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			To my children,

			hoping that they will never forget being children.

		

	
		
			Author’s words

			This, which is my first novel, aims to be a journey back to our childhood when our dreams were full of good and fantastic stories in a world, perhaps or possibly not real, but pleasant and good for us where we could be the heroes of our lives or pseudo-lives.

			With the understanding that we should always keep a part of the child we were inside, I have tried to remember some of the fantasies that once crossed my mind.

			My hope, whether you like it or not, is to call your imagination, abstract it from reality, which is hard many times, and enjoy this journey.

			And if I have only succeeded for a minute, I will be satisfied with my effort.

			Have a nice day.

			Thank you so much.

			Pablo Narval.
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			As every year, the family was already preparing to escape from the heat of “the madriles”, as Ángel always said to refer to the capital.

			The truth is that, although Ángel was the one who endured the high temperatures the worst, none of them withstood the suffocating heat of Madrid in August. The city’s climate was very dry, especially in summer, with an average daytime temperature of 33ºC and maximums of around 37ºC and a low degree of relative humidity of around 50%. How well did Ángel know that! He always loved the meteorology and he kept explaining it to his children David, Jaime and Teresa.

			David was 17 years old and the oldest of the three; Jaime was the one in between, who was 16 years old; and Teresa, who was the youngest, was 15 years old; although the three were almost the same since they were only a year older one to each other. This closeness of age always made them friends, in addition to being brothers, since they had always played together and with all their friends in common. This, which at first seemed to be like an advantage to their parents –Ángel and Alba–, was sometimes uncomfortable since, when playing with each other, they did not want to leave home and, therefore, Ángel and Alba did not usually enjoy a few moments of tranquillity like the rest of the parents when they had their children on the street playing with everyone else.

			But time puts everything in its place and when they grew up and reached puberty, each at a time, Ángel and Alba already began to live “normally”; if it can be called “normal” to support the way of life of the children in that adolescent phase in which, in theory, the transition from childhood to adulthood takes place.

			It was around that time that Ángel remembered more about the conversations he had with his father, Pedro. He always told him that children did not come with a bread under their arms or with an instruction manual. That was something that Ángel always had clear; He knew perfectly well that each person was different and should be treated differently. This was something he had learned from a very young age and, besides, later he had the opportunity to develop this type of aptitude as he was the head of human resources of the company and had a very good reputation. Therefore, he always commented with Alba that you had to be patient with the children and that you had to treat each one differently according to their personalities and, at the same time, provide them with the same opportunities.

			Alba was a calm woman, with clear ideas and a great will power, and, at the same time, with an unbridled curiosity that used to calm with reading. That is why she did not stop until she managed to achieve her dream of working at the National Library. Now she was the Director of the “Department of Manuscripts, Incunabula and Rare”. This department had a special attraction for her, due to the age of its documents. Alba always enjoyed reading the oldest books she found and browsing the small and old bookstores that have that special and pleasant “old book smell” of old paper, wet and degraded as time went by. That smell, which as Alba had already explained hundreds of times to her children, comes from the degradation of the chemical compounds used in the making of the book and, especially, of “lignin”, which is a very abundant polymer in the vegetable world and very similar to vanilla. For that reason, the “old book smell” is attractive and pleasant.

			Since Alba arrived at “her place” at the National Library, it could be said that she was reading all the books of that department because she periodically revealed some curious and ancient information about one of the books she was leafing through. Thanks to that, the three children also knew how to enjoy a good read; although it could also be said that it was in the genes, as Ángel said.

			Those stories, anecdotes and curiosities that Alba told from time to time had always served for multiple activities, as teaching and to spark the imagination and even to laugh a good time.

			The whole family still remembers when Alba recounted that she had read in the old ordinances of the Spanish Armed Forces in 1,768 entitled “Ordinances of H.M. for the regime, discipline, subordination, and service of its armies” that, at that time, the “Corps of Dragons” existed. It was almost impossible to describe the faces of the children, who were then 12, 11 and 10 years old when hearing such news: the Spanish Armed Forces had dragons!

