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INTRODUCTION


The Journey Begins
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Everyone holds his or her own philosophical and religious belief. Spirit is something else. By Spirit, I believe everything that we know and understand to be physically tangible and existent in the five dimensions is in fact the manifestation of a more subtle and nonvisible energy that exists simultaneously. Spirit vibrates at a higher frequency than the physical dimension and is the higher reality. Spirit manifests as life through form.

Thus I came to believe that the surface of the earth is the matter and form through which a higher subtle electromagnetic spiritual energy flows.

Just as human beings are the physical vehicles for expressing their spiritual and multidimensional selves, so the geological earth is the physical vehicle for manifestation of ancient memories and an alive inner Spirit.

Why, then, if Spirit flows through the earth and through all of us, is the state of the world so unfortunate? I couldn’t comprehend the violence or, to use the old phrase, “man’s inhumanity to man.” The weather contributed to my confusion because it was obviously out of balance, which of course led me to conclude once again what I had learned years before from my spiritual and metaphysical studies—that nature itself is informed by the consciousness of mind. It was difficult for me, and almost everyone I knew, to keep centered and hopeful about where we were going as a human race.

Certainly Hollywood and the art industry I had been a part of all my life was reflecting values that, granted, might in turn be reflecting those of a great part of our society, but it seemed to me we were caught in an endless cycle in which we were witnessing the disintegration of decency, sensitivity, and the spiritual values that we as Americans had supposedly been raised with. What were we doing with ourselves? What were our human priorities? What did we wish for our futures and those of our children, and more than anything, why did we seem to so badly lack esteem in ourselves?

Now as a senior citizen, I found myself experiencing not only anger, loneliness, and anxiety over what we might be headed for, but fear that we were now almost completely out of touch with what we were intended to be in the first place.

I had a daughter, two grandchildren, a brother, and four nieces and nephews. My parents had crossed over, and I myself was contemplating how much longer I would have the physical life adventure on this world. However, I felt more creative than ever and had sufficient money, five or six really good friends with whom I could communicate on all levels (a rarity), a good healthy body, a sound mind (although some stand-up comics would dispute that), and a life that was “fancy free” and enviable to those who were tied down to existences of smothering responsibility. Sometimes, because of society’s propaganda and conditioning, I thought I felt lonely, but when I gave it a second thought, I realized, with relief, that I was leading exactly the life I wanted to . . . unattached to a man-woman relationship, free of the rigors and restrictions of raising a family (husband included), unencumbered by a job I was not inspired by, and free to do whatever I wanted in the future. That was the question, however . . . what was the future?

Should I secure my roof because of the prophecies of high winds? Would there be a worldwide stock market crash? Would solar flares disrupt communications? Would there be one world government and buying and selling according to it? Would the viruses that seemed to be infecting humanity become more and more virulent because we were denuding the forests where they lived naturally? Would we become such a technologically addicted society that human appropriateness would suffer profoundly? Was our environment so compromised that it would never again sustain healthy human life? Were we alone in the universe? And if not, would they come to help us—or to finish us off? And was God out to lunch? Of course, I had more questions than even I could dream up. And, yes . . . I found myself at the point in my life where I had well-earned time to dream.

Perhaps it was because I was so free and open-minded that I had the time—and the energy—to contemplate what not only I but all of us were really doing with ourselves. My imagination could ripple back and forth across time until I found myself in a state of mind-time that provided some answers. But I am getting ahead of my story.

There is a famous pilgrimage that has been taken by people for centuries called the Santiago de Compostela Camino across northern Spain. It is said that the “Camino”—the road or the way—lies directly under the Milky Way and follows ley lines that reflect the energy from those star systems above it.

In Eastern philosophies the spiritual life force of the earth is called prana. This prana is inextricably linked with the life force of the sun, providing energy for all life.

The life force is especially strong along lines of energy called ley lines. These ley lines are the essential structure of the earth’s etheric spirit. They are usually fairly straight, varying in width and intensity. A cross section of a ley line looks like an hourglass, the narrow middle intersecting at the earth’s surface. The ley energy exists below the earth and above it, equally. This energy emanates at a very high frequency and, when experienced by a human consciousness, induces clarity of thought, experience, memory, and revelation.

The energy of the ley lines increases the rate of vibration of the etheric and dense matter that make up the human brain. The result of this stimulation is the production of more full, conscious awareness and information that was previously repressed.

This can be disturbing and frightening because it means that through this energy one becomes a more psychic being—for better or for worse.

The ley lines carry not only the spiritual energy of the earth in conjunction with the sun, but also the energies conjuncting with other galaxies and star systems.

The Camino, following earth’s ley lines, begins in France, crosses the Pyrenees, and makes its way from east to west across northern Spain until it reaches an exquisite and very famous cathedral called Santiago de Compostela, where the remains of Saint James are said to be interred.

I have never been religious, opting instead to seek spirituality, so what interested me about the Camino was the energy of the ley lines themselves, as well as the challenge of walking alone for 800 kilometers (nearly 500 miles) and becoming essentially helpless and vulnerable along the way, as most pilgrimages require. The experience of complete surrender to God and self is the motivation behind most people’s attempt at the Santiago de Compostela Camino.

The first inkling that I should do the Camino occurred in 1991 in Brazil. I was playing there with my one-woman show when my company manager, Michael Flowers, delivered a letter to me. It was written by hand and unsigned. Michael often sifts through my mail and, with an intuition remarkable to me, usually selects the pieces that he believes are important. Let me digress for a moment and tell you about his intuition. He has been with me as a company manager for nearly thirty years. I trust him, and when he believes that something that I haven’t heard about is important, I listen. It is crucial to explain this, because he figures prominently in my story later on. I get all sorts of requests, and the most profound and craziest usually have to do with metaphysical, spiritual, and extraterrestrial matters. At another time, when I was performing in South Africa, he received a request from a mother and daughter who wanted to meet with me because they had had a close encounter of the third kind with space beings from the Pleiades. I met with the two. They seemed sane and logical, and when they finished the story of their encounter, I asked when they’d be meeting with their new space friends again. They said they were told the visitors would return when the pink house was painted white. They had not understood this remark until they told it to me, and this was the reason: My ranch house in New Mexico was in an isolated region where stories abound about spacecraft. It was pink when I bought it. But after renovation and considerable thought, I decided to paint it white! I have not yet seen their return, but it is something I’m haunted by.

In any case, the letter that Michael received when I was playing Brazil stated unequivocally that I should do the Santiago de Compostela Camino. As I said, it was unsigned. It was written in ink and implored me to do the Camino if I was indeed serious about my spiritual and metaphysical writings, teachings, and investigations. I was intrigued, thought about it, talked to some of my friends in Brazil who had made the journey, and ultimately forgot about it.

Three years later, performing again in Brazil, I received a letter in the same handwriting, again unsigned, stating that if I was to continue to write about spiritual growth, it was now imperative that I do the Camino.

My Brazilian friend Anna Strong agreed. She was a spiritual leader and counselor who conducted seminars in meditation and inner balancing. I respected her and knew that she had done the Camino and helped others do it as well. After informing me of what to expect and telling me that she would meet me in Madrid to help me launch myself, I canceled the summer movie I had planned and told my agent I was going to walk across Spain instead. He was used to my “reckless,” adventurous ways, said I should get some good shoes, and adjusted to it. “Besides, you might get another good book out of it,” he added.

Okay—fine.
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The Santiago Camino has been traversed for thousands of years by saints, sinners, generals, misfits, kings, and queens. It is done with the intent to find one’s deepest spiritual meaning and resolutions regarding conflicts in Self. The energy of the Camino was well known by people in ancient times to enable them more self-reflection and self-knowledge.

The history books trace the Camino back to Celtic times with the attendant mythological stories of cosmic revelations; multidimensional presences of gnomes, fairies, and trolls; and the aspect of its legend that interested me most—the fact that the trail ended in Finisterre, a few miles further west from Compostela on the Atlantic Ocean, which was thought to be the end of the then known world. I wondered what had been the previous unknown world. Was there a land that had existed prior to our recorded history? Was it calling to those of us who felt attracted to follow the Camino until we somehow touched it again? Why was the journey along the Camino supposed to provide the pilgrim with self-knowledge and an understanding of his or her destiny? There was almost a quality of urgency for me to travel it so that I could journey within the secrets of my own history—which harked back to a time longer ago than my imagination could conjure—almost a haunting knowingness that my personal reality would become more evident. But I was unprepared for the impact it would have on me.

It was—and is—my reality, which I am still adjusting to. My spirituality and the journey of my soul through time is the authentic discovery of my capacity to feel the alignment with the Divine. It is a theopathic state of consciousness. When the journey of the soul is recognized, a restabilization of the emotions takes place. There was no doubt that my emotions and the emotions of the world were out of balance when I began the Camino. During the journey I began to understand why. Many thought of the Camino as a religious trek. I could understand that because of the surrounding religious icons, churches, and reminders of what the church had established in relation to human life. But I saw how the church had attempted to mold its constituency into its societal perspective, sculpting the domain of feelings away from individual spirituality even as it claimed spiritual superiority. Then I realized that the world of religious domination of earlier times had given way to a scientific world today that sought to shed itself of the spiritual and emotional domination of the past in favor of a world of scientific, technological “facts.”

