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Fish will appear 2025
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Grape vines in the village                             

in the glasses that are raised                                  

sitting on the benches                                         

harmoniously,                                           

the stories                                      

that spring and

have been stripped of words                                   

a sweet mixture of sounds

––––––––
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Friends in the white village                              

whose shadow move along the walls                                     

dancing in the sun,                                    

that shining lights

the square

and  gropes                                     

and indicates what is not,                                        

touches old friends                                  

and brings them to the source

––––––––
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Oh village  fine, with friends of yesteryear                               

conjured up before the speaker's eye                                           

shifting back to life                                  

floating along on the rich streams                                              

of our vines                                           

what a joy to be here

on our old banks.
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San Daniel 2025

––––––––

[image: ]


Poetry is capturing magical images and Andalucia is such a place where the hand is almost too slow to capture the images by the multiplicity of raw beauty and the realness of the people. Where the white streets reflect the sun and where the wine flows abundantly. 

––––––––
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The wine that seems to be the lifeblood in this area of hard-working farmers who return with a heel in the hand from the fields. To greet each other from a distance, a greeting to those in the distance who are still putting the finishing touches to their land. To re-chew the day in the tavern .. oh Andalucia place of my heart, where friendships are more important than riches. 

––––––––
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Where women and the holy virgin are one. Where respect and 'manhood' determines the person who crosses the country on his life path. 

––––––––
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Andalucia in my heart, oh Andalucia you had my heart long before I knew it, blessed ground, sacred land with friends of now and yesteryear. The only place where illusion and truth is one.

––––––––
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Fish will appear:
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'It does not rain here often in the valley, but when it rains, the clouds empty to the last drop. Then there is a rainy veil over the area surrounded by mountains. Our village is located between those mountain ranges and you need the wind from the Murcia direction to bring the gray winter clouds to us.
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It is normal that it does not rain much here. The difference between spring and winter is therefore very small by comparison. This is an extremely dry area that borders the only zone in Europe, which is classified as desert: Tabernas. Spaghetti westerns with Clint Eastwood in the lead, such as: "the Good, the bad and the ugly" or "for a fist full of dollars" were filmed here. American directors discovered that with a considerably lower budget you could "shoot" just about any movie because of the lower location costs or staff. A cowboy village was recreated called "mini Hollywood" and many American cowboy films were shot just around the corner of our village. There are on the plains tee-pees to be seen, the typical Indian villages with their wigwams. Saloons with "Can can girls" A fake cemetery "Boothill" and three times a day a "spectacle" is performed for the visitors of this now Andalusian theme park. Then horses  will come thundering around the corner throwing up dust clouds behind them and there is a lot of shooting that takes place with blanks. A "shootout" is put in scene twice a day and the sheriff hangs a horse thief and in short the many young visitors see how the law prevailed in the Wild West. 

––––––––
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All this just separate from our village, but around the corner of our village but more to indicate that the environment is really fierce and dry. One is used to that, farmers always complain when it rains that it gets too wet and if it does not rain then it is too dry. If someone does palmas (clapping hands and singing) in a bar, erupting into a song under the guidance of his own arithmic clapping, then almost always a cry will be heard in the spirit of "No Canta mas!" No more singing, I still have to plow .. or 'he is calling forth the rain.' It's a standard joke when someone sings badly, the Spanish say, "when he sings, it starts to rain."

––––––––
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Here folk are truly happy when it rains: 

––––––––
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When I experienced a rain shower for the first time, I mean a real rain shower, so that the path of your farm becomes a clay muddy slip road, where you slide with your car from left to right looking for the connection to the asphalt road, I was amazed. It did not rain, no it poured down and because our village is in a "little bowl" between the mountains it is hard to imagine how much water runs down over the dry land and fields and slopes before the ground starts to suck it up. It is therefore better if you have a soft, uninterrupted drizzle for days on end because it then penetrates deeper into the soil. 

––––––––

[image: ]


The village is old and therefore has no drainage other than a natural one, ie you build higher than the lowest point, then the water runs through the streets along your house down through the narrow streets to the river. When people see the rain coming, they often lay down a sandbag in front of the door so that the descending water does not come in. So you go to the village because you can not do anything on the land and on the way to the village you see that water starts to appear in the river. It first collects in the lower places but slowly but surely a small stream swells to a ferocious water current when the rain lasts long enough. You go to the first pub and that you come across and there are your friends, the neighbors: everyone is sitting having a drink and looking  outside, people congratulate each other when it really rains. 'Un regalo de Dios,' they say: a gift from the Lord. You drink and you drink some more and you tell each other stories to pass the time.

––––––––
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Dancing with your mum in the rain: 

––––––––
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An old man, next to me in the pub, asked me: 'when were you really happy in your life, really happy without inhibitions?' I had to think about that and suddenly there was an image of a long time ago and I could link to that image and borrowed warmth from it. I replied, 'I have not always lived here, but I have not always lived in the Netherlands either. My father worked at a large company and was often transferred to all sorts of places. Always for a period of 5 years. The whole family went along and so we lived 5 years here and 5 years there. I lived in the tropics when I was young, I mean really small. We lived close to the equator and it was always very warm. My mother planted some vegetables in the front yard and I was allowed to "help" her. I will have been about three years old. " The old man bowed towards me and listened attentively.