			—Dragons! —The three exclaimed in unison.

			—And how did they get on, Mom? —David asked, in line with his adventurous spirit.

			—How were they told to fire, Mom? —Jaime asked, in keeping with his rebellious nature.

			—And what did they eat? —Teresa asked, always so worried about any animal that sometimes she had to be explained to be more careful as not all animals were going to be her “friends”.

			Alba and Ángel’s laughter also sounded in unison and left their children puzzled for a few moments until Alba explained to them that the “Corps of Dragons” was a part of the Force different from the Cavalry and the Infantry corps. Alba clarified that those “Dragons” were actually soldiers armed with a harquebus or musket and mounted on second-class horses that could move quickly in the campaign and operate on horseback, such as the Light Cavalry, or on foot, such as the Infantry, according to operational planning or tactical needs of the moment.

			Although the children, of course, believed the explanation, they never stopped dreaming of knights sailing the skies riding colossal dragons and, from that day on, they became much fonder of fantasy literature. So much so that they had to be told to go read to the library or exchange novels with their friends because at the speed they read it was impossible to buy so many novels since it was a salary. It was impressive to see how they consumed a novel of about seven hundred pages in less than a week even at school time. Although on the other hand, Alba and Ángel were delighted as they preferred that they spend their time reading before other types of activities that could mean more attention either because the type of activity involved taking them from one place to another or by possible companies that may appear. In this sense, Alba and Ángel were very concerned, especially at that time when, even, the police warned of the possibility that certain “drug mules” appeared at school doors to give away the drug in order to create the necessary addiction to later have a slave market to sell it at a gold price. So, to know that their children were spending a good part of their free time with reading was a very good option. On the other hand, their fondness for reading was such that it was not difficult for them to concentrate on a book anywhere and that is why they sometimes took advantage of recesses to study in the library or on a bench in the schoolyard instead of playing basketball with their friends. That, more than once led them to listen to certain unpleasant comments from their friends that encouraged them to leave the books and play with them. But the day arrived when they came out on top and which Ángel was super proud of and still remembers and tells everyone. At that time, David, Jaime and Teresa were 15, 14 and 13 years old respectively, and, as was normal, Ángel had gone to pick their children up at school, but instead of the three of them going out as usual, the three of them went out with their friends with books in hand and answering questions about the following week exam.

			In the habitual way, Ángel was waiting in the car on the corner of the street because, as usual at that time, there was no place to park. But that day, as it sometimes happened, the police were moving traffic since a traffic jam had been created by a damaged vehicle on the street. Because of that, Ángel was not able to get out of the car to look for his children and he could not stand still any longer, so he started calling them to hurry up.

			Immediately Jaime reacted, not in vain did he have a very fine ear and a good ability to observe everything around him out of the ordinary.

			—Come on! Hurry up! Dad is poorly parked and has to go now! —Jaime said raising his voice.

			The three began to run down the street, waving goodbye to their friends.

			—What happened today? Were you breaking the tie? —Ángel asked assuming that they had been playing basketball since he had seen them go out with the whole team.

			—No, we were studying in the library and we were late because we had to tidy it up before leaving.

			—The whole team? —Ángel asked.

			—Yes, everyone —they responded in unison.

			—Let’s see Dad, I’ll explain it to you —Teresa said.

			—As is usually normal, before leaving school, there is a recess in which there is time to play a game and, as usual, the teams are chosen. This time, when they saw that we were going to the library, they began to annoy us as it sometimes happens. Then David turned and said in a very serious tone, “Today we are not going to play. Next week there are exams and you have to study because if you don’t pass the exams you will have to go back later to study everything again and we prefer to enjoy the holidays instead of studying.” That said, David turned his back and you know what happened? —Teresa asked Ángel.