Those scientists of human behavior who refused to observe through their own emotions were missing the point of reality. Individual feelings received no respect in their world. They had dehumanized human feelings and emotions, disregarding them in favor of what they term collective observations, which were agreed upon in the world. They didn’t even give themselves permission to be human. If they were not rational and “scientific” in their observations, they were ostracized. Even the expression of emotion was unseemly in their world. Though they claimed to be seeking the truth about its inhabitants, in reality they were establishing a new mind-set that refused the capacity to feel.

So, in effect, science had freed itself from the domination of the church, only to become the modern dominator of the truth today. The chains have simply changed hands. The new enslaver of truth is science, and we are seeing its effect on human behavior everywhere. Without the recognition of the soul’s journey within us, we are lost and only part of what we were intended to be.

I believe that the sorrow so much experienced in the world today can be regarded as the exercise of emptying ourselves of what went before, so as to make room for the joy that is rightfully ours in the future. We as humans have a moral obligation to seek joy. Then we will be in alignment with the Divine. But we need to acknowledge what has preceded our understanding of our lives, because therein lies the history of our conflict, loneliness, confusion, hatred, and separation from ourselves and God. If we can make peace with our ancient emotions, I believe we will have the capacity to live up to our moral obligation to seek joy.

On my journey westward along the Camino, I felt I was traveling backward in time to a place that began the experiences that made me and the human race what we have become today. Yes, I could say it was a mythological and imaginative experience, but then what is myth and what is imagination? All fancies of the consciousness are based on some kind of memory, or why would they be there?
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Whenever I travel, I prefer to do it light; however, seven pounds of lightness was new to me. Having done the trek herself, my Brazilian friend Anna Strong warned me that each ounce I carried in my backpack would become tons after a few weeks. Sooo . . . shoes would be essential and must be carefully selected—just one pair to walk in and one pair to put on at the end of each day. I have always had trouble with extraneous sounds while sleeping. I knew I would be sleeping in shelters (refugios) along the way with many others who snored, coughed, talked, and dreamed out loud. I wondered about my ever-present sound machine. Too heavy, I decided. I couldn’t carry the batteries. I opted instead for earplugs, even though I had been told by my homeopath and acupuncturist that earplugs obstructed the meridians to the kidneys. I carried a light sleeping bag, two pairs of socks, two pairs of panties, two T-shirts, a small towel, a small washcloth, one bar of soap, one pair of shorts, one pair of light leggings to shield me from the sun’s rays, some homeopathic remedies (for giardiases, nausea, cuts and bruises), Band-Aids, Nu Skin, adhesive tape, a water bottle (there would be fountains of clear water in every village along the way), my passport, several notebooks, a tiny address book, a few credit cards (which I vowed not to use), a little money (which I hoped I would not resort to), one Gortex jacket, one pair of Gortex slacks, one sweater (since I’d be walking in cold as well as hot weather), a sun hat, sunglasses, melatonin for sleep, and my precious Pearlcorder with many small tapes.

I am a Taurus, and therefore a person who accumulates things. I immediately understood this journey would be an examination of what was essential to me. “The road and her energy will provide all you need,” Anna told me. “She will tell you what to throw away—and you will become humble as a result. You will see what a temple your body really is, that it is not a prison, and you will discover your essence.” She told me I would find a stick to walk with. It would speak to me as though it would want to help. My feet would derive energy from the ground itself, which is why it is infinitely better to walk than to ride the Camino in a vehicle. I would receive messages from the path as though it was talking to me, until I became the path and all of its history.

I met with others who had taken the pilgrimage. They advised me not to eat too much and to drink lots of water—at least two liters per day. There would be many good restaurants, but it was best to stay within the energy of the path’s intent, which was to be essentially stripped of trappings. I should not be afraid of anything while trekking—first of all, they told me, the Spanish government protected all pilgrims and had harsh laws against interfering with a pilgrim’s progress. I was told it would be better to walk alone, even though I would encounter many people along the way. Everything I carried with me would be a distraction. I should learn to let go. And I should be prepared to die, because to do such a pilgrimage meant I was ready to give up the old values that conflicted my life.

I could honestly say that I had no problem with dying if that was what was meant to be. I had had enough of the state of affairs as I knew them to be. I was ready for a new understanding to propel me forward for the rest of my life.
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In preparing for my walk, I decided to rehearse with my backpack.

I packed all the items and one day decided to walk the hills of Calabasas in California as a precursor. That is exactly what happened. I felt “precursed” with what I experienced.

It was a trail I had often taken. As I parked my car at the entrance, out of the corner of my eye I noticed a Latino man, scruffy, no shoes, and slightly wild-eyed, in the trees near the trail.

I ignored him, locked my car, strapped on my backpack, and began my hike. I fingered my Swiss Army knife and made a mental note that I was safe with it. I also noted that I would try to make it way up the trail to a bench where I knew I could remove my backpack and rest.

Thus began my contemplation on how goal-oriented I was. A goal was so important to me that sometimes the reaching of it justified the means by which I accomplished it. I walked for miles thinking about reaching that bench. Then I walked even further. The backpack was heavy and the hike was becoming a struggle. I stopped and put some Emergency C into my water bottle. I drank and walked on. Finally, I stopped, exhausted, and realized I had long since passed the bench that had been my goal! The significance of this small event was not lost on me. I was truly disappointed in my overachievement. But I had often done such things, remaining separated from the path I was on because of my intense desire to reach the goal. Maybe that was the definition of “success” in this world. I was an example of the accepted term, when what I was looking for was the true meaning of “success.” One has to achieve some version of success in order to know there is another version.

In any case, I turned around, retraced my steps, and after some miles, recognized the bench. I decided not to rest on it and continued down the mountain. When I reached my car, there was the Latino man, looking in worse shape than before.

“May I help you?” I asked him.

“My feet are burning from no shoes,” he said. “I need a ride to my car.”

I realized I was talking to a man of Spanish descent and feeling almost as though I were living a future event on the Camino. I thought, “I should be kind to strangers.”

I offered him a ride to his car, which I supposed wasn’t far away. He climbed in beside me. He was filthy and smelled bad.

“I don’t know why I’m doing this,” he said in a confused state.

“Sometimes we all do things for reasons we don’t understand,” I answered, thinking of what I would be doing in a week without understanding it either. I started the car and told him I was going to do the Santiago de Compostela pilgrimage. He seemed to understand and know it.

“Are you Catholic?” I asked.

He nodded and said, “Yes.”

“Are you doing penance?” I asked. He nodded.

“Are you doing penance?” he asked.

I said I didn’t think so.

Then he looked at my breasts. I had made a conscious decision not to wear a bra on the Camino because the straps hurt my shoulders with the backpack. It had occurred to me that such an elimination of underwear would be provocative. I wondered if I had manifested my concern into a reality.

The man continued to stare at my breasts. Oh, God, I thought. This could be dangerous. There was no one in sight for miles.

He finally took his eyes off my anatomy and said, “Can I make love to you?”

It was surreal. I slammed on the brakes and erupted. “Are you out of your mind?” I screamed. “What the hell do you think you’re doing? Of course not, you idiot. I picked you up because you needed help, your feet were burning, you needed water and to return to your car, and this is what you do? You are outrageous!” I was furious, which seemed to activate some sense of misplaced justice in his mind.

“There you go, you see?” he said. “I asked you, instead of demanding, and you won’t do it.”

My mouth fell open. I was in trouble now. I thought of really going after him more irately, but something I saw flicker across his face stopped me. He had not touched me or advanced toward me physically. Then he said, “I passed my car. Let me out,” he demanded.

There was no car in sight anywhere.

“Sure,” I answered. He opened the door on his side and climbed out.

“Listen,” I said, “you should watch that sex stuff, you know. It can get you in a lot of trouble.”

Over his shoulder he said, “Yes, thank you. I know. I’m always doing this.”

Then he walked away.

I sat in my car in a state of bewilderment. Had he been real? It was as though an experiential vision had just happened to me. I turned to look at him again. He had disappeared. There was no man and no car. I vowed to never be afraid of going braless again, and I knew I would have to give much thought to the truth that reality was where the mind was and that I had been so determined to make a goal of my bench that I had passed it. . . . Reality simply was where the mind was. I could understand more deeply why I was an actress. I could manifest what I needed in reality. I had manifested a barefoot, filthy wanderer to warn me that the Camino was feminine and, as a result, human sexuality would rise. Everyone had told me that the Camino offered those who walked it a love affair. It was the individual’s choice whether to take it. Some weeks later, I would be faced with that choice.
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Most of us have a friend who has a soul meaning for us . . . someone (if we’re lucky) to whom we can talk about anything. Kathleen Tynan was one of those friends to me. She was highly intelligent, but that didn’t detract from her capacity to have a good time. She was a social animal and enjoyed the trappings of restaurants, parties, and good conversation. English, intellectual, and a great beauty, Kathleen did not fully share my spiritual interests. She was curious, I would say, but frankly tried to dissuade me from publishing any material that took me down the metaphysical path. She thought it was essentially wacky and would become a “career buster” if I shared my beliefs with the public. However, when she saw that, aside from some jokes, nothing like that happened, she became more comfortable with my search. She was also an extremely honest friend to me. Her deceased husband, Kenneth Tynan, the noted English writer and critic, had been a close friend too.

