1099 in July, 1180
in August and fewer beds to put them in anyway we had to “pack them in”
where best we could: on the floor, in the meadow in the open air (our “record”
one night in July was 114 such “sardines”...). This year, though, with the other
two refugios (and one with a large barn for groups), with a second 18-bed
dormitory in our own barn, with Antonio’s hotel now open for people who
prefer such accommodation and with stables for horses elsewhere in the
village, we were still just as busy but in a different way. We don’t take groups
of more than six to eight anyway, we never take pilgrims with a backup
vehicle, we only take individual cyclists later on if there is any room left so
now our statistics no longer reflect, for example, the total proportions of
different nationalities on this stretch of the camino—only those who stayed
in Gaucelmo. New this year (for us, at least) were pilgrims from Bulgaria,
Polynesia and Pakistan and we noted, too, an increase in the numbers coming
from Hungary, Poland and other former Iron Curtain countries. As to the
proportions of people of different nationalities who stayed with us each night,
this varied a great deal, some nights we were completely full with
Spanish-speaking pilgrims, on others we heard nothing but French or German
all around us while on others Gaucelmo was like the proverbial Tower of
Babel.

Other changes? Rabanal now has a food shop and as a result we noted an
enormous increase in the numbers of pilgrims cooking full meals. (And the
kitchen, now modernised, was of course a great asset.) Some two dozen trees
were planted in the meadow in the spring and, assiduously watered, either
with the pump or by hand when it hadn’t rained enough (many pilgrims
helped us with this), they should provide much needed shade in future years
for siestas for those moving on later in the (relative) cool of the evening. And
the pilgrims themselves? It is difficult to say but with the extensive publicity
given to the camino recently we often felt that many of them were not really
peregrinos but only turigrinos or perituristas, very definitely on holiday
rather than on a pilgrimage as such, interested primarily in whether our
showers had hot or cold water and seeing refugios, in general, as youth hostels
or cheaper options than a hotel, rather than what they were originally designed
for: alternatives to sleeping rough.

St James’s Day was spent much as usual though there was a Mass in the
village on the evening of the 24th and a big open-air one on Sunday the 26th
up at the Cruz de Ferro, with stalls, folk-music and dancing and a general
fiesta atmosphere. The “big news” of the summer in Rabanal and the
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Six Weeks in Rabanal

surrounding area however, was the sawing off of the cross itself at its base, on
the evening of July 23rd. This event received extensive media coverage all
over Spain and nobody quite knows who the loco (crazy person) was that did
it or why, but it was obviously calculated so as to give the action maximum
publicity. The cross itself wasn’t taken away as a souvenir, though, so a new
pole was speedily organised by Tomas from the refuge in Manjarin and a
group of helpers, and the cross replaced in situ. Since the only suitable item
available in such a hurry was a former telegraph pole, however, the new cross
was now one metre lower than the original, though doubtless few pilgrims
realised that.

Disaster never strikes singly and a few days later the cross was cut down
again, despite the Guardia Civil and a relay of pilgrims and others keeping
watch over the spot at night. Not at its base, this time, so it could be repaired,
rather than replaced. And then, incredibly, it happened a third time ... It
appears that the Junta de Castilla y Ledn plan to replace the temporary pole
with a proper one, in oak, for next year. In the meantime those who pass by
will see the bandaged version.

The village fiestas, held annually for the Assumption from 14th to 16th
August, were a muted affair this year, following the death in October 1997 of
Chonnina’s youngest son Miguel Angel. They began, as always, with a
chocolatada in the square at midnight on the Friday (a drink more akin to hot
blancmange than English-style cocoa, as those who have sampled it will
know) and included dancing throughout each night, games and activities for
children, a football match between solteros (bachelors) and casados (married
men) and a Mass both on Saturday evening and Sunday morning until the
festivities ended promptly at 7am on Monday morning. There was none of the
usual Maragato music and dancing, that Miguel-Angel and his family had
always been so involved in, though, and Maxi didn’t play his pipe and drum
as he normally does either.