			—Tell me —Ángel said with an astonished face and an expectant attitude.

			—That everyone, everyone! followed us to the library to study —Teresa said.

			Ángel did not fit in his clothes, his heart leaped out of his body, and with a face of absolute happiness and trying to keep his eyes from filling with tears of emotion, he told them:

			—Very well done. You are the champions.

			Then he started the car and drove to his house where Alba was waiting.

			Upon arrival, Ángel parked the car while the three of them went home. The three entered, greeted their mother and went to their rooms to leave their things. Ángel arrived at five minutes.

			—What a happy face! Have we won the lottery? —Alba said.

			—Better than that, you will not believe it! —Ángel replied— and began to tell her what had happened while his children went into their rooms to finish studying.
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			—Are your suitcases ready? —Ángel asked from the living room. 

			Ángel was the one who was always in charge of supervising the suitcases so as not to take anything that was not useful or an unnecessary excess of clothing. This was very important when traveling by plane due to luggage restrictions. This time, the situation was different since they would go by car, but Ángel did not like carrying bags uselessly.

			—Yes, yes, we are ready —all three replied.

			—Ok, ok, comiiiiiing —Ángel replied as he got up from the armchair in the living room where he was reading his e-book.

			First he entered the children’s room and set about supervising the suitcases. Each one had the clothes and objects that they wanted to carry in their suitcase perfectly piled up by type on their respective beds and the shoes at the foot of them.

			— Let’s see, David, Jaime, how many T-shirts are you wearing? I see many in those piles.

			—Well, I’m wearing 14 T-shirts and 2 shirts —David answered.

			—And I “only” 18 T-shirts and 4 shirts —Jaime said sarcastically.

			—Well, so you will have to cut them in half, because there is also a washing machine there. And do the same about pants and everything else. Although we are going to stay for a month, you have to calculate for about a week since we will also do laundry there every week —Ángel explained.

			—And, as for the “electronics”, books and other “instruments”, take what you want but it is to fit in a small backpack that, of course, you will carry —Ángel finished specifying.

			—Let’s see Teresa, let’s see your things, although you always manage very well —Ángel said as he entered Teresa’s room.

			—Well, everything is in order and everything fits in that small suitcase —Teresa explained, pointing to a small coloured bag that she had next to the bed where she also had her shoes sorted.

			—Perfect, princess, as always; you can pack your suitcase now—Ángel replied.

			—Champions! Let me know when you are ready! —Ángel said raising his voice as he went to the living room again.

			It was the normal way of addressing them. Ángel used to call his sons “champions” and Teresa “princess”.

			While each one did what Ángel had told them, Alba was also preparing her suitcase. This case was different. Ángel never protested what Alba was wearing, even if it was twice what she might need. But Alba liked to ask Ángel if what she was carrying was fine and in which suitcase it could fit. The solution was always the same. Ángel answered that it was perfect, but asked about something in particular so that it did not seem that he did not care if she carried more or less quantity. And, of course, he ended up using part of his suitcase to carry Alba’s clothes that did not fit in the other.

			—This is perfect; by the way, have you remembered to wear a dress in case we have the opportunity to go to an event or “romantic dinner”? —Ángel said.

			— How deluded you are, if we are always looking out for the “beasts”! —replied Alba, referring to the children.

			—Mmmmmm, you never know; maybe this year I can think of something —Ángel said in an interesting tone.

			—Dad, that’s it —David and Jaime shouted.

			—Okay, okay, comiiiing—Ángel replied as he went to their room.

			—Ok, now yes; perfect, you can pack your bags now —Ángel said, pointing to the bags on the floor of the room.

			Now all that was left to do was prepare Alba’s suitcase and his, so Ángel set about preparing the baggage and finished right away, in just fifteen minutes, since he had already everything prepared on his bed.

			Ángel always used to travel with very few things and, in addition, he always explained that as he travelled he learned and realized that he needed less and less. His dream was always to travel around the world with a five-kilo backpack; it is what, from his experience, he needed; not a kilo more and, perhaps, a little less.