Kathleen continued to wear her wedding ring after Ken’s death, even though she was involved with other men. Ken had been her anchor, her muse, and the man who was the link to (or substitute for) her father. She seemed to be using the men in her life to reach the true meaning of who her father had been to her.

When she visited me in Malibu, staying (to my delight) for months at a time, I noticed an ambivalence about the way she gazed out to sea, staring for hours and hours at a time at the water and sky in what seemed to be a confused yet resigned contemplation. I wondered if she was finally meditating about the unacknowledged spirituality in life. I came to understand it was much more than that. Kathleen was dying of colon cancer, and she knew it. Her doctors could find nothing wrong, but she insisted there was something there. Finally, with an MRI, she was proven right. They were stunned at the avocado size of the hidden tumor.

I’ve always wondered about Kathleen’s way of dying. For years she had been expressing a profound desire to know her father more, who had died when she was in her teens. In the last years of her life, before she developed cancer, she dug out articles he had written (he had been a foreign correspondent), looked through family records, interviewed people who had known him, and searched her own childhood memories for clues as to his real identity, not only his personality and character, but his relationship with her mother, with whom Kathleen herself had had an arm’s-length relationship.

She admitted to me that the men in her life had been roads to her father, but now she seemed compelled to know him again. I put my observations in a compartment in my mind until I learned about her cancer. I wondered if the disease was not the quickest way for her to reunite with the man she loved and missed the most.

When I called her in London and told her I was going to do the Santiago pilgrimage, she knew exactly what I meant because she and Ken and her children had driven it a few years before. “As a matter of fact,” she said, “that was the last trip we took together, as well as a reconciliation. Ken was hooked up to an oxygen tank in the car”—he was dying of emphysema—“smoking and laughing with the kids in the back, as I drove, attempting to figure out what life was or wasn’t all about.”

She said traveling the Camino, even though by car, had been the pinnacle of their relationship, and on July 26, one year to the day after the end of the trip, Ken died. She was thrilled I was doing it and longed to see me in London before I went on to Spain.

“The cancer has metastasized to my bones,” she said. “So soon would be good.” Kathleen’s humor about Ken’s death and her own situation was breathtakingly English.

I said good-bye to my friends in California, most of whom cried when I left. I had taken many trips and said good-bye many times, but this occasion was different. They knew the dangers, I suppose, but beyond that they must have sensed something more. My friend Anne Marie told me to take forty days because it was the amount of time Jesus and various saints had taken in the wilderness. The people who worked for me (also friends) didn’t really understand why I was putting myself in danger. My daughter and my brother, used to my wanderings, were detached and said, “Have a good time.” My friend Bella Abzug thought it was another crazy, madcap spiritual adventure, which she couldn’t really be bothered with, and two other close friends went to my place in New Mexico to hold down the energy there. (They both had Indian blood coursing through their veins and understood that land energy mattered in terms of balancing, even though I would be on the other side of the world.) The woman who worked for me as a housekeeper took me to the airport. We hugged, she cried, and I thanked her for being such an understanding wife.
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When I arrived at Kathleen’s place in London, I was shocked at her appearance and how advanced her illness was. She, however, was deeply engrossed in writing her second book on Ken, a volume compiling his letters and notes, which she had dutifully kept in filing cabinets for years. A word about Kathleen’s fortitude: She was a beauty of such exquisite proportions that the incandescence of it blinded the observer to the suffering that lay underneath. She put my American “heart on my sleeve” honesty to shame. She was layered like a rose with each petal revealed, more interesting. Perhaps our identification with each other was based on something more basic: we were both Canadian. My mother had been Canadian, and Kathleen had been born in Canada, though she had long lived in England and had adapted to English ways and discipline.

Her discipline, even in suffering, was extraordinary. She wanted to attend a book party in London given by the publisher Lord Weidenfeld. She could barely dress herself or even walk, but she was determined to dispel the rumors that she was ill. I helped her dress and make up; we got a car. I was sworn to secrecy, and my task for the evening was to get out the word that Kathleen was in good health. My memory singes with the images of Kathleen holding court on a brocade sofa, her gray-colored cape covering her rail-thin body, her hair, newly coifed, spilling around her face (she never lost her hair during chemotherapy). She was magnificent. No one suspected that she had a tube in her stomach that emptied feces from her bowels into a bag hidden under her clothing, or a catheter in her chest that dispensed chemotherapy at different intervals. Even I was not allowed to observe these fundamental sufferings of her condition.

Of course the subtly swarming English social gossips did their number, asking me pointed questions and fawning over Kathleen after I explained she had simply had a touch of pneumonia, which was what precipitated the cancer gossip, for God’s sake.

Lord Weidenfeld went around suggesting that “whoever” should write their memoirs. Kathleen’s friends, with whom she had had only telephone contact, seemed satisfied that she was only tired from the pneumonia and went about exchanging the latest political gossip. Kathleen knew her constituency. She had accomplished her social task.

When I saw her slightly falter under the cape, I knew that she needed to go. Her courageous performance must not be betrayed.

We departed. She sighed and fell asleep in the car. I wondered if she would die while I was walking in Spain.
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I stayed with Kathleen for three days. I spoke with her doctors, who were not hopeful; her children, who both had stiff upper lips; her mother, who was a steamroller of hidden judgments; two men who were in love with her, but didn’t really understand what was going on; and of course, Kathleen herself. Our conversations were painful and profound. She had been given a few months, she thought, and wondered aloud if I believed she would really reunite with her father. That led to spiritual discussions that, when so personal, became difficult even for me. Let it suffice to say that she went through attempting to understand Ken’s death from emphysema while remaining a heavy smoker. “He didn’t want to die,” she insisted. “He fought so hard to stay alive.” I was perplexed in the extreme, but found it too painful to contradict her, for to do so would have been to raise the issue of her own impending death and her hidden desire to be with Ken and thus, beyond Ken, with her father. She was of the opinion that paradise had been lost on this earth and believed that the mystery of why that was true should remain a mystery.

As the third day ended, she asked me to call her from Spain when I had commenced my trek alone. She said she would then remove her wedding ring and wanted me to do the Camino for her. She reminisced about the Spanish countryside, the sunsets, the food, the religious meanings, and said she would wait for me to return and report on my adventure.
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I left London with Kathleen in my heart and the need to have some time to contemplate the meaning of friendship and loss.

In Madrid I met Anna Strong, who had come to help me get started, as she had promised. She was full of anticipation about the walk and said she would start me off and then was going to leave to attend a seminar in Ireland.

We compared the weight of our backpacks, discussed essentials, and she handed me a Bible. “You must allow random openings,” she said, “and read the page that comes up. Your higher self will give you what you need.”

We stayed overnight in Madrid with friends of Anna’s. It was to be the last night in a real bed, in a real house, with real hot water, a toilet with privacy, and quiet surroundings while sleeping.

We left for Pamplona the next day. We took a cab to Saint-Jean-Pied-de-Port, backtracking to France over the Pyrenees to the beginning of the journey. The curving road that we would retrace on foot careened over the mountains, and I got sick in the car. A good beginning, I thought. Walking would be a cinch.

Arriving in Saint-Jean-Pied-de-Port, Anna said we needed to visit a Mme. de Brill in order to collect our carnés, folded pamphlets that were the certificates of travel. The carnés, when stamped in each village, would prove that we had made the journey.

Saint-Jean-Pied-de-Port was ancient, cluttered with quaint red-roofed houses painted in white. Everything was closed, and the town was cold and dark. The cabdriver let us off at the Church of Notre Dame in the old section of the town. We crossed the river Nive, went down the rue d’Espagne, and through the walled haute ville by the Porte d’Espagne. No one was out in the evening, and Anna couldn’t remember where Mme. de Brill lived. Thus I began thirty days of always looking for something I couldn’t find. After knocking on many doors, some of which were gently closed in our faces, I found myself walking up some stone steps and down a dark hallway just adjacent to an ominous-looking refugio where pilgrims from Paris who were already on the Camino slept.

We encountered several disgruntled pilgrims in the hallway who rolled their eyes in disgust, having just dealt with Mme. de Brill. Apparently, she was famous for being unpleasant, and we were next on her list.

We knocked on her door. She answered. “Mon Dieu!” she screamed, then went on to say in French that she was sick with the grippe and tired. Her small television set was on, and an American military choir was singing “Mine eyes have seen the glory of the coming of the Lord.” I would need that, I thought. A small dog barked beside a dog dish containing no food. Mme. de Brill was about five feet four, had uncombed gray hair, and was indeed a vindictive-acting, terrible person who would test one’s spiritual patience.

