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Welcome to the new Beacon 
magazine! I had an idea that there 
was room in the world for a free e-
magazine exploring the fields of art, 
culture, travel, metaphysics, writing 
and so on, with an emphasis on 
positivity, and an aim to uplift 
readers' spirits.  

Depending on how this pilot issue 
goes, I’ll make further plans for the 
rest of this year. 

I’m hoping to brighten up people’s 
lives, and offer a channel for topics 
and material not frequently seen 
elsewhere.  

Let’s see what happens. 
If anyone has any questions, feel 

free to drop me a line: 
grant@clarendonhousebooks.com 
I don’t bite and can usually help.  

- Grant P. Hudson

WELCOME TO

mailto:grant@clarendonhousebooks.com
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Visit the artistic world of Grant P. Hudson — 
original art, now on over 5,000 items of 

merchandise internationally. 
Available for commissions.

http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/studio-world
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Get  
UNIQUE 

FEEDBACK  
on your work! 

What you get from this 

PROFESSIONAL BETA READING 
SERVICE: 

•Certainty and confidence on the 
strengths and weaknesses in your 

fiction 
•An understanding of the foundations 

of successful storytelling 
•Tailored advice on how to rapidly 
make your work more attractive to 

readers 
•Boosted confidence in your power as 

an author 
•PLUS a free e-copy of  

How Stories Really Work

WORRIED that your 
writing isn’t good 
enough? 
Urgently need some  
easy-to-apply tools  
to improve your fction?
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Go here for more details 
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www.clarendonhousebooks.com/

exclusive-services 
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grant@clarendonhousebooks.com

50%  
OFF
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Land of Wonders
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Stretching all the way from the 
Oslofjord, in and out of the many 
western fjords and then bending 
around the top of the Scandinavian 
peninsula to Russia, Norway’s coast 
is very long.

Officially the Kingdom of Norway is a Nordic country in 
Northern Europe whose mainland territory forms a portion 
of the Scandinavian Peninsula. Covering a total area of 
385,207 square kilometres (148,729 sq mi) the country has a 
population of 5,385,300 and shares a long eastern border 
with Sweden, being bordered by Finland and Russia to the 
north-east.



10 Norway has the fourth-highest per-
capita income in the world.
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Around 98% of 
Norway's 
domestic power 
usage is drawn 
from 
hydroelectric 
power plants. 

Geirangerfjord
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Norway use the Nordic welfare model 
with universal health care and a 
comprehensive social security system.
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A constitutional 
monarchy, the kingdom 
was established in 872 
and has existed 
continuously for 1,149 
years.

It has the world's 
largest sovereign 
wealth fund, with 
a value of 
US$1 trillion. 

Lysefjord
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Nideros Cathedral, 
Trondheim

Norway also has one of 
the lowest crime rates in 
the world.



15 Nigardsbreen
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Norway ranked first on the World 
Happiness Report for 2017 and currently 
ranks first on the OECD Better Life 
Index, the Index of Public Integrity, and 
the Democracy Index.
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Implement a  
Marketing Strategy  

That Works! 
What you get: 

•A marketing platform that actually sells your book 
•Confidence that your book will find a correct public 

•Freed-up time and attention from  
the whole mysterious area of ‘marketing’  

= more time to focus on writing 
•The foundations of a career as a writer 

•Mentored support to get you started

Book marketing 
not working?  

Worried that your book 
will ‘never sell’?  

Spending too much time on marketing 
when you’d rather be writing?

Interested? 
Go here for more details 

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/
exclusive-services 
or drop me a line: 

grant@clarendonhousebooks.com

50%  
OFF

‘The biggest marketing breakthrough since bread!’

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/exclusive-services
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/exclusive-services
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/exclusive-services
mailto:grant@clarendonhousebooks.com


19

The faces around the table are blurred. They've 
lost their hard edges, my vision deteriorating. In 
front of me is a cake, decorated in pinks and greens, 
with enough candles to set off the sprinklers in the 
ceiling. 

I am one hundred and four years old today. April 
the 11th. The time of year when spring lambs are 
born. I came into this world in a small town in 
North Carolina. Father named me Charlotte, after 
the city where he grew up. He said he wanted to 
move to the shadier side of the Carolinas, up into 
the Smoky Mountains, where you hear owls as you 
fall asleep, and count the hills and ridges as they 
rise from the smoke of dawn. Over a century later, 
I'm still living in the same town Daddy moved us 
after he and Momma started their family. 

When I married, I moved from my childhood 
home to a house near Main Street, and from there to 
a tiny apartment above the drugstore. Finally I came 
to this retirement home, not five miles from my 
earliest memories in these beloved hills.

To prepare for the party, I was bathed and 
brushed like a poodle in one of those fancy pet 
salons. The nurses and attendants in the facility 
fussed over me with lotions and hair dryers until I 
was exhausted. Then they stood back, smiled, and 
flourished a mirror. I stared long at the reflection. 

Peering back was an ancient woman. My face 
looked like one of those storage bags they sell on 
television, where they put a vacuum hose in it and 
suck all the air out. I have dark brown eyes, but 
they're cloudy now, covered with overhanging lids, 
two tiny orbs peering out of fleshy curtains. There 
are skin tags and age spots scattered across my face 
and neck like a map of a heavily populated state. 
Hair, once long and thick, the color of an oak leaf in 
the fall, is now wispy and white, my scalp shining 
through  like a baby's bottom. 

Thank God I still have my mind, I thought, and 
burst out laughing. Then I think, That's what they 
all say, and laugh again.

Birthday Girl 
by Sharon Frame Gay 

Sharon Frame Gay has been  
internationally published in  

many anthologies and  
literary magazines, including  
Chicken Soup For The Soul,  

Typehouse, Lowestoft Chronicle,  
Literary Orphans, and others.  

She has won awards at  
The Writing District,  

Wow-Women On Writing,  
Owl Hollow Press, and Rope and Wire  

and is a Pushcart Prize nominee. 
Her stunning short story collection  

Song of the Highway  
is available here.

FICTION

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/sharonframegay
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The gals give a hug, then leave me in my 
room in a wheelchair. It's not time for the 
festivities yet, so here I sit, fingers laced in my 
lap. The skin on my hands are paper-thin and 
fragile. I'm afraid of banging them on a 
doorknob, or bruising them knocking against 
the nightstand reaching for water, so I wear 
soft white gloves for protection. 

 I'm in my best nightgown, light blue with 
tiny white dandelions sprinkled across it, the 
bodice smocked with embroidery. It's my 
favorite piece of clothing. I insisted on wearing 
it today.  On my feet are pink slippers with 
non-slip bottoms. I never wear shoes. I only 
walk to the bathroom and back. The rest of the 
time, I'm in this wheelchair, my feet in 
retirement.

My daughter Esther knit a yellow shawl I 
wear every day. I wrap it around my shoulders 
and pretend she's here with me, although she 
lives three hundred miles away. She'll be here 
today, along with my son Gerald and his wife, 
kids and grandkids. Esther will bring her sons, 
too, and their wives and families. Esther's 
husband Roy passed away five years ago. She 
still has to work, well into her seventies. After 
retirement she's moving back here, to be closer 
to me. I think to myself, Hurry, Esther.

Four years ago, my hundredth birthday was 
quite the shindig. I suppose everyone thought 
they would celebrate my natal day and have a 
hail-and-farewell party all at the same time. It 
was something to behold. The party was in a 
rented hall, and over fifty people attended. 
There were speeches, little kids reciting poetry, 
live piano music, and a potluck dinner. They 
announced my birthday on national television. 
A photo of my face peered out of a Smuckers 
jelly jar on the Today Show. 

 Most folks don't make it another four years, 
but I surprised everybody, including myself. 
Family and friends have gathered every April 
11th and twisted paper streamers through the 
dining room of the facility, brought vases of 
peonies and jugs of lemonade and ice tea, and 
sang "Happy Birthday".

While waiting for the party to begin, I 
glance around my room. My eyes rest on a 
photograph of Peter, my husband, dead so long 
ago I barely recognize him. I wonder if that 
will change in heaven. Will I walk right past 
him, or run into his arms? 
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He passed away almost forty years ago. I gaze 
at his face, so much younger than mine now, and 
try to remember what it was like to feel the bulk 
of him wrapped around me as we made love. I 
recall the fights, the kisses, and the laughter we 
had over the years. Would he still think I was 
pretty if he saw me now?  Would he sneak his 
hand up my leg, a sly smile on his face? And will 
I slap it away, tired and weary, like I did when 
the kids were babies?

 He went off to war decades ago, then came 
home. We had to learn the map of each other's 
body all over again. There were shy moments in 
the dark, his stranger's breath on my neck, a 
warrior now who knew things. Things we didn't 
share, because he refused to talk about the 
battles. It was never the same between us, but 
over the years things softened and grew more 
comfortable.

 Peter was as dear to me as my next breath. 
The day he died I begged God to take me too. I 
cried and yanked strands of hair out of my head, 
heartbroken, and scared of living without him. 
Over time, I learned to talk about him the way 
you talk about a character in a book; fondly, but 
able to close the cover and move on.

Now they wheel me down the hall. There's a 
singular quietness in the dining room, as though 
everyone is holding their breath. We push 
through the door. The room energizes with 
children and teenagers, middle aged folks, and 
the other ancient ones on a journey with me in 
this tired old place.

They light the candles on the cake and sing 
right away, as though they want to make sure I 
live long enough to purse my lips and send weak 
wisps of air towards the tiny flames. Esther steps 
in and helps, blowing the flickering candles out 
before the wax runs into the frosting.

I clap my white gloved hands together and 
make a big show of opening presents. There's 
talcum powder that smells like another era, new 
slippers to replace the ones I have  recently 
broken in to perfection. Bath soaps and a fresh 
Bible with a white cover that looks like leather, 
with a rose-colored book mark. There are sweet 
cards with bluebirds and posies, prayers and well 
wishes. I thank one and all, flash a gummy grin, 
and raise my Minnie Mouse hands in the air, 
giving a thumbs up. They all laugh, then drift 
over to the refreshments; cheese and crackers, 
little sausages in puff pastry, cake for later.
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One by one, I am approached by my guests. 
As always, after they kiss my cheek or shake 
my hand, they wish Happy Birthday, then ask 
what the secret is to my longevity.

Truth be told, I have no idea. But they want 
to know, they are eager to know, their faces 
peering at me with such yearning and hope. So 
I set out to oblige them.

I tell the stout, sweating young man who 
works for the local newspaper that my secret is 
exercising every day and eating plenty of 
vegetables. I assure the spinster in the corner it 
was years of living alone after Peter died and 
my children left home that afforded me this 
luxury. To the tightly wound nursing facility 
manager, whose very breath comes out in 
spirals of angst and tension, I say that a glass of 
wine every night is the key to survival. And 
once, just to see what might happen, I 
announced to my fellow residents that daily 
masturbation does wonders to loosen the body 
and enhance one's longevity.

 I am not sure why I'm still here, or what 
God has planned for me. I don't know what I 
did to maintain my body and give it cells and 
atoms that are more robust than someone else's.

What I do know is this:  I lived. I laughed 
and played as a child, and I grew into a woman 
under the shadow of the mountains. My heart 
was broken and pelted with the heartache of 
many storms. I got back up and tried again, and 
again, and again. 

I held sick babies in my arms, and a dead 
husband in my lap, waiting to hear the squall of 
the ambulance.  There were Little League 
games. Weddings. Christmas trees and funerals. 
Quiet, magical days that drifted into one 
another like waves on an autumn pond.

I had friends who helped, friends who hurt. 
Scares. Oh, so many scares. Frights that kept 
me up nights and cursed my days.

 And joy. The kind of joy you can only get 
when those frights go away and are replaced by 
love so magical, so sweet, that the sun pours 
itself into your soul.

My life is like this old nightgown. Faded 
from many washings, but soft as a summer's 
morning, yielding and cozy. I remember when 
it was bright and starched and filled with 
promise. Over time, it learned to give in, to fold 
without a whimper, yet still cover with a sense 
of purpose. Every button knows my fingers,
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a rosary of sorts, as I twist and stroke 
them in my hands.

On bright days, I ask the nurse to 
put it on a hanger and set it on a hook 
outside for a few hours. It comes in 
smelling of sunshine and flowers. I pull 
it over my head, bury my face in it, and 
take deep breaths. 

I asked to be laid to rest in this 
gown. Esther shakes her head. She 
thinks I'm kidding. I'm not. It's written 
in a letter to her in my dresser drawer. I 
asked her to lay me down in blossoms 
of pink peonies, strewn around the 
coffin like a spring storm. I tell her to 
wash this gown, set it in the sun to dry 
and place it back on my body. 

Until then, I look around the room, 
touch my collarbone with a finger —  
my way of getting God's attention, and 
whisper, "How about next year?"

Originally published in Halcyon 
Days Magazine.



24

ART
Now  living in Derbyshire, Louise values being able 
to devote more time to art in retirement although it 

has been a lifelong interest. 

Work has taken her to diverse parts of the UK , 
including Wales, Scotland, and Norfolk, and has 

often been inspired by the natural beauty in these 
areas. 

Louise works mostly in acrylic mediums but the 
drive to experiment has produced works in 

watercolour, pastel, oil and traditional materials such 
as egg tempera and metal leaf.  

 
Louise  works mainly in a loose semi representational 

way and explores shape, colour and monochrome. 
She hopes that people will see something which 

sparks joy and curiosity in her works 
 

email: louise.daviesjones.art@btinternet.com

The Art of 

Louise 
Davies 
Jones

when the boat comes in
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fading beauty
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after rain

golden spiresputting down routes



27Forest Glade

sound of wind



28purple haze

Saturday 11 am
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light beyond
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PETER ASTLE

‘This isn’t a book you’ll find easy to set 
aside until tomorrow: make a cup of tea, get 
comfortable, switch off your phone and be drawn into the 
little worlds of this book to emerge content and refreshed by 
the work of a master author.’ — Grant P. Hudson, 2020

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/peter-astle

Derbyshire Tales with a Twist

http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/peter-astle
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Visit here

https://www.amazon.com/Elaine-Marie-Carnegie-Padgett/e/B084F3JDYF?ref=dbs_a_mng_rwt_scns_share


32

The craggy back acre was unusable. But I would 
often climb the rocky slope and step into its tree-lined 
grotto. From the central hollow a little spring swelled 
out and meandered down to my back lawn, seeping 
into the grass. In the shaded dim, the rough-barked 
trees seemed to echo my thoughts back toward me, 
rephrased into gentle suggestions. 

And I needed some. A company wanted to lease 
my rocky parcel and stick up a cell tower. They 
cheerfully described chopping down trees, blasting 
apart rock, grading marl, pouring concrete and putting 
up girders. 

I walked up into the grove and sat on a flat rock, 
next to where the water came up through bright green 
water cress. And took out my problem.

There were some small unwanted things, like 
staring out my back window at an ugly derrick. But 
the war inside me was between badly needed money 
and the loss of my beautiful little spring.

“Thanks for calling me beautiful.”
My mouth half opened and I almost ran. “Who’s 

there? Come out!”
The water cress quivered as the water under it rose 

into a little pillar about four inches high. The column 
skittered across the surface of the spring and perched 
atop a poolside stone, forming into a translucent, tiny 
girl shaded in blues and greens. “We’ve talked 
together for a long time.”

My mouth dropped all the way open. 
“You’re thinking that you brushed against jimson 

weed and it’s made you a little crazy. You didn’t. I’m 
much more interesting.”

I blinked and stared. She looked like the fairy 
image used to sell ginger ale.

“No, silly, I’m a water sprite. You once called us 
naiads. Talk to me and I won’t bother to read your 
thoughts. Much.”

My mouth closed, then opened again to speak. “My 
name is…”

FICTION
Ed Ahern resumed writing after forty odd years in foreign intelligence and 
international sales. He’s had over two hundred fifty stories and poems 
published so far, and six books. Ed works the other side of writing at 
Bewildering Stories, where he sits on the review board and manages a 
posse of six review editors. Find him on Facebook, Twitter and Instagram.

