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Foreword

Not everything stated in this book is the absolute and undeniable truth.

The Canary Islands exist, as do the islands that are mentioned by name. Silbo, the whistled language, also exists. Certain other things are the result of my mind. I won't map out each and every fact as being true of false, as that would (probably) take away the pleasure of reading this book.

I hope you understand.


Dedication

I dedicate this book to several people.

 

It’s for Jack and Paula. My parents. Thank you, Mum and Dad, for all you did for me - and still do, even though you’re no longer among us.

 

And it’s for a special someone. You know who you are. <3

 


Chapter 1

"Hello and welcome back to our podcast series on ancient civilisations. My name's Ron and as usual there's Charlie on the other microphone. Today we're starting with a two or maybe even a three-parter about an ethnic group you may never have heard about: the Mahorero. First, to give you some sense of direction and location, Charlie's gonna take you on a trip.

"Thanks, Ron! Yeah, folks, hang on to your seats and pack your flip-flops because we're off to the Canary Islands, off the coast of North Africa. And contrary to the running joke, there are no big canaries there!"

Ron laughs. "No big canaries there, right? Too bad, Charlie. Well, about the Mahorero. They are or were the original inhabitants of the island of Fuerteventura. Mahorero is a word from an extinct language called Guanche, which was an old Berber language. From what I found no one spoke it after the 17th century and now only some sentences and words remain of it."

*

Jack switched off the podcast player on his phone. Fuerteventura. How remarkable that this island should come up, just when he and his girlfriend had planned a trip there. This couldn't be a coincidence. Paula and he had been learning Spanish for some time. Paula had suggested a trip to somewhere Spanish so they could unleash their limited knowledge of the language onto the unsuspecting inhabitants. Jack smiled as he looked at Paula who was still sleeping next to him. A few more days and they'd be off.

He recalled how they had decided on Fuerteventura. Paula, crack darts player and a local champion, had pinned a map of the world against a wall and handed him a dart. "Throw," she'd told him. "Throw and make sure you hit a place where they speak Spanish. That's where we'll go." He'd thrown many times, mostly hitting oceans where the fish didn't speak Spanish. Several hits on Iceland and Canada didn't count either. In the end the dart got stuck on the edge of a small island off the coast of Africa. Fuerteventura.

The few days that separated them from leaving for their trip went by quickly. Once they started packing, time was moving fast, and soon they found themselves checking and double-checking all their travel papers.

"Are you sure we have everything?" asked Paula as she sat on her suitcase so Jack could lock it for her. He glanced at her.

"It is," he patted the side of her suitcase. "If it isn't, then I don't know where you got all this from."

Paula pouted. "You're mean." Then she grinned. "Maybe I should take a few tops out of it?" She saw how he still struggled to close the suitcase. Jack agreed that would be a clever idea, so with pain in her heart she removed three tops and even a skirt. That made the difference. As Jack lifted the suitcase from the bed he said, "Let's hope this isn't overweight."

"Can't be," Paula claimed. "Look at everything I just took out!"

Jack put the suitcase on the scales and sighed. "This is too close to the limit for my comfort, darling. We're allowed twenty kilos each and this is twenty-three." Further inspection showed that he had space and kilos to spare so they transferred some clothing from her suitcase to his and all was well.

*

"Ladies and gentlemen. We'll be landing on the airport of Fuerteventura soon. Please return to your seats, fasten your seatbelts and place the tray table in front of you to its upright position." The voice that came through the overhead speakers was hardly understandable, but Paula didn't really care. She had her nose pressed against the little window and admired the view of the ocean and the island below. Their destination after a long flight.

The landing was smooth and after a short delay they could leave the plane. Customs and collecting their suitcases didn't present any problem, and so they queued at the car rental place for a while, looking around in the hall of the airport. It was warm in there already. After they had obtained the key to their car, the couple needed some time to locate it.

"Found it!" Paula waved as she pointed at a white VW Polo. Jack was relieved the car wasn't too far away; he'd been in charge of suitcases and in this heat that was no joy. He loaded the luggage into the car and off they went. As they passed the terminal building, Paula said, "Do you see that?" She pointed at the remarkable colour of the stone strips that were put onto a long wall. "Neat, isn't it?"

"Yep, very nice," said Jack as he tried to navigate their way out of the airport. The voice from the satnav in their rental car told him to go ahead and then keep left. At the same moment the device's suction cap gave up and the satnav fell to the floor. "Damn!"

