
 
Martineau: The call of Saint Jacques 

  

The following text, by Roger Martineau, is from the CD on Compostelle "The call of Saint Jacques", Patrice 

and Roger Martineau (distributor SERDIF - 1 rue des Garennes, 44810 Héric) 
: a pilgrim's story starring songs of yesterday and today of the road to St Jacques. 
"Songs, stories, sacred songs (1h05 ') with Robert Hossein, reciting" 
                                    

 
  
  
1. Why go to Saint Jacques? 
  
This question, between pilgrims we do not ask. 
Everyone, of course, carries his intentions, but beyond intentions, we ignore the real reason that made us 

embrace the endless road, beaten by so many soles, and whose destination does not even dream our 

children. 
Is this a call? Is it a desire that precedes us? A need that awaits us? 

It is because we are not used to exploring the meanders of our souls or those of our heart. So how do you 

formulate something so obscure, so secret? We prefer to keep quiet. The mystery, to bloom, requires 

silence. 
And it's not too long this long walk. 
And it is not too old, this old pilgrimage to open our hearts, 
And recognize in us what drives us and leads us along the way. 
We would not go to Saint Jacques if we knew why. 
  
2. One does not go to Saint-Jacques as one walks towards Chartres, the bold step, punctuated by the 

fervor, the rosary between the active fingers, the lips, the high and incessant prayer. 
We have neither banners nor banners, nor these majestic canticles of the days of procession. We cross 

modest villages without much attention to ourselves. And our songs are so common. 
  
At Chartres, there come knights, priests, conscientious fathers, men with heavy responsibilities and the 

temperament of a chief. They carry in their hearts as if at arm's length these beings whom, without them, 

one would name widows and orphans. And on the working table waiting for them, they left, all hot, their 

grave and serious duty and their daily bread. 
This is not a parenthesis in their life: we do not stop living to go to Chartres. On the contrary, one runs there 

between two business meetings, to seek oil for the lamp, so that his testimony continues to shine with his 

four fires on the lamppost of the faith. 
  
(O pilgrims from Chartres, like God's envoys on earth, you come to lay down your heavy prayer, a high tide 



prayer at the foot of Our Lady, and you run to her as we return to drink at the Source, as a child returns to 

plunge. in the belly of his Mother to be born again new.) 
  
We do not go to Notre Dame. We undertook a larger sentence for a smaller, less necessary character. Ah, 

it was not only to decide at last! We had to make a hole in our lives, understand, accept that we no longer 

existed for a while. So we always pushed the deadline for departure to the next day. And then, you know 

well, the work to be done, the accounts to be rendered, the beings to cherish. .. We too have abandoned 

everything on our table. However, our daily bread does not wait for our return; it's immediately that we need 

it ... to walk ... 
  
3. We do not go to St. James as to Jerusalem, to deliver the tomb of Christ. We have no armor, no sword, 

our ambition is without merit and we are not invested with any investiture. We are not allowed to plunder in 

the towns: how could we dare? With our drone and our shells, even dogs do not fear us. 
  
There, in Outremer, go all those who want to die, the pure, the undivided, eager for exploits and 

sacrifices.Those who do not love life, unfit they are coping with it. They are fleeing boredom and 

mediocrity. They prefer a superb enemy and - who knows? - the eyes of a stranger. They left flamboyant 

and beautiful, on imaginary horses, with the hope of not having to return. They will meet Our Lord and die 

with Him, and nothing can stop them. 
  
We chose to stay in the Christian land. The unknown scares us. And then, we would be ashamed to follow 

these high characters. Beside such glorious plans, we feel like a confusion, the impression of simply going 

on a visit. Our journey will be without brilliance, and without too many surprises, our adventure. It pains our 

pride a little to be able to draw more pride. But it is so. If we chose Saint-Jacques, it was because everyone 

was going on this pilgrimage. We thought maybe there was some treasure out there for our heart. And a 

treasure is good that one does not spare his sentence. 
  
After, it will be sweet to come back! 
  
4. We go to Saint-Jacques because we did not know where to go. This is the last path to which a man of 

faith could have thought. God has prepared it for us, the people of nothing or so little, who do not interest 

anyone.Our life is so common, our dreams so small, that we must not talk about ourselves in your history 

books. 
  
It was simple. Very simple and very mysterious, like everything that is simple. We hesitate to tell you, for 

the century is reluctant to hear of the thing: but it was a need of penance. Oh, penance, it is not so foreign 

to you: it is this heavy sap that, born in you without your knowledge, grows and goes up and groans, until 

the day when the heart gets impatient, sir, in his carcass and shout, "Pray, pray or walk!" We preferred to 

walk ... 
Perhaps we are walking because we were afraid of death? We have neglected our lives so much. At the 

heart of our lethargy, our sense of sin awoke and bound with pride: we did not want to die without glory. 
  
But the people of nothing lack imagination to invent the road. They follow marked tracks, marked paths, 

safe destinations with stops, shelters listed on old logbooks. They measure the risk and the guarantee and 

do not leave without the assurance to arrive safely. Also, we went to Saint Jacques ... that we did not know. 
Understand, dear sir, the whole journey is inhabited by the memory of the living and the dead who have 

preceded us. .. But no, not ghosts! Just a company, a reassuring presence, the hand of an older 

brother.Because it is not to lose us that we are afraid but of loneliness. 
  