It has sometimes been said that we operate not one but two refugios in
Rabanal. The relatively quiet, peaceful and rarely full one open from the end
of March to the end of June and again during, September and October and the
“sardine tin” that functions during July and August. Prospective wardens who
have made the pilgrimage themselves, who like meeting people, have a lot of
energy and—this is absolutely essential-—speak reasonable Spanish (with so
many pilgrims there are inevitably a lot of crowd-control type duties when a
great deal of tact is often required) shouldn’t be discouraged from applying for
this period, though. They may be run off their feet all the time but meet a lot
of very interesting people of all ages, nationalities and walks of life.
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A Holy Year Autumn in 1993

Importantly, too, the warden’s perpetual nightmare has now been removed:
with the opening of El Pilar we do have somewhere else to send pilgrims
when we really are busting at the seams. So—if you feel you have a “debt” to
the camino—come forward and “pay it off” next year!

A Holy Year Autumn in 1993

Jocelyn Rix

993 was a good year for me, with visits to Tuscany in the spring and
lpilgn'mages to Santiago and to (rather than from) Vézelay in the late
summer and autumn. On August 20th I boarded a coach in London and 30
hours later got off, stiff-legged, in Santiago de Compostela to join about 15
other Confraternity members. We were to walk from La Coruiia to Santiago,
the first group pilgrimage, we thought, since medieval times. In the Midc :
Ages pilgrims could sail from ports such as Southampton, Poole, Plymouth
and Bristol to La Corufia and a series of smaller ports along the northern and
Atlantic coasts of Spain. From La Corufia, which was by far the most
frequented of the arrival points in the 14th and 15th centuries, pilgrims could
walk the 7Skms south to Santiago, along what came to be known as the
Camino Inglés or Antiguo Camino Real, the name preferred by the American,
French, Maltese, Polish, Scottish and Cornish members of our 1993 party.

It took us three days, setting off from La Coruiia in dismal grey wetness.
The weather improved half-way through the second day, when we had a
picnic lunch by the chapel of San Lourenzo in the hamlet of Hospital de
Bruma. For our arrival in Santiago it was hot and sunny, particularly welcome
for those who had never been there before. Our accommodation was in San
Martin Pinario, directly opposite the north (Azabacheria) door of the
cathedral. We were able to enter the latter by the Holy Door at the east end,
which was open because St James’s Day, July 25th, fell on a Sunday, the first
time this had happened since 1982.

A few days later [ set off to walk 85 kms west to Finisterre, ‘the end of the
earth’, like Cap Finisterre in Brittany and Land’s End in Cornwall. My brother
Paddy and I went there in 1982 after our pilgrimage to Santiago that year, but
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A Holy Year Autumn in 1993

After three days I left, using public transport for the rest of the journey:
visiting three more places in Burgundy, Autun, Taizé and Cluny. Taizé, with
its centre for Christian reconciliation founded by Frére Roger (now in his
mid-eighties) after the Second World War, is now well known but Cluny, just
10 kms away, is a shadow of its former self. In the Middle Ages Cluny was an
extremely powerful Benedictine monastery, which used its wealth and
influence to promote the pilgrimage to Santiago. The church was the largest
in Christendom until St Peter’s in Rome was rebuilt. Now only the south
transept stands, to give one an idea of its original splendour. Cluny was a
beacon of Christianity extinguished for many centuries. At Taizé nearby, the
flame has been rekindled.