"Calm down, I got it." Paula picked it up and held the satnav in her hand.

"After two hundred meters keep left," said the satnav.

"You need to keep left in two hundred metres," Paula helpfully translated the instruction. Jack shot her a look and grinned. After some time Paula got bored of repeating the satnav so she just left the directions to that while she enjoyed the scenery. "It looks so different from home," she remarked the obvious. "So dry. So few trees." Jack saw it too. He thought it was part of the charm of travelling.

They drove north, up to Puerto de Rosario and from there. From there they travelled on, until they reached Corralejo, the town where their hotel was located.

*

"It's so warm here," said Jack as he dropped the last suitcase on the bed. "Nothing like home."

Paula had stripped down to her underwear and walked out onto the balcony. "You won't hear me complaining about that," she said to him. "Just make yourself comfortable and come out here. It's gorgeous. Do you know I can see the ocean from here?"

"Do you know everyone can see your underwear?"

"There's nothing wrong with my underwear. We're also high up so I don't feel the need to worry." Paula came back inside and opened her suitcase. "This is one of the most annoying parts of a trip. Unpacking the suitcase."

"And what's the other one?" asked Jack.

"Convincing you to pack it again before we go home," said Paula and grinned. They unpacked their belongings in silence, changed into clothing more suited for the warm weather. That way, all set, they headed out for their first exploration of Corralejo.

They sauntered along the long boulevard that led them along the sea. The lady at the reception had offered to call a taxi, but they were ready for some exercise and hardly half an hour later they found themselves in the old centre of the town, which originally had been a fishing village.

"I want ice-cream," Paula announced. She was already on the lookout for a good place to sit down with such a cold treat.

"Damn." Jack stopped and frowned.

"What?" Paula turned to him.

"What's ice-cream in Spanish? We're here to speak Spanish, remember?"

Paula thought about that for a moment. "Oh. You got me there. I think it's gelato."

Jack shook his head. "Close, but that's Italian, dear. I remember that from seeing a film some time ago."

"Then it's helado!" She called out the word so loud that people passing by stopped for a moment and looked her curiously. Jack agreed with her discovery though, and so they went to hunt down a helado-shop. With the weather being warm that wasn't hard. Soon they sat on a small bench overlooking the old Corralejo harbour, enjoying their ice-cream.

Paula commented that the man selling the ice-cream spoke a funny kind of Spanish. "I'm convinced I said it right but he reacted as if I spoke Greek."

"Maybe your Spanish has a Greek accent," Jack joked.

Paula looked at her ice-cream and wondered if she should throw it at him for that remark. Luckily for Jack the helado was too good for that. "I like it here," she said as she stretched out her legs to get full advantage of the sun. A few pale people, obviously tourists like they were, passed their bench. The male passer-by dared a glance at her legs, which were definitely nice to look at.

"So do I," Jack said. "What are we going to do today?"

"Do?" Paula looked at him. "Did you say do? We just got here. I think we should start with doing nothing, or at least as little as possible. We already walked all the way here." His suggestion to call a taxi to go back to the hotel was met with a scowl from her, after which they finished their ice-cream treats in silence.

They used most of the day to walk around old Corralejo, admiring buildings and a few people who were creating amazing sand sculptures on a narrow stretch of sand. It could hardly be called a beach.

After a nice meal that was neither lunch nor dinner, they decided to saunter back to the hotel along the waterline. As they walked to the spot where they could get to the sea and take off their shoes, they saw a few people with easels, painting. The people, most of them in the pensioners' league, had set up their equipment in a small square and faced the sea.

"I bet they're painting the sea," said Paula. To check her assumption, they walked closer and admired the work of the painters. Most of them were indeed painting the sea. All but one woman. She was painting a mountain.

"I wonder why she's doing that." Jack peered out over the water but he didn't see anything resembling a mountain. He was convinced he'd have noticed it sooner.

Paula stepped closer to the woman's easel and studied the mountain. The woman stopped her brush-work and looked at Paula. "Hola," she said.

"Hola," said Paula, remembering the Spanish word for hello. She rapidly pained her brain to find the right words. She was determined to ask where that mountain was - in Spanish. "¿Dondé esta el montaña, por favor?"

"La montaña," Jack helpfully whispered.

The woman's smile took over most of her face and replied in Spanish at a speed Jack and Paula had never heard from their teacher. After her first half minute, the paintress noticed that the two were totally lost, so she shrugged and slowed down considerably. The woman took a small picture that was pinned to the side of her easel. It showed the mountain she'd been painting. She pointed at it and said, "Tindaya."

