
 

 

Via Michaelis 2019 

G Carlo Laurenzi  



An account of my Via Michaelis Pilgrimage ï Part one, 2019 

 

Introduction 

The following account is made up of my daily blog notes of my pilgrimage along the 

Via Michaelis during 2019. Some of the route was done on foot and boat but the 

main section from Northern France to Rome, Italy, was undertaken by bike. 

 

Background 

I followed the ancient 3000km dead straight line from Skellig Michael in Ireland via St 

Michael's Mount in Cornwall, over to Mont St Michael on the Normandy-Brittany 

border, and through France and Italy with a detour to Rome, where I had to stop for 

this year. Exhaustion and injury meant that my desire to go onto Monte Sant'Angelo 

in the Gargano Peninsula, of Puglia, would have to wait for another trip. 

Part of the motivation of the trip was to raise much-needed funds for the newly-

formed charity, the Confraternity of Pilgrims to Rome. As its newly elected chair of 

the Board of Trustees, I wanted to raise money for the CPR so that it can continue to 

champion the concept of pilgrimage, especially onto Rome. The CPR has many 

exciting projects in the pipeline - such as a new walking route from central London to 

Dover via Canterbury, and the establishment a pilgrim hostel in Kent. These projects 

need funding. 

 

 



The Via Michaelis 

Via Michaelis was not once an old Roman road like the Francigena but instead 

developed around the time of the collapse of the old empire. A time of the early 

Christian church and the occupation of Italy by tribes from the east. Many of the 

older features of the Via Michaelis date back to the 5th Century, the start of the so-

called Dark Ages. The principle architectural features of the route are dedicated to 

the Archangel Michael. The arrival of the Lombards and the creation of various new 

routes across the recently-occupied Italian peninsula, saw the rise of the dedication 

to Michael as well as the establishment of the Michaelaic Cult across southern 

Europe.  

Not a big surprise in its own right but what is remarkable, is that by the 11th century 

a number of these astonishing and idiosyncratic structures weren't just built but also 

fully operational. For me the truly extraordinary feature is that from an Island off the 

west coast of Ireland down through Europe to modern day Israel, the key, and now 

Christian, sites are in a dead straight line! 

 

 



It is clear that when taking into account the Atlantic and the Mediterranean, even the 

resourceful Roman engineers would have been pushed to create a straight-line 

thousands of kilometres long! So what is going on? A few possible explanations.  

The one most often suggested is divine intervention. I struggle with this one, as most 

of the territories involved would have had different theological underpinnings, which 

might suggest these deities would not have necessarily collaborated with each other! 

The more recent explanation is that a leyline joins these sites. I've struggled in the 

past with the very concept of leylines and tended to dismiss them as inter-war 

intellectual recourse into mysticism, whilst the rest of Europe was bent on 

destruction. I am leaning towards a more scientific explanation that might give 

credence to a geological basis for some leyline thinking for example, the presence of 

magnetite.  

I appreciate I am on shaky ground here. I'm neither a physicist nor a geologist but 

evidence is emerging to suggest that some sites are connected by lines invisible to 

the human eye yet felt by very many people. It is said that folk often experience 

these places as spiritual, when in fact, it might be due to an iron isotope - Fe304, and 

its associated alpha and gamma rays, affecting some folk quite unconsciously. It is 

more common in woman than men, to feel a sudden and deep spiritual connection, 

when entering ancient sites or sacred spaces. The Fe304 theory does not detract 

from the profound human endeavour to create these amazing architectural examples 

dedicated to Michael but it might explain why they are in a straight line. 

My quest is to explore for myself how it is that such sacred spaces have been 

dedicated to Michael and begin the search for answers. My second strand is to find a 

walk-able and/or cycle-able route that would do justice to this linear and now 

forgotten pilgrim route. And third, and most important is to undertake the physical 

challenge of covering close to 3000 kms in order to raise funds for the charity, 

Confraternity of Pilgrims to Rome. 

 

 



The route 

I began in Ireland by taking a three-hour return boat trip to the island of Skelling 

Michael from Port Magee at the end of May. As the VM is said not to actually cross 

the Irish mainland, I thought Iôd treat it as a separate element and enjoy a couple of 

days on the Kerry coast. 