In Paris I stayed with a couple I had met in Saint-Palais in mid-September.
They were setting off hoping to walk to Santiago de Compostela. My first
question on arrival chez eux was the obvious one. No, they hadn’t made it and
had been forced to stop in Sahagiin after a week of dreadfully cold, wet
weather. By chance that whole evening on TV was devoted to legs and
included an hour-long programme about the pilgrimage to Santiago. 1 ne first
person to appear on the screen was a lady from Lyon who had cycled to
Santiago where Paddy and I met her on St James’s Day, 25 July 1982. From

being straight lines in opposite directions, this gathered my two journeys into
a full circle.
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The Pilgrims’ Way: A Short Walk to Canterbury

which were perfect for our needs. A bowl of soup, a bottle of wine and a hot
bath seemed reward enough for our endeavours of the day. We sat chatting
contentedly about past times and other journeys.

The following morning was chilly and overcast and my new boots pinched
my toes as we left Aylesford behind us, walking stiffly after yesterday’s
exertions. We met an old man cycling along in the guise of the ancient
mariner. “Rain before mid-day”, he muttered with lugubrious satisfaction as
he passed us, and how right he was.

There were no other pilgrims that we met, just a few horse-riders. One of
them pointed out some pre-Christian dolmens standing in a wheat field,
unnoticed by the people surging down the motorway. It started to drizzle as
we headed towards Hollingbourne, the rain turning into a steady downpour,
trickling into pockets and down the back of your neck. The track, which
yesterday had been firm and dry underfoot, was now a quagmire of white
mud. I blessed my stick and cursed my boots with equal vigour. I noticed the
shell of St James, so familiar to me on my journey to Santiago, painted on to
some of the signs along the Pilgrims’ Way, and that symbol of medieval
pilgrimage was rather comforting in the downpour.

There are pubs all along the Pilgrims’ Way, but few of the publicans know
anything of its history and they looked askance at our muddy boots and
dripping jackets. The temptation to linger in the warmth is very strong, but the
road always beckons you on, whatever the weather. Near Lenham we passed
a huge cross cut into the hillside, commemorating the dead of the two World
Wars. It is just a few minutes in the car from this landmark to Charing, but of
course on foot, it was a further weary hour before we arrived at the lane which
leads down to the village. Like three wet abominable snowmen, we descended
the hill, praying to find somewhere to stay. There in front of us was a
restaurant called the “Pelerins” and, cheered by the sign of three smiling
pilgrims above the door, we rang the bell. The owner appeared and eyed us
dubiously when we asked for a table for dinner. He relented when we told him
we were pilgrims and pointed us to a pub close by where he said we could get
a room for the night.

The publican spent a full three minutes peering at an empty reservations
book before deciding that he could accommodate us, and with that we
comandeered the radiators, draping our sodden clothes along the corridors. On
returning to the “Pelerins” an hour later, we were not sure whether to be
pleased or disappointed when the owner failed to recognise us without our

pilgrim’s camouflage of muddy jackets and boots. Clean hair and a bit of
make-up dramatically change one’s appearance!
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Pilgrim Biscuits

round the side of the can, and slices off the top—Ieaving a clean edge of thin
tinplate metal at one end, and a convenient cylinder to grip. (Note: the 425g
size, three inches diameter, is plenty big enough.) With a pair of narrow-nosed
pliers, it was fairly simple to bend the metal into the shape above—the metal
is thin, so the knack to is think first and to be gentle but firm. My first effort
did not emphasise sufficiently the squarish part at the top, which is what
distinguishes the shape; the serrated edge is simple. Clean everything to the
hygienic standards required by the European Union, and off you go.

On first pressing it on to the pastry, I found it cut well but generated
flatulence and unseemly belching which disturbed adjoining material, because
air was trapped inside the cylinder. My Swiss Army Officer’s knife has a
vicious looking spike among its various fitments (for a purpose that only
Swiss Army Officers know) which soon made four or five holes in the top and
solved the problem.