She proceeded to make fun of Anna’s sneakers, which were nothing out of the ordinary. Said sarcastically that we would never complete the Camino. Said she had never made the trek and didn’t intend to, and after more dark-spirited put-downs, finally presented us with our stamped carnés and literally shoved us out the door.

Anna and I promptly found a five-star chalet restaurant and had wine and a delicious dinner, contemplating the contradiction between our proposed trek of poverty and our stations in life. Why not? Queen Isabella, King Ferdinand, as well as many other lesser known kings and queens had walked this contradiction themselves. Yes, even crowned heads had a need for spiritual wealth too.

After dinner we went out to look for the yellow arrows that Anna said would lead our way. They were invisible in the dark. I couldn’t read any of the signs in Spanish or in French and felt myself becoming more dependent on Anna than I wanted to be. Would I be able to walk with others and still stay independent? It had been an inquiry I had made early in my life. I still was not sure of the answer.
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I began the trek the next morning, on June 4, outfitted with my seven-pound harness on my back. The early morning was glorious with sunshine, and now I could see the yellow arrows that guided us out of town. I spotted other pilgrims ahead. Some walked in pairs; others were alone. There was no formal procession of pilgrims. They simply dotted the countryside and up into the Pyrenees. Most wore the scallop shell—the symbol of Saint James, which was the insignia of the Santiago pilgrim—on the back of their backpacks. I thought as I walked of those who had gone before me. The pilgrimages to Compostela had brought together a cross section of human beings from all over Europe. You could say that the Camino had been the legacy of medieval Christianity attempting to unite, through faith and devotion, many aspects of society involved with art, religion, economics, and cultural pursuits. People from lowly stations and saints and royalty disregarded their social distinctions and national borders in order to worship and find the divine in themselves on the journey to Santiago de Compostela. Together with Rome and Jerusalem, the Camino was the center of Christianity and all that that implied.

A bishop of Le Puy, in France, accompanied by a retinue of many followers, had been one of the earliest to make the pilgrimage in the year 950 and record it. Though the route was said to have been the scene of pilgrimages thousands of years before, no records of these earlier journeys have been found. As each century unfolded, the number of pilgrims increased, marked by the recorded accounts of their experiences. In those days people walked in groups for protection because bandits, thieves, and vagabonds were a source of real concern. The Knights Templar was a society formed to protect the pilgrims to ensure their journey of devotion. The churches and refugios along the way were offered as places of shelter and lodging, advice and help. Of real interest to me was the role of the Arab-Moorish invaders along the Camino in relation to the Christian world. I was struck by how similar were our conflicts today. To the Arab, the Christian was an infidel and a partner of Satan. To the Christian, the Arab was a heathen and ruled by the sword. Nothing much had changed. I didn’t fully understand either point of view and would soon begin to see where my confusion originated.

Leaving Saint-Jean-Pied-de-Port was a baptism of fire—straight up and into the Pyrenees. I wasn’t used to the lack of oxygen, nor had I established my pace. I could see that Anna was going to walk more slowly than I, and I didn’t want to get too far ahead for fear of losing sight of her and making a wrong turn. I slowed down. I remembered how hard it had been for me as a professional dancer to take a slower beginner’s class rather than a razzle-dazzle advanced one. The moves were more intense, more concentrated, and more painful because I had already learned how to bypass the effort. The same applied here.

We walked straight up for about five and a half kilometers (nearly three and a half miles), surrounded by hazel, chestnut, and white beech trees. Even in my breath-deprived state I was happy. The mountains were extraordinary. Cowbells rang out, their music dancing through the trees. From travelers far away conversations echoed in Danish, French, Spanish, and German. Along the path were the yellow arrows, sometimes crudely painted on the grass and rocks. Daffodils, buttercups, and purple flowers hugged the trees. I thought of my childhood and remembered the day I had walked to school and encountered an exquisite cluster of flowers. I stopped to gaze at their beauty, and I remembered being totally lost in happiness at that moment. I actually felt I had melded into the flowers until I became them. I became the consciousness of the flowers, with none of the earthly concerns attending a six-year-old. That moment has stayed with me always as an example of what consciousness in adult life could be if I allowed it. It spoke to what I had learned: that we are all part of everything and vice versa. What was blocking us from reverting to that truth whenever we needed to? And were we meant to be living in that state of mind, body, and spirit during the entirety of our lives? Why did we accept suffering as a standard-bearer of our existence? It seemed that all earthly religions taught that suffering was the natural state of mankind.

Just as I thought that, I realized a blister was developing on my right foot. I stopped. So soon? This was happening so soon? I had rubbed my feet with Vaseline, and my shoes were what I thought were a good fit. I sat down, removed my backpack, took off my shoe and sock, and remembered the same kind of blisters I used to get in ballet class. I promptly applied adhesive tape directly to my skin so it wouldn’t rub anymore and prayed.

I felt a slight shiver up and down my spine, and then a presence seemed to surround me. I recognized the “vibration” of the presence. I even had a name for it. It was an angel, and I felt its name was Ariel. I actually felt I was being visited by an angel named Ariel, and it began to talk to me in my head. I couldn’t tell if the angel was male or female or both, like a genderless spirit. “Do not be afraid of your physical body,” it said. “Learn to have pleasure as you experience it. Your journey is to learn that. Tune in to the experience and drop your orientation of accomplishing a goal. The goal is the path.”

Then the vibration seemed to dissipate, as though the angel had left. I replaced my backpack and continued to walk. The blister had formed on my right foot, which I knew was controlled by the left side of the brain. The left brain controls linear, logical thinking. It also is the mastermind of goal orientation. I knew that was my problem. Had Ariel been me speaking to myself, or had this angel been a separate entity—so to speak? Then I realized there was no difference. We were each everyone and everything, and everyone and everything was us . . . perhaps a mystical and esoteric point of view, but as far as I was concerned, the voice needed no more investigation. I would listen to it as long as it gave me good and reasonable advice—and if I didn’t agree with what it was saying, I probably wouldn’t hear it anyway.

So I continued to walk over the Pyrenees, oblivious of my blister, imagining how it had been, as I followed the old Roman road where the Arabs, the Romans, Charlemagne and his army, Napoleon, Saint Francis of Assisi, and millions of other pilgrims had trekked. I so longed to go back to those times as I struggled with the arduous, yet sublime, task of pushing ahead with pleasure.

Anna and I pressed past the French-Spanish border. The Spanish side was through a thick forest of beech trees, which ran alongside the north face of Mount Txangoa. At the collado de lzandorre, shortly after the ruins of Elizarra, I realized I would never be able to remember the names of all the places I encountered. I stopped at a drinking fountain—fountains, I would learn, would be waiting for me in every village. The pure, clean water of the village fountains in northern Spain made the Santiago Camino possible.

Walking over the Ibañeta Pass through more beech forests, we made our way into Roncesvalles. It was now nighttime. I had walked about twenty kilometers or nearly twelve and a half miles.

At Roncesvalles two great traditions meet: that of the pilgrim and that of the history and legend of Charlemagne. It was considered one of the earliest of the pilgrims’ welcoming places and was funded down through the centuries by endowments from people of importance and wealth throughout Europe.

Roncesvalles had a mythical status among historians. It was a scene of many famous clashes between Charlemagne’s and Aragonese and Basque armies. Here, in a great battle in 778, the Basque and Aragonese armies had massacred the rear guard of Charlemagne’s army as it retreated. Here, too, Roland, the greatest of Charlemagne’s paladins (the Twelve Peers) had died heroically. All this I knew from the reading I had done in preparation for the trek. But there was far more to learn, as I would soon discover.
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Finally, Anna and I entered the refugio in Roncesvalles, exhausted and literally laughing with pain.

The barracks full of pilgrims was dark. Everyone was asleep, snoring and coughing. So this was how it was going to be? We each found a top bunk that was unoccupied and dumped our backpacks. Starving, we searched out the source of a light in a small backroom bar adjacent to the barracks. We entered the smoke-filled room where we were served oily mushroom soup. It made me gag, but we had no other food. Yes, this was how it was going to be.

We returned to the barracks and, because of the dark, couldn’t find the shower. Filthy and caked with dirt and cold sweat, I climbed to my top bunk and fell into it. I stuffed earplugs into my ears and soon, to my surprise, fell asleep.

That night I think I dreamed about every man I had ever known. It was almost as though I was dreaming a cleansing of what had gone into these relationships. I was finished with them and ready to move on to some other way of operating with my sexuality. The dreams weren’t really clear. They were montages of the baggage both I and they had brought to the various unions. I could sense that in each case neither of us had been whole. We were each looking for the other to fill a void in ourselves, rather than celebrating the fulfillment we had in ourselves—an attempt to find the lost other half of who we really were.

I was surprised at what I had dreamed. It seemed to have no relevance to what I had done that day.

I awoke to a German couple arguing loudly with each other. The rest of the barracks occupants tossed in disturbance. How could a couple be so insensitive? I watched them for a while with my earplugs still in, like watching a scene underwater. Slowly the others got up, stretched, dressed, and left while the German couple continued to argue. They were heavyset and dense, oblivious of the difficulty they had created.