––––––––
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'All at once a ruffle could be heard, a drumming in the distance,' I continued, "it came from afar but approached quickly, and I saw with my mother that a transparent curtain of rain was rushing towards us. The monsoon had begun, it reached us in no time and my mother picked me up, held me on her arm and danced with me on my arm in the rain. She had a sweet sweet smell and the rain was sultry, almost warm and I was so happy, it could have continued forever. I loved her so much and I felt that she loved me as well,  so much that everything else disappeared. " "That's nice," said the old boss. 'I understand that. Rain is very important and mothers are the purest beings of the whole world. "
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The Flood of 1973 washed the valley clean: 
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Now the riverbed of the river that runs through our village is mainly dry. There used to be water in it throughout the year. It is the main riverbed from the region and from the mountain ranges up to 50 km from here mountain streams and the melting water of the higher regions empty out in that bed. It may well be that it is dry here but 40 or 50 km away it might be very rainy, accompanied by thaw in the spring, then that empty bed suddenly fills up with

ferocious water that comes charging around the corner and overtakes you with such force that it "does away" with you. Very annoying if you are just walking or driving with your car through the bed to another village (often the shortest way), you will be washed away and if you are lucky you will be found back so you can get a decent burial.

––––––––
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Such happened in the 70s, the fatal combination of factors that coincided with a totally unexpected large river that made the valley a lake of 800 meters wide. Just as the water rises through more rain from the whole area, coinciding with the melting of snow plains and the fact that where the river leaves the village there are two opposite mountain chains that narrow the passage. 

––––––––
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The Roman bridge was flooded. The Roman bridge was knocked away. The outside areas could no longer reach the village. Now an ugly steel bridge has replaced the old Roman one, but at least it is a very strong one. Orange plantations were swept away by the washing water, really big trees hundreds of years old were "tossed away" by the water.  From the old farms that were located along the floodplains, only ruins remain of about one meter high. Shepherds who were overtaken drowned together with their herds. The water raged through Albox and destroyed everything on its way. It is engraved in the memories of the people. Something like the water disaster in Zeeland in the fifties. The combination of factors that create a disaster all together.

––––––––
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Fish will appear when it rains:

––––––––
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I saw my old neighbor, 80 +  years old, walk to the village through a soft rain shower. I stopped, it was Antonio de Dove, that was his nickname because he has white hair and as our Patron Saint is San Anton, half the village is named after him. Therefore the Antonio's all have a nickname to distinguish them. 'Hola Antiono,' I said, 'hombre, sube!' "Hi Antonio," I said, "hop in." A little later he sat next to me in the car and smelled of his own grown tobacco ... a strong, penetrating smell that seemed to come from his whole being. "So," he said, looking intently at the sky. "It will not be long before the fish will reappear." 

––––––––
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"What do you mean," I asked? He now repeated it in other words. "You know," he said. 'When it rains they will appear.' It seemed like a prophecy. "How, I wanted to know." "Why would they appear?" 'Yo que sé,' he said 'I don't know, they just appear.' I asked, 'in the river?' "Yes," he answered thoughtfully, "always."  "Antonio, that's a dry river, there's no fish in there," I replied. "You do not know anything," the old man said stubbornly. 'I have seen it myself.' "Let it go," I thought, "it's a nice, but old man." In the village I dropped him off and went to the nearest bar for my morning coffee. there were some old farmers with their coffee and drinks .. "Hombre Daniel," I was greeted. I ordered my coffee and asked the nearest farmer. "Have you ever seen fish in the river?" "Not normally," he said, "not even if it forms a stream, but if it rains long enough, yes I have."

––––––––
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"De verdad." "Really," I asked? The others now joined in and two other farmers  had seen it as well. "It has to rain a lot, though" they said, "but it is true, they simply appear." Days later I discussed it with the old schoolmaster of the village. "Ah," he said, "you know they are all good people, but they are so" inculto ", unlearned." "They see something and do not wonder how it comes about. They just look for a bamboo stick and try to outwit the fish they see, their world does not go further. ' 

––––––––
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"Right," I said, "and where do those fish come from and why are they only present when it rains." "Simple," he said, "if it rains long enough, the river will swell so that sometimes it will be linked up 40 km from here on the upper course to a river that never dries. If that connection is there, fish will come along downstream. ' I nodded, I had a picture of that. "When the water level drops again," he continued, "the connection will be broken again and then everything will be as it was again." What a wonderful pragmatic people, I thought, they respond to their environment without asking questions. 'Be aware Fish will appear.'

––––––––
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.-&-.
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My neighbor Christobol is my best friend in the area. He is my nextdoor neighbor. He is 55 years old, strong and works the fields day and night .. at least he did. 'Come by when you have time,' he said, 'I always make time for my friends'. "Tomorrow," I replied, "I'm working on some fields." 

––––––––
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There I went the next day, I drove up the bumpy path that led to the old cortijo in the middle of the 40 hectares of cultivated land. The path slowly rose, and in the middle of the fields the old farm house looked out over the fields. I saw my friend sitting under a pine tree, in the shade, at a table with his mother next to him. 'Hola Daniel', he greeted me with joy, 'how nice that you have come.' 

––––––––
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"Señora," I said with a nod to his mother as I embraced my neighbor. "Oh," she said, "a strange man oh oh." I looked at her, ‘what was she on about.’ I had lived next to her for 20 years. But her eyes did not reveal any recognition. "I'm going to get some beer and some tapas," Chistobol said. "Vale tio," (Ok..tio is here used as friend) I answered and looked around me. The place in front of the table was well chosen, you overlooked the whole underlying area and you were in the shade. The mother looked at me inquiringly, "if you are looking for Antonio, he is inside. he does not come out that often anymore, just knock on the door. " That hurt, Antonio was the neighbor farmer, the father of Christobol who had died six months earlier at the age of 86.

