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Praise for Finding God Along the Way


“A long hike provides space for meditation and epiphanies, and this book provides them on every page, together with the everyday challenges of blisters, variable weather, and quirky but delightful international companions. Christine’s observations will illuminate your own walk—halfway around the world or in your own backyard.”


Senator Tim Kaine, US Senator from Virginia and author of Walk, Ride, Paddle


“Christine catches the spirit of the pilgrimage, living the full experience in her own body and soul and bringing an open mind to both the obstacles and wonders that pilgrims may encounter along the Way.”


José Luis Iriberri, SJ, Director, Office of the Ignatian Camino


“In this beautifully written book, Eberle encourages readers to risk what it means to step into the unknown each day, putting the Camino experience within every person’s reach.”


Paula D’Arcy, author of Waking Up to This Day and Stars at Night


“A great read! Christine has distilled the essence of pilgrimage and integrated Ignatian Spirituality into a wonderfully engaging narrative. With a lovely light touch she manages to capture the daily struggles and challenges that make for the essential inner journey that mirrors the outer journey in Ignatian Spain. This book beautifully illustrates Ignatian themes of trust, freedom, and listening to the Spirit.”


Brendan McManus, SJ, Camino Guide, Spiritual Director, and Author


“Christine Marie Eberle’s Finding God Along the Way felt like an unexpected, long catch up with your best friend on a Sunday afternoon. I found myself in tears as I read the beginning question, ‘Do you want to go for a walk with me?’ and they came often as I read so many relatable struggles wrapped in countless encouraging words and prayers.”


Katie (Haseltine) Mullin, Author of All the Things: A 30 Day Guide to Experiencing God’s Presence in the Prayer of Examen


“With warmth, humor, and a voracious eye for detail, Eberle masterfully weaves stories that transport us to the land of St. Ignatius while keeping us grounded in the spiritual reality of our own present lives. While we can’t all hop a flight to Spain, we can all journey deeper into those hidden recesses of our souls, where God waits with delight. If you’re looking for an adventure into the soul, this is your book.”


Eric A. Clayton, Author of My Life with the Jedi and Cannonball Moments


“The questions Eberle asks at the end of each reflection remind me that life is a pilgrimage, and that whether I travel through Spain or my own backyard, it is the same God who is leading the way.”


Ann M. Garrido, Associate Professor of Homiletics at Aquinas Institute of Theology, St. Louis, MO


“An inviting book that artfully weaves together Christine’s pilgrimage with the history of Ignatius and the author’s own deep reflection on what she learned about herself—and her God. The scriptures she shares and the prompts for our own reflection are icing on the cake. You will find much to savor in this book.”


Jeff Crosby, Author of The Language of the Soul: Meeting God in the Longings of Our Hearts


“Christine Eberle is not only an experienced, funny, and wise spiritual guide. She’s also a great storyteller. The rhythm of this book—action, reflection, action, reflection—is the heart of pilgrimage and of Ignatian spirituality itself.”


Jonathan Malesic, Author of The End of Burnout: Why Work Drains Us and How to Build Better Lives


“What a delight to journey along the Ignatian Camino with Christine Eberle as our wise and thoughtful guide! Scripture, story, and Ignatian principles are woven together in a meditative and inspiring guide not only for those making a literal pilgrimage, but for all of us who lace up our shoes each morning to walk through the holy and challenging terrain of our own lives.”


Cameron Bellm, Author of The Sacrament of Paying Attention: Contemplative Practices for Restoring Sacred Human Communion (Eerdmans, Fall 2025)


“With her trademark tongue-in-cheek wit and relentless honesty, Eberle crafts both an entertaining and accessible memoir and a guidebook for meditating on life’s most important questions. At turns harrowing and joyous, this is a book that lets the reader inhabit each step of an uplifting and transformative odyssey.”


David W. Burns, Author of Heart of Stone (Book One of The Medusa Chronicles)


“With profound insight, vulnerability, and humor, Eberle invites readers to journey alongside her as she reflects on the modern-day relevance of Ignatian Spirituality, and its capability—like pilgrimage—to transform our hearts, our minds, and our perspectives.”


Jennifer Sawyer, Editor-in-Chief of Busted Halo


“At first glance, this is a book about how extraordinary circumstances supercharged one woman’s spiritual growth. Dig deeper, and it’s really about how ordinary life can also reveal our own opportunities to grow with God.”


Elizabeth Grace Matthew, EdD, Regular opinion contributor at “The Hill” and Catholic mother of four
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For José Luis Iriberri, SJ, who is changing the world one pilgrimage at a time.