The VM then crosses Cornwall north-south, along the conveniently named St 

Michaelôs Way, which runs from St Ives to Marazion, before landing at the 

marvellous Saint Michaelôs Mount. The plan is to combine the walk to SMM with the 

summer solstice festivities. To add to local confusion, there is another Michael Line 

running from St Michaelôs Mount towards East Anglia. 

The main length of the route, from Mont Saint Michael, France to Monte 

SantôAngelo, Italy, I planned to do in one go, starting around the end of July and 

arriving at my destination sometime towards the end of September. Once in Italy I 

had planned a handful of detours. A couple of nostalgic days on the Via Francigena, 

then inland for the Via Franciscana, which will take me to Rome via Assisi and 

Perugia. From the Eternal City I had hoped to pick up VF Sud until I hit the newly 

opened Via Mikael, closer to Puglia. 

 

 

 

Actual route taken in the main section of part 1 

Ride from home to Waterloo > Train to Portchester > ride to Portsmouth ferry terminal  

St Malo> Mount Saint Michel & Beauvoir> Mayenne> Les Mans> Vendome> Romorantin 

Bourges> Livry> Digoin> Macon> Marestal> Amberieu> Chambery> Modane> border 

Turin> Alessandria> Marsaglia> Chiaveri/Levanto> Lucca> Florence> Arezzo 

Assisi> Spoletto> Orvieto> Rome  



 

Physical preparation and training 

There is always more training that one can do! My usual mistake is to focus on physical 

fitness rather than logistical or mental preparedness. Fitness and familiarity with oneôs 

equipment is very important. I did a lot of cycling plus some walking. 

I took a few days out to visit an old school friend, Bob Samuel and his wife Wendy, in their 

gite complex near Limoges. Aside from having a great time with two wonderful people, I got 

a lot of riding in, though often struggled to keep up with my old cycling buddy. 

 

Having explored a range of navigational options such Garmin, Outdoor Activ, and Google 

Maps. I thought that I was set for the trip but oh no, I got lost more times than I want to 

remember in France. The Garmin would only tell me where I was, much like the other 

software, so added no extra value.  

I set up an online set of documents, both Word and Excel, in case of difficulties. These were 

useful once I realised that I could handle 80Kms days on a regular basis. The documents 

allowed me to review routes and identify places of note to look out for. 

Bike equipment included spares and tools; waterproof cover; chain and locks; and first aid 

kit. The electrolyte and glucose tabs whilst ordered in plenty of time, did not arrive until after 

Iôd left!  

Aside from booking the ferry and the first nightôs accommodation, nothing else was sorted. 

My thinking was to keep a degree of flexibility, in the event I found something interesting en 

route. 



Blog posts from the Ireland and England stages 

Ireland 

May 27 

I was very excited to be able to start at the top end of the Via Michaelis by visiting 

the renown and sacred site of Skelling Michael. The Skelligs are a group of islands 

about 90 minutes west of the Kerry Ring coastline by small boat. My short flight 

today from the delightful metropolis of Luton to the sublime Kerry International 

airport, was uneventful and even picking up a vehicle was without the usual arm 

twisting for layers of dubious insurance cover against things like punctures or 

vampires! The poor weather on landing should have warned me of trouble ahead.  

After a shortish drive across Kerry, I arrived at the quaint village of Port Magee. 

 

 

I stayed at the delightful Moorings B&B/pub in this tiny coastal harbour. Enjoyed a 

local beer but I've not seen such large portions of food served for ages. Greedy 

Laurenzi was having a field day but paid for it in the night by being sick several 

times. My after-dinner walk revealed the sea looking a little rough but what does a 

metropolitan landlubber like me know about the sea, but I was assured that there'd 

be boats out to the Skelligs in the morning............oh dear! 

 



 

 

 

 

  



May 28 

After an awful night, my guts were very tender and for some reason, I thought a large 

cooked breakfast might settle my stomach. The 8.30 deadline for a boat to the 

Skelligs came and went, and all the boats remained firmly moored. Apparently, the 

sea was too rough to leave the safety of the harbour. Around 9.30 one brave captain 

announced that he was willing to go to the Skelligs but unlikely that any boat today 

could land.  