Anna and I took cold showers (there was no hot water), shaking our heads over the behavior of some people. I had read somewhere that “a pilgrim’s way of being should be considerate, modest, self-sacrificing, friendly, grateful, never fussy or demanding, and at all times refraining from causing disturbance.”

We decided that the German couple should be regarded as teachers and an invitation to eliminate judgment. Sure, I thought. I had a lot of learning to do.
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After buying some yogurt and nuts from a small shop, Anna and I made our way to the Real Colegiata monastery, a thirteenth-century masterpiece of architecture, where we attended a mass for blessing the pilgrims. Although the mass was said in Spanish and I couldn’t understand it, I found it very moving. We were told that Charlemagne’s energy resided here because he had built a tomb on this site to commemorate his soldiers killed at the battle of Roncesvalles. I prayed and vowed to go all the way to the end of the Camino and let nothing stop me; an old modality, I thought to myself. Even at the beginning I was oriented toward the goal at the end. I thought of the bench in the Calabasas Mountains, but it didn’t help.

As I marveled at the history around me, I felt someone’s gaze on my back. I turned around and looked into the face of a startlingly handsome young man. He appeared to be in his mid-thirties, with a shock of dark hair, eyes like black olives, and bone structure that would look good on a stamp. He didn’t avert his gaze.

I turned back around.

Anna and I finished our prayers and walked to a restaurant on a hillside. As we ate, the man from the church approached us. His body seemed to be vibrating as he sat down next to me. He spoke shyly in halting English and said, “I see something familiar in your eyes.” Oh, brother, I thought, I’ll bet. He then went on to say he was a volunteer helping pilgrims and asked if he could be of any service. I said no, I didn’t need any service. He blinked and, getting my drift, left.

Anna winked, and we said no more.

We had our carnés stamped and looked around the town of Roncesvalles languidly, and then went to dinner. The young man showed up. He apologized for seeming to be forward and asked if I had a Knight Templar to ensure my safety on the Camino. I said no and I didn’t think it would be necessary. He seemed to be speaking from another time and place. Then he broke the mold and went on to explain that he was glad he was the only one to recognize me and I had been his favorite actress since he was small. I chuckled because I was hearing that more than I wanted to these days. He said he was tongue-tied but because of his attraction to me, he couldn’t help himself.

I was beginning to weaken. What was that dream the night before? A cleansing of the past?!

Anna discreetly left, and we talked some more. His name was Javier. He asked about my current romantic status. I said none. And then I found myself admitting that I had trouble being attracted to men my own age because they couldn’t keep up. His eyes sparkled. His English improved, and we finished a lovely dinner. Then he became very concerned and almost paranoid about what others in the restaurant might think. It was strange.

I said I should be getting to bed and asked him if he would like me to write to him when I finished the Camino. He said no, it would upset his family. He said he wanted to walk with me on the Camino, but he had made a commitment to some people a few days up ahead. I said fine, and we got up and left the restaurant.

Then he said something really strange. Perhaps it was his English. “Shall we find a place to relieve ourselves?” he asked. I didn’t know what he meant. Was he being archaic or vulgar? We had reached the front of a small hostel. A man came out. “You would like a room?” he asked. I wondered if it was all a setup. “No, thank you,” I answered. “I need rest.”

The young man looked at me, disappointment in his eyes. A gentle rain began to fall, accompanied by a breeze that almost spoke. Then he turned and walked away into an enveloping mist. “You are my fairy angel,” he said as he disappeared into the fog. It was so lonely and dreamlike, I felt as though I had encountered another dream.

I thought of the Latino man on the trail in Calabasas. Were they both dreams I had manifested as real in order to understand something I had yet to learn?

I walked back to the communal confines of the refugio. Anna was ready for bed. She looked at me and simply said, “No?”

“No,” I answered, and climbed to my top bunk, wondering what the hell was going on.

I tossed and turned in my sleep, questioning the role of sexuality in my life. A woman my age contemplating a quick and pleasant roll in the hay seemed unseemly. But why? Anna had said the Camino would offer me many experiences that I would choose or not choose to take. Was I so conservative and concerned with appearances in my advancing age that I blocked myself from spontaneity? I never used to be that way. What did age mean, anyway? I still had a good-looking body and was as interested in sex as the next person. Or was I?

Something had changed in me since my spirituality had become a physical part of my life. I could feel “energy” now, and it was more than activated hormones. I longed to “meld” with another person, not just have sex with him. But then the longing had actually dissipated.

I felt more complete in myself, and as I rifled through my sexual history, I was aware not only of how hormonally driven it had been, but also that each attraction had been based on some soul recognition. The hormones had served as a catalyst to investigate what each partner and I had had in common. With each person I had been aware of feeling something comfortably familiar, which usually led to a wondering discussion of whether that had indeed been true. Mythology talked about souls coming together again for various reasons, but some years ago I had determined for myself that it wasn’t myth. I could honestly say that when I had recognized something deep in the soul eyes of a person, that was enough. It didn’t matter what their interests were, how they looked, or whether they had anything in common with me today. If I recognized something from “yesterday,” it was a motivating factor. It could be in the way he blinked his eyes, an expression of surprise when caught off guard, or anything that wasn’t accompanied by self-consciousness or self-censorship for the sake of presentation. I was interested in what was underneath awareness. That was my sphere of attraction, and besides, it gave me something to investigate that kept me continually interested. I might have felt more comfortable with a “what you see is what you get” kind of person, but it wouldn’t last long because there would be no mystery to explore, no connection of the spirit.

On reflection, I would say that I was usually attracted to “difficult to know” men. Men who wove elaborate schemes of obfuscation about who they really were. Together we would peruse each other until usually the man felt his privacy was invaded, and I was relentless in saying “So what.” I was as anxious to have my own privacy understood as I was to understand my lovers’ inner being. But men usually drew the line when they felt there was close to nothing left to hide. To me, that was what was wrong with the human race. Too many men hid their private agendas. In turn, frustrations built up until there was an explosion and they determined to become warriors of self-protection. At that point I would become bored (not liking to fight) and turn off. The men I had known would usually claim to have learned a lot about themselves (“stretched” was usually the word) and be relieved that I had gone away. But to me they had gone away. Away somewhere locked in the prison of themselves, only to find a woman who accommodated their fears and didn’t challenge them to much growth. Being comfortable in a self-imposed prison was easier than really looking. Hence the female complaint that “men just won’t express their feelings.” I wondered if it wasn’t a lot more complicated than that.

And now in my sixties, I was no longer interested in the game that accompanied so many relationships. If I was interested in a partnership at all, it would be with someone who felt the same way. What was there to protect except the truth? The truth not only of what had occurred in childhood and up to the present day, but of what had perhaps occurred even before this lifetime.

I had never pressed such inquiries in my past relationships, but I was ready to do that now. How else could we know who we really were? And wasn’t that the reason to have intimate relationships anyway?

When I finally fell asleep, I dreamed I was on a horse riding into the sunset. I looked at myself in the dream. I seemed to be a person from another time, yet the path looked familiar. I was dressed in what appeared to be a gypsy dress with spangles and bright colors. I had long curly black hair and skin the color of a cappuccino coffee. I galloped on my horse, feeling free, yet I was running from something. Suddenly, I pulled up short and looked into the trees. There I saw Javier, the dark young man from that day. He didn’t look the same, but I knew somehow that it was he. He was with a very white young maiden who did not want to be with him. He was frustrated at her attitude. He looked up at me on my horse, rose to his feet, and said, “I cannot do this. I never can. What is wrong?” He didn’t speak in English, yet I could understand him. His eyes burned into my mind in the dream. He was trembling and longing for help. I looked behind me at whoever was chasing me. I leaned down and scooped him up onto my horse, wanting to rescue him from the place. I knew I knew him, but I didn’t know why. He began to cry. I looked down at the white maiden. She was relieved and would be rescued by those who were pursuing me. With the young man riding behind me, I dug my heels into the horse’s sides and galloped away. The last image in my dream was an objective view of myself, hair flying in the wind, galloping west, with the young man holding on around my waist. Following far behind, I saw soldiers covered in armor. The lead soldier carried a cross, which he held upright as he galloped west after me.
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The next morning Anna and I set out for Zubiri. In pouring rain we trudged through mud, covered in waterproofed ponchos, looking like hunched-over witches with humpbacks. My poncho was yellow. Anna’s was red. A collie dog, his long hair dripping with sparkling rainbow drops, stopped and stared as though he had never seen apparitions of this sort.

I loved the feeling of a portable waterproof house over me. I was a pilgrim, going slow, but getting there, a traveling turtle. We walked through fields of silent cows, herds of sheep, pigs, and horses. All stood as though in a water-soaked trance, not moving, not acknowledging us, somehow in a paradise of safety, knowing that all natural predators were in their own Godgiven moisturizing trance during the rain. It was nature’s way of calling a truce for all potential disturbances. The animals seemed to understand an invisible harmony and had respect for each other’s differences.