For my companions on the journey: Mama Jane, Tony, Karen, Dave, Betsy, Charlie, Beth-Anne, Canada Jane, Jim, Veronica, Louise, Kathy, Ana, Rose, Carmen, Mary, Pete, Liz, Bette, Ann, both Pats, and Mary Jo.


And for Porter, who has my hand and my heart to the end of the road.










PREFACE:



The Light of a Story


In the fall of 2022, I spent four weeks on the Ignatian Camino—a three-hundred-mile walking route across northeastern Spain. This pilgrimage is one of the best and hardest things I’ve ever done. I abandoned my familiar surroundings, pushed myself to hike many miles each day over varied terrain in the company of people I’d just met, and spent the first two hours of every walk in prayerful silence.


It sounds extraordinary, and on one level, it was. And yet, how often have you heard the phrase life is a journey? For one month, I simply put that metaphor into practice, trusting the physical walk to inform my spiritual one.
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This is where our paths converge. As I’m sure you’ve experienced, life can take us out of our comfort zone at a moment’s notice. How do we get through it? By putting one foot in front of the other for as long as it takes. Prayer helps, as do good companions.


However, pilgrimage is not just about perseverance. It is a quest for transformation. As Paul Elie wrote in The Life You Save May Be Your Own:




A pilgrimage is a journey undertaken in the light of a story. A great event has happened; the pilgrim hears the reports and goes in search of the evidence, aspiring to be an eyewitness. The pilgrim seeks not only to confirm the experience of others firsthand but to be changed by the experience.


Pilgrims often make the journey in company, but each must be changed individually; they must see for themselves, each with his or her own eyes. And as they return to ordinary life, the pilgrims must tell others what they saw, recasting the story in their own terms.





My journey was undertaken in the light of the story of Ignatius of Loyola, a man I’ve admired since my undergraduate days at Saint Joseph’s University. Often called the “pilgrim saint,” Ignatius—following a battlefield injury, painful recovery, and spiritual awakening—traveled in 1522 from his home in the Basque region of Spain to the Benedictine monastery of Montserrat and then the nearby city of Manresa, where he remained for eleven months. Thus began the world-changing story of the man who would go on to found the Society of Jesus (the Jesuits). His were the steps we would retrace.


I made this journey in the company of twenty-four women and men gathered by the Ignatian Volunteer Corps. A nationwide organization founded and sponsored by Jesuits, IVC matches individuals over fifty in long-term volunteer placements, supporting service corps members with a program of spiritual formation in community. A pilgrimage for members and friends of IVC along the Camino Ignaciano—the Ignatian Camino—was part of the organization’s twenty-fifth anniversary celebration.
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When people hear the word “Camino,” they usually think of the Camino de Santiago—the Way of Saint James—a more famous and ancient route than the one we took. I chose the lesser-known pilgrimage because I wanted to walk the Way of Saint Ignatius: to learn from his experience and be changed by my own. This desire sang in the hearts of my companions as well. As each of us returned to ordinary life, we searched for adequate ways to share what we had experienced and learned. This book is my attempt.


I am convinced that the wisdom of the Ignatian Camino is not just for those with the resources to fly to Spain, lace up their boots, and hit the road. It is everyday wisdom, useful whether or not your life is marked by good health, financial freedom, or job flexibility. Like all wisdom, it needs to be savored, so I would encourage you not to race through the book. Every insight is the fruit of hours of walking, pondering, praying, and journaling. If something rings a bell for you, go ahead and pause (or at least flag it for later). My deepest desire is that you will join me on this road and allow my journey to shed light on yours. To that end, I’ve added a few questions for reflection at the end of each chapter.


I pray that you will recognize your own pilgrim heart in these pages—and discover new ways to follow where it leads.









Map of the Pilgrimage Route
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PRE-AMBLE



AUGUST 2019 ~ OCTOBER 2022










CHAPTER ONE



Delay


For there is still a vision for the appointed time . . .


If it seems to tarry, wait for it; it will surely come, it will not delay.


—Habakkuk 2:3 (NRSVCE)


On an October evening in 2022, fifteen pilgrims still trying to remember each other’s names shifted anxiously in a circle of hard plastic chairs, eyes trained on our fearless Jesuit guide. The fluorescent-lit conference room’s unadorned walls gave no hint that we were in the shadow of the tower house of Loyola—the long-envisioned starting point of our grand adventure.