 

Hugely disappointed, I decided to at least visit the sacred isle even if I could not 

actually walk around it, so dressed up in waterproofs, which turned out to be useful 

and looking like a loon, we set out into the turbulent waters. Iôm pleased to have 

seen the Skelligs close up, and isle of Michael is magnificent. One can see why the 

latest outing of the Star Wars stable chose it as a film location. Whilst its grim, grey, 

and inhospitable it is simply a remarkable testament to human determination not just 

to build it but to have existed on it for centuries.  

 

 



Skellig Michael was first settled by Christian monks somewhere between the 6th and 

8th centuries. Its founding myth suggests that it was originally dedicated to St Fionan. 

After a couple of centuries suffering frequent Viking attacks, the isle was eventually 

dedicated to St Michael. Though, Iôm not sure the two factors are in any way linked!  

By the 1200s the Augustinian Order moved to the mainland following what are said 

to have been climatic reasons. 

Pilgrimage was well developed by 16th century and continues todayé. weather 

permitting, of course. 

  

Whilst we couldnôt land on the island itself, there was no doubting that this 

astonishing lump of Atlantic rock really had something out of the ordinary about it. 

The photos are from a stock source. Maybe one day Iôll get to walk up those grey 

and very steep steps, where each year someone falls to their death. Maybe I got 

away lightly with five hours of rough seas resulting in just a little sea sickness rather 

to have become a serious statistic! 

The return leg of this section was uneventful except for the 2 hours sitting in what 

passes for a departure lounge at Kerry airport.  I hadnôt realised that some locals had 

a similar attitude to queuing as the Italians ie why bother! The highlight for me was 

that two separate travellers tried to embark without passports! Mind you the flight 

was only going to Luton and would anybody really care at the other end! 

 

England 

June 20 

The Michael line follows two distinct routes across the UK but both have as their 

anchor the marvel that is Saint Michaelôs Mount. The Via Michaelis is said to cut 

across the UK in Cornwall, St Ives on its north coast to Marazion, on the south. 

There is a dedicated path known locally as St Michaelôs Way and itôs in no way 

anything like a straight line, in fact, starting around the small inlet town of Hayle, it 

goes north almost to St Ives and branches inland around Carbis Bay, meanders 

south towards Penzance before making beeline east to Marazion. 

St Michaelôs Way is advertised as 12/13 miles long, so a day-walk. Not finding a train 

to get me there for 8am ish, I chose to try a night bus from Victoria coach station. Not 

my wisest choice, as I got not a wink of sleep plus it arrived at St Erth an hour late.  



  

On the plus side I did get to eat breakfast at the delightful station caf®. Iôd been there 

before and had forgotten how 1940s it all felt. Fed and watered, I headed out for the 

start of the walk and soon picked it up on the edge of Hayle on the western side of 

the inlet. The walk boasts four churches where pilgrims can stop and enjoy their 

splendour plus get your credenziale stamped. Churches, yes but all closed, not 

much use really. From the church of St Uny, Lelant, itôs a dune cliff walk which could 

take you all the way into St Ives, I did this a few years back and its pleasant apart 

from the fact that the path is overgrown and mostly used by dog walkers. 

  

Iôm unsure why those in charge of St Michaelôs Way chose to align the walk to the 

Santiago cammino rather than the Francigena or Michaelis but there you are. From 

Carbis the path moves inland and is well signposted. The first notable point is the 

rather masonic-looking Knills Monument. Signs disappear for a bit but two helpful 

joggers point me in the right direction but around lunch time I get horribly lost and 

find myself back on the outskirts of St Erth, having completed a circular ramble of 



north Cornwall! Rescued by my own resources ie Outdoor Activ app, I find a route up 

to the panoramic Trencom Hill. 

  

 

From there itôs a clear line of sight down to the south coast. Signs re-appear just 

north of the attractive village of Ludgvan and from here, down towards Penzance. I 

chose to cut across towards the coast and into the delightful, small town of Marazion. 