"Tindaya." Jack repeated the word. "El nombre?"

"Si, si," the woman nodded, confirming that Tindaya was indeed the name of the mountain.

"Mucho..." Paula knew she was on the wrong track. "Muy bonito." She felt proud when the woman said, "Gracias". She was having her first, be it limited, Spanish conversation.

A younger painter then joined them. He spoke reasonable English and explained that the mountain, Tindaya, was located to the south. "You need to drive south to La Oliva and from there to Vallebron and the town of Tindaya. The mountain is there, you cannot miss it." Paula and Jack learnt that Tindaya was a remarkable mountain because of its light colour.

"All the other mountains here are dark," the man explained, "only Tindaya is light. That makes it special."

The lady painter spoke to the man in fast Spanish to which he in turn replied equally fast. That back-and-forth went entirely over the couple's head, but the man then explained he'd told Ahinara, the lady painter, what they'd been talking about. "Ahinara offers to take you to see Tindaya tomorrow." Ahinara, so they learnt, was a typical name from Fuerteventura.

Paula and Jack exchanged glances. They'd just arrived here for a vacation and they hadn't planned on all kinds of activities just yet. On the other hand, having such an experience, going out with someone who only spoke Spanish and who knew the island...


Chapter 2

"And we're back," said Charlie on the podcast. "As far as people know, the first people coming to the island of Fuerteventura came from North Africa. Which makes sense as that's closest to the island. I've not been able to find out when exactly they arrived but man, it was long ago. What I've found is that their name, Mahorero, comes from the kind of goatskin shoe they used to wear. Those were called 'Maho'."

"Wow, Charlie," Ron said. "You really went back in time. I see in the notes that the early Phoenicians came to the island around 1100 BCE."

"That's right, Ron, and that's over three thousand years ago. Imagine the boats they had back then. The Phoenicians came to Fuerteventura and also lived on Lanzarote, which is closeby. Another fascinating thing is that these early folks had a sacred mountain on the island."

"A sacred mountain? That's interesting Charlie. Sacred mountains pop up all over the world, like Mount Fuji, Mount Olympus, Mount Kinabalu and so on. Did these early inhabitants have Gods living on top of that their mountain?"

*

Paula and Jack looked at each other over breakfast. She said this wasn't fair. At home, when they had to go to work, they had breakfast later than on their first, proper vacation day.

"We both agreed," said Jack, to which Paula replied that he should have stopped her from agreeing, making it his fault. Then she grinned.

"I know. We both did this. We'll bear the burden together. Well, you'll get a little more burden because you're stronger than I am."

Jack laughed and saw the waiter come up to their table. The man used his best English to tell them that a car with a woman was waiting for them.

"¿Su nombre es Ahinara?" Paula felt courageous this morning, asking in Spanish if the woman's name was Ahinara.

"Disculpe. Yo no sé." The waiter didn't know, but since they only had one appointment with a woman and a car, it had to be her. The couple finished their coffee quickly because they didn't want to keep Ahinara waiting.

"Buenas días," Ahinara greeted them. She waited for the two to find a spot in her small, old and beat-up car before she drove off, making the engine roar as if she was keeping lions under the hood. Jack worried for their lives, but as soon as the old car was moving, the noise died down and the engine sounded more like just an engine.

"Muchas gracias por..." Paula frowned and turned to Jack who sat in the back. "How would you say for picking us up in Spanish?" He shrugged, but Ahinara laughed. In very slow Spanish, using simple words, she explained she understood a little English. The two just had to speak English as slowly as she was now speaking Spanish. They both sighed with relief; this would make communicating a lot easier.

Ahinara proved to be a driver with a lot of experience. Paula occasionally thought the woman was a bit too experienced, considering the speed she drove at. Nothing happened though. They followed a road called FV-101, and soon passed a town called Villaverda. Ahinara told them that Villaverde was next to an area called Malpais de la Arena.

"Malpais de la Arena. I know what that means," Paula exclaimed as she turned back to Jack. "Bad land of the sand. Bad sand-country." She beamed at him. He grinned back at her; he had figured that out as well after hearing her say it. The noise of the car tyres on the road made it hard for him to hear Ahinara's words, but Paula was very good at repeating everything. After passing Villaverde, which he knew to mean either 'Green town' or 'Green villa', they soon reached La Oliva. There Ahinara decided it was time to stop and enjoy something to drink.