The Spring 
by Ed Ahern 

https://www.facebook.com/EdAhern73/?ref=bookmarks
https://twitter.com/bottomstripper
https://www.instagram.com/edwardahern1860/
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“I’ve known you for years, Theo. My 
water name you won’t be able to speak. Call 
me Neaera.”

I saw that she kept one little foot in the 
pool, and that blue-green flecked water ran 
into and out of her leg. Her face was sad.

“I am bound to this water, Theo. I am its 
flow, and if it dries up I die.”

“How long have you been…”
“I watched your parents fight and part on 

the back lawn. I saw the first plowing when 
this was a farm. Buffalo drank my essence. I 
was born when the ice receded.”

“And you’d be trapped in a pool under 
concrete if I take their money.”

“No, I am all and only flowing water. If 
you seal the spring I die. Don’t be sad, death 
is also natural for us. But I wanted you to 
know that I’ve enjoyed your visits. Even 
though your problems sometimes seem 
absurd.”

“Neaera, I’ll just turn them down.”
“Don’t think like an ant. If you turn down 

their offer you’ll need to sell your house and 
the next owner would take their money. My 
consolation is that you can continue here. I 
must change back now, this state is quite 
painful. Please know that your company has 
been a comfort for me.”
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The little sprite gushed apart, her 
water running back into the pool. Blue 
and green flecks still glistened on her 
stone. I sat there for another half hour, 
begging for her to return, but only song 
birds answered.

A year later I looked out my back 
window at the ugly cell tower top, 
warty dishes poking out in all 
directions. But beneath the warts, old 
trees swayed. The company had argued 
but once I offered to take half the 
money they agreed. The trees are 
mostly uncut, the crag unexploded. The 
ugly tower sits on four concrete 
footings in between which bubbles my 
spring. I often climb up, sit on my rock, 
lean back against an ugly girder, and 
wait for the echoes.

End
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ELIZABETH MONTAGUE

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

‘From intensely real psychological drama to 
the edge of  imagination, from gut-wrenching 
urban crises to edgy adventures in space…’

Dust and Glitter  
A Short Story Collection

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/elizabeth-montague

http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/elizabeth-montague
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See what C. S. Lewis’s step-son  
Douglas Gresham  
says about Justin Wiggins’ book  

Surprised by Agape  
in this video:

Get your copy today.

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/justin-wiggins
https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/justin-wiggins
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Pezzi Pazzi | 
Crazy Pieces

G. MARINO LEYLAND

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

‘…the world is crazy and we are all a 
little crazy in it.’

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/giuseppina-marino-leyland

http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/giuseppina-marino-leyland
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'I'm reading through How Stories Really Work. 
I've studied writing books for years but I've never 
seen anything like this! This book is 
REVOLUTIONARY. Everything is made so simple 
and precise that other methods of writing seem 
clumsy by comparison. It's not just a way of 
writing, but a way of seeing.' 

-A. P. (Author)

GRANT P. HUDSON

How 
Stories 
Really 
Work 

Exploring 
the Physics 
of Fiction

BEST SELLERS

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/how-stories-really-work

http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/how-stories-really-work
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ANDY WARHOL
Here I stand in one spot for what seems an 

eternity, looking at the strangest man I’ve ever met. I 
don’t know who he is, what he does or what 
spaceship he arrived on. His presentation of himself 
is a contrived maneuver to keep the attention focused 
on him alone, while I struggle to figure out what is 
wrong, if there *is *anything wrong, or if it’s just a 
figment of my imagination. His bow tie is cocked to 
one side, his hair more like a fright wig gone askew 
– a dash of corn starch sprinkled here and there, his 
left eyebrow a few centimeters off, and the length of 
his jacket favoring the left side. Each time he shakes 
his head, an avalanche of dandruff cascades 
downward onto his shoulders like those glass 
snowballs with Santas in them, that when you turn 
them upside down, white snowflakes generously fall. 
His pale face looks like it’s been douched in 
formaldehyde. Before I can open my mouth, Lovie 
says, "Jen, have you met Andy Warhol?"Before I 
have a chance to answer Andy jumps right in, "Have 
you seen my underground movies?"His strange 
speech pattern makes me envision the Rock Island 
Line barreling through tunnels of his excruciating 

long pauses between words. I remember a socialite 
whose name escapes me at the moment, who made 
one of his underground movies. The title of his 
avant-garde film is Sleep, and that’s what they did on 
screen for five hours and twenty five minutes: slept. 
It catapulted a New York socialite into a wannabe 
rock star whose career fizzled as fast as her voice. 
Truth be told, to look at one of Andy’s artsy movies 
for five plus hours is more than I could stand, so I 
reply, "Not yet, but lookin’ forward to it." In the 
same moment we begin to play a game. I find myself 
liking him despite his terminal demeanor, another 
ploy used to hypnotize the clueless. I steer away 
from more discussion of his films which seem 
tedious and uninspired next to Andy himself standing 
before me. In a breathy almost hypnotic voice, he 
begins the following conversation. He says, "Will 
you star in my next movie?""What’s it 
called?"“Kiss.”"Who will I kiss?" Anyone you want" 
"For how long?""For two hours non-stop""What if I 
have to pee?""Sure, but you can’t stop kissing.""I 
appreciate your offer but it doesn’t sound like a plan. 
Thanks anyway."Andy offers, "Think on it. Next 
week then, we’ll get together."

—excerpt from my memoir Tharon Ann

POETRY  
& 

MEMOIR Author and poet Jennifer Brookins is a former 
Broadway and television actress living in Princeton, 

New Jersey with her husband, musician Doug 
Brookins. They frequently travel to India, and based 

upon their experiences, she wrote India with Backpack 
and a Prayer - the sequel to her first book Tharon Ann. 

She is also the author of Living Under the Weaver's Hut 
- an illustrated book of poetry.

Jennifer Brookins

https://www.amazon.com/Tharon-Ann-orphan-actress-mother/dp/0692239960/ref=tmm_pap_swatch_0?_encoding=UTF8&qid=&sr=
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THE WILDFLOWER
here I sit this early morning reflecting on the years I 
survived life in the Big Apple and never noticed the 

masses of people pressing against each other shoulder to 
shoulder every vein and sinew screaming for success a 

better job, better home, bigger car, better man, better 
woman like discordant music that wouldn't be turned off

my life was so bursting at the seams with promise and 
ambition but I only heard the music of falling rain against 
the iron grates, sheets flapping against one another as they 

hung from a sixth floor clotheslines on rent control 
buildings

one morning as I bolted down the steps of my third floor 
walk-up in Greenwich Village to the street where I began 

my usual walk to the subway
I happened to look down and saw a wildflower growing 

out of the concrete
I was late for an audition with no time to reflect on the 

life of a weed, the sidewalk teeming with people whose 
feet trampled it down yet it continued to pop back again 

and again and again.
I wondered how it sustained itself without earth or water 

or any of the nutrients a plant needs in order to grow.
I wondered how anything could be so contained unto 

itself, how it could survive against all odds what life had 
determined to throw its way

after that, I never thought about it again until now so 
many years later. was one insignificant wildflowers ability 

to survive greater than the struggle of one human being 
given similar circumstances?

if a common weed can overcome everything thrown at it 
surely I can withstand all the assaults laid at my door

was one insignificant wildflower’s ability to survive in 
concrete greater than the struggle of one human being 

given similar circumstances?if a common weed can do 
this without complaint

what of me?

from Tharon Ann

https://www.amazon.com/Tharon-Ann-orphan-actress-mother/dp/0692239960/ref=tmm_pap_swatch_0?_encoding=UTF8&qid=&sr=
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how beautiful earth this night
cornstalks sway in midsummer breeze
rows of tomatoes ripe for harvest
farmers dog barks again and again
waits for his echo to weave in and out
rain clouds spill shadows on wet sheets 
I left outdoors on my clothesline
won't be tomorrow for awhile
come sit with me under the shade tree
her leaves a canopy for old lovers
when summer leans toward spring
put your head in my lap 
I'll rub your back
until you fall asleep
in the hope 
you wake up
feeling 
better.
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this foggy morning I hear a 3-string quartet 
of aged priests playing the cello to "Baby it's cold outside"
and wonder if it's you
is it? 
or a bullfrog croaking the same old tune
Oh Weaver
if moon turned cartwheels on a hot summer day
I could not be more awed than just now
placing my shoe inside your footprint
that leads me back to you

earth yawns
a new day manifests in the flick of an eye

owl gazes the night long
his orange eyes mount heavens ladder

while full moon straddles the night sky 
same as she has done for eons

someone out there 
is playing the clarinet 
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The Beloved wants to dance  
yet you arrive masquerading as snow 

covering an earth too distracted to welcome her guest
winter segues into spring, snow falls gently on my rooftop

something dark and heavy has been lifted when winter thaws 
tease with promises of spring 

ink stained moon breeds such craziness in my heart
I search for jasmine root to plant along the path 

to my door in the hope its fragrance draws you near
night sky ablaze with shooting stars 
when viewed from a Weaver’s heart 
grants of shelter for weary travelers 

broken things mended ... scars made beautiful
O Weaver

your hand moves like sweet molasses
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there is a moment before dawn when regret 
gives way to purpose darkness to light 
heaven so close I could reach up and touch it
can’t think of another place I would rather be than here 
right now recycling myself for a new day
I’ve made friends with struggle 
wise old shaman taught me the journey was far more important 
than the destination
ask the eagle who flies overhead

I picked wildflowers for a garland of periwinkle to place around your neck should 
you come, but so long a time has passed, dragonflies now circle overhead to let me 
know night will soon blanket mountainside. What if you come and I am not here? 
I’ve braided my hair with lavender in the hope its fragrance will draw you near, 
spread a blanket to rest upon should you be tired, and sweet honeycomb and cherry 
wine should you be hungry. I cannot say, “Who knocks at my door?” because you 
remain hidden within yourself. Oh Weaver, shall I bundle my yearning and throw in 
the deepest well

Jennifer Brookins
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Tharon Ann is a memoir of  
one woman's life, from orphan,  
to actress, to mother, to seeker,  
as the book's byline summarizes.  
It is written in several voices as  
her life progresses; the first,  
her childhood, a voice reminiscent  
of Faulkner, Williams, and other  
southern writers; the second,  
that of an actress who takes us with her  
into the world of movies, theatre, and television; the 
third, of a wife and mother who as a single parent, 
along with her small boys, puts us into the "Old 
Chevy with a suitcase tied to the top" trekking cross-
country to a new life; and finally, the fourth about 
the richest part of her life, which allows us access 
into a fantastic journey of the spirit, with openness, 
humor, and charm. The book is more than a memoir 
in the traditional sense. It is a road map, a guide on 
determination, on achievement against all odds on 
that thing called hope. 

Get your paperback or Kindle version here.

Tharon Ann 

https://www.amazon.com/Tharon-Ann-orphan-actress-mother/dp/0692239960/ref=tmm_pap_swatch_0?_encoding=UTF8&qid=&sr=
https://www.amazon.com/Tharon-Ann-orphan-actress-mother/dp/0692239960/ref=tmm_pap_swatch_0?_encoding=UTF8&qid=&sr=
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Preface to Paradise Lost, 
The Allegory of Love, and 
English Literature in the 
Sixteenth Century Excluding 
Drama are all academic works 
written by C. S. Lewis in his 
role as teacher of medieval and 
renaissance literature at Oxford 
and Cambridge universities, 
Though scholarly and focused 
on their topics with precision, 
most of Lewis’s professorial 
works are written with the same 
kind of clarity and vision 
associated with his fiction. 
Though most of these books lie 
outside the scope of this work, 
the same themes can be found 
there, the fascination with the 
spiritual and the seeking to find 
the bridge into another world 
being amongst them.

The Discarded Image, the 
last book he completed before 
his death, is a study of the 
medieval model of the universe. 
Lewis simply calls it ‘the 
Model’ and examines the ways 
in which it was influenced by, 
and in turn exerted influence on, 
imaginative literature at that 
time. At first glance this might 
seem a dry topic, but what 
brings it to life is Lewis’s 
obvious affinity for it:

 
I have made no serious effort 

to hide the fact that the old 
Model delights me as I believe it 
delighted our ancestors. Few 
constructions of the imagination 
seem to me to have combined 
splendour, sobriety, and 
coherence in the same degree… 
Other ages have not had a 
Model so universally accepted 
as theirs, so imaginable, and so 
satisfying to the imagination.

CULTURE

and the  
Mediaeval Model 

of the Universe
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Mediaeval books were often 
full of ‘solid instruction’, 
statements and restatements of 
what was commonly believed 
about the universe. In a way, 
this is made more 
understandable by a comparison 
to the early novel: readers, 
before the age of film or 
television, and in this case 
before the rise of the theatre as 
such, needed a great deal of 
sensory input in their fiction. 
Just as 19th century novels 
incorporate page after page of 
rich description of the world of 
the story, so medieval literature 
delighted in explaining and 
describing the universe as it 
was understood at the time. As 
we will see, this is also due to 
another factor, quite alien to us 
now: the cosmos as 
comprehended by the thinking 
reader or listener of the Middle 

Ages was very much more 
‘comfortable’ than our own. It 
was an ‘indoor’ universe; its 
workings and designs were 
‘known’ and ‘knowable’ to the 
educated mind. There was no 
infinity about it, no sense of 
endless emptiness or entropy: 
when the Middle Ages looked 
up at the stars, they were 
looking at a slowly rotating 
ceiling, not a fathomless abyss.

There was another 
dimension to this too: whereas 
we are used, in our modern 
culture, to see art and literature 
as a product of inspired 
individuals bringing something 
original to light, in the Middle 
Ages, everything had already 
been brought to light. There 
was no fascination with 
‘originality’ as such — in fact, 
to be ‘original’ meant that the 
author had probably not 

grasped what was already 
available and was in one sense 
‘going out of control'. The 
mediaeval universe was like a 
massive clock, the workings of 
which were openly on display. 
To gain fame through being 
'original' was almost 
inconceivable to the medieval 
mind: what mattered was not 
new ideas but the skilful re-
telling of old ideas. To write 
well, one only need find a 
worthy subject; authors took 
stories already in existence and 
re-told them, re-imagined them. 
Invention was not part of 
creativity: finding artful ways 
of looking at known things was 
where the centre of attention 
lay. This was not a lack of 
imagination but a different 
focus for the imagination, as 
Lewis put it:
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If you had asked Layamon or 
Chaucer ‘Why do you not make up 
a brand-new story of your own?’ I 
think they might have replied (in 
effect) ‘Surely we are not yet 
reduced to that?’ Spin something 
out of one’s own head when the 
world teems with so many noble 
deeds, wholesome examples, pitiful 
tragedies, strange adventures, and 
merry jests which have never yet 
been set forth quite so well as they 
deserve?

 
The author’s job was to add 

value to what was there.
 
This naturally meant that all 

fiction was historical fiction. But we 
should not let that term confuse us 
with regard to our own 
understanding of historical fiction 
as a genre today. The mediaeval 
mind was not really interested in the 
question of whether something was 
historically accurate or even ‘true’ 
in the sense that we are used to 
thinking of truth. The point of a 
story did not lie in whether or not it 
had ‘really happened’, but in 
whether or not its point was morally 
or spiritually valid.