Find my B&B, whose bedroom has a fine view southwards, towards the Lizard, an 

odd place if youôve not been ï talk about strange micro-climates! My view also 

included the roof of next doorôs shed, not that in itself was interesting, but it housed a 

gullôs nest with three plump fledglings, which I enjoyed watching.  

 

 

  



My short walk around the town revealed a delightful local church, All Saints, a 

welcoming and charming place of prayer in an otherwise tourism-oriented town. 

Tried a local beer, Tribute. Not bad, reminded me of a cross between Doom Bar and 

London Pride. Ate a small but tasty dish before eying up my main target for tomorrow 

- St Michaelôs Mount - basking in the splendour of the evening light. Too tired to hang 

about, off to bed. 

 

June 21 

A wonderful breakfast at the Blue Horizon B&B. Iôve no idea why I ate so much! The 

tide was still in, which meant that Iôd have to take a boat across to the island. It was a 

couple of minutes ride and cost the princely sum of £2; and nothing like the 

horrendous crossing to Skellig Michael last month! The sun was shining, the water 

calm, and I had the whole day ahead of me. 

 

 

The island whilst privately owned by the enigmatic St Aubyn family, is run by the 

National Trust. Some NT staff can be a little annoying and bureaucratically rigid but 

not here. Everyone I met was helpful, courteous, and knowledgeable. I started with 

Matt in the Change House, who also had an interest in the Michael Line; mostly the 

other one ie Cornwall to East Anglia. Matt was very helpful in suggesting who to 

speak to up in the fortress-like former Abbey. He also supplied me with the only 

stamp of my VM so far! 

Not finding the recommended Jane, Anna popped over to chat about leylines and 

dousing. What a hoot. Not only was she hugely well-informed about the VM and its 

link to leylines but also knew some of the science behind it. She also took the time to 

show me how to find these lines, crisscrossing the Mount, using dousing rods. It was 

astonishing that even in my amateur hands I was able to show a number of crossing 

points passing under the North Terrace. Anna also pointed where the original 

Pilgrimsô Cross was located, facing Penzance; the pointers to Mary Line laid into the 



path; and also the Michael stone, which, whilst inaccessible today, unexpectedly 

seemed to point towards the Lizard rather than directly towards Brittany. 

  

The rooms were wonderful and full of little gems such as old maps; the ceiling of the 

former monksô refectory; and amazing woad-like blue walls of the former drawing 

room.  

 

 

Generally, Iôm not a lover of manicured gardens but these were wonderful. Sloping 

lawns and cliff side planting, really challenged my views as to what a garden can 

look like. 

  



 

 

Tide out by 2 pm so I walked over the causeway but unexpectedly had to give way to 

a skip truck! The causeway itself was not slippery but it managed to hold onto that 

distinct seaside smell. The tide was not fully out thereby giving the walker the feeling 

of following a line across the water. The view on the return, is of Marazion; places 

often look different from the water, whether it be canal, lake or sea. A nice little town. 

  

A couple of pints of Tribute, sitting in a bar terrace facing the island enjoying the still 

high evening sun provided by the seasonably long day on the solstice. Hungry, I was 

ready for the local delicacy - fish and chips, which I ate greedily in the B&Bôs rear 

garden, where it was very quiet except for the neighbouring gullsô sounds of 

expectation! 



June 22 

Delicious breakfast followed by a three-mile costal path walk into Penzance. Not as 

pretty as I remember it. Walked up to the much talked about St Maryôs church only to 

be disappointed as to how unappealing it looked inside. A cross between a rural 

community centre and a Quakersô Meeting House. The town itself didnôt hold much 

interest for me but did have some retirement/care homes with wonderful views ï 

good to plan ahead! Caught a late morning train back to Olô Smokey; had a table and 

four seats all to myself, the whole way ï talk about luxury! 

  

Not much to say about St Michaelôs Way but St Michaelôs Mount was truly quite 

wonderful. 

