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Introduction 

 

My goal was to walk from St. Mary´s square in Munich, Germany to Piazza San Marco in 

Venice, Italy along a route called the “Dream Path”.  The original plan had been for me to trek 

by myself with the support of some friends but in the end I was joined by my younger brother 

Felix for the entire time. We left Munich on the 4
th

 of August 2013 and reached Venice on 

September 5
th

 2013. Along the way, we covered about 550km, ascended and descended about 

20,000 meters in altitude, and consumed an estimated 150,000 calories each. It was probably the 

hardest physical challenge I have ever undertaken. This photo journal is meant to provide a 

rudimentary day-by-day account of our journey. It obviously cannot capture any of the physical 

or mental difficulties we had to endure. But I hope it at least captures some of the excitement, 

beauty, and diversity which the Dream Path can offer.  

There are a number of factors which served as the original motivation to undertake this project. 

The first factor is to help to popularize this trail beyond the German-speaking world. Even 

though some consider the Dream Path one of the most beautiful long distance walks in the world, 

it is still virtually unknown outside Germany. The publicity and exposure generated by the Lord 

Rootes Memorial Fund might serve as a platform for the first comprehensive review of this trek 

in the English language.  

The second factor is that I had long harbored an ambition to walk the trail in its entirety. I first 

heard about the trek around ten years ago. I had completed the trek to Everest Base Camp in 

2006 and hoped to attempt the Dream Path in the summer of 2007. However, after I had already 

done most of the planning for the journey, I had to undergo an urgent knee surgery prior to the 

planned start. This made reaching Venice an impossibility. I have now made up for this missed 

opportunity and I am incredibly grateful to have gotten a second chance.  
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The third factor is that I wanted to examine first hand to what extent it makes sense to speak of a 

North-South divide in Europe. Given that half of the path is based in what is considered Northern 

Europe and the other half in what is considered Southern Europe, I wanted to use the trek as an 

opportunity to observe to what extent and in what ways the supposed Northern European 

mentality gives way to the supposed Southern mentality. This question was of special interest to 

me since my doctoral program is administered by institutions in two European countries which 

happen to straddle the supposed North/South European divide (Warwick and LUISS in Rome). 

Many people think of borders as something fixed and firm, but for people living in border 

regions in Europe today, they probably seem very porous and artificial. I had expected there to 

be little difference in attitudes on either side of the border but that the difference would become 

more marked as one moves further away from them. And indeed I think this is what I found. 

What surprised me, however, is how long it took for any discernible change to take place at all. It 

is no exaggeration to say that if you were dropped at a random place within three to five days 

walk of the Austrian-Italian border, you would be hard-pressed to guess what country you are in 

– even if you talked to people, stayed in guesthouses, and ate in restaurants. In fact, even after 

having been in Italy for around a week, German was still the predominant language. Even though 

it is probably true that South Tyrol provides the least pronounced North-South divide in all of 

Europe, the cultural similarity between the two regions was nevertheless striking.  
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Route 

 

The above calculations exclude all busses and ski-lifts.  

Date From To

Approx. 

Ascent in 

meters

Approx. 

Descent in 

meters

Distance 

in km

04/08/2013 Mary ś Square Schäflarn Abbey 130 80 22

05/08/2013 Schäflarn Abbey Geretsried 140 70 21

06/08/2013 Geretsried Bad Tölz 200 50 17

07/08/2013 Bad Tölz Brauneck Summit House 800 50 16

08/08/2013 Brauneck Summit House Jachenau 450 1270 21

09/08/2013 Jachenau Hinterries 600 450 14

10/08/2013 Hinterries Karwendel Hut 1000 0 14

11/08/2013 Karwendel Hut Hallanger Hut 1550 1550 15

12/08/2013 Hallanger Hut Hall 400 1650 18

13/08/2013 Rest Day Rest Day

14/08/2013 Hallanger Hut Lizumer Hut 750 1330 15

15/08/2013 Lizumer Hut Tuxer Joch Hut 1200 900 12

16/08/2013 Tuxer Joch Hut Olperer Hut 830 1340 12

17/08/2013 Olperer Hut Stein 460 1310 13

18/08/2013 Stein Pfunders 1200 1550 20

19/08/2013 Rest Day Rest Day

20/08/2013 Pfunders Kreuzwiesen Alm 1300 530 25

21/08/2013 Kreuzwiesen Alm Schlütter Hut 1370 990 22

22/08/2013 Schlütter Hut Puez Hut 740 560 11

23/08/2013 Puez Hut Refuge Boe 1270 860 14

24/08/2013 Refuge Boe Sottoguda 630 1610 22

25/08/2013 Sottoguda Refuge Tissi 680 350 21

26/08/2013 Refuge Tissi Passo Duran 740 1160 16

27/08/2013 Passo Duran Belluno 700 1700 26

28/08/2013 Rest Day Rest Day

29/08/2013 Belluno Refuge Col Visentin 1600 270 17

30/08/2013 Refuge Col Visentin Tarzo 135 1675 22

31/08/2013 Tarzo Susegana 600 800 24

01/09/2013 Susegana Bocca Callata 40 105 26

02/09/2013 Bocca Callata Jesolo 70 80 36

03/09/2013 Jesolo Venice 0 2 23

04/09/2013 Stay Venice Stay Venice

05/09/2013 Train to Munich Train to Munich

Munich, Mary´s Square Venice, Pizza S. Marco 19585 22292 535



7 

 

DAY 1 

Mary’s Square Munich to Schäftlarn Abbey 

 
The day has finally arrived. We are about to embark on a truly epic adventure: Walking from 

Munich to Venice on the Dream Path, crisscrossing some of the best spots in the Alps. I have 

been looking forward to this day for nearly six months but I am also a bit nervous. I am not sure I 

will be able to make it the entire way, but luckily my brother Felix will accompany me on the 

journey. He is pretty much the most positive person I know so I will never lack a motivator. He 

is also about twice as fit as me so I secretly harbor a plan to pass some of my luggage onto him if 

the going gets tough. He obviously does not know this.  

We leave my parents’ house in Augsburg at about 8am 

and take the train to Mary’s Square in Munich. It’s a 

train journey of just about 90mins.   

We arrived at Mary’s square at about 9:20am. After 

the obligatory pictures, we take off at 9:30am sharp.  
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One of the things that surprises us about the first day is how quickly we lose the feeling of being 

in a big city. After about one hour, we reach the Isar, the river whose course we follow for the 

next three days. The banks are broad and lined with trees and people are lying all along the river 

sunning themselves as well as going for the occasional swim. Even though it is still morning, the 

temperature is already about 30 degrees Celsius. A quick swim in the Isar is appealing but we are 

too eager to get on with our day. 

 

At about 1p.m. we break for lunch in a traditional Bavarian beer garden right next to the river. 

We are absolutely famished and finish the food in next to no time.  Feeling refreshed, we attack 

the last 3 hours of our day. 

 

During lunch, we are passed by a number of rafts. Based on the old tradition of harvesting timber 

near the Alps and then transporting them to the city of Munich with the current of the river, the 
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rafters now provide a popular tourist attraction. The rafts are stacked with barrels of cold beer, a 

barbeque, and a live band. The perfect way to  enjoy a beautiful summer day on the idyllic river.   