 
It is by no means necessary to 

suppose that Chaucer’s 
contemporaries believed the tale of 
Troy or Thebes as we believe in the 
Napoleonic Wars; but neither did 
they disbelieve them as we 
disbelieve a novel… I am inclined 
to think that most of those who read 
‘historical’ works about Troy, 
Alexander, Arthur, or Charlemagne, 
believed their matter to be in the 
main true. But I feel much more 
certain that they did not believe it to 
be false. I feel surest of all that the 
question of belief or disbelief was 
seldom uppermost in their minds.
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Lewis goes on to say that 
medieval people had little or no 
sense of historical period, 
assuming that people in the past 
dressed the same way they did, 
observed much the same social 
conventions, and shared the 
same kind of cultural ideas. 
Whereas for us the idea that 
history is a sequence of events 
in the past which has 
progressively given rise to the 
state of affairs around us today, 
for the mediaeval thinker history 
lacked that dimension 
altogether. The people and 
events of the past were 
culturally and psychologically 
closer, therefore. Hundreds of 
years might separate ancient 
Troy from the time in which 
they lived, but, just as spatial 
perspective was missing from 
their visual art, temporal 
perspective was missing from 
their grasp of ‘the past’. 

Another way to understand 
this might be to relate it to the 
earlier idea of the ‘indoor 
universe’: Space for the 
medieval person was closed in 
and ordered, comfortable, 
something to which they could 
relate intimately. It was the same 
with Time: the ancient world 
was part of that indoor world, 
snug, warm, pleasant, enjoyable 
in the sense that its ideas were 
not far removed from their own, 
agreeable, congenial. In terms of 
a view of Life, the mediaeval 
individual felt sheltered, secure, 
safe, even when events around 
him or her were often violent or 
disturbed. The horror and the 
brutality were just a darker part 
of the ‘clock’, something that 
‘fitted in’ to what was ultimately 
a providential existence.
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Insofar as they thought about it 
at all, the past was considered to 
be better than the present, based 
on the general notion that there 
had once been a Golden Age and 
that things were slowly winding 
down from that. But even that 
idea was part of a universe which 
was divinely ruled and shaped.

 
Medieval and nineteenth 

century man agreed that their 
present was no very admirable 
age; not to be compared (said 
one) with the glory that was, not 
to be compared (said the other) 
with the glory that is still to 
come.  The odd thing is that the 
first view seems to have bred on 
the whole a more cheerful temper.  
Historically as well as 
cosmically, medieval man stood 
at the foot of a stairway; looking 
up, he felt delight.  The backward, 
like the upward, glance 
exhilarated him with a majestic 
spectacle, and humility was 
rewarded with the pleasures of 
admiration…There were friends, 
ancestors, patrons in every age.  
One had one’s place, however 
modest, in a great succession; 
one need be neither proud nor 
lonely.

 
One of the ruing principles of 

this very different world was the 
notion of sympathies, antipathies, 
and strivings which were 
believed to be inherent in matter.

 
Every kindly thing that is
Hath a kindly stede ther he
May best in hit conserved be;
Unto which place every thing
Through his kindly enclyning
Moveth for to come to.
— Chaucer, Hous of Fame, II, 

730 sq
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Everything in the universe 
sought its natural place under 
the influence of these 
sympathies: fire strove to rise, 
earth to fall. This was called 
‘kindly enclyning’. It was a 
dominant concept, much like 
quantum physics is in our own 
day: everything was understood 
in its light. It explained why 
stones fell to the ground — they 
‘enclyned’ to be there. It 
explained why water flowed, 
why the human body worked as 
it appeared to do, and much else.

 
In another fundamental 

difference from our own view of 
the universe, the medieval 
Model was bursting with Life: 
creatures inhabited the sea, the 
land, and the air, but also the 
region above the air, which was 
the domain of the daemons, 
spirit-like rational animals 

which filled the space between 
us and the higher beings. Above 
them, tier after tier of the 
heavens were home to even 
greater beings in a glorious 
hierarchy.

 
Things worked in threes: 

whenever two things were 
related, there must be a third 
thing to mediate that 
relationship. For example, a 
human ‘spirit’ mediated between 
the body and the soul, between 
appetite and reason. This meant 
that the universe was filled with 
beings whose role was 
mediation between one level and 
another: angels were the 
messengers between higher and 
lower regions. In fact, a whole 
ladder of angelic orders 
stretched up and down the 
Model, an extension of the 
‘bursting with Life’ idea above. 

 All of this was inferred from 
ancient writers like Apuleius. 
The belief in daemons, for 
example, stemmed from pagan 
writers; medieval angelology 
was taken from The Celestial 
Hierarchies of Pseudo-Dionysius 
(sixth century). Almost all of the 
elements of the Model can find a 
precedent in Greek, Roman, and 
early Christian writings. 
Anything an ancient writer 
wrote was taken as true: this was 
not so much a widespread 
gullibility on the part of 
mediaevals, but really an 
extension of their worldview — 
these writers were not removed 
from them as we might imagine 
they are from us: they were a 
part of the ‘indoor culture’, and 
were to be trusted just as a 
neighbour or friend might be 
trusted.
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We’re so used to thinking 
of the physical universe as 
obeying certain ‘laws’ that we 
can get muddled about the 
idea of it. 

 A ‘law’ suggests both a 
maker of the law and 
obedience to it, and that is in 
fact one of the origins of the 
idea. In modern times, these 
‘laws’ are supposed to have 
sprung out of an original ‘Big 
Bang’ which created the 
universe as we know it — 
they are simply ‘the way 
things work’. But to a 
mediaeval mind, things 
looked a little different. As 
Lewis puts it:

 
In medieval science the 

fundamental concept was that 
of certain sympathies, 
antipathies, and strivings 
inherent in matter itself. 
Everything has its right 
place, its home, the region 
that suits it, and, if not 
forcibly restrained, moves 
thither by a sort of homing 
instinct.

 
References to this ‘kindly 

enclyning’, through which 
everything was trying to 
return to its natural ’home’, 
occur throughout the 
literature of the time: 'The see 
desyreth naturely to folwen' 
the Moon, says Chaucer 
(Franklin's Tale). ' The iron in 
particular sympathy moveth 
to the lodestone’ says Bacon.

Does this mean that 
mediaeval thinkers believed 
that inanimate objects like 
stones or water were 
possessed of some kind of 
intelligence? No, as Lewis 
explains:
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On the common medieval 
view there were four grades of 
terrestrial reality : mere 
existence (as in stones) , 
existence with growth (as in 
vegetables), existence and 
growth with sensation (as in 
beasts), and all these with 
reason (as in men). Stones, by 
definition, could not literally 
strive or desire.

If we could ask the medieval 
scientist ' Why, then, do you talk 
as if they did,' he might (for he 
was always a dialectician) retort 
with the counter-question, 'But 
do you intend your language 
about laws and obedience any 
more literally than I intend mine 
about kindly enclyning? Do you 
really believe that a falling stone 
is aware of a directive issued to 
it by some legislator and feels 
either a moral or a prudential 
obligation to conform?' 

 
For the mediaevals, stones 

and vegetables and so forth had 
an inbuilt quality and this was 
the best way they could describe 
how matter behaved; for us, it is 
much the same, and we fall back 
onto immaterial physical ‘laws’ 
in much the same way. However 
this may be understood, the fact 
is that the ideas had an impact:

 
On the imaginative and 

emotional level it makes a great 
difference whether, with the 
medievals, we project upon the 
universe our strivings and 
desires, or with the moderns, our 
police-system and our traffic 
regulations. The old language 
continually suggests a sort of 
continuity between merely 
physical events and our most 
spiritual aspirations. If (in 
whatever sense) the soul comes 
from heaven, our appetite for 
beatitude is itself an instance of 
'kindly enclyning ' for the ' 
kindly stede ' . 
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Mediaevals broke this down 
into very specific 
characteristics which were 
supposed to make up matter:

 
The ultimately sympathetic 

and antipathetic properties in 
matter are the Four 
Contraries. Chaucer in one 
place enumerates six : ' hoot, 
cold, hevy, light, moist, and 
dreye'(Parlement, 379). 

 
In Paradise Lost, they are 

given as four, 'hot, cold, moist 
and dry', the raw material of 
the universe. God then 
combines them to form the 
four elements: hot and dry 
become fire; hot and moist, air; 
cold and moist, water; cold and 
dry, earth. A Fifth Element is 
known as the aether; but that is 
found only above the Moon, 
beyond our experience. The 
idea that matter is made up of 
invisible and essentially 
immaterial concepts is not far 
removed from quantum 
physics. 

According to mediaeval 
physics, the Earth, being the 
heaviest, has formed the 
centre; water, being lighter, 
lies on top of it ; floating above 
it is the lighter air. Fire flies up 
and forms a sphere just below 
the orbit of the Moon. 

Earth is surrounded by a 
series of huge hollow and 
completely transparent globes, 
one above the other, each 
larger than the one below it, 
called 'spheres', 'heavens', or 
'elements'. In each of these 
spheres, fixed like a jewel in 
an immense snow globe, is a 
visible body: heading out from 
Earth, we have the Moon, 
Mercury, Venus, the Sun, 

Mars, Jupiter and Saturn. Out 
beyond Saturn is the Stellatum, 
in which the unmoving stars 
are fixed. What makes all of 
these things move? The final 
sphere, the largest object in the 
universe, the Prime Mover or 
‘Primum Mobile’.

Mediaeval space, though, is 
not infinite as ours is supposed 
to be. Aristotle claimed that 
'Outside the heaven there is 
neither place nor void nor 
time. Hence whatever is there 
is of such a kind as not to 
occupy space, nor does time 
affect it.'  

Christianity transformed 
this into Heaven. As Dante 
described 'We have got outside 
the largest corporeal thing (del 
maggior corpo) into that 
Heaven which is pure light, 
intellectual light, full 
oflove' (Paradiso, xxx, 38). 
Thus the concept that space 
would go on ‘forever and ever’ 
is dealt with by side-stepping 
the whole question: space itself 
is contained in something non-
spatial.
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Lewis points out that the mediaevals 
were under no misconceptions regarding 
the relative size of all of these things:

 
The dimensions of the medieval 

universe are not, even now, so generally 
realised as its structure… Earth was, by 
cosmic standards, a point— it had no 
appreciable magnitude. The stars, as the 
Sonmium Scipionis had taught, were 
larger than it. Isidore in the sixth century 
knows that the Sun is larger, and the 
Moon smaller than the Earth 
(Etymologies, III, xlvii-xlviii), 
Maimonides in the twelfth maintains that 
every star is ninety times as big, Roger 
Bacon in the thirteenth simply that the 
least star is ' bigger' than she.

 
Lewis suggests that rather than try to 

ponder abstract facts like this, one 
should go and look for oneself:

 
You must go out on a starry night and 

walk about for half an hour trying to see 
the sky in terms of the old cosmology. 
Remember that you now have an 
absolute Up and Down. The Earth is 
really the centre, really the lowest place; 
movement to it from whatever direction 
is downward movement. As a modern, 
you located the stars at a great distance. 
For distance you must now substitute 
that very special, and far less abstract, 
sort of distance which we call height; 
height, which speaks immediately to our 
muscles and nerves. The Medieval 
Model is vertiginous. And the fact that 
the height of the stars in the medieval 
astronomy is very small compared with 
their distance in the modern, will turn 
out not to have the kind of importance 
you anticipated. For thought and 
imagination, ten million miles and a 
thousand million are much the same. 
Both can be conceived (that is, we can 
do sums with both) and neither can be 
imagined; and the more imagination we 
have the better we shall know this. 
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However, the big difference 
is that, whereas we try to 
picture our universe as infinite, 
for the mediaevals the world 
was clearly contained and 
finite:

 
The really important 

difference is that the medieval 
universe, while unimaginably 
large, was also unambiguously 
finite. And one unexpected 
result of this is to make the 
smallness of Earth more 
vividly felt. In our universe she 
is small, no doubt; but so are 
the galaxies, so is everything—
and so what? But in theirs 
there was an absolute standard 
of comparison. The furthest 
sphere, Dante's maggior corpo 
is, quite simply and finally, the 
largest object in existence. The 
word 'small' as applied to 
Earth thus takes on a far more 
absolute significance. 

 
When we as moderns look 

out into the night, we have no 
bearings, nothing to ‘ground’ 
us. In the Middle Ages, it was 
different:

 
To look up at the towering 

medieval universe is much 
more like looking at a great 
building. The 'space' of modem 
astronomy may arouse terror, 
or bewilderment or vague 
reverie; the spheres of the old 
present us with an object in 
which the mind can rest, 
overwhelming in its greatness 
but satisfying in its harmony. 
That is the sense in which our 
universe is romantic, and 
theirs was classical.
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The tall phantom ship sailed through the asteroid 
belt with sails billowed and thrust along by a magical 
wind and swaying side to side to avoid the large 
boulders that lazily rolled through the emptiness of the 
dark empyrean. The wizard and his warriors of faeries 
were a half league behind flying the same path as the 
ship. The wizard chanted ancient verses that created 
bolts of lightning that blasted from the end of his staff 
exploding the rudder of the massive ship piece by 
splintered piece.  

At the figurehead of the ship was a beautiful 
woman, a sorceress who was singing a siren’s song of 
sadness. She was the wizard’s beloved and sang to him 
of her rescue. Taken against her will by four magicians 
employed by Captain Blyth—known as The Thief of 
Magic— they had bound her to the large oak beam 
that jutted out from the bow to prevent her from 

waving her enchantments over them. To thwart the 
captain’s intentions and his evil purposes for her, 
within her mind she used what magic she could muster 
and turned herself into part of the oak beam so that 
once the ship reached its destination her removal 
would be difficult if not completely preventable. 

Another spear of lightning from the wizard’s staff 
shook the ship so violently that it caused the stern to 
slam against the last asteroid splintering a hole in the 
right side of the broad hull large enough for a man to 
enter. At the captain’s order, two chase guns rolled out 
of the stern of the ship and fired grapeshot’s at the 
wizard. The wizard was able to dodge all but one iron 
ball that knocked his staff from his hands splintering it 
into small shards and sawdust. Three faeries met their 
demise colliding with the other iron balls from the 
grapeshot.

FICTION The Wizard 
and Sorceress 

of Crater Lake  
by Bruce Rowe

Bruce Rowe was born in the Deep South of Louisiana where folklore and myths are as plentiful as fireflies in the 
Bluebonnet Swamp on a midsummer’s night. He has integrated the supernatural elements from those myths in 
addition to others from around the world into his stories. He has short stories published at Spillwords.com, 
Dastaanworld.com. and Cafelit.com. His story, ‘The Rider’, was nominated Publication of the Month in October 
2018. As well, ‘Grandfather’s Clock’ was a featured piece at Spillwords. ‘The Lonely Traveler’ received a special 
mention at Cafelit. He presently resides in Southern California.
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“What are we to do, captain?” asked one of the four 
magicians. “Even without his staff the wizard is gaining 
on us and our collective magic cannot equal his.” The 
captain waved the magician off and began pacing the 
deck in an effort to devise a plan.

After the ship flew past Mars, the captain looked over 
the railing with his spyglass and spotted the next planet. 
On Earth, he saw through the powerful lenses a capacious 
snow-capped mountain. “There! Have the helmsman put 
us down on that peak.” At the cranking of the wheel—
what good it did without the rudder—and pushing 
forward on a lever, the fore, and main and mizzen mast 
tilted forward and the ship descended toward the 
mountain. 

Nearing the mountain, the captain spotted what 
appeared to be a hollow at its peak. ‘An auspicious find,’ 
he thought. “Set her down in that bowl at the top!” he 
yelled at the helmsman. The ship leveled then lowered 
perfectly into the bunker. As the anchor dropped along 
the side, the four magicians hurriedly wove a protective 
dome over the ship to prevent the wizard and his faeries 
from overtaking them. 

Reaching the mountain, the wizard called for a halt to 
his warriors. His eyes quickly surveyed the ship under the 
blue transparent dome. He could no longer hear the 
distressing song of his beloved. He took his faeries to the 
bottom of the mountain where he fashioned a castle of 
pumice rock to hold his beloved in safety after rescuing 
her. He then knelt down and placed his hands in the snow 
and, closing his eyes, fell into a deep trance peering past 
the surface of the mountain and into its very core. After a 
moment, the wizard opened his eyes and rose up.