We now turn to the recipe. My wife suggested a favourite of hers, for
Shrewsbury Cakes, originally from the National Training Cookery Book of
1880, so I adopted that, but modifie it a little. Ten ounces of butter were
creamed together with nine ounces of caster sugar in a warmed bowl, and the
grated rind of one lemon and half a teaspoon of vanilla essence were added.
Fourteen ounces of plain white flour were sieved into another bowl, together
with two ounces of cornflour, half a level teaspoonful of salt, and one level
teaspoonful of baking powder. (Note: this is half the quantity of the original
recipe, because I didn’t want them to rise too much and become puffy.) One
teaspoonful of this was added to the creamed mixture, then an egg was
dropped into the same mixture and it was beaten thoroughly. The dry
ingredients were then added and the whole stirred into a soft dough. (I was not
afraid to sift in a little more plain flour if it seemed too sticky, to get a nice
mixture which came away from the side of the bowl.)

Next it is helpful to spread a sheet of baking parchment over the work top
and flatten out a lump of dough on that before rolling it out to about the
thickness of two two-pence pieces on top of each other. Cut the scallop
shapes, and if you slide a knife under them they can be lifted on to your
greased baking sheet without losing their shape. I found three rows of three
was about righ-  when [ put them closer together they spread and stuck to
each other. Next put the curve of a fork gently onto the square part of the
scallop and roll the tines towards the outer serrated edge to give an impression
of the grooves on the shell—I found three goes sufficed, one in the middle and
two angled outwards. An added refinement is to press a small piece of candied
orange peel into the “ears” of the shell to simulate the holes we make there for
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French Rural Crosses

drinks at the ever-hospitable Suso’s followed by a grand paella dinner at E|
Estanco restaurant, with much merriment. (PQ)

Sunday 1 November

—AIl Saints’ Day in Santiago

Glistening rain on the granite this morning but a splendid 10.30 Mass with the
botafumeiro in top form and singing to match. Too soon the taxis are due, the
plane awaits us and suddenly we are back at Heathrow, but our hearts still in
the nia del Villar. (PQ)

French Rural Crosses

roix Rurales et Chemins de Pélerinage dans I’ancien diocése de Chartres
Cis Humbert Jacomet’s latest scholarly work, published by the Société
Archéologique d’Eure-et-Loir. More than 30 crosses of St James, seven
pilgrim crosses and two ‘Montjoye’ crosses have been discovered during a
study of the cult and iconography of St James the Greater in the old diocese
of Chartres. What meaning is to be assigned to these crosses, the names of
which appear to be attached to nearby and more distant pilgrimages? Do they
simply indicate the route followed by pious travellers or marcheurs de Dieu?
In fact their real function is closely related to the village in or near which they
stand, like a liturgy of pilgrimage with its departures and returns home.
Humbert Jacomet’s text analyses the phenomenon of pilgrimage and faith
which for several centuries played an important role in the Christian West.
The book is the outcome of a vast amount of documentation and contains
notes on folklore and history without interrupting the flow of the text.
Croix Rurales ... has 200 pages (with illustrations) and costs 140FF plus 30FF
postage and packing; copies are available from the Société Archéologique
d’Eure-et-Loir, 1 rue Jehan Pocquet, 28000 Chartres, tel.: +33 237 36 91 93.
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Notes and News

The Accueil St Jacques, opened three years ago by les Amis de St Jacques des
Pyrénées Atlantiques at 39 rue de la Citadelle, St Jean Pied-de-Port, provides
an opportunity for anyone interested in spending a holiday week meeting and
helping pilgrims (and improving their French no end!). The Accueil, we hope,
will be open from mid-April to mid-October in 1999, and like everyone else
on the pilgrimage route, we expect greater numbers of pilgrims than ever in
the Holy Year.