  

The last hour is excruciating. My feet are sore and the last kilometers are on asphalt roads which 

does not help. I am also slightly concerned that this does not bode well for the remaining month. 

Completely exhausted, we reach our final destination, Schäftlarn Abbey  
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We get an amazingly comfortable room. After taking a 

shower, we immediately fall asleep for a two hour nap. I 

still cannot believe how tired and exhausted I feel but the 

nap helps a lot. 

We have dinner at the beer-garden downstairs. They 

serve locally shot game which is absolutely delicious.  

 

After dinner, it is time for bed again. 
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DAY 2 

Schäftlarn Abbey to Geretsried 
 
The next morning, we get up at 

around 7am and we both feel 

surprisingly good. Still sore but much 

better than we would have expected 

given how we felt the night before. It 

promises to be another perfect day 

with peak temperatures of about 35 

Celsius, so we are eager to leave 

early. We have breakfast and pack some sandwiches for a lunch along the way. We leave at 

about 8:30am. For the next 2 hours, we walk adjacent to a major county road which is a bit 

unpleasant but the view of the fields is wonderful.  

We then leave the road and walk alongside the Isar again.  
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After a couple of hours we reach the town of Wolfratshausen. We refill our water bottles at a 

local pub. It takes about an hour to cross Wolfratshausen from one end to the other, after which 

we are back beside the Isar, walking through forests and grasslands. 

  

 We finally reach Geretsried, our final destination for today.  Again, the last hour is quite 

unpleasant as our feet are extremely sore. We are almost indescribably happy when we check 

into our room and can put up our feet.  
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DAY 3 

Geretsried to Bad Tölz 

 

My body in no way has adjusted to the physical demands I make of it. Yet, even though I fall 

into bed every evening not wanting to take a single step more, by the time morning comes 

around, the worst of this feeling has passed, and I am able to start the day quite fresh. I wonder 

whether it will become less difficult at some point. 

Today marks the last stage in the flatland. The weather continues to be phenomenal and we leave 

our guesthouse at about 8am. It’s one of the shortest days, maybe only about 5 hours of walking. 

Still, we want to get to our destination as quickly as possible because we think that any 

downtime will be good for our bodies. The path continues to wind alongside the river and the 

trees provide some much needed shade. In between, we get glimpses of the river below. 
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We then take a tiny road through some equally tiny villages and after walking up a little hill we 

see them before our eyes: the Alps. They are still only to be seen in the distance and it’s hard to 

believe that we will each them tomorrow. 

 

After a quick stop to cool off our feet in the River Isar, we 

reach our Guesthouse.  We are markedly less tired than on 

the previous days which we take as a good sign. We get to 

see the beautiful old town of Bad Tölz as well as some 

traditional Bavarian mountain architecture.  
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DAY 4 

Bad Tölz to Brauneck Summit House 

 

 

We are quite excited to reach the mountains today. The weather is not as fine as it has been over 

the last days, but this means we will not have to sweat quite as much as we have done.  We leave 

at around 8am. For the first 10 kilometers we continue to follow the Isar and pass what is known 

as “little Cairo”. Little Cairo refers to are a number of stone pyramids build and maintained by a 

German artist right in the riverbed of the Isar. As the Isar regularly floods, they have to be 

constantly maintained.  

  

When we get to the town of Langries, we can already see the summit we will reach later in the 

day. It’s only a short hike of about 2 hours to reach the summit at 1,540 meters but we are quite 

nervous to find out what these two hours will feel like.  
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As it turns out, the hike was strenuous but it also feels easier to me. Given the higher heart rate, I 

am somehow able to find just the right pace which brings me into a kind of meditative state. And 

hiking in this state is much easier than walking in the flatlands. My brother, by contrast, does not 

feel this way and he really has to fight to make it up to the 

summit. 

The summit house has excellent facilities and a very kind and 

talkative innkeeper. He explains the surrounding mountain range 

to us and we cannot believe that this tiny point on the horizon is a 

summit we are supposed to have reached in three days’ time. It 

looks so far away, it is almost surreal (red dot below).  

 

He is also very supportive of our goal, saying that we look like we may actually be able to reach 

Venice. He explains that a lot of people try the Dream Path but that the vast majority needs to 

give up because they push too hard in the beginning. I make a mental note of his warning. In 

fact, he has a wall in his office with pictures of those hikers who have made it all the way to 

Venice and we promise to send him our picture in case we make it all the way. We also meet 

various fellow travelers, some of whom we will meet over and over again over the next couple of 

weeks.  
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DAY 5 

Brauneck Summit House to Jachenau 
 

I get up at around 6:30am. The weather does not look promising. We are in the middle of thick 

clouds but the innkeeper says that the weather is supposed to get better. Today is a stage that 

absolutely cannot be attempted in bad weather and many hikers have paid with their life for 

getting caught in the wrong weather. Along the way are numerous memorials of people who 

have died. Especially noteworthy is the number of people who have been struck by lightning.  

   

After a couple of hours, however, the weather looks better and we decide to make our way across 

a number of smaller summits (Achselköpfe and Latschenkopf). 
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The way is a bit technical, constantly either climbing or 

descending and many passages are secured by steel ropes. It’s 

completely exhausting. We are very happy that the weather 

continues to hold.  

We then reach the main summit of the day – the Benediktenwand 

(Benedict’s wall) at 1,801 meters.  

 

We can see the remainder of today’s walk which will lead us back into the valley of Jachenau.  

 

The decent into Jachenau is quite tiring, especially for the knees. We also get caught in a little 

downpour for the first time but luckily the rain is very light. We are once more ecstatic to reach 

our resting place for the night.  
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DAY 6 

Jachenau - Hinterriß 
 

It’s difficult to believe but today will be our last day 

in Germany. Hinterriss is already on the other side of 

the border in Austria. The weather is quite 

unpleasant. It’s drizzling with rain but it remains 

quite hot—it feels like a stream room. We leave 

Jachenau at about 8am. The clouds block the view of 

the Rissstatel which we need to climb.  

We make our way up the Risssatel through a dense forest 

and we manage to get a little lost on our way. Luckily we 

meet a family who is also taking our route and who knows 

the way. We become a walking group for the day. 

Once we reach the top of the Risssatel, we can see the Isar 

valley again. We can 

also see Vorderriss, a 

destination along the way. All we have left to do is to 

descend 1000 meters in altitude. We reach Vorderriss just 

in time before major downpour tarts. 



20 

 

 

We rest for some time and drink tea and hot chocolate. The rain continues and it does not look as 

if it is going to stop any time soon. We decide to take the bus for the last 10 km of the day. The 

walking path runs right next to the street anyway, so we feel as though we will not miss 

anything. We take the bus, which only runs 3 times a day, at about 4pm and reach our destination 

10 minutes later. Given that it was a shorter day, for the first time I do not feel completely dead 

upon reaching our guesthouse at night.  
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DAY 7 

Hinterriß – Karwendelhaus (Karwendelhouse) 

 

 Today is one of the shorter stages. We still have to ascend more than 1,000 meters but we 

should reach our destination in about 5 hours walking time. This should allow us to get enough 

rest since tomorrow’s stage is nicknamed the “crowning stage” of the tour. I am quite nervous 

about how I will fare. 