"Mucho tiempo en el coche no es bien," she stated. Both Paula and Jack agreed. Too much time in the car wasn't good. That was even more so because Ahinara's old vehicle didn't have air conditioning; they had to make do with one and a half open window. The window on Ahinara's side refused to go further than halfway down. Jack wondered if it would go all the way up if necessary.

La Oliva offered a wide variety of places to find something to drink. Ahinara, being a native of Fuerteventura, led the couple to a spot they'd never have thought of. They ended up visiting a family that turned out to be relatives of their driver. Paula and Jack were introduced in rapid-fire Spanish and so they met Juan and Maria, both of whom spoke decent English. As per Jack's request they did agree to speak Spanish to them as much as possible. It was however nice that they could get English translations on some things as they were sitting down, enjoying some cold orange juice.

"Jugo de naranja," said Paula, happily sipping from the glass. Maria asked them what their interest in the mountain was. Tindaya was famous on the island but not many foreigners went out there to see it.

Jack told them about meeting Ahinara and her painting. "That made us curious, and before we knew it, someone came up to us and explained the picture. And now we're here."

Juan laughed and remarked that his mother in law was always picking up people. "I don't know how she does it," he said. "It's something magnetic she has inside her."

After finishing their drinks and having promised the two would visit Maria and Juan at least once more, the three boarded the car and drove on. At least the car hadn't heated up more; Ahinara had parked it in the shade. Shade that was warm of its own.

Ahinara drove the car down FV-10 now. According to her they were very close to Tindaya. Mere minutes later she pointed to a remarkably light-coloured mountain. "Así, Así es la montaña de Tindaya." That was indeed the mountain they'd seen on the small photograph, the night before.

They drove on until they reached a little town called after the mountain. Tindaya. From there Ahinara followed a few narrow, winding roads until they saw the mountain in its full splendour.

Just outside the little town, Ahinara parked her car and got out. Paula and Jack followed her example swiftly; the heat in the car had become close to unbearable.

There it was. The mountain.

"That is surprising," said Jack as he looked around. In the distance he only saw the darker models; the ones they'd seen everywhere else. "It's really as light as in it was in the photograph. I thought it was a bad print." The look Ahinara gave him told him she understood more English than he'd assumed.

"¿Podemos escalar la montaña?" Paula was curious if they were allowed to climb Tindaya, it being a sacred mountain. Ahinara said it was allowed but pointed at Paula's feet. Flip-flops were not the proper footwear to try it. "Damn. Should have thought of that."

Jack suggested they could walk around Tindaya for a while. The path looked safe enough. Ahinara told them that was fine. She did warn them that the full route around the mountain was long. If they wanted to try that, they should come back and be prepared for that, with food and definitely water. Jack nodded. Renting a car wouldn't be a problem, and the road to get here was easy.

"You know," said Paula, who was looking at the mountain. "I have the impression I've seen that kind of stone colour before."

"You have?"

"No doubt. Oh, I remember! The stone wall of the airport!"

"¿El aeropuerto?" Ahinara looked at the two. Paula explained about the stone wall they'd seen there. That was how they learnt that slices of Tindaya had indeed been taken to Puerto de Rosario, to adorn the airport wall.

"They took that off a holy mountain?" Paula felt annoyed by that, which surprised her as this wasn't her holy mountain. Jack said that the people who'd done that clearly didn't see it as holy, only as an object of profit. "Screw them," Paula said to that. "I want to kick their asses."

"But not with those," Jack remarked, pointing at her flip-flops.

Ahinara wished them a happy walk. They agreed to meet again at the Mesón Tindaya, a small café and restaurant almost down the road. The kind woman got back into her car and drove off, leaving the two in a cloud of dust.

"Okay. If she drives back to Corralejo we're screwed," Paula observed. Jack was convinced that, worst case, they'd find a taxi, but he was certain Ahinara would wait for them.

Hand in hand they started their walk around the mountain, admiring the area as they went along.

*

They stood at a split in the road. "Okay. Left or right?"

Paula checked her GPS app. "I think first we go right, then left. The café should be on the left."

"Are you sure? I thought she said izquierda and then derecha. So first to the left and then right." He peered at the screen which was hard to read in the sunlight.

"No, that's wrong. If you go left here you're on the Calle la Oliva. When you go right, you're... oh." Paula looked in doubt now.