The youngest of us was fifty-five, the oldest seventy-nine. We were ten women and five men, hailing from across the United States as well as Canada, Australia, and Malaysia. The group included couples, widows, singles, and married folks traveling solo. Some were old friends; others knew no one. Although many were part of the Ignatian Volunteer Corps, the rest were drawn simply by their love of Ignatian spirituality. Seventeen days and some two hundred miles later, ten more people would be joining us for the final hundred miles of our journey.
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My own Camino story had already been four years in the making. In 2018, I had published my first book and was getting ready to transition from a career in college campus ministry to a freelance existence. For the first time in my life, my time was about to be my own. It was the best possible moment for Mary McGinnity, President and CEO of IVC, to ask if I’d be interested in helping her plan a pilgrimage.


Mary had been longing to offer this to the IVC community from the moment she met the Ignatian Camino’s director (and aforementioned fearless guide), Fr. José Luis Iriberri, SJ. The Spanish Jesuit priest was in the United States for a publicity tour, effervescent in his description of the transformative power of pilgrimage. Mary knew, however, that the route from big idea to accomplished endeavor inevitably involves a long slog through a muddy field of details.


That’s where I came in.


I’d been a friend of IVC for years. My brother, Stephen, was on the national staff, and my beloved, Porter, was an Ignatian volunteer at Sanctuary Farm in Philadelphia. I’d given retreats for volunteers, staff, and board members. Mary had a good grasp of my skill set, and I had a deep fondness for the organization. When she asked, my answer was a resounding yes.


Within IVC, the idea flared and faltered until August of 2019, when Mary finally gave us the green light to secure dates for a fall 2020 Camino.


Yup.


Fall of 2020.


By the time COVID-19 began tripping the circuit breakers of plans throughout the world, Stephen and I had advertised the Camino and gathered our cohort. In late March, we sent an email to the pilgrims announcing our intention to press on “with guarded optimism.” On April 22, Porter and I stepped out in faith and bought airline tickets. (Clearly, we had not grasped the implications of this pandemic!)


When would travel be possible again? We rebooked for the spring of 2021 then quickly punted to fall, never imagining that a full year’s postponement would be insufficient. When even that plan was revealed as folly, I wrote to Fr. José to reschedule the IVC Camino for a third time, two years and one month after our original travel dates.
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The pilgrimage I made in 2022 is not the one I would have had in 2020. So much had changed in two years. The world had endured a frightening pandemic and our country a fraught presidential election, with ripple effects at every level of society, church, and family. I’d grown my freelance career, published a second book, and was ready to ask new questions about life and ministry. Even my body was different—two years farther into middle age. From the perspective of pilgrimage, none of this was better or worse; it was just real. The particular circumstances of my life at that time would be the raw material God used for the work of transformation.


The Camino’s participants had shifted as well. Several from the original roster persisted through every rescheduling—members of the IVC community as well as other “friends of Ignatius” whom Fr. José had introduced to our group. Others had lost their passion for travel during the pandemic or suffered physical setbacks; tragically, one service corps member died before she could realize her dream of making the Camino. On the other hand, the delay made it possible for others to join us: those whose lives had acquired more freedom in the wake of the virus, as well as those who had joined IVC after the initial recruitment window closed.


Altogether, fifty-seven individuals expressed interest in the Camino—any one of whom would have changed our dynamic. Why were these twenty-five souls brought together in the end? God only knows. I say this with no rhetorical flourish; as you will read in the pages to come, our encounters with one another were as impactful as anything else we experienced on the journey. Surely, God had a hand in this, I muse (mentally paraphrasing a line from Mary Oliver’s poem “Heavy”).
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The story of our pilgrimage could be told from twenty-six perspectives, counting Fr. José’s, yet I can tell it faithfully from only my own. (If that means you’re about to read more about blister care than you ever wanted to know, I do apologize.) I have tried to incorporate the memories and musings of my companions wherever possible, always with their explicit approval.


I’m getting ahead of myself, though. Before the strangers in those plastic chairs became my companions—before these (now) dear ones were any more to me than names on a spreadsheet and faces on a Zoom screen—God was at work, preparing me for the Way.
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What has changed for you in the past few years? At the beginning of your journey through this book, pause to take stock of the particular circumstances of your life today, recognizing that this is precisely where you will find God.









CHAPTER TWO



Will You Go for a Walk with Me?


Come, let us go up to the LORD’s mountain,


to the house of the God of Jacob,


That he may instruct us in his ways,


and we may walk in his paths.