Today, however, is a very enjoyable 

day. It’s neither hot nor cold and it’s 

dry. Plus, we have an excellent view of 

the surrounding mountains.   

The path steadily climbs up from 

Hinterriss. The only thing of special 

note is the mountain bikers. The area around the Karwendelhaus is considered one of the prime 

regions for mountain biking in the Alps. As a hiker, one has to be quite careful because some 

cyclists reach top speeds of about 60-70km/h going downhill and there is no way they can break 

in case one happens to stand in the way.  
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Around half-way, we reach the famous Ahornboden, an alpine plateau with ancient maple trees. 

There we enjoy a lovely midday rest in picture-perfect surroundings.  

  

 

When we arrive at Karwendelhaus, the atmosphere is noticeably different from our previous 

accommodations. So far, we had stayed in intimate guesthouses with only a handful of people. 

Karwendelhaus, by contrast, is massive and incredibly popular. There must have been around 

100 mountain bikers sitting on the terrace and our dormitory sleeps 98 people.  Once evening 

approaches, however, many cyclists make their way back to the valley. Even though there are 

still around 200 guests at the house, it no longer feels overcrowded.  

At dinner, the innkeeper makes the round and asks everybody for the destination of the next day. 

He urges all those who want to take our route to leave by 7am as it will take about 10 hours to 

reach our next destination – the Hallangerhaus. We intend to follow his advice and go to bed by 

9pm.  
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DAY 8 

Karwendelhaus - Hallangerhaus 
 

It is known as the “crowning stage” of the 

entire hike. Over 1500 meters of ascent and 

descent, taking an average of 10 hours to 

complete. We get up at 6:00am and get ready 

for the day. Breakfast at 7am and we leave as 

planned at 7:30 am. 

We immediately climb up steeply. The path is 

secured by steel ropes. After a little while, we reach 

the infamous Schlauchkar, a cirque (“a half-open 

steep-sided hollow at the head of a valley or on a 

mountainside, formed by glacial erosion”).  

Funnily, even though the name of this cirque 

probably derives from the fact that the top is narrow 

like a hose (Schlauch in German), it can also be 

translated as the cirque that exhausts you. And that it 

does. The path relentlessly runs up the hill and even 

though the temperature is close to zero degrees 

Celsius, I sweat bucket-loads. However, as soon as you stop to take a break, you get cold so it’s 

not really possible to break for longer than a few moments.  
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 After about 4 hours, we reach the top of the 

Schlauchkar at 2,700 meters. Sadly, the 

clouds are moving in fast so we do not get 

to enjoy the stunning view in its entirety. 

We rest for a little while and I change into a 

fresh T-shirt. The descent is quite technical 

and involves basic climbing along a steel 

rope.  

  

After about one hour, we reach fields of loose gravel and snow, which we use for some 

“gravelskiing” – jumping into the loose gravel and sliding down the hill. With the exception of 

those highlights, the descent is arduous and tiring. But the view is impressive. 

 



25 

 

  

By the time we eeach the Isar valley, I am utterly exhausted and barely able to move on.  Luckily 

we pass the Kastenalm, a beautiful Alp on mountain pastures which serves fresh handmade milk, 

cheese, and cold cut meats. We take a prolonged break. The energy of the food revives my body 

greatly and I soon feel ready for the next ascent of about 500 meters to reach our final destination 

– the Hallangerhaus.   

 

Given my level of exhaustion, it’s hard to appreciate the beauty around me. We pass and cross 

over little mountain streams, walk past happy-looking cows, and come across rustic mountain 

houses. 
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We also come across one of the emblems of the 

Alps: the Carlien Thistle.  

 

 

 

 

 

The last 30mins are a real fight but we eventually reach our goal. I am too exhausted to do 

anything. I just sit and order some sugary drink in order to get some fast energy. Despite my 

exhaustion, I am so happy to have finished the crown stage.  
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DAY 9 

Hallangerhaus - Hall 
 

The next morning is tough. I am unspeakably sore. I can 

hardly walk down the stairs to get breakfast. Little by little, 

however, my body begins to recover. Today is another 

tough stage with a seemingly never ending descent to our 

next town – Hall in Tyrol. The aim for the day is to get 

there and then take a rest day tomorrow. The weather is 

pretty good again and so we get to enjoy some of the views 

we had missed yesterday. 
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But before we get to the decent, we still have to do one 

more ascent. The path is a bit misleading—we soon 

come across a summit cross, but we know we cannot 

possibly be at the trop.  

 

And indeed we are not. It’s only after the summit cross that the real climbing starts and the 

temperature drops fast to about freezing. It is hard to tell if it’s the temperature, the exhaustion, 

or the panorama that takes our breath away: 

 

Then the 1,600meters of descent begin. The path winds its way slowly down towards Hall in 

Tyrol, but as we lose height the temperature also becomes more pleasant. After a couple of 

hours, we pass the famous salt mines. Hall was a very wealthy and important city during the 

Habsburg empire, and some of this importance 

derived from its salt mines.  

As we later realize, we pass the very first salt mine 

which was driven into the mountain. It was begun 

in 1272 at the behest of Count Meinhard II of Tyrol 

in an area called Absam and was a working mine 



29 

 

for the next 700 years (until 1967). Today a little cathedral and what looks like an abandoned 

monastery still stand right were the first adit was laid.    

  

This is also the first time we happen to come across an honor drink stand. They still exist in the 

more remote areas of the Alps, and we will 

happen to come across a number of them. The 

way it works is that a local farmer will put 

some cases of beer, lemonade, and sometimes 

even milk and bread alongside a hiking path 

with a list of prices and a cash box. There is 

also usually some kind of poem that reminds 

people to be honest. We gladly pay the requested €2 for some refreshing lemonade!  

We had hoped to stop at another alp for some food but 

sadly it was closed. So we drudge along hungry until we 

finally reach Hall. We are completely spent but happy to 

have made it to our destination. 
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DAY 10 

Rest day in Hall 
 

Today is a day of rest. A much needed one at that. I am still feeling the aftershocks of the 

crowning stage two days ago. Even though we tried to walk as little as we could, we also wanted 

to explore Hall a little. It’s a picturesque town from the middle ages with lots of little alleyways. 

  

 

We also pass a house which has a plaque on 

that reads that this is the spot where Mary, 

mother of Jesus, appeared on the 17
th

 of 

January 1797.   
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Hall is nestled right along the river 

Inn in a wide valley with an imposing 

view of the mountains to either side.  

There is also some very interesting 

architecture in and around the city.  

  

 

 

Sadly my brother catches a little stomach 

bug half way through the day. We suspect 

the sketchy lasagna at the little Italian 

place where we had lunch. I go out by 

myself to treat my body to some 

wonderful calories.  
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DAY 11 

Hall – Lizumerhuette (Lizumerhut) 
 

 

Right after waking up at 7am, we need to make some decisions. Our goal, the Lizumer Hut, is 

too far away to be reached within a single day (there is no other place to stay the night 

somewhere along the way). We could try to reach it in two days. We can walk to the stunning 

and supposedly very homey Glungezer Hut, spend the night there, and then take a difficult path 

across five different summits to the Lizumer Hut the next day. However, this path should not be 

attempted in bad weather. And the weather is not looking good and it is predicted to stay that 

way. We are not sure if it makes sense for us to take an extra day and then we might have to wait 

around yet another day for the weather to get better. Another option is to take the bus for seven 

kilometers to the next village, Tulfes, and from there take the ski lift. In this case we can either 

do a difficult, short 8 hour trek along the 

side of the mountain or we could do the 

five summit walk which would mean a 

minimum of 12 hours of walking. Given 

the inconsistency of the weather and the 

fact that we are not sure if we can really 

last 12 hours, we settle on the bus/lift 

option and the 8 hour trek.  
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With the help of the ski-lift, we manage 

1300 meters of ascent in about 15-20mins. 