			There was only left what he used to leave for the end and that he called the “million dollar question”.

			—Well, now that we have everything ready, have you thought about what you are going to wear tomorrow to travel? —Ángel said aloud from his room while he finished closing his and Alba’s suitcases.

			There was silence, as usual. Ángel knew perfectly well why. They had all made the effort to redo their suitcase, reducing it to what was really necessary, and now, after listening to Ángel, a new question came to them: adding more clothes to the trip or using those in the suitcase. But Ángel already knew the answer. He had taught them throughout his life little by little without them realizing it. The search for excellence, the ability to excel and the need to maintain a criterion and a strong personality already ran through their veins.

			—Our clothes for tomorrow are from the suitcase that we have made since we will already be starting the trip —they all said.

			Ángel smiled, but inwardly he exploded with joy. He had a hard time showing his feelings, but internally he laughed, cried, suffered and rejoiced more than anyone else in the world. It would seem that he had a divided heart but he really only had one and he was totally dedicated to his family, although he did not know how to externalize it.

			Ángel was a curious person. Many of those who claimed to be his friends defined him as a “free soul” and, sometimes, strange and a little autistic because of the incomprehensible.

			The truth is that those who knew him well trusted him completely. He was one of those who never called you when things were going well unless you asked him to; But when you had a serious problem, it would appear immediately without any intermediary and without expecting anything in return.

			That was his way of being. He always said that the fingers of one hand were more than enough to count your true friends. And he explained that when everything goes well, there are always a lot of “friends” but when they come wrong, only the real ones are by your side. Unfortunately, Ángel already had experience in it, although he transformed everything into a positive way and said that thanks to those experiences he was already clear on who he could trust. He himself said that he only had three real friends and that he was very lucky because he seemed like many.

			—Let’s see Dad, if we are already in travel mode, the clothes are the ones in the suitcase, right? —The three answered.

			—Right —Ángel replied as he looked at Alba and winked at her as he closed his suitcase to imply that she could do whatever she wanted.

			—Well, everything is ready; tomorrow we will leave at first light, so don’t go to bed late —Ángel said.

			—What time is “first light”? —They all asked with an astonished face.

			—Let’s see…, as we are on vacation…, first light will be…. ten o’clock in the morning! —Ángel replied with a laugh.

			—Everyone may get up whenever they want; you can have breakfast or take your breakfast away, but you all have to be ready and showered! at ten o’clock in the morning! Ok? —Ángel warned.

			— Okay, okay —the children replied.

			This was normal. Ángel always prepared the entire trip conscientiously and he greatly enjoyed researching everything related to a trip from the historical, architectural, religious point of view, or related to the nature and customs typical of the places they were going to visit. He took into account everything: traffic jams, meals, accommodation, contingencies, route time, number of hours driving, fatigue accumulated during the trip, tourist information, and any situation that could be foreseen. He loved planning everything and always defended that preparation is the key to success, that 90% is preparation and 10% is execution. Once all this work had been done, he would put down on a sheet everything related to the route of the trip and accommodation and he would make a dossier with all the cultural information. This dossier was used to entertain and teach his children during the trip. He took them in turns to read the dossier and occasionally stopped the reader and asked the others what the reader had said to check that they were paying attention. Anyone would say that he was a “moron” but, the reality was that when they returned from the trip with all that knowledge, everyone and each of them boasted to their friends of all those new experiences and wisdom that they had acquired. Hearing them talk about the trip in that way reinforced Ángel’s idea that it was a good way to teach and prepare them for life in the future. Of course, “it wasn’t free of charge”. Though Ángel enjoyed it, that required effort and time that, sometimes, he did not have. However, his objective was clear and the way to proceed was unique: the example.