—Isaiah 2:3 (NABRE)


Mary’s invitation to help organize the Camino arrived while three other things were happening: it was my final year as a college campus minister; I was firing up a freelance career with the launch of my first book, and my legs had stopped working. If this sounds dramatic, that’s because it was.


For no reason that was ever diagnosed, pain that started in one knee had spread throughout my lower extremities, making my legs both stiff and unreliable. Over the course of a few months, I had gone from running around campus to needing a cane. An assortment of tests revealed nothing; a variety of specialists remained clueless.


Eventually, I got better—mostly. (My knees still don’t bend like they used to.) The only explanation I have for my temporary disability is that sometimes the body puts its foot down—a lesson to which I would return on the Camino. I’d always considered myself a multitasker, pridefully cramming efficient action into every nook and cranny of my calendar. But this time, I had taken on too much. I’d thought it was manageable to spend “just one year” as Director of Campus Ministry while becoming a retreat facilitator and freelance writer with a book in the world. I was wrong.


In The White Album, Joan Didion described migraines as her body’s response to the “guerrilla wars” of her life. Like Didion’s headaches forcing her into a darkened room with an ice pack, my legs were shouting that I needed to sit down.
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Things had begun improving but were not yet resolved when my brother first mentioned the pilgrimage. The Camino de Santiago had been on my theoretical bucket list for a good decade, but I’d never heard of the Ignatian Camino. As a person formed by two Jesuit universities and decades of Ignatian retreats, however, I found the idea compelling. I’d known the story of the eventual saint’s pilgrimage since college; the chance to visit places I’d only seen in my imagination was irresistible. (I also suspect I viewed organizing a pilgrimage as a way to add structure to the alarmingly wide-open year to come.) As soon as Mary posed her question, I was in.


And yet, my legs were still not working terribly well. How was I even considering a three-hundred-mile hike? I was nowhere as brave as Ignatius, who made the journey after a devastating leg injury. Praying with this conundrum, I suddenly sensed a new invitation in my spirit. Although I try not to be one of those religious writers who wigs you out by using language like “And then Jesus said,” that’s what it felt like. A single sentence materialized amid my prayerful fussing: “Do you want to go for a walk with me?”


The question cut through my angst, leaving my spirit settled. Do I want to go for a walk with you, Lord? Yes. Yes, I do.


Though I would find plenty of other things to worry about during our preparatory months-turned-years, that certitude never left me. And it was, in the end, what it felt like to be on the Ignatian Camino.


No matter what any given day held, I knew I was going for a walk with God.
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Do you have a favorite place to walk? What makes it special? Can you imagine walking with God there, speaking from the heart as you would with a good friend? If you are someone for whom walking is painful or even impossible, I invite you to embrace the metaphor anyway, listening for God’s invitation to move together—however slowly—throughout your day.









CHAPTER THREE



In the Autumn of Life


For everything there is a season,


and a time for every matter under heaven.


—Ecclesiastes 3:1 (NRSVCE)


The first thing we had to decide was when to go. What season of the year is best for a Camino? Though summer’s too hot and winter’s too cold, spring and fall each have their advantages, so I drew up a list of pros and cons. If we walked in spring, we’d enjoy up to fourteen hours of daylight, which would be lovely, but we’d have to do our long training walks in winter, which would not. If we walked in fall, we could train in summer (problematic in its own way), but the days would be short; sometimes we’d have to set out in darkness or reach our destination with the setting sun. (To complicate matters further, training weather would be reversed for our pilgrims from the southern hemisphere.)


In the end, the pandemic chose for us, but fall turned out to be the perfect season for an Ignatian Volunteer Corps Camino. IVC members are age “fifty and better” . . . some much better. We are a community in the autumn of life; the metaphor alone made October an ideal month for our journey. Through the Camino, we embodied an essential quest of the Corps: to grow closer to God in our “encore years,” always listening, as St. Ignatius did, for divine invitations.


An essential part of our pilgrimage was the two hours we would spend in silence each day, praying with material from the Spiritual Exercises. Organized into four thematic weeks (which unfold over varied amounts of time, depending on the individual), this retreat is the cornerstone of Ignatian spirituality. The saint envisioned the Exercises as an aid to discernment, designed to liberate the retreatants from the influence of any “inordinate attachment.”