However, given that we are now in the 

middle of the ski-slopes, it becomes nearly 

impossible to get our bearings. We walk 

along in different directions and are 

rewarded for our confused wanderings by an 

intimate encounter with some marmots.   

Eventually, we agree on the direction we need to take. We are very glad not to have opted for the 

summit, because even where we are – around 500 meters beneath the summit, we are engulfed in 

think clouds. The grassing sheep around us seem used to this, although our presence does seem 

to perplex them a little.  
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After a couple of hours of carefully wandering through 

the clouds on a very narrow path, the sky begins to 

clear and we come across a lovely waterfall. Right 

next to it we find what looks like an emergency shelter 

for shepherds in case they get caught by bad weather 

or darkness. It’s not a place we would like to spend a 

night.  

  

We walk on and after another hour or so 

we come across a very lovely looking 

alp with an honor drinks system. We 

decide to rest for lunch and are joined by 

all sorts of friends.  
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After our break, we leave for the first and final summit of the day, the Naviser Jochl at 2,535 

meters. The clouds do not exactly make it look welcoming and at the top it’s bitter freezing cold. 

 

We then pass into Austrian military 

territory. We have dutifully called the army 

base the day before and confirmed that we 

are free to walk through the area today. We 

have no idea, however, what they are doing 

up here that requires us to be warned about 

laser beams.  

We are very happy when we reach the Lizumer Hut 

without any laser beam incidence. The hut itself was 

recently refurbished and it almost feels more like a 

luxury hotel than a mountain hut. We chuckle about the 

fact that there is 

already a sign for 

Venice – 20 days. 
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DAY 12 

Lizumerhuette (Lizumerhut) – Tuxerjochhaus (Tuxerjochhouse) 

When we get up the next morning, the weather is absolutely picture perfect. The sky is blue and 

there is no wind. We have another tiring day ahead—first ascending to the Geschuetzspitzsattel 

at 2,675meters and then making a long descent to the Tuxerjochhouse.  

 

However, given the scenery, we happily leave 

the comfortable Lizumerhuette and get on 

with the day. After a little while, we are once 

more reminded that we are indeed in a 

restricted military zone. The way to the top is 

strenuous but we make it without any real 

trouble. 
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We reach the Tuxerjochhaus in very good time, maybe around 3pm. The afternoon is spent lying 

in the grass, taking in the scenery, and getting ready for another tough stage tomorrow.  
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DAY 13 

Tuxerjochhaus (Tuxerjochhouse) – Olpererhaus (Olpererhouse) 

Today is as spectacular as yesterday. Blue sky, sun, and perfect hiking weather. We leave early 

as it’s going to be another tough day. We have to pass the Friesenbergscharte which stands at 

about 2,900 meters and is considered the technically most difficult part of the entire trip. But first 

we cross another ski region and we continually get passed by trucks as there are ongoing 

renovations of some of the ski facilities.   

  

After about 2 hours, we reach the 

Spannagelhaus which is also undergoing 

construction. There we stand on top of the 

purportedly largest underground cave system 

in Europe. We would love to visit, but sadly 

it is closed. I do, however, get to take a 

picture at the entrance.  
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After a little break, the real challenge starts. We have to cross snowfields, loose gravel, and big 

rocks, and the gradient of the path is relentless. It is incredibly hard work.  

  

 

After a couple of hours we finally reach the top. The plateau at the top is so narrow that there is 

only space for about four people. But the view is just phenomenal.  
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The decent is absolutely 

frightening. The path is only a 

few centimeters wide and on its 

side is a sheer drop for about 

500 meters. It’s incredibly 

steep, secured by steel ropes 

and steel steps and it takes 

actual climbing skills to get 

down. This was maybe the first 

time in my life that I felt something like actual Vertigo and I needed to concentrate hard to stay 

focused (the red line shows roughly the way we took).  However, once we get down we are 

rewarded by more great views.  
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We have now come to the famous Berliner Hoehenweg. It’s the nearest equivalent to an alpine 

highway. Rocks as big as cars or small houses have been moved and arranged into a perfectly 

flat and straight walking path for kilometers on end. The effort that was put into preparing this 

trail is nearly incomprehensible. Apparently, a special spider digger was flown in by helicopter 

and it took nine men 45 days of continuous labor to accomplish this feat. We are very happy with 

their efforts. I am completely exhausted and hardly able to walk anymore but the near perfect 

preparation of the path means we make quick progress.  After crossing a quite unstable hanging 

bridge, we finally reach the Olperhuette.  

   

I am completely exhausted. I eat a full lunch, desert, and dinner well as in order to pacify my 

body a little bit. Luckily, we have a very comfortable room and I can try to sleep off some of my 

exhaustion.  
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DAY 14 

Olpererhaus (Olpererhouse) – Stein 

It’s hard to believe but today we are going to 

reach Italy. It will be one of the easier days so 

we take it quite leisurely. The path continues 

to be very well prepared and we enjoy not 

having to work as hard as during the previous 

days. We continue along the Berliner 

Hoehenweg, marked by huge stone 

Steinmandl (Stone humans).  The scenery 

remains wonderful although the weather is not 

quite as perfect as on the two previous days.  

After a few more hours, we have reached the 

third and final country on our journey: Italy. I 

am so 

happy to 

have made it at least this far. After a few meters, we reach 

the first Italian mountain hut, the Pfitcherjochhaus. We 

decide to stop for some lunch. One thing we immediately 

notice is an espresso machine. No place in the mountains 

thus far had a real espresso machine but as soon as we 

entered Italy, every place, no matter how remote, would 
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have one. This was the only truly cultural 

difference I observed as I crossed from 

Nothern Europe into Southern Europe. 

Another funny fact is that filter coffee is 

known as Deutschkaffee (German coffee) 

here.  

After our break, we made our way towards Stein. The weather and scenery, once again, are 

divine.  

  

In Stein we were staying at a local farmer’s house. For some reason, Felix still has energy so he 

decides to help the family with making hay. I am 

happy to just sit around and do absolutely 

nothing.  

 

 



44 

 

DAY 15 

Stein - Pfunders 

The next day, Felix regrets having done all that farm work. 

He feels the additional strain and for the first time is walking 

noticeably slower than me. But the weather is superbly 

pleasant once again so I do not mind waiting. I can always 

enjoy the scenery. I also come across our first Lamborghini 

in Italy although not the kind I would have expected.  

We have quite a long ascent, over 1,000 meters, to the Gliederscharte. The path runs past 

abandoned alpine houses and through small runlets.
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The trail first runs through steep meadows 

where alpine cows are happily grazing and then 

becomes more rocky and gravelly. After some 

more exertion, however, we reach the top where 

we pause for a lunch break. We are joined by 

some other hikers, Charlotte and Dieter, whom 

we have already met a number of times. 