"Yeah, then you're also on the Calle la Oliva," Jack said and grinned. "But yeah, looks like you're right. There's the Calle Virgen de la Caridad. I think she mentioned that too." Once they had found their bearings, they could actually see the Calle Virgen. "It looks much further on the screen."

Paula laughed. Her phone had a small screen, so his remark was totally off. After a sweaty hug they walked down the road and turned left into the street of the Virgin of Charity.

The Mesón Tindaya was quite close. Ahinara was sitting outside in the safety of a huge parasol, reading a book. Her car, Paula saw, was out there in the hot sun, lacking shady spots. The drive back to Corralejo would be a warm one.

Ahinara waved as she saw the two people come closer, and pointed to the two chairs that so far had escaped the sun. She asked how they'd experienced the visit to the mountain. As they talked, the owner of the café came out to take their orders. He was a solid man with an infectious smile and thinning, grey hair. He asked if they'd enjoyed being near the mountain. Jack asked how he knew. The man pointed at their feet. "Vosotros pies tienen el color de la arena."

Paula looked down to find he was right. Their shoes and legs did have the colour of the sand near the mountain. Such a stupid give-away! They ordered large glasses of anything cool and refreshing. The man left to make sure they got what they needed.

He returned soon and as he brought their orders, he talked about the mountain in mostly understandable English. He told them the mountain was considered sacred by the first inhabitants of the island. Then he asked them if they'd been to the top, to see the podomorfos. Upon their questioning expressions the café owner told them there were crude inscriptions of feet at the top of Tindaya. "The first people who lived here thought they were the feet of the Gods that created Fuerteventura."

Jack suggested that the feet were probably made by these same first people, but the café owner didn't know that. He did invite them to come back with better shoes on their feet, so they could climb the mountain and see the footprints themselves.

*

Ahinara had driven them back to their hotel. Paula and Jack had changed into light-weight swimwear and dressed that way they had sauntered off to a nearby beach where they could finally start their vacation the way they'd intended: doing nothing. Nothing included a few swims in the ocean which helped them cool down from the warm sunshine.

"What do you think," asked Jack as he reached for her hand, "should we rent a car and go back to the mountain?"

"Your hand is wet," said Jack without looking at him. "And yes, that might be fun. I really want to see those podomorfos that the man was talking about. Imagine how old those must be."

"Sure. Provided they're real." Jack wasn't so easily convinced the footprints were really old. Any hippie might have ambled up the mountain with a chisel and do some pot-head foot-carving.

"But first we do this. Nothing." Paula took his hand firmly in hers to make sure he wasn't going to run off and rent a car immediately. She knew him. If he got an idea in his head he could do stuff like that.

The afternoon passed by without anything special or distracting happening, and suddenly the sun was going down. Paula sat up. "Look how pretty." Together they watched the sun set.

"That's so different from home," Jack said as they finally got up and collected their belongings.

"Everything is," said Paula as she looked out over the water once more. "I think I like it here."


Chapter 3

"Funny thing you ask that, Ron. Gods tend to live on the top of important mountains. The final word about this one still isn't out."

"That sounds intriguing, Charlie. Now you're going to tell me they found traces of Gods up there, right?" Ron laughed.

"Laugh all you want, but they have indeed found footprints on the top of Tindaya. Not your average prints, but prints carved into stone slabs. Some are clearly cut or scraped out, and some others seem to be formed by clay or something like that. And they can be quite big."

"So the island had its private Bigfoot walking around?" Ron sounded doubtful.

Charlie laughed at that. "Perhaps Big Goat would be appropriate."

*

"What do you want to do today? Some more beach? More shopping?" Jack hoped his girlfriend would say 'no' to those.

"No. I really would like to go up that mountain, Tindaya." Paula held out her feet to show her sturdy footwear. "See? I'm all prepared. All you need to do it prepare as well, get a car, and make sure we have enough to drink."

"Oh..." Jack couldn't believe his ears. "And what will you do while I'm busy all day?"

"All day?" Paula stared at him. "How slow are you planning to walk?" Then she grinned. "You go get a car, I'll get some water for us. Deal?"

"Deal."

With that cleared up they went their separate ways until Jack returned with a comfortable car, to pick up Paula who had a few bottles of water and some oranges with her. Jack handed her a map of the island. "The rental car guy marked how we can get to the mountain," he said.