Often, people make this retreat on the brink of a major decision: Jesuits approaching vows, for example, or someone contemplating a significant life change. Turning points, however, are not reserved for the young. In the autumn of life, what decisions did we face? What inordinate attachments threatened our freedom to make them? The particulars varied, but we were all of an age when time, never infinite, was clearly finite. We had to ask ourselves: How was God calling us to serve the world in our remaining years? How would we spend our limited strength, health, and resources? These are relevant questions at any age, but they are particularly potent in autumn. To paraphrase Mary Oliver again, we had to ask ourselves: What were we going to have done with our one wild and precious life?


The metaphor did not disappoint. Together, we pondered the urgencies of the season. We opened ourselves to a fresh adventure at an age when we could easily grow set in our ways. We savored broad vistas at a time when the horizon could be narrowing. Like trees shedding their leaves, we let go of what was not essential in order to travel unencumbered. In the spirit of the Ignatian Volunteer Corps, we set out—in the autumn of the year and the autumn of our lives—to discover what would come next.
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What season of life are you in? What are its unique gifts? Can you embrace those gifts, even as you lament the loss of seasons past or fear the season to come?









CHAPTER FOUR



Background Music


Your word is a lamp to my feet


and a light to my path.


—Psalm 119:105 (NRSVCE)


When does a pilgrimage begin? It’s not when you strap on your backpack, unfold your hiking poles, and set your foot on the path. It’s not when you lock your front door, suitcase in hand, to leave for the airport. It’s not even when you book—or rebook—your flight. A pilgrimage begins, quite simply, the moment you commit to it. The Way reaches out to you, shifting your attention and actions from afar. Did you ever buy a car and suddenly begin seeing that model everywhere? The highways haven’t been flooded by one automobile; the change is in your noticing.


As soon as I said yes to the Camino, it became the background music of my days, altering my habits as well as my perceptions. I started walking with my backpack to a mom-and-pop grocery store a mile away instead of driving to the supermarket. If I commenced a walk and discovered that my socks were scrunchy or my layers not quite right for the temperature, I would shrug and keep going rather than circling back to get changed. I began paying attention to my reliance on technology. Did I really need to have a podcast playing during every walk, or could I listen to my thoughts instead?


Long before I set foot in Spain, the Camino had become a conversation partner, gently weighing in on my everyday decisions and attitudes. Nevertheless, I was dogged by the nagging fear that I wouldn’t be making a real Camino. Why? Because I’d be doing it with support.


In my imagination, Camino-making pilgrims carried everything on their backs, relied on guidebooks and signposts for directions, and took their chances with lodging each night—elements dramatically portrayed in Martin Sheen’s movie The Way. That was the pure experience, the “real” pilgrimage, yes?


When I told people I was making a Camino, I could tell from their questions that they were using that idealized image as a yardstick. While no one accused me of cheating (except in jest), I’ll confess it’s how I felt before I got there. But as much as I loved The Way, I knew myself too well to try to replicate it. There was no age at which I could have carried twenty percent of my body weight (REI’s recommended max) on my shoulders. I am too visually unobservant to put my faith in signposts and travel markings. And not knowing where or if I’d find a bed for the night would have cast too long a shadow of anxiety across each day.


Instead, IVC put the details of our journey in the hands of Fr. José, who left nothing to chance except that which he couldn’t control (which still was plenty). He measured the distances between towns, found modest accommodations at walkable intervals, then added occasional bus or train segments to bridge the gaps. He contracted with a driver in each region to transport our suitcases every morning, leaving us to carry only what we needed for the hike. He figured out each meal: making restaurant reservations, ordering pickup sandwiches via WhatsApp, or identifying grocery stores where we could purchase food for the next day.


By the standards of The Way, we’d be total slackers. But why were those the standards? In my journal, I wrote, Why must there be a right and wrong way to do this? With whom am I in competition? It’s a pilgrimage—a spiritual journey. The important thing is to be open to what comes.


There was much fruitful ground, I realized, between the extremes of total uncertainty and total security. Our Camino would have its share of question marks, physical challenges, and detours from personal comfort zones. In each place of discomfort, I would encounter God in a new way. I didn’t need to rough it like a gap-year teenager backpacking around Europe. Even if I could have pulled that off, the heroics would have shifted my focus from where it belonged: I needed to embrace the uncertainty, appreciate the security, and be present to God, to myself, and to my traveling companions.
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Even while it lived only in my imagination, the Ignatian Way was a good conversation partner. Now that it lives only in my memory, the pilgrimage continues to speak.


I hope the conversation never ends.
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Many things in our lives can become “conversation partners”—present like background music, shaping our thoughts, feelings, and choices. What are yours? Are they yielding fruitful conversations? If not, how might you change the topic?