Charlotte will become a travelling companion for the next week or so.   

 

After our break, we start the descent into Pfunders. We have to cross some snow fields, come 

across a fairly fresh skeleton and also see another favourite alpine flower: the blue gentian. 
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We also pass a lovely looking lake but the water is 

simply too cold to go for even a quick dip. We 

descend further and after an hour or so we come 

across a wonderful little remote alp which serves 

fresh milk and cheese. It seems to be high season 

for harvesting hay, and the physical labour done by 

the farmers here is truly impressive.  

 

After our cheese and milk break, our group gains another two new members – Christian and 

Henrike. The last two hours are spend on asphalt roads and it seems like an eternity. I am 

exhausted, my feet are sore, and I am so relieved when we finally reach our destination for the 

day: Pfunders.  
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DAY 16 

Rest day in Niedervintl 

In the morning, we decide it’s time for another rest day. 

However, we also want to use our rest day to stock up on 

some provisions and there is not a single store in all of 

Pfunders. We therefore decide to take the bus to the next bigger town, called Niedervintl, which 

is about ten kilometers down the road and to spend our rest day there. We take it easy and leave 

Pfunders at around 9:30am. Upon reaching Niedervintl, however, we are in for a bit of a surprise 

as there appears to be no more accommodation available. Luckily, there is a tourist information 

with incredibly helpful staff and after what must have been 10-15 phone calls, we are offered a 

special deal at a local 4star hotel with a spa. We cannot believe our luck. My brother is eager to 

buy some new socks as well as some other things so he decides to leave for the next bigger city - 

Bozen. Christian and Henrike join him. I am way too lazy for such an adventure. Instead, I take 

the bus to a quaint little town called Muehlbach and go for lunch with Charlotte.  

  

After lunch, I decide to take a long nap. Then we use the spa and have an amazing dinner at the 

hotel. The perfect rest day! 
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DAY 17 

Niedervintl – Kreuzwiesnalm (Kreuzwiesnalp) 

The next morning, the five of us feel 

refreshed and ready for new 

adventures. We set off. As our hotel 

was not along our travel route, it 

takes about an hour until we get 

back to our route. We then pass a 

river and walk past a funny sign that 

reads “Milk makes you beautiful”. I 

clearly have been drinking lots of milk.  

   

We then follow a trail through a dense forest. It’s not always entirely clear which way we have to 

go, but we manage to find our way without any major detours. After a couple of hours, we come 

across a clearing with an old wooden hut (the flag is that of the region South Tyrol) and a great 
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view. 

 

We press on and after another hour or so we reach 

the Roner Huette (Roner Hut). It’s a rustic alp 

with great local food and drinks. I have a piece of 

excellent home-made apple strudel. They have 

also gone to great lengths to give some 

information about the alp. They have engraved a 

gigantic wooden book explaining the history of 

the area. Each page seems to weigh nearly a pound.  

  

After our little break, the route becomes a major walking trail and we pleasantly stroll along. 

There is lots of time for taking pictures. It is a lovely day (again, the effects of our heavy milk 

consumption are clearly visible).   
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Eventually, we come across a very rustic looking private farm. A little while later we pass a gate 

that seems to lead us into a magic forest.  

  

It then only takes another hour or so until we reach the picture-perfect Kreuzwiesnalm. I really 

do not know whether the sky could be any more blue. We also have a very quirky dormitory on 

top of a cow-shed.  
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DAY 18 

Kreuzwiesnalm (Kreuzwiesnalp) – Schluetterhuette (Schluetterhut) 

Today is another perfect day. The sky shows its bluest blue. After a couple of hours of walking, 

we climb to a little summit. The view is simply stunning. 

 

 

After a little while, we pass a small chapel. The 

snow-covered mountains in the background 

confer a sense of utter serenity. We use this 

opportunity for a brotherly picture:   
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As we come across a lake with a wooden ship 

that serves as a brooding station for birds, we also 

get the first glimpse of the Dolomites in the 

distance. After a couple of hours more, we reach 

the Wuerzjoch, a mountain pass with major road. 

We had originally planned to spend the night 

here, but given the great weather we decide to 

only take a little break here and then make our 

way to the next mountain hut along the way. This 

means another 2-3 hours of walking. 

Our trail leads us right up to and the around the 

Peitlerkofel, the first of the imposing mountains in 

the Dolomites. It’s a weekend in August and there 

is notable increase in number people around us. 

The last major hurdle of the day is the 

Peitlerscharte at 2,375 meters. There is nowhere to 

hide from the sun and this makes our ascent 

incredibly tiring. However, once we reach the top, we are rewarded by a fantastic panorama.  

After a little break, it’s only a 30 minute walk to our final destination, the Schluetterhuette.  
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DAY 19 

Schluetterhuette (Schluetterhut) – Puezhuette (Puezhut) 

The weather continues to be great. Today is 

another tiring stage with two key crossings – 

the Roascharte at 2,617meters and the 

Nivesscharte at 2,740 meters. We set off early 

and make good progress. After a couple of 

hours of strenuous walking, we reach the top of 

the Roascharte with a great view. Despite the 

sun, it’s pretty cold up here. 

  

The Nivesscharte can be conquered in two 

ways: Either straight on with a strenuous 

one hour climb or with a slightly longer 

round about version. Felix, Henrike and I 

settle for the roundabout version, Christian 

and Charlotte tackle it straight on (redline).   
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The descent towards the Puezhuette at 2,475 meters is quite easy and pleasant. When we arrive 

the hut is packed with people but as evening approaches, most people leave for the valley. The 

atmosphere at sunset is incredibly still. In the distance we can see the hut Capanna Fassa at 3,152 

meters (the red dot on the left picture is the same point as the right picture). If everything goes to 

plan, we will sleep there tomorrow.  
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Day 20 

Puezhuette (Puezhut) – Rifugio Boe 
 

Today will be another tough day. In fact, we will reach the highest point of the entire tour today. 

Our plan is to sleep at Capanna Fassa at 3,152 meters but this turns out to be impossible. Instead 

we get caught in a major thunderstorm at about 2,950meters and then spend the night at Rifugio 

Boe at 2871meters. But more on that later. 

The day starts a little bit cloudy but it’s still very 

pleasant. We walk along our trail and our next 

hurdle is the Crespeina Scharte. It only takes about 

an hour to climb, however, so it’s nothing in 

comparison the previous days. At the top of the 

Crespeina, we are greeted by a very scary looking Jesus on the cross as well as a somehow 

surreal view into the valley.  
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It takes another hour or so to reach the busy Groednerjoch, another mountain pass with a major 

street. We use this opportunity to take eat some delicious cakes and have coffee.  