“Meeka,” the wizard said to the commander of the 
faeries, “take your warriors to the top of the mountain, 
keep watch over the ship, and keep your bows drawn. 
After a careful study of this mountain, I have a plan as to 
how to dislodge the ship from its resting place.” 

“As is your will, my lord,” the fae said. Then she 
directed the troop to the top of the mountain and hovering 
there, they kept watch over the ship with bows drawn.

At the bottom of the mountain, the wizard began to fly 
around its base. He increased his velocity as he moved up 
the heap in increments of ten feet per passing snow 
spraying outward behind him from the airstream created 
by his passing. As he neared its middle, the men in the 
ship felt a rumbling and began to tremble and scurry to 
and fro on the deck in a mass confusion of fear. It was as 
if the great mountain was breathing, heaving outward, 
and then retracting. However, the sorceress smiled 
knowing her true love was nearing her rescue. 
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“Steady men,” called out the captain to his 
shipmates. “The old sorcerer can’t touch us as long as 
we are under the magicians’ protection.”

The bowsman rose up from peering over the side 
of the ship. “Captain Blyth, if we tarry here much 
longer we’ll be torched to cinder. A red glow is 
growing beneath us, sir. I believed he has conjured a 
dragon.”

The captain looked over the railing of the ship and 
seeing the red glow increasing at a rapid rate and 
moving up toward the ship, yelled, “Cut the anchor 
and full sails…NOW!” The four magicians, in near 
exhaustion, released their energy from the dome 
which quickly disappeared and refocused their 
concentration back onto the sails. The sails bellowed 
and the ship rose awkwardly out of the bunker as the 
mountain violently shook with great slabs of snow 
ascending rapidly downward uprooting cedars and 
pines like a woodsman chopping down trees with a 
single blow.

The faeries began losing arrows at the deckhands 
and magicians. The instant a sailor would ready a 
cannon toward the faeries, they met their end in an 
array of arrows. Meeka alone took out two of the 
magicians, which slowed the ship’s escape from the 
mountain as one by one the sails fell lifeless.  

Finishing his flight, the wizard flew upward 
joining the faeries with his hands extended outward 
as though lifting something heavy. At that moment, a 
copious pillar of lava exploded from the top of the 
great mountain tearing through the bow of the ship 
torching it at one end and sending it hurling into the 
forest beyond. Hearing the cries of his beloved 
sorceress, he soared after her dodging the large 

glowing lava boulders that were being flung across 
the night sky. Catching her above the tree line, with a 
breath of frost he quickly extinguished the flame near 
her feet and gently set her on the ground. 

“Don’t leave me, my love,” spoke the wizard in a 
trembling voice. “I cannot finish this without you. 
Your powers far exceed my own.”

She opened her oaken eyes as tears of sap rolled 
down from their corners. “I don’t know what help I 
can be bound so to this oak beam. But I can endow 
you with my powers and together put an end to the 
evil of Captain Blyth.” 

“Then we will finish it together.” 
The wizard picked her up and stood the beam on 

its charred end and together they looked upon the 
mountain. He held her with one arm as he extended 
the other toward the mountain. He could feel her 
powers seeping into his mind then down through his 
arm. Together they spoke an enchantment of 
implosion and pulled the pillar of lava back into the 
mountain. In mere seconds, the great mountain 
growled and crumbled into itself with a mighty 
sound. 

With the magic that once filled the sails now gone, 
the lofty ship was plummeting to the bottom. The 
wizard then focused their powers on the ship, turned 
it, the dead crew members and Captain Blyth into 
erosion resistant lava so as never to take flight again, 
and secured it along the shore of the lake that was 
now forming from the melting snow. (If visitors were 
to look upon it today from Sun Notch, it resembles a 
small 16 story tall island nestled against the shore 
bearing the name, Phantom Ship.)
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After completing their task of felling the 
crew, Captain Blyth and the remaining 
magicians, the faeries joined the wizard and 
his beloved in the forest. As to the bodies of 
the magicians, they watched as the wizard 
brought them up from the lake, and using 
volcanic gases and ash that burst forth from 
deep within the earth, he transformed them 
into 100-foot-tall pinnacles, which still stand 
to this day but far removed from the lake. 
(They are abandoned and alone forever in a 
valley with only the low-lying clouds that 
pass by in the early mornings or the 
occasional visitor willing to make the 6-mile 
drive from Rim Rock to keep them 
company.) 

With exhaustion overtaking them, and 
their magic all but depleted, the wizard and 
the sorceress fell to the ground, her cradled in 
his arms. The faeries gathered around them in 
quiet reverence. 

“It is done,” she said looking up to the 
wizard.

“Yes, but I cannot leave you in such a 
state, my love,” he said as he laid her gently 
on the ground. He stood over her and with the 
last of his magic; he released her from the 
oak bow. 

Unexpectedly, one by one, the faeries, who 
are usually evil, horrid, and mischievous 
creatures, began transforming into beautiful 
butterflies—a pledge made by the wizard for 
their compassionate deeds of assisting him in 
rescue of his beloved. Meeka looked sadly at 
the wizard as though to say ‘Farewell’ then 
turned into a beautiful bright orange butterfly. 
For a moment, they fluttered above the 
wizard and his lover then dispersed into the 
forest. (To this day thousands of California 
tortoiseshell butterflies take wing over the 
park feeding on wild lilac and drinking nectar 
from a variety of flowers. If their flight was 
not so swift, you could possibly see a 
remnant of what was once a fae.) 

The sorceress tried to stand but found it 
difficult to move her legs. “I don’t feel right, 
my love. I feel…stiff…rigid. I do not feel the 
magic regenerating in my heart as I did in our 
universe.”

“Unlike our universe that is filled with 
magic, I fear we have traveled to a place that 
no longer believes in magic,” he answered as 
he picked her up in his arms.
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“Then we can no longer be as we once were. Lay 
me upon that rock and stay near until I am no more.” 
The wizard laid her on the boulder and gave her one 
last kiss. Feeling her lips turn to stone he wept 
bitterly then turned toward the lake. (To admire her 
fading beauty, take the 0.7-mile trail, aptly named, 
Lady of the Woods and you’ll find her located 
directly behind the Steel Visitor’s Center and the 
Park Headquarters. Blending almost perfectly into a 
subalpine forest of mountain hemlock, she lays 
naked on her right side with her right foot behind her 
left knee and left arm bowed near her face.) 

In his sorrow, the wizard found within his heart 
the power to fly high above the lake. With a 
resounding cry that echoed to the ears of the Klamath 
Indians that had settled over the southeast ridge of 
the mountain, he flew directly into its depths. He 
twisted and turned in pain and agony as he descended 
toward the lava glow at the bottom. His feet 

remained buried in the lava until the lava cooled and 
took hold of him. He looked up through the water 
and saw the brilliance of the sun beaming down 
turning the water into a sapphire jewel. Desiring one 
last look at his beloved, in an effort to loosen his feet 
from the lava, he pulled upward breaking the surface 
until he created a large island 755 feet tall where he 
could see the sun as well as over to his beloved from 
across the lake. Exhausted through grief, the wizard 
gave in to the stiffness that now overtook his body 
and became a part of the uppermost peak of the 
island. (From any location along the rim of the lake, 
one can easily see the island appropriately called, 
Wizard Island. If you are one of the fortunate few 
that accidentally stand in perfect aliment between 
Wizard Island and The Lady of the Woods, you can 
still feel the vibrations of magic at work. The magic 
of Love.)
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A dark and simmering brew lurched out of the 
metal spout, cascading itself into the vacant white 
mug below. The consequential plume of steam 
rose to Carrie Greninger’s face, causing her to 
wrinkle her upturned nose in disgust.

“Suck it up, newbie,” came a passing voice. 
“Part of working at a café.”

It was 9:28 on a Monday morning in downtown 
Cypress Falls. The usual stench and sounds of 
main street were muffled inside the tight-nit eatery, 
but not extinguished. Carrie's friend Stacy had 
helped her land the waitress job despite her lack of 
experience and revulsion of coffee. It was a far cry 
from retail, but it paid nonetheless.

Carrie brought the cup of Joe to a nearby table 
and set it down for one of her patrons. As she saw 
the other blur of white and baby blue pass by 
again, she let out a playful head sway in return. 
Her second week was starting out okay, though 
remembering all of the tables in her section was 
still a problem. She glanced out a window 
overlooking the patio and saw a man sitting alone 
at one of the smaller tables. Reaching into the 

pocket of her baby blue apron, she attempted to 
pull out a note before being stopped by her friend.

“Throw the cheat sheet away. That's Darlene's 
table, and since you're covering her shift, it's now 
yours.”

Carrie pulled out her hand, with two packets of 
sugar wedged between her index and middle 
finger, and smirked.

“You're not fooling me, Greninger,” said Stacy, 
waving her in the direction of the patio.

The morning air was already getting muggy and 
warm. The waitress breezed through a small grid 
of black metal tables, chairs, and the colorful 
umbrellas that shielded them from the ever-
encroaching sun. She flicked her straight blonde 
hair back and tied it into a ponytail just before 
approaching the old man at table 9. He had a 
gleeful smile on his face and stared straight ahead, 
gently tapping the decorative rod iron fence next to 
his table with his hand. His gray hair was neatly 
brushed, and the wrinkles on his face curved 
gently toward his chin. Overall, he seemed to 
display a friendly demeanor.

Breakfast 
After June 
by Jesse Highsmith

FICTION
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“Hello, sir, welcome to Paula’s Café. Are we 
expecting anyone else?” she asked, glancing 
around. It took him a moment to respond, as if 
he was lost in a trance. His kind blue eyes 
shifted slightly before he spoke.

“Good morning. We are not. We already 
know what we would like to order.”

Carrie thought, at least for a second, that the 
man was mocking her, but the smile on his face 
was too sweet to take as attitude. “Alrighty. 
Let's start with drinks, then, shall we?”

“One sweet tea with lemon, and one water, if 
you would. Thank you.”

“One of each? Okay. And what would you 
like to eat?”

The old man straightened the collar of his 
grey button-up shirt and calmly placed his order 
without ever making eye contact. “Two fried 
eggs, sunny side up, with bacon and hash 
browns. A Belgian waffle and sausages for the 
second plate.”

“Wow,” she remarked. “You must be quite 
hungry! I'll get that ordered right up.” There 
was no reply from the man. He just simply 
stared off into space as he did when she first 
greeted him.

After hanging the order for Ben, the cook, 
and bringing drinks to table 9, she had a little bit 
of time to kill. She picked up a basket of 
silverware to wrap at her station. As she rolled 
thin white napkins around the gleaming metal 
utensils, her mind tried to focus on errands to be 
done after work. It didn’t last long. Through a 
reflection in one of the spoons, she saw herself 
in the steel. Her own pale blue eyes reminded 
her of the man outside, though they were not as 
hazy. Why wouldn't he look at me? she thought. 
He wouldn't even turn his head. Then, a 
rationalization washed over her. “Of course!” 
she said out loud. “I'm so stupid.”

“You said it, not me,” her friend replied, now 
reaching into the basket to help. She also had 
her hair tied up, though it was much darker and 
wavier. “So, what, did you finally notice that 
Ben's dreamy eyes haven't left you all 
morning?”

“What are you talking about?”
Stacy discreetly nodded her head to the 

doorway behind them. They caught Ben staring 
through it, and instead of averting his gaze, he 
smiled charmingly.
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“Oh.”
“Yeah.”
“Whatever. He just sees a conquest. I'm blonde, but 

I'm not dumb.”
“So what?”
“So, I want to know what it's like to have a guy 

stare into my soul, not just at my ass. Just once.”
“It must be lonely up on that horse, Greninger. 

Giddy up. It looks like you have another table 
outside.”

Carrie took a drink order from a couple on the 
patio and turned her attention to the old man sitting by 
himself. His lips were moving as if he were talking. 
Strange, she thought, making her way toward him. As 
she got close to the table, she heard his voice mid-
sentence.

“Caroline never expected the Willoughbys to just 
plum give up the farm, but then again, she didn't 
know Jack's lack of interest in potatoes,” the man 
reminisced, laughing softly.

“Uh,” Carrie interrupted. “How are your drinks? 
The food should be coming up any moment.”

“Fine, fine,” the man said quickly, as to brush her 
off. Again, he never turned his head, but his voice 
could be heard again while Carrie was walking away. 
She glanced back, bewildered. He was talking to no 
one.

A few minutes later, she found herself in the 
kitchen. “Ben, is that ticket for table 9 coming up 
soon?”

“Got it right here. Tell them that the sausages are 
hot. Not as hot as you, but, uh…they just came out.”

“That’ll be interesting to explain,” she said, 
flicking a loose strand of hair away from her forehead 
and ignoring the comment. “I’m pretty sure the guy is 
blind.”

“You know who isn’t blind? Me, because I see us 
hanging out at my apartment later.”

“That sounds less like prophecy, and more like 
comedy. My plates, please.”

Ben slid a filled serving tray across the stainless-
steel prep table with a single raised eyebrow. Tall, 
well-groomed and handsome, he wasn’t used to 
resistance. He stroked his short brown hair, yanked 
once on his black apron, and turned himself back 
toward the grill. 

The nerve he has, thought Carrie, carefully 
weaving the serving tray through a checkered table 
arrangement on her way out of the door. It has been a 
while since Billy, though. Maybe I should give him a 
chance.
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“I’ll be right there,” she said in 
passing to the couple at table 10. This 
is a lot to eat for such a frail old 
geezer. A lot I will be bussing, 
uneaten, in a while.

 “Okay, sir, here you go,” she said, 
propping an edge of the tray onto his 
table to unload it. Your eggs-“

“No, no,” the man said. “The 
Belgian waffle here, please. The eggs 
and whatnot can sit over there.”

“Uh, okay,” she replied while 
moving plates around. “No 
problem.” She studied his eyes as 
they took stock of the table, 
surprising her with the notion that he 
could see just fine. “Here’s your 
syrup, as well. Let me know if 
there’s anything else you may need.”

The man grunted with 
satisfaction. “Thank you, Paula. Or, 
um…miss.”

She stuffed the empty serving tray 
under her left arm, and held her 
ticket book with the adjoining hand, 
ready to take the order of his 
neighboring table on the same trip.

“What will you have?” she said to 
the woman.

“Umm…”
While the woman pondered her 

order, Carrie could hear the old man 
from table 9 again. His voice was 
faint, but it was very engaged.

“She is a tad bit slow, isn’t she? 
It’s okay. Paula’s always taken her 
time, which is fine. I’m busy drifting 
in your eyes right now, anyway. I 
could do this forever. How’re your 
eggs?”

While locked into the faint one-
man conversation a few feet away, 
the server had missed her current 
customer’s order completely. “I’m 
sorry. Could you repeat that?”

“It’s okay,” said the lady from 
table 10. “It’s easy to get distracted 
by Louis.”

“Oh,” said Carrie. “You know 
him?”

“I’m familiar. Anyways, I’d like a 
western omelette.”
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**

Sometime later, Carrie went by table 9 to 
check on the solitary man who loved to talk to 
the air. There he was, still staring straight 
across the table, with a small stack of cash 
laid out ready for her pickup. The gleam in his 
eyes was quickly fading, as if he weren’t 
ready for breakfast to end. All that he 
appeared to have eaten was the large Belgian 
waffle.

“How was everything, sir?” asked Carrie.
“Unforgettable.”
“Um, okay. Awesome, then. Can I get you 

a to-go carton?”
“Yes, please. My dog will be expecting the 

eggs, bacon, and sausage.”
“Was there something wrong with them?”
The man looked her into the eyes for the 

first time since he arrived. “Not at all. Thank 
you.”

After dropping off a to-go carton, Carrie 
found the table’s regular server in the kitchen.

“Hey, Darlene. How was the doctor’s 
appointment?”

“It went fine, Sugar,” said the seasoned 
southern woman with a smile. Her frizzy 
black hair matched her laid-back 
temperament. “Test came back negative. So 
anyways, I’m here. Just came by to check the 
schedule, but if you want me to finish out the 
shift, I can.”