			In that sense, one of the happiest days of Ángel’s life was when, suddenly, he saw that his three children, when they were barely ten years old, stood around him at the table where he was studying his PhD and they began to study with him. So, he asked them if something happened to them or if they had exams that week. They answered no, but since he was studying, they were also going to study. That day, Ángel hardly fit in himself. He was more than proud of his children and, at the same time, he understood that he should always show them the way. Something evident but not always remembered.

			—Come on, have dinner and go to bed! Tomorrow is going to be a long day —Ángel replied.

			Once the suitcases were prepared, everyone went to the kitchen to prepare their dinners and, when they finished, they went to bed, but not to sleep. As usual, they were having trouble falling asleep that day because of the excitement of the trip. In other words, in the habitual way, they would keep talking or watching a movie or music video on their cell phones until two or three in the morning.

			That was something that Alba and Ángel had already assumed and were not concerned at all since, that way, the following day they would spend a good part of the trip sleeping and, therefore, the trip would be more bearable.

			Ángel was the opposite, it was easy for him to fall asleep and, knowing that he had to rest to be able to drive safely all the way, he turned off the light on his nightstand, said good night to Alba and fell asleep in just five minutes.

			Alba stayed, as usual, reading a novel until she fell asleep.
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			It was 08:30 in the morning when Ángel got up and turned on the music system in the living room and raised it to a high volume so that everyone started waking up.

			—Good morning, good morning! Let’s go, we will leave in an hour and a half! Let’s start the body! Do not stop the music! Wake uuuuuuuuup! —Ángel started to say as he went to the kitchen to prepare his breakfast.

			—Daddyyyyyyyy, turn that down, pleaaaaaaase! —the children said while Teresa covered her head with her pillow to attenuate the sound knowing that Ángel was not going to pay attention to them and would keep the music loud until someone got up and went to lower the volume.

			—David, please turn the music down —Jaime said.

			—It doesn’t bother me —David said covering himself with the pillow, knowing that Jaime was not going to hold it on and would end up getting up to lower it.

			—Tereeeeesaaaaaaaa, go download the music, today it’s your turn! —Jaime shouted to be heard from another room.

			Teresa did not respond to Jaime’s words. She knew perfectly well that her brothers would end up giving in and she did not intend to move out of bed. She was always the last to get up.

			Finally, after about ten minutes, Jaime got up and went to the living room to download the music.

			—Very good! A brave man! Good morning! —Ángel said, smiling.

			—Grr, Dad, you always do the same to us! —Jaime said.

			—And lucky for me to do it, otherwise we don’t go out until night. Come on, come for breakfast —Ángel replied.

			—Wake up everyone! We will leave in an hour and showered, including the elephant! —Ángel shouted.

			When it came to the shower, everyone tried to shower before Teresa because when she got into the shower it could take an hour. That’s why they called her “the elephant” at the time of the shower. In addition, everyone knew that, after Teresa took a shower, there would be no more hot water since she would end up running out of water from the electric thermos. In order to have water for everyone, Ángel warned Teresa several times to hurry up and, finally, if she did not leave soon, he would shut off the hot water with the consequent protest from Teresa. Afterwards, he turned the hot water on again and warned that in five minutes it would be turned off again. In this way, Ángel managed to reduce, a little, the consumption of hot water so that it would reach others, although, normally, he ran out of hot water and showered with cold water. In the summer, he did not care since the water was not really cold, which is what Ángel liked, who always said that there was no way to cool off with the water in the summer. In winter it was something else. So he did watch to shower with hot water so he used to do it first even if he had to get up earlier for it.

			After the “musical moment”, everyone was up and moving around the house. Some preparing breakfast while the others were showering.

			The flat was not big but more than enough for the whole family. They lived on a third floor and there were only two neighbours per floor. It had three rooms: one with a “King size” double bed and with a complete bathroom. The “King size” bed was Teresa’s favourite, who always threw herself in the centre, stretching her arms and legs to form a star. In addition Teresa had her own room and there was another room for David and Jaime with a bunk bed in which David slept in the top bed and Jaime in the bottom bed. In the corridor that connected the rooms was a smaller bathroom with a shower. Besides, the house had a divided kitchen and living room.