  

We will need the energy. In front of us lies the tough Kar des Val Setus. It’s a narrow ridge in 

which we ascend 800 meters in altitude. First, we cross some loose gravel but soon we hit a wall 

which we have to climb up secured by steel robes. It’s hard work.  
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At the top there is some more time for pictures:  

 

  
 

 

Soon after, we pass Rifugio Piscadu at 2,585 

meters. We still have about three hours left to 

reach Campana Fassa so there is no time for 

another break. Even though the weather is not 

great, it looks stable. At times we continue to 

climb along steel robes, other times we pass 

snowfields. We pass hikers from New Zealand 

who are trying to record a sledding movie: 

All of a sudden, the weather changes and we hear 

thunder. We are in the middle of a passage 

secured by steel ropes. This is not a good position 

to be in. It would take us about 90 minutes to go 

back down to Rifugio Piscadu and about 60 

minutes to reach Rifugio Boe further up the 
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mountain. We decide to try to make it to Boe 

before the thunderstorm hits the mountain.  

We are making good progress. It starts to hail 

quite hard but we have only about 15 minutes 

left to reach Rifugio Boe. Then the clouds 

suddenly cut across out path and lightning 

strikes all around us. The problem is that in order to reach the security of the Rifugio, we need to 

ascend a little bit further and cross an exposed summit plateau. We decide that it is simply too 

dangerous in these conditions. But it also makes no sense to turn around. We try to find some 

shelter. Eventually, we come across a tiny opening underneath a rock formation where there is 

just enough space for all our upper bodies. Shortly after having pushed ourselves into the rock 

crevice, the thunderstorm moves directly on top of us. The thunder is deafening and we can see 

lighting strikes as close as a few hundred meters away. Charlotte and Felix are starting to panic a 

little. However, we are incredibly lucky since the clouds are still above us which means lighting 

is most likely to strike from above. And from that side we are protected. If the clouds were 

slightly lower, we would be in the clouds which means lightening would be much more likely to 

strike side-ways. As we wait, we are getting soaking wet. It is just above freezing and water is 

deadly cold. It is running down the walls of our cave and dripping into our shoes and trousers. 

After a little while, even our rain jackets seem to give up. I know that we cannot stay much 

longer than 45-60 minutes before we begin to suffer from hypothermia.  

Luckily, the lighting strikes are getting less frequent and after about 45 minutes or so the worst 

definitely seems to have past. I am shaking uncontrollably and we decide it is time we make a 

break for it. As I try to get up, my body aches all over and it is hard find my coordination. But 
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my heart is pounding hard so after a few minutes I can walk perfectly normal again. We walk 

briskly but Felix is basically running. We manage to reach the summit, cross the plateau and 

make it to the Rifugio without seeing even a single strike of lightening. When we enter the 

Rifugio, the Innkeeper is quite concerned and very happy that we made it alive. We strip down 

naked as fast as we can and put on every single 

piece of dry clothing we own. Amazingly, the 

inside of our backpacks stayed perfectly dry. 

Some of us even wear sleeping bags on top. We 

then drink liters upon liters of hot chocolate and 

tea. I am quite worried about falling sick so I 

drink about twice as much as everybody else. 

There is no question of reaching Capanna Fassa today. Towards the end of the day, it’s hard to 

believe the amount of hail that has accumulated on the ground. We are very happy to be inside. 

The thunderstorm continues most of the night.  
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Day 21 

Rifugio Boe - Sottoguda 
 

The next morning could not be more different. We again have picture perfect weather. It’s 

almost like the heavens want to make up for the ordeal they caused us yesterday. The view from 

the Rifugio is stunning: 

 

The group decides to split today. Felix, Charlotte, and I 

decide to leave out Capanna Fassa in order to get as far as 

possible in this amazing weather. Christian and Henrike 

decide against this. All of us leave early. It’s still quite cold 

and the moon can still 

be seen. After about 30 

minutes, we reach the 

Rifugio Forcella Pordio which appears to have a pot-bellied 

pig as a pet. We then have another 30 minutes to ascent to 

Sass Pordoi at 2,950 meters where we probably have the 

most breathtaking panorama of the entire tour. It looks like 
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we are on a different planet. If you turned on the spot, the pictures below roughly give a 360 

degree view.  
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We decide to take a little shortcut and take the 

gondola down. This turns a 90 minute tiring 

descent into effortless five minutes. The 

location of the mountain station is incredible.  

Once we get off at the valley station, we are at 

the busy Passo Pordoi, a mountain pass with a 

major street. We leave the pass and make our way towards Sottoguda. We first walk through a 

skiing region and then walk alongside the famous Marmolada, the highest mountain in the 

Dolomites. The weather could not be any better and even though the trail is busy we enjoy this 

day immensely. 
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We pass the pleasant Rifugio Vie del Pan and make our way to the Fedaia lake. There we stop 

for our first Italian pizza on this trip.  

  

After lunch, we walk alongside the lake to 

Passo Fedaia. Then we walk down some ski 

slopes for a good hour or even longer. Along 

the way, Charlotte’s ankle start to act up 

badly, so she decides to take the bus to the 

next city. We continue to walk on and we soon 

reach the Serrai gorge. Not only do you have 

to pay a toll as pedestrians to pass this gorge but there is also a little sightseeing train that runs 

through it.  After about 9 hours of walking we reach Sottoguda.   
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Day 22 

Sottoguda - Rifugio Tissi 
 

After having rested the night in a very 

comfortable hotel, the exertion of the long 

previous day is almost forgotten. We then get 

to enjoy the huge breakfast buffet. The 

weather has sadly turned a little bit for the 

worse and we are told that the forecast for the 

next days is continuous rain. We therefore 

decide to walk as far as we can before it starts 

to rain properly. On the plus side, the clouds 

give picturesque Sottoguda a very mystical 

feel.  

 

For about 10 kilometers, we walk through forests and along a river which runs through the 

valley. It is actually very pleasant even though the humidity is quite high.  
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For a short while the sky clears up, and as we approach the town of Alleghe, we get to enjoy 

some of the panorama this place has to offer: 

 

It’s still not raining, so we decide to save some 

time by taking the ski-lift in order to make it to 

Rifugio Tissi before dark. As we look back from 

the Gondola, we have a good view of Alleghe and 

its adjacent lake.  

As soon as we reach the top, we are once again 

engulfed in clouds. It’s really a pity because in the 

midst of these clouds is the Civetta, one of the most imposing mountains of the Dolomites. We 

follow the path number one, which zig-zags up and down through the clouds and past lonely-

looking mountain lakes. Even though we are right 

at the base of the Civetta, we do not get to see it 

once all day. We reach Rifugio Tissi in good time.  
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Day 23 

Rifugio Tissi – Passo Duran 

 
The next morning greets us with thick clouds 

and light rain. Happily, Henrike and Christian 

have also made it the Rifugio (they took a bus 

and the lift) and we learn that Charlotte has 

given up because of her ankle.  So the four of 

us decide 

to brave 

the weather and set off.  

We continue to follow the Hoehenweg number one and it 

takes us over gravel and meadows, through different kinds 

of forests, up and down, sometimes in the clouds 

sometimes underneath them. The variations make the day very interesting, but it is also quite 

tiring.   
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Even though the cloud cover sometimes appears to get thinner, 

we are never 

granted even a brief 

moment of 

witnessing the 

Civetta in all its 

glory. All we get 

are little hints that 

suggest some of its majesty.  