“Oh, it’s no trouble, really,” said Carrie. “I 
could use the hours.”

“Okay, then. I see you’ve got Louis 
Newbold out there.”

“Table 9? Yeah, what is his deal? I thought 
he was blind or something…”

“Because of the blank stare?” Darlene said 
with a laugh.

“And the talking to himself…”
“No, he’s just in another time.”
Ben peeked through a row of tickets to 

snoop on the conversation.
“What do you mean?” asked Carrie.
“Mr. Newbold and his wife had been 

regulars for over 50 years. They even had 
their first date here, back when the original 
owner was still alive.”

“Paula.”
Darlene nodded. “Look here, on the 

collage wall behind you.”
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Carrie turned toward the wall 
opposite the cook’s line. It was 
filled with old photographs of the 
diner’s heyday. There were images 
of construction, Paula, her husband 
Dan, newspaper clippings, and 
various happy customers. Darlene’s 
finger landed on the black and white 
image of a chipper young couple 
sitting outside. The patio looked 
very different, as well as the street 
behind them, but she spoke with 
confidence. “That’s him, and that’s 
his wife June. She passed away a 
couple of years back, but he still 
comes here every week and orders 
for the both of them. Hers, 
included.”

“Eggs, bacon, and hash browns.”
Darlene chuckled. “You got it, 

kid. He comes here every week and 
reenacts their first date. It weirds 
people out sometimes. But to him, 
it’s like she’s sitting right there 
across the table the whole time.” 

“That’s the sweetest thing I’ve 
ever heard!” Carrie said with welled 
up eyes.

A snicker came from behind the 
cook’s table. Both Carrie and 
Darlene turned to him with looks of 
disgust, and the former let him have 
it.

“Shut up, Ben. You wouldn’t 
know love if you cooked it up and 
served it from your own spatula.”

Out on the patio, Louis Newbold 
prepared to depart, taking one last 
look across the table. There, a 
beautiful red-headed dame with 
curls and emerald-colored eyes 
stared back longingly, not a day 
older than the picture in the collage. 

“Same time next week?” she 
asked with glee.

A single tear formed in the 
corner of her husband’s eye. “I dare 
heaven to stop us.”
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My Pony 

Clippity-clop, clippity-clop  
My pony doesn’t gallop 
He trots along bridal ways 
On sunny days or wintry haze 
Over puddle 
And jagged stones 
So I won’t tumble  
And break any bones 
As he plods along 
My heart sings a song 
Finally we stop 
At the ice-cream shop 
Clippity-clop, clippity-clop  

©Michal Reiben
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Animal Party 

Gaily partying  
In the full moonlight 

The animals jiving  
Is a very strange sight 

A pig in a wig  
Is doing a gig. 

A cat playing a fiddle,  
Makes her kiLens giggle. 

An owl hoot-hoots  
Into a flute. 

A Npsy tubby baboon  
Rolls around like a balloon, 
And a happy go lucky lama 

Is dancing in his pajama 
What a palaver! 

© Michal Reiben
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Aath had his cave, his club, and his cloth 
which he wrapped around his waist. For when it 
got really cold and snow fell from the stars 
above, he had skin to wrap himself up in from 
the buffalo he had slain many moons and suns 
ago. It was the dawn of life, and life had been 
good to Aath.

It is little surprise, then, that Aath had a wide 
smile on his face as he stepped out of his cave 
the morning we first meet him. He stood a 
moment on the ledge outside, breathing in the 
fresh, crisp morning air, and gazed out at the 
valley spread before him. A good day to hunt, he 
thought. He raised the raw thigh of zebra to his 
mouth, bit into it with relish, and tore off a huge 
chunk. A good day, indeed. He smiled wide 
again, wiped the blood off his chin with the back 
of his hand, and started down the path into the 
valley.

Aath might not have smiled as wide, or at all, 
had he noticed the red streak across the sky 
behind him. Instead, he hummed to himself as he 
trudged on downwards — club in one hand, 
zebra-thigh in the other, and blood trickling 
down his beard.
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***
The gazelle had proven craftier than 

Aath had anticipated. They had chased 
it across half the valley, and yet it 
showed no sign of exhaustion. He 
glanced at Char beside him, panting and 
glistening with sweat. She lowered into 
a crouch four paces from him, knuckles 
whitening as she tightened her grip on 
the wood-spear. Aath could not see him 
now but he knew Panch was close on 
his other side, with a sharpened stone in 
each hand, crouched and ready like 
Char.

The three of them, friends since 
childhood, were the best hunters in the 
valley. Panch could throw stones farther 
and truer than anybody else Aath had 
ever seen. Char’s aim was better still. 
Her skill with the spear kept the women 
and children of Wadi Valley warm and 
fed, even during the worst of the cold, 
and the men terrified. If someone 
wanted something hit really hard or for 
some heavy thing to be lifted, they 
called Aath. Teeth, ribs, and rocks —he 
could break them all.

They had cornered the gazelle 
against a cliff-wall, and formed a half-
circle around it. Aath planted his feet 
wide, holding his club steady with both 
hands. The first stone flew from 
somewhere on his right, and landed tip 
first between the gazelle’s forelegs. The 
spear, perfectly timed as ever, flew from 
wide on his left and found its mark in 
the gazelle’s heart as it reared on its 
hind legs one last time.

***
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Aath let the gazelle fall off his 
shoulders, and drop to the ground 
with a soft thud. Char and Panch too 
had stopped dead in their tracks on 
either side of him. He glanced at 
them and saw reflected in their 
glowing faces the same shock he felt 
at the sight before them. Petrified, 
they stared back at him with a 
hundred questions in their eyes.

Wadi Valley was in uproar. Its 
people ran in every direction, all at 
once. Women shrieked and ran past, 
bawling babes held close to breast. 
Men screamed and followed, with 
terrified children half-dragged, half-
carried away. Aath stopped two 
young men fleeing, and asked them 
what had happened. They simply 
looked at him — terror, disbelief, and 
bewilderment etched on their faces.

Grumbling with disgust, Aath 
pointed to the gazelle and indicated 
they should carry it away with them. 
He turned to Char and Panch, and 
together the three friends began 
moving towards the strange 
spectacle.

The sun has fallen, thought Aath. 
It was his first thought. It was his 
every thought. He stood at the edge 
of the crater the fallen sun had 
cleaved into the heart of his valley. 
He stood with Panch and with Char, 
holding her hand, watching the sun 
burn all night. He stood and he 
watched until the sun came up.
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***

Slowly, the inhabitants of Wadi Valley had 
gathered behind Aath. They had begun to arrive 
with the high sun, having fought their fears and 
found their courage. Men, women, and children 
now stood in groups — each around one of the 
score of fires Aath and Char had lit along the 
crater’s edge. They gazed into the flames, and at 
the fallen sun, in fascination and with barely 
veiled terror. They stared at Aath and Char in awe 
and with stark naked respect.

Near rise of sun, Panch had taken a long 
branch, and used it to clear the ground of burning 
wood for a space to sleep. One piece he swept 
away had landed next to old, dry wood. Aath 
watched as it caught fire. He ran, fetched more 
dry wood, and fed it to the flame. Enthralled, he 
watched it burn. Char noticed him, and then 
imitated him. When the first, brave young woman 
appeared at high sun, they had a dozen fires lit.

Aath stood next to one such fire, gazing into 
its depths. Life had been good to Aath, and life 

had just become better. No longer would the 
people of Wadi Valley suffer as they had when it 
got really cold and the sun hid itself. They had 
their own sun now. They could make their own 
sun now. Aath looked up and across the fire, at 
Char, crouching and smiling. She smiled at him, 
and he felt warm — for the first time in his life, 
he was truly warm. He had seen the sun and the 
snow, the water and the earth, and he had seen the 
fallen sun. He had never seen anything, or 
anyone, as beautiful as Char. Life was good.  

***
Twelve full moons later, Aath stood outside his 

cave with a wide smile on his face, breathing in 
the fresh, crisp morning air. He had his club and 
his cloth. He had Char, and in his arms — 
wrapped up snug in a soft zebra pelt — he had 
his son, Bara.



82

P. A. O’NEIL

‘Some authors paint such vivid 
pictures with their words that 
the reader feels as though he 

or she is actually present, a 
silent observer or phantom, 

almost participating in the 
events of a tale…’

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

Witness 
Testimony  
and Other Tales

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/paoneil

https://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/paoneil
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ANGEL WINGS 

Fly my lily-white dove
Fly back up into the heavens
Rest your weary wings in
God's nest where they
Become the wings of an angel.
Guarding all that are precious to you
Taking the lost doves under your loving fold.

Rest my precious dove rest
Within the warm liquid love of your maker.
Now guardian angel
Your mission begins.
Eternal is your love radiating
Down from heaven.
Warm like the glow of the sun
Pastel colors of the rainbow.
I feel your love envelope me
With your sacred white wings.
Peaceful now with my own destiny.

I will carry on my dove
Until I too inherit my sacred wings.
Blessed to have flown with you on this earth.
Honored to call you Mother!
Now my guardian Angel
Distance cannot keep us apart.
You remain alive in my heart
Until we see each other once again
In God's loving nest.

©Eva Marie Ann Cagley

POETRY
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MIRACLE 

 
They say it's a Miracle what happened to you.  
That you won't believe it but it is all-true. 
We know where we came from, we knew what to do, 
and We called on our Higher Power to flow through 
you. 
 
When all others gave up we hung on tight. 
We encouraged you to continue the fight. 
Jesus held You in His Loving Light. 
And became Your Breath, Your Will, and Might! 
 
He Healed your lungs and breathed life back into you! 
God works Miracles and this is true.  
We kept asking and He Gave and Gave. 
It is true Jesus Christ does Save. 
 
You walked within the valley of doom. 
It couldn't have been darker in that room. 
Then God Shone His Light down on you. 
And in all the Glory of His Name 
 
He Raised You Up Again and Again!!! 
 
© Eva Marie Ann Cagley
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REFLECTIONS OF GOD 

 
The stars glitter like diamonds in the sky 
Rich and too expensive to really buy. 
Made and adorned on each person's face 
Leaving smiles that can't be erased. 
 
The floating clouds form pictures of awesome things. 
Like angels flying with heavenly silver wings. 
Pictures of Jesus riding up in the clouds 
Coming on a white horse and chariot galloping down. 
 
I see many formations way up high 
The infinity of the vast beautiful indigo sky. 
I watch as the sparrows of life fly by 
Stopping to ponder why? 
 
Has God given us such a gift, 
That all we need to do is lift 
Up our moist eyes and pray into Heaven's 
Window and see into the souls of man? 
 
For we are all made in likeness of him 
Therefore he is like a chameleon. 
He loves both the son and daughter 
Like loving Fathers au too. 
 
The pureness is in the hand of God's love 
Shown in all that is made above. 
All the living and breathing things 
Holy mirrors reflecting 
God! 
 
©Eva Marie Ann Cagley
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SHARON FRAME GAY

CLARENDON HOUSE AUTHOR

‘Some stories are prose compositions that, while not actually broken 
into verse lines, demonstrate a depth of symbology, metaphor, and 
other figures of speech common to poetry, producing literary works of 
acute beauty in which the expression of feelings and ideas is given an 
intensity beyond the norm.  
In this collection of tales by the extraordinary writer Sharon Frame 
Gay, you will find yourself again and again both moved emotionally to 
rapture and grief while also being entranced by an exquisiteness of 
language and a close eye for human detail.’

SONG OF THE  
HIGHWAY 

A Short Story Collection

www.clarendonhousebooks.com/sharonframegay

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/resources/learning/glossary-terms/detail/figure-of-speech
http://www.clarendonhousebooks.com/sharonframegay
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For a quick peek all available works by 
this talented author, click here 

Feeling down? This Australian animal 
fantasy by award-winning Australian 
author  
Danielle de Valera will cheer you 
up…

Meet the Katt 
family: Claude, a 
big hearted 
marmalade tom 
cat, his lady cat 
Mao, Mao’s 
mother Sylvia 
and Mao’s two 
kittens, 
Pussywillow and 
Rupert. Despite 
the love in their 
little cottage, the 
battlers are 
finding it hard to 
make ends meet…

https://www.amazon.com/~/e/B00H286LXI
https://books2read.com/u/3n8k6K
https://books2read.com/u/3n8k6K
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USA, New York City 
2-11-2009 

Early this morning, I was 
in the laundry room folding 
clothes, warm from the dryer.  
I like the early morning slot.  
Very often I have the laundry 
room to myself but this 
morning, an elderly neighbor 
was slowly loading her small 
bundle of laundry into a 
washing machine.  She asked 
me to give her a hand with a 
balking door and, when I 
came close, she peered into 
my face and said, “Wait a 
minute.  Weren’t you the lady 
who was going with her sister 
on a long walk last year? We 
talked about it. Remember?”  

Her question rolled me 
back to a day in late April of 
last year when my sister, 
Carmen, and I bustled around 
this same room.  It was 

shortly before we left for 
Europe.  We were excited and 
anxious about our trip and 
chattered away to one 
another.  And this elderly 
lady had been there that 
morning almost a year ago.  
She gathered some of what we 
were talking about and asked 
us about our walk and we 
explained about our 
upcoming Camino.   

Passing through England, 
we would fly to France.  Once 
in France, we would make our 
way into the Pyrenees where 
we would begin a 500-mile 
walk across northern Spain to 
the ancient city of Santiago de 
Compostela.  This trip had 
been 10 years in the planning. 

So, my answer to her this 
morning, a year later, was 
yes. Indeed, it had been 
Carmen and I, who danced 
around the laundry room the 

previous year, telling her our 
plans.  Today she wanted to 
know how we how we did and 
she asked me question after 
question.  I was happy to 
oblige, remembering those 
long weeks of walking.  After 
a while, I didn’t need another 
question to spill my story and 
I talked and talked.  My mind 
was 3,000 miles away, one 
memory after another leading 
me along the route.  I wasn’t 
seeing a laundry room any 
more. I saw the yellow arrows 
painted on trees and rocks to 
signify the route of the 
Camino and mud and ancient 
villages. 

I was interrupted by a soft 
snore and my elderly 
neighbor brought me back 
from my tales.  Her chin 
rested peacefully on her chest 
and she slept. 

The Diary of  
Andrea Fagin

Excerpts from a travel diary of a 500-mile Camino de Santiago walk Andrea 
made with her sister in 2008. With some photos and illustrations by Andrea.

BONUS FEATURE
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France: St. Jean Pied de 
Port, May 2, 2008 

There are many 
pilgrimage routes to 
Santiago de Compostela.  St. 
Jean Pied de Port is a 
traditional and popular 
starting point.  A Camino 
from this town to Santiago 
is expected to take about 
five weeks.  But our plan is 
to walk slowly over a little 
more than two and a half 
months to reach our goal 
and then spend an 
additional ten days visiting 
family living nearby.  We 
want to make a slow 
pilgrimage that will allow us 
to immerse ourselves in 
both the Spanish and 
pilgrim cultures.  We intend 
to enjoy the people from all 
over the world we will 
encounter, as well as the 
cities and towns, the food, 
the animals, and the 
landscape along the way. We 
also expect to make time to 
paint and sketch what we 
see. 

St. Jean Pied de Port, 
located in the French 
Pyrenees, is a tiny town and 
the former ancient capital of 
the Basque region. It is 
bisected by an east-west 
road; every day pilgrims 
enter the town through its 
eastern gate from locations 
all over Europe and the next 
morning they exit out of the 
western gate, a tide of 
lemmings heading for 
Santiago.  Today this street 
is extra crowded with 
tourists, many on local bank 
holiday. Carmen and I push 
our way through to find the 
town’s albergue.  These low-
cost pilgrim lodgings, also 
known as refugios or 
hostels, dot the road to 
Santiago and can be found 
even in the smallest of 
towns.  