			Once everyone was dressed, they had eaten breakfast and made the breakfast cup and spoon neat, they packed a small bag with bottles of water for the trip and put all the suitcases near the front door.

			Ángel checked the house, making sure all the lights were off and nothing was left plugged in that could pose a problem in the event of an electrical power surge or power failure. Meanwhile everyone waited sitting in the living room.

			After the review, which used to take about five minutes, was time to get going.

			—10:10, not bad, we are improving. Come on, let’s go now! —Ángel said out loud while he opened the door and pressed the elevator call button.

			They all got up; each one took their bags and went out the door to the elevator.

			David and Jaime went downstairs while talking about the movie they were going to see during the trip.

			—How youth shows! —Ángel said while waiting for Teresa and Alba to enter the elevator.

			Ángel closed the door to the house by turning the key twice and went down in the elevator with Teresa and Alba.

			The building did not have a garage since it was an old construction and, therefore, the neighbours who needed it had to hire a garage space nearby. Fortunately, the building next door was rebuilt a couple of years ago and had a large parking lot. Several of the tenants of that building rented their garage spaces since they had their second home there; but of course, at a price that was not exactly cheap.

			Therefore, everyone dropped the suitcases at the entrance door of the building and waited for Ángel to take the car out of the garage as usual.

			—Come on, quickly! You already know that it is not allowed to park here and at this time the police pass and I do not want problems —Ángel said as he got out of the car to put the suitcases in the car boot.

			Everyone packed their bags in the car boot in no time and got in the car. Not surprisingly, Ángel had chosen which suitcases to carry thinking about the capacity of the car boot.

			The journey was ready to begin. It would be about seven hours considering that they would stop twice to go to a toilet and to eat something.
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			They were already underway and the weather was good. Ángel had checked the weather forecast the days before and no adverse weather events were foreseen during the trip. As usual, the departure time did not matter, unless you left very early. There was always traffic. Any day, any time, there were always five thousand “Madrid people” -referring to those who lived in Madrid even though they had not been born there- who had the same idea, Ángel used to say every time they go on a trip.

			But no one cared anymore. The children were with their entertainment: the cell phone; and Ángel and Alba were chatting and playing the music they wanted, which was a relatively new experience, since when they did not use the cell phone they had to agree on music and that of the youth was not the same as the one they liked to the parents.

			Alba and Ángel still remembered when there were no cell phones and, therefore, they depended on the musical equipment of the car to “tame the beasts”, which limited the repertoire to listen. But since there are and have cell phones, each one manages their own music. Although, on the other hand, they missed that time since, in their opinion, it fostered more personal relationships. Since cell phone exist, they said, it seems that they are used more to isolate themselves than to relate to others.

			What will be next? They used to comment during the trips. Some pointed out that it will no longer be necessary to stop to eat because we will use pills: one for chicken, another for vegetables, or one for eggs, or any other food. At that time it was when Ángel took the opportunity to introduce his imprint; At that point, he always said that he hoped they would not freeze-dry the beer or wine, because he did not plan to go through there even if they called it old-fashioned.

			As soon as one o’clock was approaching, they began to think about stopping to eat. They had already been traveling for about three hours and the hunger added to the “boredom” of the phones took its toll on their stomachs.

			—Where are we going to eat Daddy? —the children asked.

			—Well, as always, if that’s okay with you. We can stop by Benavente to eat something and then we will stop by Orense to have some snack before arriving in Marín —Ángel replied.

			—Very good —Alba replied.

			—And we can do it the other way around? —the children asked.

			Alba and Ángel already knew what they were thinking about and looked at each other to agree on the answer, for which they only needed to nod their heads.

			—It’s okay. But you have to eat. And you can always finish your super sandwich from Orense at dinner —Alba said.