 

My brother, for some reason, decides to paint himself as 

if we are on a warpath. I take the situation a bit less 

seriously. We reach Passo Duran after about seven hours.   
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Day 24 

Passo Duran – Belluno 
 

Today the weather continues to be quite mixed. The clouds are thick and we are told to expect 

rain and a thunderstorm in the afternoon. As we have recently made acquaintance with one, we 

do not intend to repeat the experience. 

We set off on an asphalt road and pass quite a funky looking little chapel. After about an hour, 

we leave the road for a forest. Even though we are barred from entry by a sign, we ignore it 

(there is literally no other way for us to go). We then come across some workers who are cutting 

down the trees but they are so kind of halt their work and let us pass. 

 

We have a tiring ascent through the forest and eventually we reach a plateau. We get an idea for 

how good the view could be if it were not 

obstructed by the clouds. We walk on through 

meadows, and over big gravel. The weather is 

looking quite unstable. After about five hours, 

we come across the Rifugio Pramperet. Here we 

need to make a decision. We have not brought 



69 

 

any climbing gear so will be unable to do the last stage in the Dolomites, the passing of the 

Schiara tomorrow. We can either make one more ascent today to the Cime de Città, then descend 

to the Rifugio Pian de Fontana, stay the night, and then descend to the valley tomorrow. 

Alternatively, we can descend to the valley right now. As the weather does not seem all that 

welcoming, we decide to descend right away. 

 

It is a long and tiring descent (over 1,300 meters) to Forno di Zoldo. First, we walk on a gravel 

path, then on an asphalt road. The road never seems to end. Eventually we reach Forno di Zoldo. 

After a little break in a café, we take the bus to our next destination: Belluno. During the bus 

ride, we have a better view of the Southern Dolomites than at any point during the last three days 

of hiking. What an irony.  
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Day 25 

Rest day in Belluno 

 
In Belluno, for the first time, we really feel like we have arrived in Italy. People no longer speak 

German in the streets and the city also has that typical Italian flair to it. It has a big open town 

square and some beautiful architecture.  

  

We spend most of the day lying around in 

our hotel room. We are staying at the very 

comfortable Albergo Cappello. When we 

are not watching the music channel on TV, 

we are out grocery shopping for some 

Italian produce. We eat fresh buffalo 

mozzarella, prosciutto di Parma, sundried 

tomatoes, and other delicacies. It’s a good day. In the evening, we have a final dinner with 

Christian and Henrike. They only have enough time to walk to Belluno so from now on we will 

be by ourselves again. We have one more week and then we should be in Venice! 
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Day 26 

Belluno – Col di Visentin 
 

In the morning, we set off in the best of weather. 

The sky is blue and the temperature is exactly 

right. As we leave the town center to the South, 

we take a long escalator down to the river Piave. 

Hilariously, this escalator has apparently earned 

Belluno the nickname “little Hong Kong”. We 

cross the river Piave. Looking back at the city, we have a wonderful view.  
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Our way takes us along small country roads. We pass through various small villages where it is 

not always clear where we have to go. We eventually reach some grassland.   

  

 

We then walk through a dense forest were we are joined by a local dog. The dog follows us for 

the next three hours. Luckily, it has a phone number engraved on its collar so when we come 

across a mountain hut, we ask the owners to call. Twenty minutes later the owner of the dog 

drives up in a jeep to collect his missing friend.  
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After that stop, we have the final ascent 

to the Col di Visentin. The air is humid, 

and the climb tiring. The Rifugio is part 

of a military station and as we come 

closer, it looks like straight out of a 

science-fiction movie. The inn-keeper 

is as strange as the place looks. There is 

all sorts of weird stuff – preserved 

snakes in jars, war memorabilia, and ancient mountain equipment. Some of the framed records 

on the wall suggest he was a member of the Italian Special Forces. He does cook quite the dinner 

though. After dinner we are rewarded with an atmospheric sun-set. We go to bed early and 

content. This was the last mountain we had to climb. Tomorrow we will descend, and then the 

way will be flat like a pancake until we reach Venice.  
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Day 27 

Col di Visentin - Tarzo 
 

We get up at 6:30 the next morning. It 

promises to be another great day so we leave 

early. Breakfast is miniscule so we will need 

to find some food at some point. We first 

descend on a gravel road. The last of the 

clouds are holding onto the hills but soon the 

strength of the sun dissolves them. We then 

follow a trail across little hills. We seem to be the first who have used this trail in quite a while, 

for it sometimes just becomes unrecognizable. Luckily, there is the occasional Steinmanderl 

(stone man) to confirm that we are on the right track.   

  

 

 

At about 11am, we finally reach a lonely 

farmhouse. It has a restaurant attached but has not 

opened yet. Luckily, the family who lives there is 

incredibly nice. At first, the mother who runs the 
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kitchen says it is too early for hot food but she then changes her mind and makes some pasta just 

for us. It is some of the best food we have had on the entire journey. When we have finished, the 

father and son come outside with some friends and they start on air-rifle tournament to which we 

are invited. Luckily, both Felix and I have shot air rifles before so we do not overly embarrass 

ourselves. 

  

After this wonderful entertainment, we make our way down towards Revine. It is the last descent 

of the journey. It is long and arduous and we end up walking on an asphalt road for most of it. 

Ravine itself is a very quaint little Italian village.  
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We then enter a famous wine region in Italy. In fact, 60% of the world’s Prosecco is produced 

here. We walk along country lanes and through vineyards and after a few more hours we reach 

our destination of Tarzo.   

  

Tarzo fits snuggly into the surrounding vineyards. Unfortunately, the place where we had 

planned to stay is already fully-booked (picture on the right) but they are so kind as to give us an 

entire holiday apartment to ourselves.   

 

We go out and buy some groceries and have dinner in our apartment. We again enjoy some 

buffalo mozzarella, prosciutto di Parma, and fresh focaccia. In the evening we go for a little 

stroll through the town and then head to bed.  
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Day 28 

Tarzo - Susegana 
 

The next day we continue through the wine 

country. It really looks picture prefect. We also 

pass a goose farm and an ashram. I must admit 

that this is one of the last places where I would 

have expected to find an Indian cultural hermitage. We continue along winding country roads 

and soon reach the town of Refrontolo, the world’s Prosecco 

capital.  There we 

also come across a 

little mill that has 

now been turned 

into a museum. We continue along what is called 

the “Strada del Prosecco” (Street of Prosecco), 

past many more vineyards and little towns. We 

then come across a huge castle complex and about an hour later we reach Susegana. 

Unfortunately, our hotel is up a little hill but eventually we make it there as well.   
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Day 29 

Susegana - Bocca Callalta 
 

Today is a long and boring day. 32 kilometers, 

mostly on asphalt streets and it rains 

intermittently.  We leave the hotel early. After 

about an hour on a busy county road, we reach 

Ponte della Priula. There we need to take 

shelter in a café in order to avoid the worst of a thunderstorm.  

When the rain has ceased a little, we continue and soon we are walking along the bank of the 

river Piave. For the next three days, we will more 

or less follow the river.  

After a while, we leave the river bank and walk 

through grassland until we reach the area of 

Saletto di Piave. There we have to walk on 

asphalt road again. It is pretty tough on our feet 

but we are so close that it is just a matter of 

fighting through. At least the weather turns sunny again. We reach our hotel after about 8 hours 

of walking.   
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Day 30 

Bocca Callalta – Jesolo 

 
The penultimate day! And it’s another tough one. Asphalt streets that do not seem to end – ever.  