This then is an appeal as well as a suggestion to Confraternity members: we
need volunteers. You would be expected to make your own way to St Jean,
and to pay for your food while there, but there are three or four bedrooms
above the Accueil, and a perfectly adequate kitchen. The volunteers—who are
on duty from Sunday to Sunday, for a week at a time—welcome pilgrims
passing through St Jean, or starting here, help them find accommodation (e.g.
in the refuge, which should be enlarged in time for the Holy Year, or in a
private refuge which opened during 1998 at no 40, rue de 1a Citadelle), advise
them about the stage over to Roncesvalles, and about the rest of the camino
francés. They also tell the many curious visitors to St Jean about the
pilgrimage. It tends to be a busy, often demanding week, but one which is full
of rewarding contacts. English-speaking volunteers are very welcome, it helps
to have passable French, and some German and/or Spanish can also come in
very useful. A volunteer from the Confraternity would always be placed with
someone from the area.

Howard Nelson tel: 0181 693 7252 or

e-mail: georges_nelson@compuserve.com)
would be happy to tell you more.
Otherwise write (in French) to:
Bertrand Saint Macary, Clinique Sokorri, 64120 St Palais, or
Jean-Claude Nogues, Quartier des Serres, 64300 Baigt-de- Béarn,

who organise the volunteers’ rota, offering, if possible, a first and second
choice of week.
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CSJ New Members List Autumn 1998

SOUTH
98312 Mrs Jennie Daniels
108 Bargates, Christchurch, Dorset BH23 1QP
98303 Mr Tony Henderson-Thynne
Sans Souci, Newtown, Sixpenny Handley, Nr Satisbury SP5 5PF
(Walking pilgrimage October 1998)
98335 Mr Chris Radford & Mrs Brenda Radford
8 Myrtle Close, Hurdle, Lymington, Hampshire SO41 0YE
(Religion and Architecture)
98304 Mr Paul Varney
Lilac Cottage, Buttons Lane, West Wellow, Romsey. Hants SOSI
(Walking pilgrimage October 1998)
SOUTH WEST
98339 Mr Peter Dickinson
42 Bonville Crescent, Tiverton, Deven EX16 4BN
(Walking and Romanesque churches.)
98345 Mrs Elizabeth Posnett
Lower Shalford, Chartton Musgrove, Wincanton, Somerset BA9 8
98317 Ms Susan Thomas
2 Lewis Avenue, Tiverton, Devon EX16 4HN
WALES
98374 Mr Christopher Armstrong
Y Rheithordy, Llangwnnadl, Pwllheli, Gwynedd LLLS3 8NU
(Walking and pilgrimage routes in Wales and borders)
98318 Mr John Cunnane
11 The Dell, Tonteg, Pontypridd CF38 I'TG
(Wishes to make pilgrimage in {999 from Arles)
98372 Mr John Gray
38 Lawson Road, Colwyn Bay, North Wales LL29 8HE
(Hill walking and cycling.)
98323 Mr Elfyn Owen

Mellteyrn, Maesderw, Llantechain, Powys SY22 6XN

WEST MIDLANDS

98353

98329

98355

Mr Reg Ledgar

52 Bankhouse Road, Trentham, Stoke-on-Trent ST4 8EL

Dr Harriet Murphy

2 London Road Terrace, Moreton in Marsh, Gloucestershire GL56
Messrs Coleman & James Whitelaw

98 Old Ponkridge Road, Cannock, Statfordshire WSI1I HY

EAST ANGLIA

98316

98369

98370

V8348

Mr Gerald McDonagh & Mrs Theresa McDonagh

94 Cheriton Avenue, Clayhall, Tiford, Essex 1GS 0QL
(Walking from St Jean in May 1999)

Rev David Underwood

St John's Vicarage, 37 Well Street, Bury St. Edmunds P33 1EQ
Mr Matthew Vinall

49 Beeches Road, Chelmstord, Essex CM1 2RX

(History of the Crusades.)

Miss Jane Young

21 Woollards Lane, Great Shelford, Cambridge CB2 SEZ,

—-2—

01202 463094

01725 552279

01425 620991

01794 323720

01884 256211

01758 770250

01443 207836

01492 534835

01691 829 024

01543 304932

0181 550 2053

01284 754335

01223 842963





