			— Ok, ok, but you have to bear in mind that we will arrive to Marín and the grandparents also will give us delicious things to eat —David replied—. You know grandparents fatten us.

			— Well, whatever it is, please don’t be hungry —Ángel said.

			The children loved the little bar that, by chance, they found on one of the trips. It turned out to be a paradise for them since they found what they called “the best sandwiches of the world”. They loved the freshly homemade bread and the Galician meat steaks that the landlady very kindly prepared for them with affection. Those were their special “veal sandwiches”. Also, the good landlady always asked them if they wanted the bread with the juice from the meat or dry and, although someone once said that all that greasy sauce was not very healthy, the truth is that it was delicious. That is why their sandwiches always oozed and they had to wait to eat them before entering the car again, since their hands were full of the juice and fat from the meat and it was necessary to wash them well with soap to avoid staining their clothes and car.

			Indeed, the stopover in Benavente was to have an aperitif rather than a lunch. It was also not something that mattered to Alba and Ángel, since during the trips it was normal for the biorhythms to be slightly altered. So, after sharing a couple of dishes of “broken eggs” with ham and going through the toilets, Alba and Ángel had coffee before continuing the journey.

			In a little over an hour they were already in the port of Padornelo and the children began, as always, to ask if they were already in Galicia. It was the effect of seeing the green mountain ranges around. Once again it was explained to them that first you have to cross the pass of Padornelo and then comes A Canda, which is the one that marks the entrance to Galicia.

			For them that was a magical moment. They could spend the entire trip looking at their cell phones, but once they reached Padornelo they no longer took their faces off the window until they could see the sign that indicated the entrance to Galicia. It seemed that they were attracted to the land, since they had been born in Pontevedra; or, it could also be the fault of, as Ángel said, “meigas” (which means witches, in Galician dialect), since as it is said in those lands “I do not believe in witches, but they really exist”. Ángel, who was from Marín, always liked Galician legends, and he told them to the children, who listened to him impressed and very attentive.

			Approximately half an hour after passing the Padornelo they reached the port of A Canda and the car seemed different. Everyone was happy and the children repeated over and over that they were already in Galicia. The joy would not diminish since in about twenty minutes he would arrive at A Gudiña where they would stop to eat the “special veal sandwich” they so longed for. From A Gudiña they would only have about two and a half hours to reach Marín.

			The stop at A Gudiña went as planned. Since they were well on time and were going to arrive at Marín around six in the afternoon, they decided to stop for thirty minutes in this place to rest a little.

			It was nice to see how they ate their sandwiches. And it was not surprising either since until now they had eaten just a small snack waiting for this moment.

			They finished eating, washed their hands, and got going again. Before arriving in Orense, when he passed through Allariz, Ángel gained everyone’s attention by saying that he would like to go to Allariz one day to enjoy its hot springs but at that time they were not going to stop because he did not want to meet the werewolf.

			The children almost jumped out of their seats and immediately asked if that werewolf really existed. Ángel explained that it was another of the legends of Galicia.

			In that case it was referring to an event that happened around the year 1850. It seems to be that a certain Manuel Blanco Romasanta lived then, who turned out to be an assassin. That man was captured in Nombela (Toledo) and tried in Allariz for thirteen murders that occurred in Redondela and in Argostios. He was accused of murdering his victims and taking the fat or grease from them to sell it; that’s why it ended up being called the “Lard-taker”.

			It was at this point that Ángel raised his voice to attract more attention and continued his explanation.

			—But that is not the end of the legend —Ángel continued—, since that person was a Spanish criminal psychopath who was not executed as he was considered the only documented case of clinical lycanthropy. From that moment, the legend of the werewolf of Allariz was born, who is considered as a real representation of the “Lard-taker” or “bogeyman”.

			—Dad, tell us more please —Teresa said as soon as Ángel had finished her explanation.