5. Oh, that's probably not what I'm telling you here, but today we're experiencing the joy of giving up 

ours. We are blessing the day we pulled ourselves out of our model life. And to say that we were content to 

live thus: without great infidelity or high virtue, always subject to the time that dictated our actions and 

bound us without reason to those who are dear to us? Do not repeat it, but we feel on 

vacation! Wonderfully on vacation! Carried away by an immense wind of freedom. Like an uncontrollable 

smile. Judge, sir, how incorrigible we are! We go forward still worn by as many bad as good intentions! 
  
To leave, it is said, is to die a little. And it's true, over there, at home, we are almost dead at all. Ah! How 

good is it to walk thus in death! It seems that all fear finally arrives, and at the same time nothing will 

prevent what has to happen. 
  
We are called the walkers of God; but we know so few prayers. We even admit it, we do not like praying so 

much. It shakes our life without importance. By cons, do you know the mumbling? Well, it's the only prayer 

that suits us! And a comfort! I advise you! It's stupid ... 

Like our feet ... imperturbable, ignorant of what they do, and always in the mood. Like our feet, our lips take 

the beaten track of the Paters, the Ave, the Gloria. .. leaving to our thought all its banter. Some doubt that 

one is protected, when one mumbles, but how to doubt on the ways of Saint-Jacques? 
  
It's a road of miracles, do you know? The Blessed Virgin has appeared so many times! . . Evidence? ... But 

why, good heavens, to ask for proof? We are not in the laboratory, but on pilgrimage. As much to admit that 

we return to childhood and that we welcome everything that leads us there. 
  
There are countless pilgrims she has rescued and the souls she saved from hell. No longer those she 

invited to continue the pilgrimage far beyond Compostela ... to the bottom of a convent ... Ah, let's face it: 

the marvel of El-Camino, it is not Saint Jacques is our Good Mother of Heaven who always watches over 

us. 
  
6. We do not come to Compostela to see Saint Jacques. The apostle does not interest anyone. Although 

he did not deserve this appearance of contempt, it is he, I believe, who wished it so. 
  
His only misfortune at heart was to be born son of Zebedee. We mean brother of John, the 

beloved. Jacques had an almost unhealthy timidity from his father; but from his mother, whom we know 

well, the devouring ambition of a thunder. And since one never spoke to him without calling John, he knew 

what all the shadow brothers in history have known: the complex of not believing oneself loved for 

oneself. However, Jacques, profoundly honest, cherished his brother whom Jesus preferred among all. But 

what to do to calm a jealousy as hated as uncontrollable. 
One day, when his mother asked Jesus that his two sons sat in eternity, one on his right, the other on his 

left, Jacques had a presentiment. He became sad, knowing in advance (and the future confirmed it to him) 

that, without admitting it, Christ would grant this request for one ... but not for the other. And the other, it 

was him.Then, though a member of the very intimate circle of the Lord (Peter, James and John), little by 

little he faded away and found consolation to be forgotten. It was a mission for later, much later. .. 
  
That is why, to symbolize the Three Divine Virtues in action in the nascent Church we will still speak of 

Peter and his Faith, John and his Charity. As for the Hope of James, another would usurp who did not know 

the Lord: Saul of Tarsus, aka St. Paul. Even his death went almost unnoticed. Herod, it is true, had him 

executed without real hatred, and the first Christians, thirsting for purity, preferred to spread the memory of 

a more exacting martyr: Stephen, almost a child. 
And his remains? Well, Jacques mysteriously made his transport long and far, far away, to the end of the 

earth, where he wanted to live his death in the most secure oblivion, that great apostle who did not interest 



anyone ... 
  
Nobody ... except us, the forgotten ones of God and of ourselves. And we recognized it, without knowing 

too much, by intuition ... It was like a formless prayer, born in the heart of a crowd without shepherd, of 

people of nothing or so little. .. And the Lord heard it so well, our prayer, that he bestowed upon us his 

apostle as eternal protector. 
  
O SAINT JACQUES, PATRON OF THOSE WHO DO NOT INTEREST, PRAY FOR US. 
  
7. Saint-Jacques is no longer a promise: I'm going home. 
  
The return ? I did not intend to talk to you about it. Nobody ever talks about the return from Compostela. 
Life regains its rights, and already we conform to it with a feeling mingled with deep joy and obscure 

sadness. 
For the first time in our lives, we kept the promise that we had made to ourselves: go to Saint-Jacques. For 

the first time, we did not listen to our foggy chimeras and dark thoughts, we did not give in to the easy laugh 

and the appetites of a body without consistency. For the first time, we thought of ourselves. We, in all our 

truth. 
  
But sadness? Where is it from ? 

Our only courage, we know too much, was to leave our home. The rest, all the trouble, was only a long 

obedience. What glory is there to return? 
Are we ashamed to find life again? 
Sin is waiting for us: do we know beforehand that we will not resist it? 
Are we afraid of not having changed? 
Now that it is realized, Saint James, can we live without this promise? 
And Christ, Jesus, where is He now in my heart? 
  
O my Lord, O my star, do not abandon me! Stay in me to lead me in this tortuous, badly drawn, poorly 

marked life. You alone are my Path: the origin, the meaning and the end of the path. Inspire me a new 

promise, eternal that one, to love you and to remain faithful to serve you in all the gestures of my life. With 

you, I will never be alone again. O sweet Savior, so great and so like us, the unimportant people, You look 

at me. Finally, I'm interested. You look at me and feed me with your drink of truth. 
  
... ... 
  
Saint James is no longer a promise, but a source. He carried me to you, Jesus, Jesus, because it was You 

who called me. 
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