––––––––
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"No, no," I said, "I have come to visit your son, we have been friends for years." "Impossible," she said, "then I would have known you and a shadow of confusion passed over her face, she got up and walked down into the fields. "Christobol," I called out ‘your mother is going into the fields. " 

––––––––
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He came out, "Mama," he said, "come with us, sit down, I have some yogurt for you and something to drink that is good for yo’ and he put her lovingly back on her chair. She shook her head, 'no,' she said, 'I do not like that.' I looked with amazement at my big friend who opened the yogurt and started to feed her with a spoon, I had never seen him like this before. His knotty hands lovingly fed his mother's spoon after spoon. 'So' he said, 'now a drink, that's what mom needs.' He wiped the corners of her mouth and then turned to his beer. "Mommy," he said, "the almonds." the old woman took the crate and began to peel the almonds. 'You know,' he said, 'in the morning I take her here, she recognizes this the most of all and she has always peeled almonds so she likes that, as others knit.'

––––––––
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This was a side that I had not known of my tough strong neighbor. I saw that he was serious. "Look," my friend explained, "otherwise she has to go to a home where she does not know anyone, I can’t have that, she has taken care of me and now I take care of her." She walked away again, but my neighbor followed her step by step with his eyes.

––––––––
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'Oh,' he said, 'she's going to pee, avert your eyes, she has forgotten that we have a toilet and she's looking for the open field.' A little later I was driving my old blue bomb towards my vineyards and I thought of Christobol. 'Come by now and then,’ he had said, ‘I'm going crazy about being alone, I can’t go anywhere.' "I understand," I had said, and I heard his mother calling, "Antonio, Antonio, a man wants to speak to you."

––––––––
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'What a sad thing,' I thought, 'these were the neighbors that had invited us to celebrate Christmas, we had harvested grapes together, we had shared meals, we had been neighbors for 20 years and this is how your life ends. 'Strange', I thought when you can no longer organize your thoughts in your head. That was the time when she could still make sentences.
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The mother:
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It was almost 11 am and I parked my car in the village. I walked to the Shandy and sitting there under a tree on the terrace, Christobol was seated, all alone. I had known him for years, he was my neighbor, or better said; my neighboring farmer. He saw me from afar and raised his hand, and I answered his greeting to indicate that I had seen him. I had a lot of respect for him, he had cared for his mother now, for 2 years, day and night and he did so very lovingly. There is no old people's home in our village, at most you can get a little assistance from someone who had followed a basic, an absolute basic course of care. 

––––––––
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That help consisted of helping to wash the person in question or pushing such a person about in a wheelchair through the village and then have a cup of coffee at one of the many bars with the 'client' and then return home. It had hurt me seeing his mother go downhill so fast, she did not recognize me and many others anymore and she had always been such a proud and very present woman Chris had rented a house in the village, his mother could no longer stay on the farm. She no longer realized who she was or where she was and just walked into the fields if you were not paying attention. 

––––––––

[image: ]


Forty hectares with a few ravines and some mountains is a great area to comb out when your mother walks out the door and does not come back. He left his grapes and olives for what they were and devoted 100% of his time to taking care of his mother. My neighbor, for example, became "a man of the village." In the morning he shuffled through the streets with his old mother on his arm, and people saw how he lovingly guided her and gently brought her to 'their' table at the Shandy. In the evening he pushed his bed to the door so that his mother could not walk up the street and fatally tired he fell asleep, knowing that the next day everything would repeat itself exactly in the same manner.

––––––––
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At first she still spoke a little bit, but soon it turned into an endless repetition of one word that just popped up into her head, a word that had no real meaning in any situation at that moment. 

––––––––
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What she said was more an echo from a distant past when words were still attached to concepts. In this way she could stare blankly for a long time and then endlessly repeat 'abuela' with a graveyard voice, 'grandma'. Chris then leaned towards her and as he kissed her cheek he would say, "There is my sweet mother, aren't you nice" as you would talk to a pet or a child, and then he would run his hand through her gray hair. Every morning he ordered a tostada with tomatoes and tuna for her and a glass of milk and he himself took his first 'chupito', a glass of cognac. 

––––––––
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Slowly he carefully cut the roasted toast into pieces and fed his mother small bites, sipping his chupito in between. "Come on, mama," he said, "you must eat, this is healthy," and his mother chewed and chewed in an endlessly thoughtless rhythm, and the sadness shone from her son, for he knew she was no longer present in the spirit. 'Come on, mama,' he insisted, 'take a sip, milk is good for you, you know that, do it for me.' 

––––––––
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The village has its ways and people always greet each other in a tradition of recognition and the moment people no longer acknowledge you, something is wrong. So people raise their hands in passing or touch their cap in passing or say with a nod 'hola' what sounds like ola because the 'h' is not pronounced or just 'buenos dias.' So Chris greeted people and was greeted between feeding his mother and sipping his glass and everyone in the village knew he was a good son, who took his obligations as a child seriously.

––––––––
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I reached him and he got up and I shook his hand, something you always do in Andalusia as a sign of friendship and respect. "Take a drink," he suggested. 'A cafe solo, then,' I smiled, and I looked at him, 'where is your mother,' I asked? 'Kristina,' my neighbor called out, before answering, 'a solo for San'. Even outside I heard the gargling of the coffee machine and a few moments later Kristina stepped outside. 'Buenos dias San,' she greeted me, 'tu café' and she put it in front of me. "Gracias Kissy kissy," I said, repeating our old joke. She disappeared into the pub past the TV that was now blurting out the news.