			—The one related to the “Santa Compaña” —Jaime said.

			—Why that one? —David asked.

			—Just in case —Jaime answered.

			At that moment, everyone laughed out loud and Ángel quickly replied.

			—You are absolutely right Jaime, you never know when it may appear.

			Then Ángel went on to explain that “A Santa Compaña” is a legend which is centuries old and is the terror of the people. It is a procession of hooded souls that warn of the future death.

			The legend tells that there are witnesses who have seen it and that those souls carry a candle and are headed by a mortal who carries a cross in his or her hands. While they are walking, songs and prayers are heard and a dense fog and a wind rise that makes it possible to smell the wax smell of candles.

			The mortal who goes to the head is the one who would die a few days later unless he or she transferred the cross to another mortal who came across “A Santa Compaña”, becoming, then, the leader of that unique procession.

			—But how did you have to get rid of it, Dad? —the three asked.

			Ángel ended the explanation by saying that the solution was easy. What had to be done to avoid being claimed by “A Santa Compaña” was to draw a circle on the ground, enter it, lie face down on the ground and pray until they went on their way.

			Ángel loved to tell the legends of Galicia and, on trips, provided an interesting way to get his children away from cell phones and helped pass the time.

			Passing through Vigo, and knowing they would reach Marín in over thirty minutes, Ángel took the opportunity to tell the legend of Rande’s treasures.

			The Vigo estuary was the scene of a great battle that took place in 1702 between the Spanish-French and Anglo-Dutch fleets, with the latter winning. The battle was fought inside the estuary, in the cove of San Simón, which was protected by two castles - Corbeiro Castle, in Domaio, to the north, and Rande Castle, to the south.

			The Spanish “Silver Fleet” carried a shipment of enormous wealth brought from America. It is said that a part of this cargo had been landed before the battle; the rest were taken by the victors -the English and Dutch navy- and another good part of those treasures went to the bottom of the Vigo estuary with the Spanish ships that the crew itself sank. There began the legend of the fabulous treasure in the waters of Rande.

			—Notice how important the English victory was, that in London there is a street called Vigo. “Vigo Street” is a street that runs into “Regent Street” which is one of the main ones in London, and is close to the well-known “Piccadilly Circus” underground station —Ángel added to the legend.

			—And keep in mind that even Julio Verne searched for that treasure in his novel “20,000 leagues under the sea” by sending Captain Nemo to visit the Vigo estuary in the “Nautilus” and show that fortune under the sea to Professor Aronnax —Ángel stressed in order to incite them to read even more.

			—And it is also said that the Government of the First Republic in Spain came to grant a concession to a foreign company to recover that treasure that was deemed sufficient to fully pay the Spanish external debt —Ángel pointed out.

			Occasionally, Ángel spoke to his children as if they were adults, using a more extensive vocabulary, to test them. They usually understood almost everything; it was one of the benefits of his fondness for reading.

			—Of course, nobody has ever managed to find a single coin, but to this day there are those who still dream of finding it —Ángel said to finish telling the story.

			—Dad, and does Marín have any legends? —The three asked.

			—Marín! my Marín of my soul! —Ángel said laughing. Of course! In Marín there are very interesting legends and stories; Note that even the well-known pirate Sir Francis Drake dared to reach Marín and looted the island of Tambo, Ángel said.

			The next milestone was near: it was the smell of cellulose. Marín had a cellulose factory on his main road, and its scent was tremendously strong, recognizable, and, shall we say, not pleasant, but distinctive.

			—It smells like Marin! The three of them were happy.

			—I would not say that it smells of Marín, but of cellulose, which always stinks and dirties the estuary. But, yeah, we’re almost there —Ángel said.

			As Ángel supposed, time had flown by thanks to the Galician legends that so impressed them. Ángel, although he did not believe in them, enjoyed reading and counting them. However, as he also said, it never hurts to get to know them since “I do not believe in witches, but they really exist”.
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