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For you created my inmost being; you knit
me together in my mother’s womb.
I praise you because I am fearfully
and wonderfully made; your works are
wonderful, I know that full well.
My frame was not hidden from you when
I was made in the secret place,
when I was woven together in the depths
of the earth.
Your eyes saw my unformed body; all the
days ordained for me were written in your
book before one of them came to be.
Psalm 139:13-16

TO THE RHYTHM OF MY HEART
I walked that path for the first time, the first time on such
a long path, with no idea how to walk. Quickly and breathlessly, slowly and watchfully? Who decides when and
where to take a break, which way to go, where to stop?
On the first day I reached for the guidebook, which recommended a daily dose of twenty-five kilometres. Okay
then. It was written by those who knew their stuff. In the
evening after a whole day of walking, I was overcome by a
feeling of sorrow and lostness. I was exhausted. However
this trip got me ready to meet Alex.
“How are you feeling?“ asked Alex.
“Tired, very tired. My legs, shoulders and back hurt. I
don’t have the strength or desire to do anything.”
“How far did you walk?”
“Twenty-five kilometres.”
“How many kilometres can you go without getting
tired?”
“Sixteen is ideal.”
“Fine. Who decides how much you have to walk?”
Who decides, Lord? Who sets my goal?Who knows best
how much I can take? Who is my coach, guide and knows
what is good for me?
“It’s your journey. You can stop after sixteen kilometres,
or after forty. If you want to walk your way, don’t forget to
eat, rest and sleep,” said Alex.
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It’s my journey. Even if I’m on it for the first time, it’s
kind and gentle. It’s not capricious, it doesn’t scream or get
angry. It doesn’t force me to hurry and get out of breath. It
gives me time and space. “It’s yours,” says the path. “It’s for
you. Take it and change it however you like.” Yes, I can run,
I can be the fastest and expect a reward, praise and recognition. A diploma? A certificate? A medal? A stamp? An A
with a star… doubly underlined… so Dad is proud of me…
Is that what you want from me? Lord, are you like that?
Do you expect me to be the fittest and strongest, and then
you’ll love me? Is it a race? I say together with the Psalmist:
“For you created my inmost being; you knit me together in
my mother’s womb. I praise you because I am fearfully and
wonderfully made; your works are wonderful, I know that
full well. My frame was not hidden from you when I was
made in the secret place, when I was woven together in the
depths of the earth. Your eyes saw my unformed body; all
the days ordained for me were written in your book before
one of them came to be.”
You made me to walk sixteen, not twenty-five kilometres. You gave my shoulders the strength to carry a tenkilo backpack, not more. You gave me brown eyes and
brown hair and said that I am very good. It’s just me that’s
forgotten that. You knitted together my heart. When I
close my eyes, I can hear it beating. Budum, budum, budum… Step by step, in no rush I can walk this path that
you gave me, it’s kind and gentle. I know that my heart
has its own tempo. I hear it when I close my eyes. I hear
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you, Lord. I hear you as you say, “Go step by step, to the
rhythm of your heart. You will always be on this journey
for the first time. Every kilometre will be for the first time
and will never be repeated. Don’t be afraid. Give me your
hand. I love you.”
Josephine and I accepted this. Right on the first day,
Alex took a heavy burden from our shoulders. From that
moment we just walked and Josephine soon noticed, that
our day moves in a strange cycle. From the morning excess
of energy through the quiet, winding down and suffering
to the new hope in the evening. We got up at around eight,
when some were already on their way. In the morning we’d
read a devotional on our phones, then we’d have a long
breatkfast and be the last to leave. The next day as we were
saying goodbye, one of the hostelieros gave us a big hug.
He embraced us, lifted his index finger to the sky, looked
us in the eye and said, “Nos vemos.” We’ll see each other
again. Where? At the end of the path?
The first eight kilometers we walked together and chatted, talked, laughed, exchanged pearls of wisdom, advised
each other and enjoyed ourselves. We didn’t even notice
two hours going by. Then came a break and a snack, after
which we split up. Josephine would normally walk ahead of
me, and about an hour later she’d be waiting for me leaning
against a tree, sitting on a rock, lying on the grass. For the
first two hours, as Josephine would say, we’d feel like we
could walk the whole way in a few minutes, that anything
was possible, that nothing was impossible. Then came the
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quiet and separation. We sank into ourselves, listening to
ourselves; Josephine would walk and meditate, I would
walk and pray.
Lunch and a longer rest produced a breaking point. The
moment would come when our bodies would call for sleep,
but our legs would need to go on. The feeling that our energy was running out and there was still so far to go. The
last five kilometres before our goal were always accompanied by the same questions: Whose idea was this? What
am I doing here? What does any of this mean? And sorrow,
a great grey mist that swallows up my brain.
One evening Josephine came to me and said, “Please
make supper, I can’t. I have double vision, sometimes even
triple vision.” It was bad. I knew it was bad. “You have to
drink, Josephine.” I gave her one glass of water with lemon
juice after another and filled her up. “How much of that
have you drunk?” Not enough to drink meant serious
problems. In a few days I had the same crisis. In the evening in one of the hostels I begged Josephine, “Please bring
me some warm milk, I’m freezing.” My teeth were chattering and I’d put one layer of clothing over the other. Every
day came the moment when we doubted we could go on,
when every extra step brought pain, when our feet swelled
up and we had to take our shoes off. In the evening we’d
buy food and cook, Josephine in her socks and me barefoot. After a few glasses of water and a mouthful of bread,
new energy would well up inside us and the day would end
with the question: “where are were going tomorrow?” and
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with new hope and an appetite for another morsel of the
journey.
“The Celts walked it. During the day they watched wild
geese, at night the Milky Way. They walked all the way to
the ocean. Clearly that’s why there are so many caves along
the way. It was only later that it became St. James’ ” Alex
explained. I know that desire to walk all the way to you,
Lord. That’s what I want to do. In truth, to the rhythm of
my heart, which you created before any of my days began.
When I close my eyes, I see wild geese flying, and the great
celestial sash of the Milky Way, and I hear my heart beating.
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