 

  



 

Final preparations 

I'm packing my things ready for the long ride along the Via Michaelis, starting 

tomorrow. The bike is riding well but boy is it heavy, especially compared to my 

carbon-fibre Triestina! I can't get everything in the panniers and yet I'm taking so 

little. What to leave behind? Got in my final training ride across London today and at 

25 miles or so should have felt easier than it did. Age may well bring wisdom to 

some folk, but I suspect that its gift to me is decrepitude. Weird route planned for 

tomorrow to Portsmouth harbour. A shot below of my unladen Dawes touring bike. 

Looks sturdy but will get to the heel of Italy and up over the Alps? 

 

 

  



Main section of the route  

UK 

Day 1 

Somewhat irritatingly this is the second attempt to post today's update. The first has 
gone to live with Father Digital in Ether Heaven. Ever wondered what happens to all 
letters and words you delete? A day of mixed blessings for my first day on the road 
but on the road to where you ask? They say all roads lead to Rome; except those in 
Barnet, these follow their own logic. I managed to lose a bit of bike kit and nearly 
flushed all my documents away but otherwise it all went well. 

 
Woke early on account I had a lot to sort ie gardening and ironing, you know those 
relevant things one does the day of departure on a long pilgrimage! Ready by 11 and 
on my bike at 11.08am. Hugged my son Jack, and rode confidently towards my first 
hill. It nearly finished me off. I was in a really low gear just to crest this short gradient. 
I was also miffed as Amazon had failed to deliver my tabs of electrolytes and 
glucose. 

 

 

An hour or so later I'm in Evans bike shop Waterloo buying an enormous container of 
white powder. A kilo of charlie, I hear you ask, nah just stuff to put in my water 
bottles. Being a man of a certain age, I found myself in need of relief, which 
mercifully the Evans staff facilitated but to my horror what should have been a 
blessed relief turned to panic as my small topbox slipped into those murky waters! 



There's a photo of said small cycle bag, just in case you thought it was euphemism 
for something naughty! 

 

The sun came out to greet SE1 at 1pm and even the station concourse looked 
vaguely Mediterranean. I guess that won't be allowed to last for much longer under 
Johnson! It's all grey from now on! Comfortable short train journey to Portchester, 
then an easy two-mile ride to Port Solent for lunch with my other son, George. Well 
you didn't think I could get to the Portsmouth area for a 3pm lunch leaving Barnet at 
11.08? Maybe if I was Bernal? 

 

Good Italian fare at O Sole Mio, named after an Italian pop song, which my sister 
and I had to endure throughout our entire childhoods! There followed a 7-mile ride to 
the ferry terminal. Very straightforward except for some ambiguous signage which 
added a couple of unnecessary miles. 

 

 

The Brittany Ferry quayside staff were very helpful and even allowed the small 
gaggle of us cyclists to board first. It was at this point I realised I was now minus a 
pump. Subsequently George tells me it's in his boot - it must make walking difficult I 
hear you say! 

 



In the first post that wasn't, I made some reference to Shire horses but can't for the 
life of me think what was about. I know nothing about the subject! 

The French team on board like to say no. I went to complain about the lack of wifi in 
my cell, sorry cabin, when I was informed that it was free but in only two spots on 
board: the engine room and the bridge. Alright I made up the last bit but if you have 
to walk to find access, then it's not as advertised. Whilst this explanation was being 
delivered by her, possibly for the 20th time today, I began to smile as over the 
tannoy one of her colleagues with an equally strong accent said in English, "...for 
people wiz earing problems". Makes you wonder what sort of earrings might be 
causing them to make a security announcement? 

 

 

 

Nice mackerel salad for dinner. I was surprised to be honest but what didn't surprise 
me was so many English kids going nuts on board. I couldn't bear it a moment 
longer. Why do other peopleôs children complain when you eat their dessert, after all 
I'm saving them from obesity! Up at 6.30 local time tomorrow but at least I have a 
bed of sorts, some poor devils were trying to sleep on armchairs! 
  



 

France 

Day 2 
Woke up with a gouty foot. Got lost a couple of times. Saw the magnificent Mont 
Saint Michel. Got Soaked through. 