Carmen has made it clear 
that her preference is to 

stay in a private room with 
a private bath, whenever 
possible, avoiding 
communal albergues under 
any name. Very American. 
Usually that would be my 
opinion too but I want to 
keep the costs down and to 
experience the world of 
pilgrims.  That isn’t going to 
happen in a private room 
where we only get to talk to 
one another.  I think I can 
wear down Carmen’s 
resolve and cajole her into a 
more rugged pilgrim 
experience.  And, besides, I 
know I will succeed at times 
because an albergue often 
will be the only lodging 
available in some of the 
smaller and more remote 
villages. 

Although we are staying 
in a comfortable hotel while 
in St. Jean, we need to visit 
the albergue here for a very 
significant moment.  Every 
pilgrim carries a pilgrim’s 
passport or credential, a 
little blank booklet that is 
stamped and dated in the 
different towns along the 
way. The stamps show 
where you were the night 
before and are accepted 
proof that you are making  

your Camino by walking, 
biking, or riding a horse but 
not driving.  As long as you 
are not driving, the 
passport allows you access 
to the albergues.  And at the 
end in Santiago, our 
passports will be examined 
by an official who will 
review each change of 
location we made with the 
corresponding stamps and 
stains to determine that we 
have indeed completed a 
valid Camino. I envision this 
person as some Dickenesque 
mandarin peering 
suspiciously over a pair of 
antiquated spectacles that 
perch on an oversized nose 
bedecked with carbuncles.  
If all is in order on that 
glorious day, a Compostela 
will be issued to us, the 
official proof that we have 
indeed completed our 
Caminos, walking every 
step.  Today we receive our 
first stamp in the albergue 
in St. Jean.  The volunteers 
do not even glance up at us 
while they stamp and date, 
stamp and date. Just 
another pilgrim to them but 
a thrilling moment for us.  
We are official.
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St. Jean Pied de Port to 
Orisson, May 3, 2008 

Tengo una cita con el 
destino.  I have an 
appointment with destiny. At 
least, that’s how my 
dictionary roughly translates 
it into Spanish.  Sounds very 
dramatic.  But I am unsure if 
this is accurate.  Sadly, this is 
the level of language skills 
that my sister and I will have 
to rely upon over the next few 
months. Is this 4th Grade, 8th 
Grade?  Even that may be an 
overestimation of my 
abilities. 

In fact, our appointment 
with destiny began at 8:45 
AM on May 3, 2008.  Carmen 
and I leave St. Jean through 
the Port d’Espagne gate, 
excited and a little bit fearful, 
feeling that this might be a bit 
beyond us.   

The walk to the next town 
of Roncevalles is famous to 
pilgrims for its difficulty and 
we have a choice to make 
from our very first day.  We 

can follow the busy car route 
or take the more picturesque 
and historic, but challenging, 
Route de Napoleon, up and 
over the mountain top. We opt 
for the mountain and expect 
to give our novice feet a break 
by walking only half the 
distance and staying 
overnight in the albergue of 
Orisson built midway to 
Roncevalles. Orisson will be 
one of the few stops that is 
not located in a town. 

 The countryside is 
beautiful.  The cream-colored 
cows ignore us, keeping their 
faces buried in the 
spring grass. The herds of 
sheep and lambs are more 
skittish, scattering and 
fleeing when we pass.  They 
run in strung-out lines, one 
behind the other, and we see 
words and patterns formed by 
their wooly shapes.  One 
seems to spell “lamb killer” 
and another becomes the euro 
symbol.  Sheep talk.  Black 
vultures float overhead, 
flashing gold when they tip 

their wings.  They are 
watching and waiting for us to 
falter and we think they are 
not wrong.  The few people we 
meet, villagers and local 
farmers, smile and wave and 
call out "Buen Camino," Good 
Camino, good pilgrimage, 
good walk.  Other pilgrims, 
who pass us or the few who 
we pass, keep their heads 
down and say nothing, 
reserving their breath for the 
strenuous upward clamber.  

I see the head of a horse 
peering at me over a crest, an 
apparition that startles me 
and brings me to a halt.  It is a 
richly-colored palomino on 
the lookout for pilgrims 
trudging wearily along this 
stretch of road.  Untethered, 
he ambles over the ridge top, 
straight to me and leans 
against my body, blocking my 
route.  I imagine he wants to 
be affectionate. Instead he is 
nothing but a con artist 
trying to steal the apples 
stashed in my backpack.  I 
resist.  
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Orisson, our first pilgrim 
albergue, is a series of small 
rooms with six or eight bunk 
beds in each. Every bed is 
occupied that night and 
there are even a few tents 
pitched on the slope beyond 
the lines of drying clothes.  

Outside the building, 
Germans, Italians, and the 
many French pilgrims mill 
about, talking, laughing, and 
drinking. Carmen circulates 
and talks to everyone 
although she doesn’t speak a 
word of any of these 
languages. This is not the 
Europe where everyone 
speaks English. That is 
touristville Europe, where 
the people you meet are 
workers in restaurants, 
hotels, stores, museums. 
This is Camino Europe with 
everyday Europeans who 
speak the language of their 
home country and maybe a 
little of something else they 
learned in high school or 
university.  

 I meet a French couple 
who we passed earlier today 
sitting on the roadside 
having lunch.  Here among 
the bunkbeds are husband 
and wife and their two 
backpacks and now two 
large suitcases, open and 
bursting with suitcase 
goodies, like books and 
normal clothes.  The wife 
catches me staring 
perplexed at the suitcases.  
They weren’t carrying these 
suitcases when we hiked up 
this mountain and how are 
they here? She tries to 
explain but I don’t 
understand her French, 
even when she pulls down 
the top of her shirt to reveal 
a nasty, new scar. I 
understand opération but I 
don’t understand the 
connection to the suitcase. It 
will take Carmen and me a 
few weeks before we 
understand this part of the 
Camino.  
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Orisson to Roncevalles, 
May 4, 2008 

In the morning, the 
pilgrims pour out the door of 
the albergue, eager to be on 
the road early, stopping only 
to fill up their water bottles 
before leaving.  Roncevalles 
lies roughly eight miles away 
and we will first have to 
ascend another fifteen 
hundred feet before the path 
winds down about the same 
distance to the town.  The 
entire Camino is marked 
mostly by crudely painted 
yellow arrows pointing 
toward Santiago, although, 
like many pilgrims, we are 
also carrying a guidebook.  

But, on this stretch, neither is 
necessary; there are so many 
pilgrims that you know where 
to go and when you will start 
to climb a hill merely by 
watching the line of tiny 
figures ahead of you.  Halfway 
to Roncevalles, we pass a 
marker indicating our entry 
across the border into Spain. 
We are elated.   

This part of the Pyrenees is 
the area where Roland, 
nephew of Charlemagne, died 
in 778 along with many other 
French noblemen.  His death 
is recorded in the epic poem, 
“Chanson de Roland.” But the 
geography is a bit inexact as 
he seems to have fought 
and blown his horn and died 

in multiple places. Such are 
the makings of great legends. 

The descent on day two is 
ruinous on the body - aches 
and pains and grim blisters.  
But that night we sleep in 
the town of Roncevalles 
where pilgrims have crossed 
into Spain for over a 
thousand years.  Many 
pilgrims who did not make it 
across the mountains are 
buried here with the soldiers 
who fought and died with 
Roland.  Their bones are 
intermingled in the 
Roncevalles’ ossuary. We rest, 
tend our wounds and limp 
about to see the sights.

Orisson to Roncevalles
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Uterga, May 11, 2008 

In the garden of Camino 
del Perdon in Uterga, a young 
Swiss man joins us at our 
table where we are having a 
beer.  He is going to walk a 
few weeks on the Camino and 
then plans to take a year off 
to visit Peru, Bolivia, Chile 
and Argentina and maybe 
travel on to Asia. A year!! 
And our friends were amazed 
that we were taking three 
months to make the Camino.  
Pretty soon, we are laughing 
about what a wonderful 
wastrel he is.  “Who knows,” 
he says, “maybe I’ll become a 
god in South America and 
the natives will dance in 
circles around me.”  And we 
talk about girls and good e-
mail lines to use when he 
writes and, later at dinner, 
we see him chatting up three 
very cute girls.  And I 
wonder if this was how it was 
with Jesus.  He got tired of 
the carpenter thing and 
decided to travel. He was 
friendly and could sit down 
and have a drink and laugh 
with strangers, including 
older women.  And they 
could joke together about 

how he could become a god.  
And, he was only kidding, 
maybe. 

Puente la Reina, May 12, 
2008 

We stay in a hotel in the 
middle of this small town. 
The lobby is lined with 
suitcases when we arrive 
and the staff bustles around 
carrying them to assigned 
rooms.  We are thinking it is 
a bus tour but the front desk 
clerk corrects us; these are 
suitcases of pilgrims. Each 
morning, each pilgrim leaves 
his suitcase downstairs and 
it is taken by taxi or van to 
the next night’s stopping 
place.  The pilgrim can then 
walk each day backpack free. 
We are stunned and finally 
understand the French 
woman in Orisson. She had a 
recent operation and 
couldn’t really carry a heavy 
case.  She walked but a taxi 
shuttled her suitcases ahead. 
Ok, so we feel a bit huffy. 
What sort of Camino is that? 
Seems more like a safari 
than a Camino. But, hell, 
maybe we’re the idiots, 
carrying our crushing loads.  

On the street, Rafael, a 
German pilgrim, stops us 
while we are painting and 
still grumbling about 
suitcases.   

He is distressed by the 
relentless mud, but who 
isn’t?  He tells us that this 
morning he found god in the 
Church of the Crucifixion.  
He lay on the floor and god 
spoke to him.  He is a large 
fellow and I try to imagine 
him getting down on the floor 
and even more 
cumbersomely, getting back 
up.  He couldn’t have been 
wearing his backpack. All the 
while, very large tears are 
rolling down his red cheeks 
and our watercolors are in 
grave danger of being 
splashed upon.  I move them 
frantically out of the way and 
Carmen pats his shoulder.  
He declares that he will visit 
one more church and get 
more heavenly advice about 
returning home.  How come 
god doesn’t say that it’s ok to 
hate the mud but it’s also ok 
to go on?  Or not go on? The 
ticket home in your pocket is 
very tempting.



94

Cirauqui, May 14, 2008 

My father, otherwise known as 
"Papa," left Spain the day before his 
sixteenth birthday and would not 
return for fifty years.  His home town 
of San Roman, a village of mythic 
proportions in our family history, 
consisted of four stone houses on the 
day he walked away and has grown 
150% to six houses over these many 
years.  

Somewhere along the way, I began to 
wonder (not too much) who exactly 
was San Roman.  Small town, small 
time saint. He couldn’t be found in the 
standard history of obscure forgotten 
saints.  However, I noted with pleasure 
when we researched this trip that 
there were a few towns along the way 
with churches dedicated to San 
Roman.  I figured that here was an 
opportunity to resolve this teeny 
mystery. 

After another day of slogging 
through boot-high mud, we arrive at 
the hill top town of Cirauqui.  It doesn’t 
take too many days of walking to begin 
to understand the devious mentality of 
the Spanish Board of Camino-ism, 
Tourism, and Sadism.  Their plan is to 
illustrate what life was like for the 
medieval pilgrim traveling without 
benefit of llama or taxi.  They have 
ignored any straight dead-head routes 
to Santiago and have selected routes 
that will take you to the tippy top of 
every mountain with a town upon it 
and something to sell.  Cirauqui fits 
that description and has, in fact, a 
church of San Roman. 

So, I find myself this afternoon 
creeping into the back of the church.  A 
Spanish matron of a certain age 
(younger than me actually) is cleaning 
the altar.  “Señora," she bellows, "do not 
come into this church with those dirty 
shoes."  I am a bit offended since I am 
wearing my very cleanest sandals but I 
wimp out and back-pedal immediately.  
"No, no," I say, “I just wondered if you 
could tell me the story of San Roman."  
Her cold glare softens just a tad.  "He 
was a martyr," she says and mentions 
something about his tongue.  
Something incomprehensible and then 
something further along those lines.

Cirauqui
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My Spanish isn’t that good 
so who knows what she said?  
And, if you want to pursue 
that thought to its murky 
conclusion, it means my 
entire account of this Camino 
and who said what and what 
it means is subject to my 
limited understanding or 
misunderstanding of Spanish 
and a much even weaker 
understanding of any other 
language besides English.  
Then the matron cleaning the 
church sings me a song to the 
same effect about San Roman 
and the tongue.  I am afraid 
she wants me to warble along 
with her and I leave as soon 
as possible, promising to 
return for masses and 
rosaries later.  What a 
dreadful liar I am. 

At the hostel, I ask the 
innkeeper if she knows the 
story of San Roman.  She 
scoffs, “Por supuesto no,” "Of 
course not." But she does 

have a book with an 
exhaustive history of the 
town including the life of our 
patron saint and she is 
willing to lend it to me.  In 
case you cannot bear the 
suspense any longer, there 
were two San Romans.  One 
was a hermit and probably 
died a respectable death of 
starvation.  The other San 
Roman, who I think is my 
man, was a deacon in third 
century Palestine.  He 
preached against the local 
authorities, always an unwise 
decision, and they pulled out 
his tongue.  Undaunted, he 
continued to exhort the local 
parishioners and finally our 
San Roman was put to death.  
So how, I ask, did he preach 
without a tongue?  Another 
mystery. 

At dinner, the pilgrims 
discuss the mechanics of 
tongueless exhortations, all 
the while shoveling in as 

much pasta and wine as 
possible.  A soft-eyed 
Australian declares it was a 
miracle, a theory with which 
this heathen has trouble.  
The Australian adds that a 
fortune teller had told him 
that he would find a Spanish 
wife on the Camino.  Now I 
am truly incredulous and I 
have some more wine.  
Clearly, neither the 
Australian nor the fortune 
teller are very familiar with 
Spanish women and their, 
shall we say, autocratic 
habits that would crush his 
soft soul.  I think of my 
Mexican mother, the woman 
cleaning the church, the 
women on the family farm, 
my cousins, my sister-in-law 
Haydee, and, for goodness 
sake, my own sisters. 

But I don’t share this with 
him.  "Good luck," I say as we 
clink glasses.
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Los Arcos, May 17, 2008  

The next day we cross 
broad expanses of grains on 
our way to Los Arcos.  The 
fields are so huge that we 
estimate it would take us 
an hour to walk to the tree 
line.  The day is brilliant.  
Sparrows flit across the 
moving grass and alight at 
the top of bushes to deliver 
warbling songs.  European 
goldfinches are shyer and 
dart away from our long 
shadows.  Their faces have a 
dash of black red which you 
only see as a flash of color 
when the sun strikes them. 
There are occasional fields of 
grapes twisting out of the 
red earth with their 
drooping candelabra arms.  
And sometimes we come 
across mounded rows of 
asparagus covered with 
black plastic to preserve 
their precious white color. 

A sign declares that 
armies met on these fields of 
grass in 1873 and men 

screamed and died here, an 
incongruous thought on this 
beautiful day.  The American 
general Patton was a student 
of this battle and the tactics 
and losses he learned here 
played a part in his WWII 
strategies. 

Los Arcos is yet another 
tiny town but with a twist.  
We noticed, as we entered 
the town, that gates and 
barriers have been erected 
along the main street and we 
ask the woman in the bread 
store, la panaderia, why.  She 
sighs with exasperation.  
“They are running the bulls 
tonight,” she says, “At 6:30.”  
Carmen and I get excited.  
She watches us and says, 
¨This is soooo boring. I can’t 
understand it.  Sometimes I 
watch the pilgrims as they 
pass in front of my store and 
I see them taking pictures of 
our old streets.  I don’t 
understand what they are 
looking at.  And the bulls.  I 
will have to close up early 
because they are running.  

Sometimes they even gore 
the shutters.” 

We try our best to look 
sympathetic, to understand 
her business problems but 
Hell!  They are running bulls 
through the town!  So 
promptly at 6:30, we climb 
the barricades to watch.   