––––––––
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I took a sip of my first solo of that day and the eerily stong  tar like coffee made my stomach shrink and my mouth pucker up. "Strong enough," Chris asked with feigned interest. "Absolutely," I said as I felt my cheek pouches relax again after the first sip. "So amigo mio, where is your mother," I repeated. "I wanted to talk to you about that," said my age-old friend.

––––––––
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"I could not take it anymore," explained my friend, "I have not had a day for myself for 2 years." I nodded, I knew it was true. Thoughtfully I took another sip of the black poison. "I asked my brother," Chris continued, "if he could look after my mum for a week." I knew his brother, and because I knew that he was very much focused on himself, it surprised me that he apparently now was taking care of his mother. "Do you know what he did," my neighbor asked. "No," I replied truthfully, "no, I have no idea."

––––––––
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"He placed her in a 'residencia', Chris said, 'he has no honor.' I paused for a moment and thought to myself that it was not as bad as it sounded, they would take good care of her and all services were usually present in such homes. 

––––––––
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"Where," I wanted to know, "there is no residencia here?" "In Macael," sounded the sad answer. I immediately understood the problem. Macael is a few villages away from us and Chris had no transport. I wondered if his mother would miss him or if the time would simply slip by for her from the moment he saw her until the next moment when she saw him again. That was difficult to determine, I realized. Perhaps there were no thoughts at all in her head. 

––––––––
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"You want to see her, Chris," I began, "because I'll take you whenever you want." "Do you have time today," he asked. "I always have time for you," I said, and swallowed the now almost cold solo. " I can only visit her a few times a day, "he continued," from half past eleven to half one and from half past six to half past seven. " I looked at my watch and saw that it was a bit past seven. 'I'm going to irrigate my fileds,' I said, 'but tell me what time you want to go, then we'll first have a cup of coffee here and then I'll take you there.' "Thanks," he said, "let's meet at 11 o'clock." I put down a euro for my coffee and got up. "No," cried Chris, "I'm paying." 

––––––––
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"It's already paid Chris," I laughed as I pulled up my chair. "Christina," my neighbor called to our hostess who came out with a tray of cups, "San has left you a tip." "Gracias San," Christina smiled. I just heard Chris say, "take it or divide it among the blind in your village, in equal parts." That is 50 cents each I thought and I got into my old diesel, fortunately that there were not three visually impaired in our village, it would be more difficult to divide. Evenly that is. At the first attempt the old clonker started and a moment later the white flash hurried down the 'cuesta de la mina', the hill of the miners. Named after the road to the outer areas, which had led to an iron mine in a distant past. I had to stop at the bridge over the river, which had fallen dry and then rushed past the snake bend where, for unclear reasons, there were always flattened snakes. At the garbage containers I left the asphalt road and bumped a little later over the sandy path towards my 'cortijo.' The stately old farmhouse was built at the highest point and sparkled bright white in the stronger growing sunlight. 'First I'll irrigate,' I decided, the fields really need it. With that thought fresh in mind, I walked to the water deposit.

––––––––
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It was warm and the ground showed cracks because of the drought that had reigned for months and the leaves of the olives were drawn together pointing upwards from thirst. I walked up the first field to the balsa, a tank that kept 40 cubic meters of water, it was buried and fed by an asequia, a stone trench that ran miles through the country and brought the water pouring into the tank and filling it up within 10 minutes when I'd open the water gate. Three hundred farmers had raised money in a gray past and had an outfit drill for water. They 'hit' a subterranean lake and the artificial funnel-shaped lake that lay around the borehole filled up and a trench was placed running downhill to the farms. That seemed great .. but .. just like with so many good plans in Spain.. things did not go well. We have that on the by in Spain.

––––––––
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The 'regantes', those who irrigate, had not kept the law in mind and the well of my farm had dried up, they had been reprehensible, you were not allowed to put a well within a hundred meters of another and they had dried my well and wells of neighbors up. Wells that tapped water from an underground river, one of the rivers that in all likelihood fed the underground lake .. 

––––––––
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Then as a newly established group of regantes you have a problem. The problem you caused can not be reversed. Subterranean pressure and natural forces are so great that the damage you have caused is of a lasting nature. It had led to endless meetings, and although those had been accompanied by a lot of land wine, the victims remained steadfast. That was not surprising, my farm had a heavy diesel pump that not only filled the balsa but through 90 mm hoses flooded fields up to 80 meters high, drawing the water from my own well.

––––––––
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In the early spring, the mountain slopes changed color its plateaus turned pink of the blossom of the flowering almond trees. The region had traditionally only known three products, olives and almonds and grapes. Products that had a staggered harvest, The almonds, were first in August. The outer peel of the fruit would open up through the sun and you knew it was time to harvest. You cut the grass around the trees and spread a net. Then you hit the trunk with a hefty stick and the tree would  rain empty on the net. You then emptied it into crates and dragged the net to the next tree.

––––––––
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Grapes were harvested from the middle of September, before the first rain, otherwise they might become affected by rotting diseases. Once they were picked you had to bruise and press them. The juice then went into the barrels and without human intervention, the yeast spontaneously started its beneficial work within a few hours. Yeast particles are always about and floating through the air and attaching themselves to fruits. In colder, more Northern countries you needed a yeast starter, but our country was blessed with its climate and the sugars combined with the yeast particles of the grape skins cause the barrels to whirl and ferment within a few hours .. Then the doors of the bodega close to be reopened only after 6 weeks. Just as with bread rising, known by the bakers among us, the process is disturbed by wind gusts or movements of air. Therefore the door remains closed.