Paula tossed her baseball cap on the back seat, held the map like a professional and said she was ready for the big adventure, which started by getting out of Corralejo. That proved to be more difficult than the rest of the road to the village of Tindaya, that lay at the foot of the mountain with the same name.

Before driving into the the village, Paula asked if they could stop for a moment. She wanted to get out of the car and take in the environment, away from cities and towns and houses. "It's so quiet here," she said as they stood there. "So much space. Isn't it amazing how much space there is when you consider that this island is so much smaller than home? And how crowded it is at home?"

Jack agreed with her. There was a relaxed atmosphere here, a total lack of stress and hurry. "A perfect spot for a vacation. Now tell me I did well, throwing that dart onto the map."

"Oh, definitely, you were very, very lucky." Paula grinned as she turned towards him. After a hug they got back into the car and drove to the spot where Ahinara had dropped them off during their first visit to the mountain.

Jack felt an unexpected familiarity with the mountain as he parked the car and killed the engine. "Strange. It's the second time here and I already feel at home in this place. As if we're meant to be here."

"I know. It's as if it was calling to me," Paula said. She reached for her baseball cap and put that on. "Let's do this." She left the car, got her water and waited for Jack to lock the car. Before setting off to the mountain, they stood hand in hand, watching the brightly coloured mass of stone for several moments, as if in awe.

"Right then. Let's do this." Jack gave his girlfriend a quick hug before they set off.

*

"We should have picked a cooler time to do this," Paula remarked as they were approaching the top of Tindaya. "I feel like I sweated a complete bathtub full."

"That's impossible," Jack replied, "and we should have come in the winter for cooler, I think. Perhaps August wasn't a smart idea."

"August was a great idea." Paula felt it necessary to defend her idea. "We just didn't plan on any mountain climbing." She sat down and reached for her water bottle again. "The view from here is awesome. See that?" She pointed into the distance at nothing in particular. "So much space around."

Jack sat down next to her and also drank something. He was hot as well, and they hadn't gotten to the top yet. They took some time to catch their breath. Cooling down wasn't going to happen with the heat of the sun radiating from the very rock they were sitting on, so they got up and continued their climb to the top. It was a long and hot journey but they made it.

Paula stared at the many large pieces of stone with scratched-in, crude footmarks. "Do you see how large some of them are? That can't be done on purpose, can it?"

"Why not? Gods can be big creatures, right?" Jack didn't see a problem with the size of the prints. He was more intrigued by the variety of feet. "Maybe the gods from here were related to Bigfoot." He laughed about his own joke.

Paula shook her head. "There's something special about this place, Jack," she said, looking around. "The colour's off, there are these huge footprints all over... This means something."

Jack also looked around. Even though he was inclined to make fun of her words again, there was something that struck him too. Something he couldn't put a finger on. He looked at the footprints again, hoping to find a pattern or some kind of clue as to why he felt this way. A feeling he didn't know. The couple wandered around a little longer, until they both decided they kept seeing the same things, without getting any more information.

"Let's go down again," Jack suggested. Paula silently agreed, feeling pleased they'd come up here, and at the same time a bit uneasy because there was something up there they were missing. She was convinced of that. As she said so, on the way back to the car, Jack surprised her by agreeing. "I don't know what it is," he said, "but the top of that mountain is special."

"Really? You think so too?" Jack had never struck her as the kind to feel things like that, so this was totally unexpected. "Maybe it's just our imagination going wild. Those feet are so odd. What were they called, podomorfos?"

"Exactly that," Jack said. He stopped, took Paula by a hand and gave her a hug. "Podomorfos. Now let's go down and find that café. I can do with something cold to drink."

Of course their rental car was as hot as Ahinara's little car had been, standing in the Fuerteventura sun for a while. They just rolled the windows down for the short trip to the café. Turning the air conditioning on for those few minutes wouldn't make any difference.

The owner of the café recognised them immediately and didn't give them a chance to practice their Spanish. He seemed grateful for the opportunity to practice his English. "¡Hola! Welcome! How are you today? You look warm." He pointed at their dusty legs. "You went up the mountain?"

"We did," Paula confirmed, "and now we need something to drink."

"A lot," Jack chimed in as he tried to kick the dust from his shoes. It was an exercise in futility. "¿Es necesito de... ehm... los zapatos?" He wanted to ask if it was necessary to take off his shoes, but he didn't know all the words for that. Instead he pointed at his feet. Luckily the proprietor of the café didn't mind dirty shoes as long as they sat outside. Paula had already claimed a table there, beneath a sunroof.
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