Carmen and I stay on the 
safe, cowardly side, of the 
barricades, right under the 
windows of a nursing home.  
Several residents in 
wheelchairs watch with keen 
interest.  The rest of the 
town, including visiting 
pilgrims, are on the other 
side, the bull side.  All sorts 
of people choose to run 
ahead of the bulls - many of 
them are young men but 
there are also old men, fat 
men, young women, old 
women, even Spanish 
matrons dressed properly 
with their string of pearls 
and arms crossed in that 
disapproving style. 
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Everyone is laughing and 
gossiping and teasing one 
another or on cell phones or 
clicking photos.  But when 
the bulls are released, an 
electric charge passes 
through the crowd.  The 
smiles disappear, the faces 
grow taut and all heads turn 
in one direction.  Bull 
direction.  “Ahora, ahora, 
ahora,” “Now, now, now,” 
they cry in unison.  

Everyone has developed a 
survival technique; 
some flatten themselves into 
doorways; others hide 
behind the stone pillars of 
the colonnades providing 
cover against the rain 
and the young and the agile 
spring up against the gates 
and barricades.  There is 
a sudden clatter of hooves 
and the bulls fly by.   

As long as the bulls run 
together as a group, you are 
safe.  But if one bull becomes 
separated from the herd, it 
becomes a dangerous and 
angry rogue.  A few times 
during the night, a bull 
would lose its way as it races 
across the plaza.  Then it 
would stop and look left and 
right, would paw the ground 
and charge anything that 
moved, chasing the fleeing 
people around the fountain 
until it found its fellow bulls 
and ran off.  About three 

bulls are released at a time 
and they ran one way down 
the main street and then 
back again.  And despite our 
safe location, once or twice, a 
bull would cast its evil eye 
our way and charge our 
barricade and Carmen and I 
would leap away.  This goes 
on for about two hours, a 
poor man’s Pamplona 
without the drunks.   

The next evening in 
Torres del Rio, an elderly 
Spanish gentleman watches 
me work over and over on a 
picture of a bull.  I am having 
trouble capturing the mad 
look in its eye, the frantic 
runner fleeing from its rage.  
The Spaniard asks me if I 
had been in Los Arcos for the 
running of the bulls the 
previous night.  When I 
answer yes, he rolls his 
shorts back to reveal a forty-
year-old scar from a bull he 
ran in front of one night long 
ago. He settles on the edge of 
my bunk and tells me stories 
about sailing ships, Caminos, 
and the evils of vending 
machines.  Thoughtful and 
courteous, we talk into the 
night and I fall asleep 
thinking of his jagged scar.   

Burgos - 303 miles to go, 
June 1, 2008 

 
             Sunday in Burgos is 

devoted to visiting Spanish 
friends, Modesta and 
Santiago-nicknamed “Santi,” 
whom I first met more than 
thirty-five years ago.  If you 
have not visited a Spanish 
family or friends, you may 
not realize what a wonderful 
but exhausting experience it 
can be.  From the moment 
they see your face, they 
envelope you and carry you 
off into their lives.  Do not 
resist.  You now belong to 
them.  Expect a long day.  An 
early start; a late finish.  It’s 
best to plan your getaway in 
advance.  You should have a 
good excuse - something 
along the lines of "I have to 
walk several hundred miles 
tomorrow morning." 

I was fearful of having to 
speak Spanish all day.  This 
level of conversing is not to 
be confused with ordering in 
a restaurant or speaking in a 
store or on the street.  After 
all, you can walk away from 
a restaurant or store or on 
the street if you are flubbing 
the language preposterously. 
(See above - No walking 
away.) But, not to worry, my 
friends do all of the talking.  I 
only have to smile and say, 
"Sí, sí" occasionally.  It is like 
turning on a Spanish radio 
station and listening to the 
murmur of voices. "Sí, sí." 
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I have corresponded with 
these people over these 
many years but only met 
them once in the interim.  
And on that in-between visit, 
Modesta had just been in a 
car accident and was 
hospitalized.  Incredibly, this 
time she has broken a toe 
and will hobble about this 
day with us.  Her husband, 
Santi, dressed impeccably as 
always in a jacket and tie, 
drags us around the city.  He 
has definite opinions about 
what one should see in 
Burgos and it is his intention 
that we do not miss any of it - 
the magnificent cathedral, a 
Sorolla exhibit, a Chagall 
exhibit.   This is his modus 
operandi all day.  In the 
meantime, Modesta keeps up 
a running commentary like a 
veritable Greek chorus, on 
life, on friends, on Santi. 

After several hours, she 
says we are hungry and 
should eat.  Santi suggests 
that we go to their little 
village, where there is plenty 
of good food. 

“Noooo,” she says, “we’re 
going to eat in Burgos” in 
such and such a restaurant.  
He concedes, a little 
disgruntled.  

After lunch, she asks, 
“What about coffee?”  Santi 
replies that we could go 
home, where there is plenty 
of good coffee.  

 “Noooo,” she says, 
“I mean really good coffee.”  
Again disgruntled, he takes 
us to a 4-star hotel.   

It’s a castle.  Not a theme 
park fantasy castle, but a 
real castle.  It is rather busy 
and, as there is no parking 
available, we do it the 
Spanish way.  Just pull over 

into the gas station next 
door, park your car in the 
middle of the other cars 
filling up and get out.  

In the castle, lots of elite, 
upper class types eat and 
drink very good coffee in the 
high-priced bar.   We, at least, 
are wearing our cleanest but 
wrinkled pilgrim best. 
 Momentarily, I forget that 
this is a real castle, slam my 
finger in the moat door and 
bleed all over for a while.  
Santi will fix me up at home 
later by pouring a 
frightening and stinging 
solution all over my finger 
and all over his desk.  From 
then on, in addition to all of 
my toes, my bloody finger 
will be swaddled.  The 
swaddling is working its way 
across my entire body.
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Home for Modesta and 
Santi is a little village almost 
an hour south of Burgos.  
Fifty percent of the residents 
are Modesta’s cousins.  Their 
house is relatively new but 
filled, end to end, with Santi’s 
unsold paintings- over two-
thousand of them.  I know 
because I saw his 
handwritten and numbered 
inventory. A cautionary tale 
for artists everywhere -- 
lower your prices or retire 
with two thousand paintings. 

If it sounds like it’s getting 
late, it is.  It’s about 4 PM 
and we are far from Burgos.  
Santi suggests that we take a 
walk, a paseo, to see the 
village and we go out.  Our 
paseo involves visiting each 
house where a person is at 
home.  To check if they are 
in, stand at the fence and yell 
for a bit.  Go in, admire a 
table or new twin boys.  
Check a bag of mushrooms 
freshly dug up in the woods.  
Meet the mayor, a woman.  
Do I correctly understand 
that the fix is in on the 
cows?  Discuss water 
problems.  Walk through the 
town’s social center even 
though a meeting is taking 
place.  Kiss everyone.. 

Santi decides we should 
see the church bell tower.  

Because the town and the 
church are carved into the 
stone side of the mountain, 
the tower is unusual.  You 
can climb the craggy peak 
wrapped around the church 
and, when you reach the top, 
you will be level with the 
steeple of the bell tower and 
able to walk right into it.  
And so, we clamber up a 
stony ravine filled with 
running water and cow Xit: a 
retired artist wearing a 
jacket and tie and fine 
leather shoes, his gimpy wife 
with a broken toe, and two 
ragged pilgrims who don’t 
want to climb anywhere 
anymore.  But at the top, the 
view is splendid and we take 
goofy pictures with our 
heads stuck in the iron bell.  
Then, we slip slide back down 
and Carmen is rewarded 
with a view from above into 
the nest of a giant black and 
white stork.  Oh, birder’s 
heaven. 

Our hosts ask reticently if 
we are hungry.  
I immediately answer yes, 
starved.  If I had said 
anything else, they would 
have dropped the subject and 
not brought up food for 
hours.  Dinner might then 
have become one or those 
elegant Spanish affairs that 

begin at midnight.  Carmen 
and I would have ended up 
sleeping at the table.  I am 
determined to avoid this fate 
by impolitely responding 
that, yes, I need to eat and 
soon.  So, the food is 
prepared and we eat 
and drink and talk and talk 
and talk.  Finally, Santi and 
Modesta drive us back to the 
city.  Night is falling and it 
will be quite late before they 
arrive back home.  
Nevertheless, Santi reminds 
himself that there is a 
dinosaur museum that we’ll 
pass on the way home.  He 
knows about our interest in 
all things old, very old, and 
pulls in.  Fortunately, it is 
closed, although we still sit in 
the dark in the parking lot 
and discuss dinosaurs.   

At our hotel, we all pile out 
of the car.  Modesta and I 
embrace and cry.  Not just 
cry, we weep.  Saying 
goodbye is not a reserved 
thing here.  No firm 
handshakes and pats on the 
shoulder for us.  No, we 
splatter our tears all over the 
sidewalk.  After all, 
who knows, we may not meet 
again.  And, after all, that 
may be true.   
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Rabe de las Calzadas, 
June 3, 2008 

The albergue in Rabe 
doesn’t open until 3 PM.  It 
is a private albergue and the 
only lodging in town.  The 
lady in charge, the 
hospitalera, is notorious.  
She will not accept pilgrims 
into her establishment 
whom she has not 
interviewed beforehand.  Of 
late, she has only accepted a 
few persons per night after 
her harsh interview, 
although she reputedly has 
thirty beds.  Carmen and I 
are exhausted, however, by 
our wheat field adventure.  
We leave our backpacks in 
line outside the albergue and 
head for the nearby bar to 
chat up the locals. 

Our bartender is 
Victorino, a charming and 
garrulous man with lots of 
stories about Cuba.  He is 
sympathetic to our 

situation.  It seems, 
Victorino has an empty 
house that he claims he is 
developing into an albergue.  
He wipes the bar counter 
and sizes us up.  If we are 
interested, he proposes, he 
could give us a room and we 
would shortcut the 
interview.  So off we go to 
take a look at his place. 

Now, we have stayed in 
some astonishing dumps.  
Villamayor was a converted 
garage with a few bunks but 
mostly lined up mattresses.  
Najera, which provides 
elegant resting places for 
dead kings, was two cold 
and dank rooms that had 
the air of the gulag.  
Victorino´s albergue-in-the-
works follows this tradition.  

It is a hovel.  The 
bedrooms are stark.  There 
is a little kitchen that he 
admits doesn’t work.  The 
bathroom is grim.  But, hey, 
no interview.  The albergue 

won’t open for a few hours, 
while here we could 
immediately shower and 
wash our clothes.  Plus, we 
cannot imagine that anyone 
else would willingly stay 
here which means we would 
have the tiny building to 
ourselves.   It’s a hovel but it 
would be Our hovel.  We 
accept. 

Victorino returns to his 
bartending duties.  We 
reclaim our backpacks and 
settle into his hovel, taking 
showers immediately.  
Carmen goes first and then 
me.  Minutes after I am 
finished, a pipe bursts.  
Water spews out of a wall, 
flooding the entry way.  
Thinking we may find 
ourselves back in this 
morning’s wheat field, we 
find a mop and frantically 
wipe up.  Meanwhile, 
Victorino returns to shut 
the water off.  Now we are in 
a dump without water.
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Notwithstanding its 
charms, five other pilgrims 
join us, rejected by the evil 
hospitalera.   Victorino 
drives them to a sports 
facility, located almost out of 
town, where they shower 
and wash clothes.  He 
apologetically brings huge 
liter bottles of waters for 
brushing our teeth and even 
larger containers of water 
for flushing the toilet and 
washing up.  The containers 
are so large that only the 
men can move them.      

For this experience, you 
may think that our 
bartender should have paid 
us.  But no, we pay thirteen 
euros apiece which includes 
a three-course dinner in the 
bar with bread and wine and 
more wine, when requested.  
This is when we first 
discover you can request 
more wine. The dinner is 
cooked by Victorino´s 
mother-in-law and is well 
prepared.  Carmen and I sit 
at the table with two South 
Korean girls and three 
Basque pilgrims.  We laugh 
at our incredible situation, 

learn some Korean words, 
and tell outrageously false 
toilet bowl stories.  In 
between, we ponder the 
mystery of the hospitalera 
and her obsession with dirt, 
in a world of dirt.  Several of 
the eight pilgrims, who 
earlier had passed muster 
and been accepted in the 
main albergue, come down 
to the bar.   

The hospitalera has a set 
of house rules and 
personally interviewed each 
person.  If you are too dirty, 
you cannot come in.  That 
would disqualify Carmen 
and me.  She inspects you 
for bug bites.  The pilgrims 
describe the sober and 
deadly quiet dinner they 
shared with her.  We cheer 
them up and let them know 
that the next time they pass 
through Rabe, they might 
get lucky and spend time 
with us. 

I am awakened this night 
by a man knocking on our 
door at 10 PM.  He is a late 
arriving pilgrim and the 
hospitalera across the plaza 
has turned him away, 

although she has free beds.  
I am closest to the door and 
answer his knock and am 
astonished at her coldness.  
I send him to Victorino, 
knowing our bartender will 
find space and he does. 

I lie awake for a little 
while, thinking about the 
hospitalera.  I can be 
fastidious myself.  Thus far, I 
have checked every bed for 
bedbugs although I have no 
idea what they look like.  On 
the other hand, I’m not in 
the hospitalera business.  On 
the other hand, the villagers 
whisper about how loca she 
is.  On the other hand, they 
probably whisper about 
everything.  On the other 
hand, there is a thousand-
year Camino tradition of 
accepting the sick and 
injured into hospices and 
not turning anyone away.  
On the other hand, this is 
her home.  On the other 
hand, medieval hospices 
may have turned plague 
victims or lepers away.  We 
have passed leper hospices.



103

Sarria, July 7, 2008 

A series of events changes 
our Camino.  First, in the 
morning, the hotel in Samos 
accidentally locks us in.  Our 
room key is supposed to 
open the front door but it 
doesn’t.  Finding a key that 
works causes us to be an 
hour late in leaving town.  
Yet without this annoying 
delay, we would not have met 
the people who today will 
become our good friends 
through the rest of our 
Camino. 

The guidebook shows two 
routes to Sarria.  One is 
along a major highway and 
the other through woods.  We 
choose the latter.  Deep in 
the woods, we hear a pilgrim 
singing Latin chants.  We 
greet her when we come up 
to her.  She is Isabel, a 
woman from Galicia, una 
gallega, walking for the first 

time and limping in 
tremendous pain from her 
ill-fitting boots.  They are 
crushing her feet. We walk 
and talk and try to suggest 
remedies. Most pilgrims (all 
pilgrims) carry a second 
pair of shoes or sandals to 
change into when they stop 
at the end of the day.  When 
we ask Isabel about her 
second shoes, to our 
amazement, she brings out a 
dainty set of slippers which 
will not survive the mud 
ahead.  Then Carmen 
remembers that the extra 
pair of sandals that she is 
carrying actually are Teva 
hiking sandals.  The size 
works and Isabel gratefully 
accepts Carmen’s offer to 
switch.  

Gone is the pain.  We walk 
together after that.  

Isabel is a modern 
Spanish woman, reminiscent 
of many we have seen in 

Pedro Almodóvar movies.  
She is highly educated, of 
strong opinions, an atheist, 
and an anxious smoker.  
Isabel’s Camino is the 
opposite of our carefully 
planned trip; she decides to 
make the Camino on a whim, 
throwing some belongings 
together in a backpack and 
setting off.  And, her Spanish 
friends encouraged this 
strategy.  “Don’t worry about 
what you carry,” they 
advised.  “The foreigners on 
the Camino have everything 
you will need and they are 
willing to share it.  
Especially the Americans. 
Compasses.  Guidebooks.  
Band-aids.  Good advice.  
They will give you anything 
you need.”  And walking in 
Carmen’s sandals ruefully 
proves them right. 
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Perhaps it is our chatting 
but we manage to get lost for 
the very first time.  We plow 
through a few fields with 
grass towering over our 
heads.  There are no yellow 
Camino arrows marking our 
route.  When we finally 
extricate ourselves from the 
fields and find a road, we are 
dismayed to discover that we 
have made a great circle.  
After several hours of 
walking, we are not far from 
our original starting point in 
Samos.   