––––––––
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The olive harvest began from the end of November until February, and then the trees were pruned and it was time to cut back and to cut or clone the grapes, because by March they would return from their dormant state and soon leaves form followed by miniscule bunches. The other months were the months of maintenance and irrigation and taking care of the fruit trees so that you were never devoid of figs, peaches, pears or apples. It was a nice life. All those beautiful crops were now in danger because of the unfortunate action of the  farmer's collective that had disrupted our water management. Well, when the time is ripe, advice comes, and that counsel brought a solution, the victims, us, got water rights and became preferential with our farms. As the first we had the right to irrigate whenever we wanted and so a threatening lawsuit with claims and compensation was canceled and everyone was more or less happy and peace returned to our village.

––––––––
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I had read about drip irrigation on the internet and I had bought rolls of irrigation hoses. They came in rolls of 100 meters, they had a10 years guarantee and the roles were difficult to handle. I laid it out over the fields that I could not submerge in a natural way and only where a tree was planted, I'd punch a hole in the hose and push an 'arrow link' into the hose and attach a thinner tube to the tree. It had taken years, but then water management was under control and I could plant whatever I wanted on the top fields. It was hard work and I had done everything by hand. I bought a heavy pump and vented it and started it up. The pump had a hose in the balsa and on the other side the water was forced into the network.

––––––––
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It did not work to my horror, the lower fields were irrigated and that was magnificent because the water was now only where it was needed and there was therefore no need to mow those anymore, but for the higher fields the pump had insufficient reach.