It was odd sleeping on a ship. I woke often as sea got rougher. Cabin comfortable 
enough despite its size. The staff wake passengers via a loud message at 6am. At 
6.30 they ask you ask to vacate but you can't yet access cars or bikes; it's designed 
to point you to the cafes. My £5 breakfast was fine but just not enough bulk, both in 
general, and especially when one is cycling all day. 

I sometimes get gout from shellfish and crustaceans. Must be the reef spaghetti I ate 
in Portsmouth! At the time of writing itôs just down to one small toe, you'll be pleased 
to know. 

There was a near riot when a tall, elderly cyclist pushed through the queue and 
began moving other people's bikes so he could access his own. Not cricket I hear 
you all shouting. More surprising was that he was British! 

Cool, grey conditions requiring a long sleeve top. At 7.30 on an overcast day St Malo 
is not inspiring. I remember it as a pretty town but then again that was the summer of 
1976. One oddity was the sheer number of dead gulls. What is going on? Poisoning, 
revenge, or just bad luck? 

Chose a route which required crossing the entire town in rush hour traffic. By 8am I 
was crossing the headland west to east, passed through St Mellior des Ondes, and 
by 10am I was at my chosen coastal road at St Benoit. Delightful but cool and windy 
ride on this exposed coastline. Bought a baguette sarnie for lunch but ate most of it 
by 11am! 

Found an off-road route which ran for over 15kms, which whilst sheltered, had the 
disadvantage of obstructing the sea view. Made a rash decision to take a connected 
asphalt road which appeared to head direct to MSM. 45 minutes later I was stuck on 
a promontory and forced to back track, probably adding around 8kms to the planned 
60 for todayôs route. 

My accommodation was located about 2kms from the centre of Beauvoir. I didn't 
mind the distance but the owner's personal hygiene leaves a lot to be desired. Few 
men can carry off wearing a white sleeveless vest, then cover it in sweat, add some 
food stains, wash it with dark colours over a number of years, then place it over a 
portly frame. You get the picture. On the plus side my room is large, sporting three 
beds. Might do a Goldilocks routine later on! 



 

Cycled the 3kms to the MSM info centre plus another to the start of the boardwalk 
cum bridge onto the island. Left my bike chained up, with others, and walked the 
remaining 2 km into MSM. It really is a spectacular place, almost magical. A gothic 
abbey on top of a fortress, sitting on an Atlantic rock. You can see why it was used 
as a prison during the Revolution. The streets are impossibly narrow and paved with 
durable stone, granite I think, which made walking on this wet day, treacherous. 

Names of places and shops reflect its strong Christian origins both from the so-called 
Dark Ages as well as the Medieval. Its origins may have been religious but today it's 
about fleecing tourists. Having said that, 5ú for a sarnie is not excessive for this sort 
of place. 



 

The nearly free public toilets are run by two enterprising young woman who insisted 
on keeping the sexesô dividing door open. It made use of the urinal an interesting 
affair. In the abbey toilets, later on, I saw an amusing note, which I photographed but 
sadly didn't come out, so youôll have to take my word for it! 

ú10 ticket to the abbey complex seemed a must but sadly its better seen from the 
outside, not helped by short bursts of heavy rain, and a large group of Chinese 
visitors bent on standing/sitting on any object, sacred or not, in order to take selfies. 
What are selfies about? I find it embarrassing enough to have my photo taken, 
without me imposing it on myself. Where do all these photos go? Social media 
platforms I would guess. One advantage of overloading these platforms is that it ties 
up the security agencies around the world by having to trawl through digital 
mountains of data garbage! 



 

Got drenched on the return 5kms, especially my Jean's and hoodie, which will take 
an age to dry in this cool humidity. Luckily Cheeky Laurenzi found a stored away 
heater, which is as well as my stuff from yesterday's wash is still damp too! 

Now that Iôm at Mount Saint Michel, I have now re-joined the Michael line or Via 
Michaelis; I start to head south east tomorrow and for the next six weeks! It's a long 
one tomorrow all way to Mayenne 90kms. Breakfast is not until 8am, so I'll pack the 
bike beforehand, so can get in as many miles as possible before lunch. 

No doubt I will dream of baguettes, gouty toes, and terrible riding conditions whilst 
being chased by someone very much looking like my host! 
 