We begin again, not on the 
inviting woodland route from 
the morning but following the 
maddening but well-marked 
highway.  This way, however, 
leads past a sporting goods 
store.  Although you would 
think such stores would be 
useful resources for hikers 
and should be found all along 
the Camino, we have perhaps 
seen only one of these during 
our entire time walking and 
its appearance today is 
serendipitous.  Isabel is 
actually able to buy almost 

the same type of sandals that 
Carmen has been wearing. 

We stay at an albergue that 
Isabel suggests where she 
introduces us to her friend 
Endika (Basque for Enrique 
or Henry).  Over the years, he 
has made thirteen complete 
Caminos as well as numerous 
partial Caminos.  Making a 
Camino is so much easier if 
you live in Spain or even in 
Europe.  This year, Endika is 
traveling with his wife as well 
as friends, a couple with their 
11-year-old daughter.  

From here on, the Camino 
becomes busy, busy, busy.  
The number of pilgrims 
increases enormously.  There 
are even little children on the 
route.  Many families regard 
making a Camino as an 
inexpensive cultural vacation 
for the kids. With rooms at a 
premium, Endika takes us 
under his wing.  We become 
part of his caravan and he 
will find us places for the 
eight of us to stay.



105

Santiago de Compostela, 
July 16 

We arrive in Santiago on 
the 16th, overwhelmed with 
emotions. The city streets 
are jammed with pilgrims, 
tourists and local gallego 
residents.  The annual feast 
day is approaching for 
Santiago (St. James - did I 
say they are one and the 
same?)  If my Spanish is 
correct, the celebrations will 
last ten days and be one big 
fireworks demonstration.  
Everywhere you hear 
bagpipes playing.  I see my 
husband, Warren, for the 
first time in three months 
and I cry.  

We go to the pilgrims´ 
office and don’t hesitate for a 
moment to check off 
“religious reasons” as our 
motive for walking.  For 
which, we receive our official 
compostela in Latin.  Isabel 
strenuously disapproved of 
devote atheists depicting 
themselves as religious and 
lying to the Church but my 
cynical soul is not disturbed 
a whit.  When I get the 
compostela translated and 
discover what it says, I will 
know the level of hypocrisy I 
needed to consummate this 
heavenly deal. 

  We visit the gigantic 
cathedral.  I have decided 
that I dislike the cathedral 
with the exception of its 

medieval entrance, the Porta 
Gloria, designed by Master 
Mateo. And, go figure, that 
entrance is enshrouded in 
scaffolding and closed to the 
public.  I cannot lay my hand 
on the stone column or touch 
my head to the stone brow of 
the master’s head.  The rest 
of the cathedral is grandiose 
and way over the top.  There 
is a long line of pilgrims and 
tourists waiting to climb up 
the altar steps and hug a 
golden statute of St. James.  
That is an odd but venerable 
tradition.  In spite of my 
disdain, we get in line, climb 
up and give the cold statue a 
hug to let him know we’re 
grateful that we made it.  He 
does not hug back.
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Before we depart 
Santiago, we visit Isabel at 
her home. From the outside, 
it appears to be just another 
old and rather dilapidated 
building but once you cross 
the threshold, you enter a 
different world.  It is a 
completely modern home.  
The effect is elegant, 
everything is in the latest 
European style.  The city of 
Santiago de Compostela will 
not allow alterations to 
ancient exteriors.  She has 
not even been allowed to 
remove a non-functioning 
chimney that teeters on the 
verge of falling into the 
street.  The tourist board is 
determined to maintain 
fantasies about the antiquity 
of Santiago. Whenever we 
pass these old houses in the 

future, we will wonder what 
may be found behind each 
door. 

Our lodging in Santiago is 
a five-star hotel, a parador, 
built in 1493.  We discover 
that two of the bellhops live 
in the town of Paramus, near 
to San Roman, and they 
know our cousins, Andres 
and Amelia.  The bellhops 
are polite enough not to 
gape, mouth ajar, at worn 
pilgrims with San Roman 
connections staying in this 
fancy parador.  It is a 
welcome upgrade from 
sleeping in bunk beds with 
forty other snoring pilgrims.  

The parador has some 
family history.  My father 
stayed here when he was a 
boy and the hotel was then a 
regional hospital.  He had 

been watching a duel 
between two men and 
accidentally got shot in the 
hand.  He would show us his 
scar and laugh and say that 
the doctors called him the 
wild boy.  Somewhere his 
ghost runs up and down 
these halls creating havoc. 

Carmen and I are in 
disbelief that our Camino is 
over.  We still expect to get 
up in the morning, hoist our 
backpacks and head for the 
next town.  Actually, we will 
do that one more time.  
Tomorrow we will set out for 
the family farm in San 
Roman, about twelve miles 
northwest of Santiago and, 
by evening, be resting with 
the cows and chickens.
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San Roman, July 19, 
2008 

We walk from Santiago on 
a very fogged-in morning, 
going from a five-star hotel to 
a two-hundred-year-old 
working dairy farm.  It is 
several hours before the sun 
cuts through the mist and we 
realize how high into the 
mountains we had 
ascended.  The damage 
from the fires of the last 
two years is very dismaying; 
many mountains are 
denuded of trees in great 
swaths and there is a major 
effort to clear cut the 
eucalyptus trees which 
burned so fiercely and fed the 
flames.  We are walking free 
of backpacks, a great relief.  
Warren has taken them and, 
between the town of 
Portomouro and San Roman, 
we wave as his car passes us 
on the road.   

After 4-1/2 hours, we are 
in San Roman where my 
father was born more than a 
hundred years ago.  Our 
cousins – and, in this world, 
everyone is a cousin - Amelia, 
Carmen Segunda, and 
Andres look good but 
Ascuncion has aged 
dramatically since we last 
saw her six years ago.  We 
hug and thump each other on 
the back and kiss and cry.  
Then off to mass we go, 
where there is a short 
procession around the village 
and once around the church.  
Cousin Dina walks past us, 
not quite remembering who 
we are.  But she has Papa 
fixed in her mind and heart 
and, as she is reintroduced to 
us, she pats our faces and 
kisses us and cries.   

Today is the feast of St. 
Carmen or the Virgin of 
Carmen, a title that does not 
make any sense to me.  A 

table for drinks has been set 
up in the flat area outside of 
the gate to the finca, the 
family farm.  A band of three 
is playing their own loud 
version of technorock-disco 
and no one dances.  Farmers 
do not dance and are 
suspicious of anyone who 
would.   

Afterwards we eat a huge 
meal at Carmen Segunda’s – 
crab salad, baked scallops in 
pilgrim shells, empanadas, 
and a massive ring cake 
resembling a life saver that 
Warren christens the 
“flotilla.”  Somehow, I think 
all the food is prepared, à la 
Costco.  All conversations are 
in gallego, beginning loud and 
escalating to volumes 
harmful to your health.  We 
will eat our next three meals 
at Carmen’s house and it will 
be exactly the same food at 
each meal. 
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  Our daily routine falls into 
a new San Roman pattern.  We 
get up early in the morning to 
work with the cows.  I 
remembered a few things and 
understand simple commands 
– clean this, throw that away 
or over here.  This is silage – 
grass or corn.  Throw out the 
white hay; it will make the 
cows sick. Put out the new 
food. Carry buckets of milk for 
the babies and special feed for 
the mothers-to-be. And milk 
the cows. 

In the milking stations, the 
cows are cleaned, their udders 
disinfected, milk hoses are 
attached; they are milked, the 
hoses unattached and more 
disinfectant is wiped on.  Then 
slap them on their rumps and 
bring up the next batch of 
cows.  They jostle one another 
and roll their eyes at me. This 
is not a job for novices from 
New York.  I continue cleaning 
up.   

We pick a field of string 
beans and eat that with 
potatoes and chorizos, savory 
Spanish sausages, made in 
San Roman.  We gather huge 
squash to make a most 
delicious soup.  Everywhere 
you look there is food popping 
out of the ground or hanging 
from the trees - potatoes, 
carrots, lettuce, peppers, 
garlic, onions, lemons, apples, 
kiwis, and more and more.   

To my effete horror, 
Ascuncion, my eighty-six-
year-old cousin and still 
working, decides that the heat 
wave is not good for the 
chickens and cuts off ten 
startled little heads.  I hide 
from the actual beheadings 
and she laughs at my 
queasiness.  The dead 
chickens are huge and warm 
and the work first begins when 
they must be cleaned and 
gutted.  Plucking the feathers 
is not so bad but sticking your 
hand into a still warm 
creature to remove the 
innards is disgusting.  Still I 
work at it.  If you want to try, 
they let you.  If you screw it 
up, not important.  If you don’t 
want to do it, also not 
important. The sweet little 
spot under the old chestnut 
tree, where we once sat and 
drank coffee and chatted, 
looks like a killing field.   

A few days later, Ascuncion 
cooks platters of Spanish 
crepes, filloas, especially for 
us. She pours the batter down 
a large stone angled over an 
open fire. By the time the 
batter has run from the top of 
the stone to sizzle in the 
flames at the bottom, the filloa 
is cooked. Smoky and 
delicious. We gobble them all 
down.  

The big debate in town and 
around our kitchen table is 

about installing a toilet next to 
the church.  This is a tiny 
church we're talking about 
and the arguments are 
fierce, funny and bitter.  The 
family discusses the proposed 
toilet with grand sense of 
irony and each joke and 
comment becomes 
increasingly more insulting to 
the Church and the priest, 
who is, of course, another 
cousin. Why does he need a 
bathroom there, when he can 
walk just a few steps and use 
any family’s? After all, he 
lives elsewhere and only visits 
on Sundays and special 
holidays. In fact, can’t he just 
wait until he gets home?  And 
would the toilet just be for the 
use of the priest?  What about 
elderly parishioners?  What if 
they need a toilet?  Who will 
clean it?   And while you're 
installing a toilet, why not 
install a bar and maybe an 
internet cafe? There is an 
estimate on costs but 
everyone knows that, in the 
end, the expenses will double 
or triple if it is built and 
someone will get rich. Why 
does such a small place need a 
toilet when even great 
cathedrals do not have one?  
Who will really make money 
from this deal?  It is decided 
the fix is in. Eat another filloa 
and ponder life.
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The flames seemed to rise magically from 
Ascunsion’s deeply creased palms. She had just lit 
two dried pinecones to kindle a fire and held them 
aloft, as she declared that she was ready to cook the 
filloas. The rest of the family was more sanguine. 
They knew this was the smallest of steps and the first 
bite was hours away. They first needed to clean the 
barn, milk the cows, and tend to their other tasks. 
With everyone dressed in their mud-covered rubber 
boots and clothes stained from the smells and work 
of the farm, it was clear, the taste and the look of a 
filloa (fee-OH-a), reflected the rugged life in Galicia. 

Galicia is that part of Spain, which occupies the 
corner of Iberia just above Portugal.  Almost all the 
signs and conversations in Galicia are in gallego 
(GA-yag-o), the dominant language of the region, 
which is closely related to Portuguese but when 
spoken sounds like a bit harsher Spanish. The hills of 
Galicia are as lush and verdant as the fields of 
Andalusia are yellow and arid. A low-hanging fog 
fills its valleys almost every morning. The beauty of 
San Roman, a town of six homes where the family 
lives, conceals the harsh life of a Gallego farmer. 
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Ascunsion begins mixing the inexact proportions 
of the filloas, a type of crepe, into a red glazed pot. 
Dozens of eggs are cracked without being counted, 
flour is added by dipping the edge of a plate into a 
bag, salt is measured by the handful, and water runs 
from the faucet as needed. More water is added if 
unexpected guests show up. The batter is 
continually and vigorously stirred. Two strong 
hands are needed to transport the pot from the 
kitchen to the shed where the filloas are made. 

In the farthest corner of the shed, atop a raised 
hearth, two stones, each the size of a pizza, are 
tilted at about a 60 degree. Granite is chosen 
because the rock is not too porous. These particular 
stones were carefully selected; they have limited 
iron content to assure even heating.  And a 
stonemason shaped the stones into perfect circles. 
The single rock used for making filloas, that I first 
saw 1972, resembled the Rosetta Stone, was found 
in one their fields, and would still be in use if it had 
not cracked after being heated and cooled scores of 
times over the years. 

During my first visit to San Roman, almost fifty 
years ago, the filloas were made in a dank corner of 
the barn near a window.  The pigs and cows shared 
the first floor of the house. The water was drawn by 
hand and the bathroom was a porcelain hole in the 
floor. Fortunately, the bedrooms were upstairs. 

The house, nearly one hundred years old, has 
been completely renovated. The modern 
conveniences include indoor plumbing and a shed 
specially constructed, complete with a chimney, to 
cook filloas. The window in the old barn doubled as 
a chimney.  Change has come slowly to Galicia. 
Just a few miles from the farm is the last village in 
Spain to receive electricity around 1985.  

Twigs are placed separately under both stones 
and start burning when the pinecones are tossed in 
the pile. Additional twigs and small branches are 
added until the flames can sustain small logs. After 
approximately 45 minutes when the stone is 
sufficiently heated, the entire rock is greased with a 
piece of bacon fat, the size and shape of large bar of 
soap. Ascunsion applies the fat with a vigor that 
belies her eighty-two years and that she worked the 
entire day doing more than her share of the farm 
work. 

Filloa batter is poured at the top of the stone, the 
batter skis down the rock, slowly and often lingers. 
The most difficult aspect of filloa making is the 
ladling of the batter, which is much thinner than
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the pancake variety. If too little is poured, it will 
not reach the base of the stone; if too much, the 
filloa will be rubbery and will run off the edge 
into the fire. A novice’s first filloas always look 
like an octopus, with a huge head with dangling 
arms. 

Each filloa cooks on the stone for 
approximately 4 to 4 ½ minutes, then is flipped 
by hand onto the other side for an additional 
10-15 seconds, and finally peeled off, and placed 
onto an ever-growing pile. The stone is greased 
again ready for the next ladle. 

Ascunsion who never sat during the entire five 
hours of filloa making, smiled as she tipped the 
last of the batter from the pot on a stone. It is late 
October and Ascunsion’s chest and face are warm 
from the heat, while her back and neck are 
chilled from the damp Galician autumn; she does 
not seem to notice either.

A filloa made on a stone is always crispy at the 
spot where the batter is first poured and the same 
one can be thin and thick in different places, 
although the perfect one has the consistency of a 

piece of paper. It can be stuffed with chorizo, 
cheese or another savory, but most restaurants 
serve a sweetened dessert variation made in a 
skillet with sugar, milk, cinnamon, and butter as 
common ingredient substitutes. Broth can replace 
or augment the water but there is another Gallego 
touch, filloa de sangre. Pig’s blood can be added 
to the batter and is popular for certain occasions. 
The family cringes in unison, however, when 
they describe a neighbor who insists on cooking 
filloas de sangre. They relish eating hot plain 
ones, fresh from the stone.

Filloas are only made a few times a year for 
fiestas, guests, or when Ascunsion succumbs to 
family pressure. The family insists there is no 
word for filloa in Spanish, only in Gallego and 
barely acknowledges crepes exist in many other 
cuisines. A filloa, they contend, is different and 
distinguished by the combination, the technique, 
taste, and texture of the batter, bacon fat, smoke, 
and a stone. 
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What did you think of the new Beacon magazine?  

What would you like to see MORE of? 

What would you like to see LESS of? 

Any favourites? 

Any uplifting bits? 

Interested in submitting? 

Interested in advertising? 

Whether or not The Beacon continues depends upon 
YOUR feedback! 

Please drop me a line: 

grant@clarendonhousebooks.com 

- Grant P. Hudson
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