I could feel the walking stretching my spine while the backpack gently massaged my kidneys. I wasn’t even aware of my blister. Maybe it had even gone away. I noticed a stick along the path and picked it up. It reminded me of the cane my mother had used in her old age. I stopped to tie my shoelace and walked off without the stick. Maybe it wasn’t supposed to accompany me. No other stick spoke to me. Then a few miles later, I saw another one. It was crooked and, like a crescent moon, turned inward. I picked it up. It was good to lean on, even though it resembled a crone’s discarded stock. I asked it if it wanted to walk with me . . . yes. I peeled away some of the hanging bark and made friends with it. I wanted to walk with this stick and didn’t want to lose it. I decided to take it home with me if we made it to the end together.

The pain in my legs eased when I leaned on my new friend. I had a new guidebook too, which weighed two pounds, and I could feel it in my backpack.

Was suffering necessary for enlightenment? No, I thought, that’s the old way of looking at life. Religious insistence on suffering was not supposed to be part of the New Age . . . not Christian, Moslem, or Hindu suffering. I thought of the jokes I had heard about the Hindu ascetic who finally reached the gates of heaven. He was given an ancient text to ponder before being let in. He understood the text until he came to a paragraph that made him cry. God asked him why he was crying. The old man looked at him and said, “But this says ‘celebrate,’ not ‘celibate.’”

No, I would continue with my celebration of what was possible, understanding that my belief would create my reality, regardless of what had transpired down through the march of time in human history. Yes, I was simplistic and full of innocent wonder. I did not want to cave in to cynicism, and I didn’t want to lose my sense of childlike optimism. I did, however, need to know what made me like I was. What was it that made me certain that what lay in my soul’s knowledge was more real than my mind’s knowledge?

I looked around as I walked. The hillsides were mystical, possessing treasures of experience that were there for us to hear if we would open up to them.

I began to slip in the mud as I leaned forward on my new friend, yet it kept me balanced, though it produced a cramp in my right shoulder. I reversed my stick to my left hand. I was not in as much control, but it would be good to learn to depend on my left hand as much as my right because it was, after all, connected to the feminine right side of the brain. The balance was necessary to be centered.

The forest was dotted with shimmering yellow marigolds. The sight of them reminded me that I hadn’t seen a yellow arrow for hours. I had been too lost in my thoughts. Had I gone the wrong way? I looked around for Anna. She wasn’t there. The rain obscured the view behind. Oh, God, I’m lost, I thought. And I was. I found myself on the edge of a muddy precipice. I remembered hearing that many pilgrims were injured on the Camino and often were forced to remain in refugios for weeks until they healed. Very few died, but it had happened.

I stopped. A sea of mud surrounded me. Okay. This was the polarity, I thought. One moment I was walking in paradise, the next in a small panic because I was lost, without my girlfriend, and in real danger of falling. I took a step. The mud was as slick as ice. Then I realized something was protecting me. I wasn’t quite sure what it was. My stick seemed to retract when I attempted to plunge it into the thick mud. The earth itself seemed to have an intelligence that warned me against slippage. Was Mother Earth reaching out to help me? I remembered a walk in the California mountains. I hadn’t realized that the sun would set so fast and found myself descending in the dark. Only it wasn’t dark. The earth itself emitted a glow, just enough to light my way. I had been astonished, and when I told an Indian friend of mine, she said, “Oh, didn’t you know that?” I felt stupid and unaware of nature’s miracles. Now Mother Earth was nurturing me again. Why were we destroying her, disrespecting how much a part of each other we really were?

Very subtly, I felt my angel presence again. Ariel was with me, I thought. “Feel what it is to be alone,” it said in my head, “to be stripped of so-called safety, to be one with nature, to be only with yourself.” Then it was gone.

I took a deep breath and began to retrace my steps, certain now that I had bypassed the yellow arrow.

I must be diligent as I walk, I thought, looking backward every few yards to find the arrow. I must find a middle way of feeling, balanced and aware, yet allowing other dimensions to guide me.

I made my way back through the rain and mud. Through the birch trees, through the dense forest, up and down the slick hillsides, depending totally on my stick and the messages it received from the earth. The wind came up, pelting me with rain. I thought of the comfort of the refugio. The men snoring, the windows banging open and shut. I heard cars on a road not far away and remembered that I had heard that engine sound before.

I descended a mountain of loose rocks still upright. More boulders followed me into the riverbed below, mercifully missing me. Charlemagne and Saint Francis of Assisi went through this with hordes of armies and throngs of followers? What were they thinking? What made them do it? What was making me do it? Why was I here? Now, I was walking backward, retracing my steps. Was that the point? To retrace where I’ve been with another viewpoint? I looked up ahead. Anna was standing there, dripping in her red poncho. She waved. “Over here,” she called. “Here is the yellow arrow.” I trudged toward her, mud up to my calves.

“A trickster put the arrow going the wrong way,” she said. “The Camino forces you to ascertain what is the truth and what is a human trick. Such is life, eh?” She chuckled. “I walked straight into a person’s barn,” she said. “A dog attacked me. I became incensed and screamed at him. He went away.”

What would I do if a dog attacked me? I wondered. I had always had dogs in my life and thought I understood them. But what if I didn’t?

Anna said if a dog attack ever got serious, she would stop and pray. I wondered if I would have the presence of mind and self-possession to do that. I had heard about the dogs on the Camino from reading books about it, one book in particular by a man who had apparently been attacked by a pack of dogs led by a particularly vicious black one. He wrote as though his life had been at stake. It happened in the abandoned village of Foncebadón, which lay ahead about two weeks’ walk from where I now was. The dogs of Foncebadón had been the one true fear I had had in contemplating the Camino. I was genuinely terrified. . . . I would think about it later.

After resting for half an hour, Anna and I proceeded. What would I do without her companionship, someone who had done this thing, had been here before, someone who spoke Spanish and was reasonably confident? We followed the correct yellow arrow and climbed through pines, beeches, and oak trees. Before crossing the main road again, I saw a path of stones known as Roland’s Footsteps, for the legendary knight who had sojourned here. The path of stones led to the former Venta del Puerto (Inn of the Pass), which was now a cowshed. Time was no respecter of history. It was up to humans to ferret out the past.

We passed a bridge leading to Zubiri and then a fountain adjacent to an ancient church. We stopped and filled our water bottles with the clear fountain water. So clear, so delicious. I sat by the fountain and put my feet up, concluding that all I really needed in life were good shoes, a loyal stick, and pure water.
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We arrived at a village some hours later and entered a bar filled with men and smoke. The men were screaming and yelling at a bicycle match on a small TV set. When we walked in, they turned around and applauded.

We had five miles to go before we reached the refugio in Zubiri. Could we make it before dark? I remembered the light of the earth in the California mountains, and as we trudged, I stopped to watch a humongous pile of dung where beetles had gathered to eat. They were all in the same place even though there were other piles of dung. Why didn’t they spread out? They were something like the humans in that bar back there, or people who clustered around the pool in Florida when there was a spacious beach out there.

Up and down two more mountains we trekked. The rain had stopped.

When we reached Zubiri, there was no refugio. Somehow since Anna had been there, it had been disbanded and the old school, now used for pilgrims, was full. No room at the inn, so to speak.

It was now dark. In order to reach the next village, we needed to trek along the road for five more miles. The headlights of cars lit our way as we felt the windswept force of their passing us. They often honked their horns and cheered us on, yelling, “Ultreya,” from their windows.

“What does that mean?” I asked Anna.

“It means moving forward with courage,” she answered.
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We finally arrived in Larrasoaña at ten P. M. We had been walking since early morning in the mud and rain and had covered twenty-five kilometers—more than fifteen miles.

Everyone in the barracks was asleep, sounds of snoring and labored breathing echoing through the darkness. I found the cold-water shower, undressed, looked down, and saw that I had an open abrasion on the inside of my upper left thigh. Anna had some A and D ointment, which I applied. I thought I had brought everything I needed. There was no showerhead, just a hole where the water came out. I washed my hair, dried it as best I could with my little towel, which was already wet from having dried my body. I heard myself groan, and then I began to laugh. That made Anna laugh. Everything was so painfully preposterous.

Starving, we went into the “eating room” in the back of the refugio. Men were smoking and laughing. Someone gave us thick, oily soup with pieces of chicken floating in it. We laughed harder. This was why we were constipated. I had eaten nothing but prunes all day, but it hadn’t helped. We laughed some more. We found our way back to the barracks, unfolded our sleeping bags, put them down on two lower cots. I put in my earplugs and fell down into sleep.
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At six the next morning, I washed one pair of my socks and one pair of underpants in the cold-water shower and hung them on my backpack to dry as I walked. I used the toilet brush to clean my boots. I had already gotten into a time modality where I didn’t want to waste a minute when I could be walking and accomplishing my goal to finish.

On the stretch to Pamplona, I began to walk faster than Anna. It was my natural rhythm. There were many other pilgrims who walked faster than I.

We passed villages with medieval churches that were and had been the center of people’s lives for centuries. They were ornate and imposing and resonated with secrets of the past that I could feel from the walls.