––––––––
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No neighbor had come up with a similar solution, and there was no one I could turn to for advice. I walked around a lot and closed taps here and elsewhere I opened parts of the pipeline with connecting taps and then I understood that there was a better solution. I bought a storage tank of 2000 liters and got it with some difficulty in its place next to the balsa. I had rolled it after it came off the trailer up the slope to the first field. With a submersible pump I filled the barrel and at the bottom of the barrel I connected with a lot of tampering a bypas to the heavy pump that used to have to pump up the water and then push it. Water has a specific mass (in the past we said: specific density) of 62.4 pounds per cubic foot. 2000 liters now pushes against the pump, which no longer needed to suck it up, but only needed to push the water on. I realized that I had made a pressure vessel and was proud of the idea that had been born, while enjoying some wine.
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Did it work? Yes, boy did it work! Now the trick was to make sure that there was a balance between the submersible pump that filled the tank and the centrifugal pump that emptied the drum and pumped the water. That balance was discovered experimentally with an intermediate tap. My old physics teacher would have kissed me and he would have danced for joy.
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There I stood and looked out over the fields and a love filled me for my surroundings. My beautiful Andalusia! Dreamland of rugged splendor. I started the pump, opened the tap of the barrel and let the water first pump tothe highest field and from there it ended up exactly without any waste at every tree. Now you only needed to walk along the water lines to see if an arrow sprinkler was not blocked or calcified, because then the planted tree would still dry out. 
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Management is always checking what you expect to happen and fix whatever goes wrong. After three quarters of an hour, eight fields were 'saved' from the scourge of the drought. The balsa now flowed to its lowest point and the underlying fields would be inundated. Submerged like the wadis in Indonesia. I lowered the gate and saw that it was time to go to the village to take Chris to the residencia where his mother was staying now. 
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At the snake-bend two crushed snakes lay crushed at the side of the road, 'unimaginable, how many snakes are there in the area' I thought and I drove to the bridge and took the sharp bend to the left and then the cuesta de la mina to town. Eventually the old diesel in her first gear overtook the steep hill and I drove past the first houses into the village. I saw Chris from afar, he was waiting, stoically, and he got up when he recognized the old jalopy. He jumped up and walked to the old diesel. 
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"Hola San," he said, "do you want coffee first or are we going to my mother right away?" 'Hola amigo mío,' I replied, 'what do you prefer?' "To my mother," was the sober answer. "Just get in," I laughed, "the coffee will come later." He got in and the smell of tobacco came out of his pores. "Chris, not for nothing," I began, "but I'd rather have you not smoke in my car." 'Tu manda,' 'you decide things,' he said, and he squeezed his cigarette out and we
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Left the village to go to Macael.
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Silently we drove out of the village, the palm trees stayed behind us along the boulevard that marked the entrance to the village. We passed the last zebra crossing and were on the way out. Zebra crossings in Andalusia are different than in the rest of the free West, not so much a safe crossing, but more a warning that people can cross there, that has affected many tourists. More often than not, you see that cars speed up to cross over just those paths, before pedestrians cross over, just to beat them to it, places that were originally intended for the safety of the pedestrians now become places where people are scooped. That is if they do not pay attention. The background of the stripes makes those that cross overmore visible, nothing more. The first roundabout now came into view, the glorietas that you see all over Europe and have become rooted in the smallest Spanish villages, and are cursed by most farmers, because it means that you have to slowdown.
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'Will it take long,' I asked my neighbor, 'until you get your driving license back?' He sighed deeply, "another four months or so," he murmured. Chris been stopped on a country road with his C15 van full of vegetables which he had planned to sell in the outside regions. Then he'd drive into a village and honk the horn loudly and people would come out of the houses and he'd stop and open the tailgate and showed boxes of vegetables from his land. Depending on the time of the year, it was fruit or vegetables. From melons to peaches or from lettuce to radishes. 
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The guardia civil, had asked him to do a breathalyser test, on the outside roads there is more often than not alcohol control, the roads are wider and lend themselves better to that purpose, the streets in the villages are still from a time of donkeys and pack animals, a time where only the notables were seen in a car and where parking is virtually impossible. The warm climate combined with the necessary dust, makes people thirsty and most farmers do not see wine and beer directly as alcoholic drinks. I have seen neighbors after a beer or 20 quietly get into their car and drive home. It is almost inconceivable how much resistance Andalusian farmers have build up against alcohol.
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You can not park your car in the streets that were absolutely not built for traffic and most checks took place when you entered or left the village, on the country roads. The guardias had to partly earn the wages from fines and they always managed to comply. By the end of the month you had to be on you had to be on the alert because then it would rain fines. "Good morning," the young guardia had said, "hay que soplar," would you blow please. 'Sopla tu', Chris had answered, or, 'blow yourself.' that had given him the first ticket, for insulting an official on duty. The test had shown that he was more than twice past the limit and that led to losing his driver's license. My neighbor saved himself a lot of money by paying the tickets on the spot, an arrangement that allowed you to get a half fine discount and made you wonder if the collected money would ever reach their destination. Spain has that as a rule and Andalusia with its remote areas, in particular.
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"In six months you can pick up the driver's license at the headquarters," the young guardia had said, putting the ticket money in his pocket. He saluted and advised my neighbor to drive carefully and not to use the car outside the village. I had laughed when I heard that, we are members of the European Union, but the effect of applied laws is quite different here I would say, if you compared the more Northern countries to the most Southern in the union. "So you can still drive," I asked in surprise? "Not formally speaking," my neighbor had replied,' but I asked José for advice.' I knew José, he was the nephew of my neighbor and was appointed capo of the guardia in our village. As a manager of the corps he was seen as the highest legal source of information, by most in our area.
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I glanced sideways at him, "and what did he say?" I asked, because I had become curious by now. "That he understands that I have to go to the market with my vegetables," my friend replied, "because yes I have to get rid of my goods." Oh my God, " I thought," just on market days if the trade had been good, farmers would celebrate that in the nearest pub. " More often than not, I had seen them come rolling out of the bars. "So ...," I continued on the questioning tone. "I can drive to and from the village on market days," Chris explained to me, "he can not protect me on other days." "Right," I said, and I nodded comprehensively, and I realized that family ties virtually decide everything in our regions. Two roundabouts further on we pulled off the highway that would take us past some neighboring villages to Macael, to the residencia, where the mother of my neighbor was probably being prepared by nurses to receive a visit.
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The main road was a short main road, shorter than you would expect from a motorway. It was intended to connect the coast with its beaches with the main road to Granada. It had been a prestige object that was claimed by both political parties in the region. It was dubbed the 'marble highway' in the campaigns and it had to open up the hinterlands and ensure that heavy freight traffic from the marble quarry would quickly reach the national toll roads. Those had been promising words in the ears of the inhabitants of the remote mountain villages. Many villages and hamlets could only be reached through the dry riverbeds and if it had rained once, a caterpillar first had to restore the connection between the villages.
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The marble giant in our region who set up a multinational company, employed 3500 people, and the sawing machines that worked day and night, sawed worktops from large chunks of marble  in the only industry that our region was rich. The owner had developed a process for binding the leftovers with an epoxy resin and customers could order countertops in any color and hardness and shape. The desired color was added and counter tops that were scratch-free, found their way throughout Europe. The product siletone was created. He became the Andalusian marble giant, the first European to advertise on the 'superbowl' in America. 