CHAPTER FIVE



Worrying


Can any of you by worrying


add a single moment to your life-span?


—Matthew 6:27 (NABRE)


Most sentences that begin with ‘What if . . .’ are probably from the evil spirit.” Susan Bowers Baker, my spiritual director, offered me this bit of wisdom over twenty years ago. If I were the sort of person to get a tattoo, I would have inked it on the back of my hand for the run-up to the Camino, so frequently did I start sentences with those two treacherous words.


Trying to fall asleep at night, my brain would serve up a tapas platter of worst-case scenarios. What if your back goes out? What if Porter’s cancer resurfaces? What if one of you gets COVID and can’t fly? What if someone you love becomes critically ill before you leave, or dies while you’re away?


This line of thinking was a total waste of brain space. Except in the rare instances when there was something I could do to ward off disaster—like staying faithful to my Pilates lessons so my back wouldn’t go out—the only answer to most of my late-night what-ifs was the one given to St. Paul in 2 Corinthians: “My grace is sufficient for you.”


Susan and I talked a lot about grace in our last session before I left for Spain. “We can’t live in the ‘what-ifs’ because we haven’t been given the grace to meet them yet,” she said, insisting that any divine assistance I required would be there when I needed it—but no sooner. And I knew she was right; I’d experienced that sort of rising-to-meet-me grace before.


I had even experienced it (now that I thought about it) in relation to one of my what-ifs. During COVID, Porter’s bladder cancer had resurfaced, requiring him to be on monthly chemo throughout 2022—yet the Camino would be taking us out of the country for five weeks. In late summer, we met with two of his nurses to book the next several rounds of treatment. Those good women twisted themselves into pretzels trying to schedule a series of infusions that would meet the protocols for minimum and maximum intervals while leapfrogging over our travels.


Looking at Chris’s and Jenny’s scrunched faces peering at their calendars and scribbled notes, I braced myself for them to swivel around, hands on hips, and say, “Do you understand that he has cancer?” But they never did. Patiently, they figured it out. When I thanked them profusely for all the time and trouble, they waved me off, saying, “We understand cancer’s only one part of your life.”


What can I say? Sometimes the grace that rises to meet you is wearing scrubs.
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A less dire but more itchy set of worries involved creature comforts. What if I can’t sleep without listening to the radio? What if I can’t sleep well without my own pillow? What if I can’t find reliable morning coffee? What if I can’t find a reliable bathroom ten minutes after morning coffee? What if I have to relieve myself in the woods—and how do stay hydrated if I’m not willing to?


Again, the only dilemmas on that list worth thinking about were the ones that allowed me to take productive action. I purchased a travel pillow and hydration tablets. I downloaded the audiobook of Little Women so I could listen to something pleasant but not Wi-Fi dependent as I fell asleep. Having gotten hooked on morning joe in eighth grade, I made room in my luggage for a jar of instant coffee, a travel mug, and an immersion heater.


To be clear: I wish I were a person who did not need these things. Once on the Camino, I regarded with envy the compact suitcases of savvy travelers who had not brought coffee paraphernalia or compressible pillows. But what fascinates me, in retrospect, are the things I let go of that could have used a little actionable worry. Despite having three years to prepare and investing a lot of research into selecting the proper socks, I ran out of time to figure out my shoes. I knew the excellent hiking boots and supportive sneakers I’d bought were causing me trouble, but I didn’t know what to do except buy a good pair of orthotics and assume I’d deal with it.


Similarly, despite owning a detailed guidebook that charted every kilometer of our walk—complete with heights of ascent and descent—I never did the math and found similar hiking routes at home to practice on. Friends knitted their brows and asked if I was training, and I confessed that I really was not. I told them that, despite having been enthusiastic about it during Year One, there was something about the repeated postponement that had sapped my motivation to train. It would just have to be okay, I shrugged.


My decision to focus more on my coffee than my feet remains mystifying. But one thing was clear: much of my worry was a smoke screen—an attempt to control what I could in the face of everything that was profoundly unknowable. In my journal, I wrote, I know that the physical challenges will be an external manifestation of spiritual ones, but I don’t know how to prepare for that other than to acknowledge it.


The only remedy was to begin.
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What “what-ifs” are plaguing you today? Are they “actionable worries” or simply a paralyzing smoke screen? If the former, what action can you take? If the latter, how might you invite the gentle breeze of God’s Holy Spirit to blow that smoke away so you can see more clearly?
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