On this land, it is said, Charlemagne and twenty thousand Christians had battled fifty thousand Moorish Saracens. The Saracens had hidden themselves for days before they ambushed Charlemagne’s Christians. Twenty thousand people died in a few hours of battle over whose God was the true God.

Charlemagne’s desire was to unify all of Europe under Christianity, and the Moors would die by the sword for Allah.

Nothing under the sun had changed much. The Camino had been the scene of Charlemagne’s military pilgrimage. I wondered what Jesus would have thought of the noble Christian emperor and leader. The Camino that the early Christian saints had traversed had become a killing path. Yet it was called “the way” because whoever traveled it found his or her relationship to body, patience, food, water and feet and his or her orientation to distance and to God. Perhaps the act of ultreya should be reversed. Perhaps we should move backward with courage, so as to understand what we really came from and who we were.

I had had dreams and, of course, feelings of remembrances from the past of different times and places. I couldn’t be sure of what they meant. I only know I have always felt a pureness of nostalgia about life experience being more than we think it is now. I don’t like using the term reincarnation because it is so loaded with religious and perceptual prejudice. I’m not even sure that a past experience happened in the “past.” I was beginning to become more and more aware of what Einstein had always claimed, that there is no such thing as linear time; we invented it. To me, I could feel things that might have occurred in the “past” but that were alive now, as though there was a time parallel in which different events occurred all at once. Why shouldn’t all time be occurring at the same time? Why couldn’t each of us be vessels of the totality of experience, which we simply choose to focus upon whenever we want?

At the age of seven, I remember standing on a piece of ground at Jamestown, Virginia, feeling absolutely certain that I had stood there hundreds of years before. The wind brushed across my face as though it had revisited me with that memory. Only it wasn’t really a memory. It was happening to me at seven years old as a revisitation.

Such “memories” or revisitations had occurred for me in many parts of the world. I’ve always wondered if my love for travel hasn’t been a desire to go home again to another place and time. In India I had known where temples and backstreets had been. In Russia I felt tearful when I looked at the Russian alphabet, which I knew I had once comprehended but couldn’t read now. In Japan I knew I had been a geisha. And on and on. Was I retracing experiences I had already had in my own travels through time? Or was it possible to flick a time switch and click into any of those times and places now?

I remembered having an image of this that was simple and explicable to me. If I stood in front of a mirror and gazed at my entire body and that body was the containment of all of my experience, then I possessed the totality of my experience at that moment. If I focused on, let’s say, one of my fingers, and only one of my fingers, then that finger would become the totality of my focus for the time that I focused. That finger, in effect, would become one experience, but that would not negate the fact that the rest of my experiences existed simultaneously in the totality of my body. That would mean that all my experiences were occurring simultaneously, although I was focusing only on one.

For me, this was not a problem of perception. I was not locked into linear reality. My reality encompassed everything simultaneously. Therefore, depending on my mood or desire for adventure, I could dip into simultaneous realities whenever I tuned into them. Sometimes I felt I had no control over reactivating the focus. Dreams seemed beyond my control, yet when I analyzed the dream state, I realized that on some level I must be controlling in some manner what I dreamed. In other words, my subconscious was manipulated by the superconsciousness in order to give myself more clues as to who I was. My higher consciousness was connected to God (the source, creation), and existed to remind me (my conscious and subconscious) that I also was a totality of experience that was connected to God.

Then I found myself on the Camino in Spain, where so much killing had occurred in the name of humankind’s connection to God.

Why here?

I had always loved period pictures. There was something familiar to me in them that I loved to look at: the dress, the morals, the way of life. Anything to do with the past was an entertainment both emotional and familiar to me, although I never thought I could successfully enact a character from the deep past because I seemed too modern to myself. It was as though I knew I couldn’t go there again, even in acting, because I remembered how it had actually been and didn’t want to denigrate it with a fantasy Hollywood overlay.

I had the same fascination with the future and the presence of other worlds inhabited by beings that I also had a familiarity with. So to me, the past and the future were part of me now. There was nothing wacky or preposterous about knowing the lines of time such as I understood them to be. They just were, like nature or the sky. In other words, I felt that time existed in me rather than that I existed in time.

As I walked the Camino, I asked myself why I had come to do this. Was I, in effect, walking backward in a time that already existed in me? Yes, I thought. I have been here.

The image of myself as the coffee-skinned, black-haired girl in my dream came up again. With each step she became clearer. She rode horseback over this road. She was free, but always running from something chasing her. She didn’t want to be noticed until it was her decision. I had so many of these feelings today. I had loved being a public movie star when the professional requirements of publicity were there. But I had developed many escape routes in my private life to fool the press, the paparazzi, or anyone who would invade my private life. I seemed to be wearing my life like an open book with my candidness and writings, but there was so much that I had been wily about concealing.

Even in my travels, I had somehow been proficient at avoiding dangerous situations—escaping a coup d’état in Bhutan, eluding the Communist authorities in the Soviet Union, living with the Masai in East Africa, protecting myself in the Peruvian Andes, and so on. My life had indeed been an evolutionary learning exercise.

Those thoughts meshed together in my mind as I walked. Had I learned the techniques of escape and survival from the black-haired girl?

As I walked, I somehow felt the energy of the path talking to me. The black-haired girl swam more clearly into my understanding. She was Moorish, and she had the gift of healing with her hands. She traversed the Camino on horseback, tending the sick. Then I saw her with a giant sultan of some type. The Giant Moor, they called him. She was called into his presence. I could feel the scene. I melded into it, until I was as one with it; I was the Moorish girl, and I was in a Moorish palace. I couldn’t make out the details. I related more to the feelings. The Moor had summoned me to heal him from a problem with impotence. He had many courtesans and couldn’t satisfy them. I was ordered to heal his problem. And I remembered how I had looked into his eyes. It felt as though my eyes were his, which were jet black but sparkling with emotion. I felt myself go into those eyes, remaining still for a long time. He relaxed. Then I lifted my hands to his shoulders. He didn’t blink. I used the gift of skin touch with my hands all over his body. His protectors looked on. I dipped my hands in oil stored in a keg made of animal skins. Our eyes never averted from each other. He was pliable and wanted to understand. He succumbed to the vibration of my touch and soon became aroused. His protectors left as I proceeded to consummate the healing. The Giant Moor sighed and was grateful and rested comfortably. I lay beside him.

In a few hours he sat up. He said he wanted me to remain with him. I refused, pleading that my destiny was on the Camino in a healing capacity. He became infuriated, called for his protectors, and had me thrown into prison, where I found myself among Christian women. They were pale and starving and wailing and full of hatred for their Moslem captors. All this I saw while I was walking. I was in a kind of dream-walking meditation. The recall ended abruptly. I was stunned.

Then I thought of the world today. I thought of Bosnia and Yugoslavia, and Christian versus Moslem hatred. I thought of Iraq and Saddam Hussein and the mullahs in Iran and the chasm that had been born out of ancient hatred between Moslems and Christians. I thought of the simmering Middle Eastern hatred between Arab and Jew and the birth of monotheism during the forty-year wanderings of the Jews with Moses in the desert. And, I wondered, once monotheism had come into being as a theological reality, had Mohammed heard the same Voice that Moses had heard? Why did everyone think that his God was the only God? And more interesting than all of that to me was the role that sexual prowess, competence, and aggression had played in the annals of human history. Somehow, sexual identity was tied to God. Why?

A logging truck nearly clipped my backpack as I walked along a busy highway, living two realities simultaneously. The Camino was ancient and modern at the same time. The modern engineers seemed to know that the energy of the Camino provided the best place to construct a road. Saints and soldiers spanned the two extremes of those who experienced the “way.” Was the “middle way” possible in this world? Each of us seemed to have extreme views, in one way or another, and always the extremes were clashing. Was that how we “learned” about being respectful of all views?

I still hadn’t eaten anything but prunes and Emergency C, which I dumped in my water bottle. Anna was existing on Coca-Cola and cigarettes. Both of us pushed on. I never told her what was swimming in my head.

When we reached Pamplona, we found a refugio in the basement of a church.

That night I had nightmares. I was falling from mountains, drowning in streams and rivers, sliding and pitching over rocks. I was hurt and alone, fearful that no one would find me and help. Was I dreaming the present or the past?

When I woke up, I found Anna sitting on her bunk bed packing. I knew she was going to leave me.

“Point your finger at me,” she said. “Pretend you are accusing me of something.”

I pointed at her. “You see, you have three fingers pointed simultaneously at yourself?”

“Yes,” I answered.

“So when we judge another, we are really judging ourselves. There is no difference.”

“You are leaving today, aren’t you?” I asked.

“Yes,” she answered. “You need to be on your own from now on. That is the point of the Camino.”

I was on the edge of crying. I remembered how I felt when I left home at sixteen years of age. I thought of how my daughter must have felt when she was put on a train for boarding school. Her attempt to keep control of her emotions so bravely had reduced me to tears as I waved good-bye to her.