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Right beside his company, the main road stopped. If you offer 3500 people a job then you can make some demands and that was what happened. The highway that would run from Baza to Vera was supported by the Junta, say the provincial government and they received a subsidy from Brussels. In 2004, the distance of 107 kilometers would have been bridged by a modern main road that would run through the interior and open up the entire area. Investors and speculators bought land from poor farmers and started building, because now the cheaper inland was just one hour away from the most beautiful beaches in Europe. People who used to have a small apartment or a studio on the coast, now bought a villa just outside a picturesque mountain village for the same money.
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The mills in Spain and certainly in Andalusia turn slowly. It was 2004 and the first 10 kilometers of the main road were finished. To be fair, the travel time between the two villages that were connected, had significantly shortened and that was about it. The construction of the main road came to a grinding halt, the money was gone. 'How was that possible for heaven's sake,' people thought,'Brussels had put most of the money on the table?' 
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That was indeed the case and there had been a public granting of work but the road construction company that was awarded the project was related to some politicians in the government. They had  taken on a 'subcontractista' a subcontractor, who could 'do it' cheaper. The first company creamed off its profits, without even lifting a finger and the subcontractor went to work.
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"What they can do, I can do," he must have thought, and he started looking for a sub -subcontractor who wanted to do it for even less. Things go well, as long as they do and at a certain point after the umpteenth tender the money had been digested. The politicians promised, however, that the highway would be completed in the next governmental period, and they promised even more, because the willing ear always wants to be filled before going to the polls. 
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Not only would the highway get there, but somewhere outside the village a hospital would be build. After all, the hospital in Baza was too far away and the other in Huercal Overa as well, both of which were out of date, the parties argued. That entered as God's word in a priest, folk became wildly enthusiastic. Brokers offices eagerly used this information and houses were sold to people of good faith and the land prices rose per month. There we drove, my neighbor and I, on the only piece of main road that our region was rich. Within a few minutes we would pass the marble giant and then the main road would narrow to a two direction B road. "It would have been here," I grinned at my neighbor, and I pointed to an empty plot. "What do you mean," he asked, "" The hospital of the 2008 elections, "I explained. "They are all sons of whores," my neighbor suggested, "they just say what you want to hear and then sit in the saddle for another 4 years." 'It sounded plausible,' I thought, 'that marble giant has 3,500 employees and works with all kinds of dangerous equipment. Moreover, the annual inspections could have taken place virtually opposite to his company. '
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"Yes, and if you wait long enough," Chris said, "then the moon becomes a melon." He looked around thoughtfully, 'it would have been nice,' he said, 'just like the hotel that would have been on the highway next to our village.' Unconsciously I laughed. The hotel had been a creative idea of politicians, an idea for the 2012 elections. A hotel would be built with all the luxuries that such entails. A competition was organized for the regional architectural offices and the winning design would be chosen on viewing days by the citizens and that design would then be realized and offer work to many in our village. 
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All kinds of activities would be developed, golf, hiking, horse riding wine tasting competitions and vans that would take the tourists along the most beautiful spots. There would be seminars for stressed managers with out door activities, in short we would have been put on the map. All sorts of architects had presented themselves and the citizens went in droves along the plans and the maquetes and took notes. It was 2018 by then, the winning design was highlighted with great respect in 2014 and then the party was back in the saddle. "The first stone has yet to be laid," I said before me. "Do you think it will ever be laid," my neighbor asked with astonishment in his voice. 'No the verdad que no' I replied, 'not in this life' with conviction. We had meanwhile arrived at the end of the highway and had to merge.
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"So we are safe again," said my neighbor, "we are away from the Mafia road. Bridges do not wash away here, they were still made under Franco. ' I understood what he meant, the new bridge on the new highway had washed away 2 years ago after a persistent rain, the river had just pushed the pillars over. The 2000-year-old Roman bridge next to it was left standing, although no steel and concrete were involved. That had been the crux, after research it turned out that the under under sub subcontractor before he went bankrupt, had cut back on steel. Brussels had sent money out of an emergency plan and that part of the main road was now safe, as we assumed. "Politics is ruining us," my neighbor complained, and I knew he was right. "They are stealing us blind," he continued with anger in his voice. Our beautiful Andalusia, our sacred land, is being raped by men who have never done honest work for one day. ' 'Asi es', I said' that's how it is and unfortunately that was a truth like a cow. Then we came to the exit to Macael where Chris's mother would already be  waiting.
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Chris' mother had not had an easy life. The hamlets had been small and people lived  off the land. Their lives were dictated by the seasons, radishes grow when it's time for that, and that was true for any crop. Everything had its time and season. Not only were the villages small, but they were secluded with river beds, mountain ranges and farmlands that each separated their own territory from other areas. The villages had a limited number of family names and these repeatedly manifested themselves in new relationships. You were born in an area and that was your life and determined your life. Your life partner you chose from the available fellow villagers and then the wheel of life got a spin again. 
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You lived almost next to the land of your family or you moved in with your parents and after some time a child was born who later in turn would work the land or go down the mountain slopes with the goats for the few shrubs or grass blades. . Chris's mother came from 'Boca de Oria', Oria's mouth. The name was well chosen, it was the area where after rainfall or melt water from the mountains, the rambla sprouted, a river waterway, which on its way filled the wells, which were slightly raised along the bed. It was really the mouth. If water ran through the rambla, which happened every spring, when the snow melted from the mountain peaks, then the current swelled to a tyrant which dragged everything along that was too close to the shore, and took rocks in her current on her way to the coast.
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A few meters above the stream, inland, lived the family of Antonia, the mother of Chris. In the vast area along the bank the cultivated plots of land lay like a pearl necklace next to the water. Every piece of land was orderly and neatly worked. It was the pride of every family, and the source of food and income. The men walked daily across their land and chopped away every shrub that threatened to disrupt the harmony. The work was done by hand and the hours passed and everyone had his job. The soil was fertile but filled with rocks, stones that always appeared when you plowed. You put those stones on heaps and later on you stacked them up around your land and they became picturesque walls and partitions. Then you took clay from the river and spread it over the top layer.
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Plowing was hard work, if you were lucky you had a donkey and then the work was slightly lighter and otherwise you tried to borrow a donkey from the neighbors. Which was not as easy as it seemed. For if the Rambla was filled from shore to shore with water, the 'road' that connected the farms and hamlets would have disappeared. The most logical way to bridge distances in Oria and its outlying areas was by the river bed, when it was dry, but with the first rainfall or when the meltwater filled the bed, that road disappeared. You can not just clamber over stone walls that surround the farm to reach 'the donkey neighbor.' That has to be planned, and if you wanted to plow to prepare for sowing, the man with the donkey did the same, because the season is the same throughout the region. The man with the donkey was one-eye in the land of the blind, with the note that he had to take care of his donkey the whole year round. Which gave him extra work every day. 