  
Felix is struggling a lot. The flat hard streets 

do not agree with him. He walks a lot slower 

than me, but he neither gives up nor does he 

loose his spirit. We pass the town of Musile di 

Piave and Felix almost decides to take a bus 

to Jesolo. But in the end, his pride is stronger 

and he continues to fight along. The 

surrounding countryside becomes a little more 

picturesque again and we pass quite a funky bridge in Caposile.  

After Caposile, 

we have about 

two hours left to 

go. We walk 

along some 
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side-arms of the river Piave, on a road that never seem to end. To our chagrin, there is not a 

single café or restaurant along the way where we could stop for some fuel and refreshment.  

   

Eventually, we reach Jesolo. We are both relieved to have made it. My brother cannot quite 

believe he actually made it to the hotel.  

  

We are both absolutely spent. We try to recover by eating lots of gelato, followed by a big meal, 

and an early bedtime.. Tomorrow is the final day! 
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Day 31 

Jesolo – Venice 

 
When we get up in the morning, we are both ecstatic. Bearing an accident, we know we have 

made it. No matter how much we will hurt on the road today, there is nothing to can stop us from 

reaching Venice. At breakfast, we just cannot wait to get there.  

  

For the first three hours of the day, we walk alongside the lagoon and the river Sile. It’s not 

particularly interesting but at least it’s a trail and not a road. At Lido di Jesolo, we finally reach 

the sea. There is a beatiful sand beach and we cannot help but to celebrate a little. It’s still only 

about ten in the morning so the beach is not very crowded yet. We also go for a refreshing swim.  
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We continue to walk along the beach for a little 

while but eventually we get back to a road. 

There we walk another ten kilometers until we 

reach the ferry at Punta Sabbioni. We wait for 

the next ferry which then takes us to Venice.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

After a 45min ferry ride, we reach Venice. 
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Day 32 

Rest day in Venice 

It’s hard to believe we actually made it. But here we 

are. Venice. Even though we would like to explore 

all Venice has to offer, our bodies are simply too 

exhausted. We walk around a little bit and gather 

some impressions but we also spend ample time just 

lying in our bed. Our hotel is right next to the Rialto 

bridge so we do not need to wander far to experience 

the beauty of Venice.  
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Day 33 

A morning in Venice and train to 

Munich 
 

Before we take the train back to Munich, we decide we 

still want to climb the famous tower on Piazza San Marco. 

The view of the city is amazing.  
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Then it’s time for us to say good-bye to Venice. We walk to the train station and get on our train. 

It takes 9 hours for us go get back and it took 30 days to get here! 

  

After a long train 

journey, we reach 

Munich at night. 

Time for a final 

picture. What an 

adventure it has 

been! 
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Conclusion 

Travelling the Dream Path in its entirety was a once in a lifetime adventure. Even though it 

technically takes just over one month, it feels so much longer. Both during and after. The rhythm 

of daily life is so fundamentally different from the normal course of affairs. Even after only 

about a week of walking, life before the walk kind of becomes nebulous. The physical and 

mental exertion has an immensely powerful drag on the self into the here-and-now. Both what 

came before and what comes after seem totally irrelevant when all you need to do is put one foot 

in front of the other.  

Looking back at the experience retrospectively, this period already seems to belong to a different 

era. It is honestly difficult for me to reconstruct my state of mind and body. It is almost like a 

different person actually did the walk and I have heard the stories. But I know it was me. Maybe 

it is the case that the person who left Munich, the person who arrived in Venice, and the person 

who now writes this report are not exactly the same. They certainly share a lot but some things 

seem to have been lost, others gained. I can relate to my previous selves but I can no longer be 

who I no longer am. It seems a bit bizarre putting it into words like this, yet it strikes me as 

unequivocally true.   

I can recommend this experience to anybody who would like to experience nature at its best. A 

deeply personal experience will be thrown in for free. But I cannot recommend it lightheartedly. 

The physical and mental exertion of a month of continuous hiking, especially in an alpine 

environment, is not to be underestimated. Still, the rewards are manifold greater.     
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Accounting Statement 

 Total Cost Overview 

 

 

 

Equipment Cost in Euro Total Budgeted Cost Actual Cost Difference in %

Shoes 300 204

Rucksack 300 180

Walking Poles 100 80

Rain jacket + Trousers 300 204

Fleece Jacke 100 50

Light weight down sleeping back + bivy 200 156

Travel literature 45 24

Walking Socks (took a while to find good ones) 60 96

2 Merino T-Shirts 100 86

Medicine 30 126

2 Pairs of Outdoor Trousers 0 80

Small Camera 200 144

Total Equipment Costs 1735 1430 -17.6%

Running Costs in Euro Total Budgeted Cost Actual Cost Difference in %

Accommodation 1140 985

Food and Incidentals 1330 946

Supplement Big Cities 75 n/a

Flight LON - MUC 150 48

Train Venice - MUC 100 76

Health Insurance 180 180

Membership German Alpine Association 70 80

Buses, trains, ski lifts 0 55

Mobile phone bill 0 83

Total Running Costs 3045 2453 -19.4%

Total Cost of Trip in Euro 3884

Exchange Rate EUR / GBP 1.2

Total Cost in GBP 3236

Funding from Lord Rootes Memorial Fund 1248

Total Personal Funding 1988
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Accommodation Cost Breakdown 

 
Costs are calculated for on the basis of two people; B stands for breakfast included; HB for 

dinner and breakfast included.   

 

in EUR Accomodation Cost Inclusion

04/08/2013 Abbey Schaeflarn 50 B

05/08/2013 Geiger Hotel 46 B

06/08/2013 Altes Zollhaus 82.6 B

07/08/2013 Summit House 81 HB

08/08/2013 Gasthof Jachenau 65.4 B

09/08/2013 Gasthof Post 81 B

10/08/2013 Karwendel Hut 20

11/08/2013 Hallanger Hut 24

12/08/2013 Gasthof Badl 82 B

13/08/2013 Gasthof Badl 82 B

14/08/2013 Lizumer Hut 50 HB

15/08/2013 Tuxer Joch Hut 24

16/08/2013 Olperer Hut 18

17/08/2013 Gasthaus Stein 52 B

18/08/2013 Schneiderhof 50 B

19/08/2013 Lodenwirt 118 B

20/08/2013 Kreuzwiesen Alm 50

21/08/2013 Schlütter Hut 20

22/08/2013 Puez Hut 26

23/08/2013 Refuge Boe 22

24/08/2013 Hotel Sottoguda 122.5 HB

25/08/2013 Refuge Tissi 25

26/08/2013 Hotel Passo Duran 50 B

27/08/2013 Albergo Capello 82 B

28/08/2013 Albergo Capello 82 B

29/08/2013 Rif. 5 Art. Alpini 45

30/08/2013 Albergo ai Pini 60 B

31/08/2013 Hotel Astoria 80 B

01/09/2013 Hotel Bocca Callata 60 B

02/09/2013 Hotel Udinese 60 B

03/09/2013 Ca'Rialto 130 B

04/09/2013 Ca'Rialto 130 B

05/09/2013 Train to Munich

Total 1970.5

Per person 985.25