Day 3 
Great weather, too much baguette, a fight with a US official, and a very long ride. 

I feel a little bad about yesterday's description of my host. Whilst its accurate, it was 
a bit unkind. On top of which he made a good breakfast, including a tray of his own 
conserves, such as red bean, banana, and even nettle. Rude Laurenzi nearly piped 
up with was there one made of old tyres?!! 

Gouty toe still there but hurts little, so have decided to ignore the bright red digit. Left 
later than planned at 8.45 with a fresh wind at my back. This I imagine is helpful in a 
sailboat but it just felt a bit too chilly on a bike. Last night's storms are just a memory, 
there really was little evidence that it blew most of the night. 

Today I'm heading to Mayenne, failing that I'll tack across to Ernee, about 25kms 
nearer. In the end made it the full 90kms in seven hours including a few short 
breaks. The first town was Saint James, and yes its spelt that way. I couldn't resist 
taking a photo of a large sign announcing Saint James Hospital. What do you mean 
why? The famous blues standard, Saint James Infirmary, of course, otherwise it 
would be an odd thing to photograph! Itôs a nice little town but sadly most of its 
businesses have shut down. True of most of France. Went in search of a pump and 
my fool's errand cost me a 2kms detour. 

 

 

I saw a sign for the American Cemetery so rode in. Took a couple of photos, when a 
French speaking security guard gave me a hard time about bringing in my bike and 
for using the wrong gate. He would not let go, insisting that I carry my fully laden bike 
up a flight of granite stairs. Would he help me? He said no and in return I offered him 
seven letters made into two simple words. Under his US Embassy badge, I saw he 
actually worked for G4S. I told him I was cycling back out of the wrong gate, at which 
began to trot towards it, giving me enough time to build up speed so as to get around 
him and through the two sets of gates. Dante would have to create another infernal 
tier for companies like G4S! 



 

I enjoyed the rather less cutesy town of Louvigne du Desert, where I actually found a 
pump at the local Route U supermarket. I didn't want to leave my bike locked outside 
otherwise I would have to remove all the bags, so I confidently wheeled it in. Loaded 
up with water, pump and handlebar tape. This 2kms detour was definitely worth it! I 
set off towards Landivy where I bought another baguette sarnie and a little tart. A 
small side road opposite the boulangerie was called Hell's Road - Rue de l'Enfer. 
When I queried this, I was casually told that's where the devil lives! Odd really as I 
thought it was on Pennsylvania Avenue! 

 

Stopped at a delightful and uber-clean village La Doree. It lived up to its name. I ate 
my lunch there under the watchful eye of the local Gothic church. I was surprised by 
so much wildlife and most of it alive: kites, kestrels, a buzzard, a hobby, and maybe 
even a merlin. Sadly, a squashed red squirrel and a couple near-two-dimensional 
hedgehogs reminded me of the hidden costs of driving. 

Stocked up with more water at Gorron but took a wrong turn and ended up doing the 
last six kms on a fast road into Mayenne. Surprisingly got to the hotel 30 minutes 



before they opened but they let me in anyway. Mind you it's better to get rid of a 
wheezing, red faced, fat man in lycra before your other guests arrive! They even had 
a locked cellar for bikes, though at first, I thought it might actually be my room! 

As in previous trips: stretch, hydrate, shower, wash clothes, eat snack, kip! Took a 
stroll in town and it's really very nice but again almost every business was closed 
down. Had a good look around the magnificent church of Notre Dame; le Chateau; 
and the town's elevated waterfront. My pictures do it no justice. 

 

I particularly liked Notre Dame, a great apse, high nave, and lovely side chapels. It 
felt it had been let down by the very amateur, modern frescoes done in the style 
inspired by post war Christian liberation theology, much loved in South America. 
Rude Laurenzi said it looked as if were painted by primary school children. Luckily 
no one else heard him! 

Poor dinner again tonight. Le Mans is a bigger city and will be sure to have more 
choice. First, I have to get there in one piece. I trust I don't tonight dream of despotic 
men in uniform trying to force feed me stale baguettes and road kill! 