––––––––

[image: ]


The men were the boss of their land and had innate planting schemes, which went back generations of experiences, stored in their heads. They watched the moon as they sat outside their shelter with their wife in the evening or felt the wind of the bleak winter breeze, a lukewarm hue, and said the man would say 'woman, tomorrow we're going to plow.' Some work you have to do together. You can not turn over a whole country with a pickaxe or chop. You live off the land and you want to survive, when it's time to sow it simply must happen and then you have to cherish the new crops, because it's your food source and everything that is too much, you dry in the wind for later purposes or you lay in, but then you have to have the jars to do so and the vinegar that you keep when you make wine.
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Otherwise when the winter came, you'd fall short. Like the parable of the cricket and the ant. The ant works all summer and finds food and stores it and the cricket dances and sings during that entire time. Seasons pass, and when it is winter, the ant is safe with his supplies and the cricket dies at his closed door. 
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These are not just stories that are told to the young children as fairy tales. They are philosophical examples, which last and the children understand the message, you have to take care of yourself and prepare for scarce times and otherwise you will die. I had driven through that area with Chris, we had gone to the main village. His father had passed away and he needed a birth certificate from him. 
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"My mother lived here," he had said, pointing to a piece of abandoned land along the riverbed. "My father did not have any animals," he continued, "she pulled the plow and my father kept it as straight as possible and tried not to have the plow knocked out of his hands when he hit a stone." I had seen such ploughs, they had been used since ancient times and were called 'Arado Romana' for a reason. Roman plough. They drew a single track and were introduced by the Romans when they dominated Spain. They were wooden plows that resembled the letter 'V' that lay on its side with the tip pointing
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Forward and pointing slightly downwards. There was a beam pointing upwards with two handles, and the farmer tried with equal pressure to keep the front (a track being pulled) just as deep while his partner was the pulling power. It took a day to turn a small plot around and then the woman would have had to prepare the food the day before otherwise there was no food after the day's work. It was a healthy but heavy existence. If you did not have a wooden plough, you had to turn the soil by hand. 
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Then your hands were open until they had become hard of the callus. Your wife helped you turning the soil because it was in the interest of both people that the crops would develop into stocks for the bad times. In the growing time the man chopped fire wood between the farm work till the last light of the day, wood. Nothing was wasted, no twig so small or it served as a fuel or as a kindling wood for the cold months that appeared in a cycle. When children were born, more food had to be produced, but after some time you had helpers who grew into farm laborers and who relieved your work until they left the parental home to give direction to their lives. Children were a blessing, but at the time your wife was pregnant, she could not help you , and all tasks were on the shoulders of the farmer. They brought a heavy sacrifice together during those nine months.
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'Gosh,' my neighbor had said, 'here my mother walked with the goats' and he had pointed to a plain between the mountains. I had looked sideways at Chris, 'how old was she then,' I asked. "As old as I was," he said simply, "when I was sent out with the herd. "Yes," I said in a questioning tone. "6 years," my neighbor said. I saw the woman we were going to visit in front of my mind's eye pulling the wooden plough, bent forward as if she were walking in a continuous headwind. 
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As if a film was being fast-rewound, I saw her a moment later as a little girl in a flash, with 20 goats, crossing the rambla. A braided straw hat, a stick in the hand and a dog that kept the goats together. 'A heavy life', I suggested, while I sent the car out of the rambla to the asphalt road that would take us to the main village. "A healthy life, without frustrations, everyone knew his place," my neighbor thought. I had nodded, I understood that. "She never learned to read and write," my neighbor continued, "that was not necessary either, my father could read and count. He came from a hamlet upstream and there was no school there. But there was a traveling teacher and if you gave him food he stayed with you for weeks. " 
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I listened with astonishment to a worldview that had been so different from mine. 'If you could add and subtract and read,' said my neighbor, 'then you were ready and you could go into the fields.' I let that affect me. "You did not need lawyers," Chris said, " neighbors were witnesses of a purchase and you shook hands and your word was bond. " Then we arrived at the main village and drove to the square where the town hall stood and where we would pick up the birth certificate.
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"You are far away," my neighbor said, "here you have to turn of to Macael, otherwise we will go into the mountains." I was startled from my contemplations, I had driven on autopilot that is drowsy days do to you. The warmth that lay across the area like a blanket and the bright sunlight did that to you, without you wanting it you'd go into a languid state of consciousness. "I was with my head in Oria and Boca de Oria," I replied, "that time we went for the birth register for your father." 
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My neighbor laughed briefly, "it's a good thing I pay attention, otherwise we would now be on the mountain road to Tahal." The exit led us to the outskirts of the village, where the recidencia lay, it overlooked the valleys and the marble quarries and was modern in appearance and a little later I sat outside waiting on the terrace for Chris who had gone in to get his mother. 
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Those that had build the recidencia had chosen the place well, the terrace had a sunny side overlooking the valley, but also a part that was in the shade. It just depended on what you liked the most. The tables were filled with old people who stared blank with nothing seeing eyes, surrounded by one or two family members. "What a way to end," I thought, "I hope I will be spared from losing my head." It struck me that people at the tables drank coffee and talked to each other, they were sitting there with the old mother or father as decorum. "They come from a sense of obligation," I realized, they turned to their parents and enjoyed themselves with stories and then took a sip of coffee, until the time would justify it to leave.
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The sliding door opened  and my neighbor joined by his mother came shuffling out, he had his arm hooked through hers and his mother walked with uncertain steps, as if she did not know where he was going to take her. She had become very slender, I saw, I wondered if she ate enough, would the nursing care see to that? Or would they bring a plate of food and remove it after a while? "Look, Mom, there is San our friend," my neighbor said, and he pushed her chair aside so she could sit more easily. 
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