Now I was being put out on my own as well, in a strange country with a strange language. But maybe it wasn’t so strange. Perhaps I was here to find that truth. I had a sense that I would be false in the world, wearing a mask that blinded and disoriented me, unless I knew more deeply what had gone before.

“The Camino will show you the past and the future until you realize who you are now,” said Anna. “You will have no other diversions as you walk alone ten hours every day. Be aware and diligent as you walk and contemplate. I will check in on you.”

I couldn’t speak. I didn’t want to show the fear I had of my own inadequacies. What would I do if there was no one to help me? And what would I do if people recognized me and became too helpful?

Anna fastened her backpack around her waist, hugged me, walked out of the church basement, and was gone.
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I choked back tears and quickly gathered my things, put on my backpack, and walked up some stairs and onto the streets of Pamplona.

I walked alone for a while, not sure whether I was going in the right direction. West, I thought. I should just walk west. People scurried through the city, busy with their jobs and lives. I was not one of them; I was outside of them; I was a pilgrim who had no knowledge of anything to do with the world around me. I felt isolated and paralyzed. It was worse than if I had been in the loneliness of the countryside, because here in the city I felt self-conscious.

I was used to having an identity and a role to fulfill in a city. In the peace of the countryside, I could meld into nature, even if I had nowhere to go.

I walked for a while, not even aware I was moving. What was my purpose right now, at this moment? Was it to find a yellow arrow? Then I spotted three women a few blocks ahead of me. They were wearing backpacks from which hung scallop shells. I knew they were pilgrims too. I got hold of myself and tried to catch up to them. They were speaking rapid-fire Spanish. I followed them for a while. They were crossing Pamplona looking for a yellow arrow too. Suddenly they stopped. They had found it. It led to a direction out of town. I knew I was on the right track for the time being. I felt better. The women walked on, and I headed for a phone booth. I looked at my reflection in a store window. I looked pitiful.

After much confusion as to how to make an international phone call on the street, I succeeded in calling Kathleen in London.

When she answered, I told her what I felt . . . a kind of sorrowful, humbling bravery. She said she was feeling the same way. “I’m taking Ken’s ring off now,” she said. “You do the Camino for me. I’m leaving this life soon, and you are finding a new one. I’ll be walking with you.” Her voice began to tremble, and she gently hung up.

I hung the phone on its cradle and listened to the sounds of the traffic. Then I watched myself in the store windows as I trudged on to the next town, listening to the pealing of church bells.

I passed the cathedral in the heart of the ancient Navarrería district. A traditional site of pilgrims’ worship along the Camino, and magnificent with its many chapels and the museum containing works of art from the cathedral and other churches of the region, including sculptures and manuscripts. Bloody battles had occurred on the ground where I walked, commemorated by many churches as reminders of Pamplona’s violent medieval past. The Church of Santo Domingo was decorated with scallop shells and a statue of Saint James looked over the high altar.

I followed the yellow arrows across the outskirts of Pamplona, wondering out loud to my stick about the history of this blood-soaked terrain during the Middle Ages. I decided my stick was male and would know how to cross Spain by itself.

Back again in the countryside, I continually looked down so I wouldn’t miss the yellow arrows. There were many discarded cigarettes along with plastic bags, papers, cartons, and condoms. How could people trash such sacred land? Would I discard my possessions later if my backpack became too heavy?

A dump truck passed me. I remembered my trip to the “city of garbage” in Egypt. People lived in a place where refuse was dumped. My Western friends had been horrified. I had seen a resigned peace in the eyes of the inhabitants, who had nothing. I walked for a time thinking of the burden of possessions and the need to be identified by what one owned. I felt a freedom in knowing that my survival and probable evolution depended on owning only what I needed. That was the question, though—how much did a person need? I remembered hearing a story, possibly apocryphal, about Mother Teresa’s insistence that a plush hotel accommodation be stripped bare at a cost of one hundred thousand dollars so that she could stay there in poverty. There was something wrong with that.

I leaned against a tree on my stick, looking out at villages and hamlets in the distance, listening to crows cawing. Wheat fields nestled in misty valleys. I was beginning to trust the earth itself. I remembered that my father had told me that his mother had taught him how to fear, and once he had gone on a trip with his money belt strapped around his waist. I was doing the same thing, just in case I needed it.

I prayed to Ken that he would enlist God’s help in curing Kathleen’s illness. I could almost feel him refuse because he wanted her with him. I remembered Kathleen telling me that he had said that proof of her love for him would be for her to come down to the bottom with him. I guess that even included going up to heaven.

A huge caterpillar crossed my feet. I watched it on its own camino, wondering when it would become a butterfly.

My left hip was numb. There was no pain. Was it a pinched nerve?

I heard countryside church bells, and their sound made me think of my childhood in my father’s hometown of Front Royal, Virginia, nestled in the Shenandoah Valley. There were arguments in our family over whether the Methodists or the Baptists were the true link to God! Limited perspectives abounded everywhere.

When I arrived in the Puente La Reina refugio, I met two Irish girls who were cooking noodles and sausage on a cooker they carried with them. They recognized me, said my books had inspired them, and proceeded to sing Irish songs and play the flute as though to dispel the Spanish surroundings. They talked incessantly, which disturbed me. I could feel myself pointing a finger with three directed at myself.

They had lovely singing voices though, and I was reminded of the story Anna had told me about a young man along the Camino who had a beautiful singing voice but was too shy to speak, much less sing. At the end of his Camino, a big celebration had been planned at the church, but the priest had failed to come. The other pilgrims begged the boy to sing. He sang so beautifully they all wept. His fellow pilgrims knew he had accomplished a turning point because of his pilgrimage.

I began to notice that the Irish girls and others in the refugio were relating to me as a privileged actress from Hollywood. I wanted to be treated like everyone else, but found it difficult to embarrass them with that request. Anna had said, “Remember you are simply not like the others who walk the Camino. You carry your own baggage of celebrity. Prepare for that.”

I spent some time thinking about that celebrity baggage that accompanied me whenever people recognized who I was. True, they would confide their most personal feelings to me because somehow I engendered a trust that they felt they could depend upon. But I rarely felt they were being their true selves. They usually presented a version of themselves that they wished me to see, including what they thought of me. I longed to know more than their deepest secrets. I wanted to know the aspects they weren’t orchestrating. I had been a “celebrity” since I was twenty years old and had for the most part been exposed to people who related more to me than they did to themselves and each other. Regular people don’t like celebrities to see their faults. However, they are quite free about sharing their deepest fears and secrets. Maybe it’s because they know we have been through being exposed in public and can trust that we are sensitive to their issues of pain.

I found myself shy to sing along with the Irish girls because I was a musical performer and I didn’t want to be anything other than regular. All human beings sing at one time or another, but I somehow didn’t feel free from performing.

After our singing meal, I discovered how to zip open my sleeping bag from the bottom and fell asleep in it.

When I awoke, I decided to discard a sweater and one pair of socks. My life had become the burden of what I was carrying.

The celebrity burden reared its head as I began the next day.

A photographer waited outside the refugio, camera in hand. The Irish girls immediately stepped protectively in front of me and told him to go away. The other pilgrims were bewildered.

The Irish girls assumed the role of my protectors and walked ahead of me for the next few days. There were journalists in the mountains. The Irish shooed them away. But I could tell the word was out. The girls seemed to enjoy their new role as bodyguards. It relieved the tedium of walking. I was walking in two worlds. One of peace and meditation and the other of anticipation that the serenity would be compromised.

I randomly opened my small copy of the New Testament as Anna had suggested. There it was: Acts 9, the story of Saul on the road to Damascus. He saw the light. Would I? What was I expecting to happen to me on this pilgrimage? No other pilgrim I spoke to could explain why he or she was walking. It was a subject that came up every night in the refugios. There had been an impulse, almost a compulsion, that had guided us to drop our lives, put everything in suspension, and come to Spain, and none of us knew why. Some had actually escaped to the Camino. One Danish man had walked in on his wife with another man, so he took his dog and came to Spain to figure out his life. Another woman was ill with arthritis and thought she might be cured by the exercise and the energy. But no one really understood his or her soul’s reason. There was something deeper than NOW, and everyone discussed it.

I walked in wheat fields waist deep, then through apple groves with the wind whipping dappled sunlight on the leaves.

A couple from Holland seemed weighed down from possessions, as though they were refugees from a war.

I lost the Irish girls, missed a bridge, and got lost for a day. It didn’t bother me at all. My sense of smell increased, and because I was lost, there was no press.

I had begun to feel blissful, moving gently forward in a meditative state of mind, when a dog jumped out of nowhere and made no secret that he wanted me out of the way. He blocked my path. I couldn’t go backward, and I couldn’t go sideways. The path was too narrow. I was suddenly faced with what had always frightened me. He barked at me unmercifully. I realized then that, unlike Anna, I wasn’t the type to stop and pray at a moment like this. I thought quickly. I raised my trusty stick and remembered what my Hopi friend had told me: “Visualize a red heart, fill it with love, and project it toward the dog without feeling hostility.” I formed a red heart in my mind, filling it with as much love as I could muster, and sent it out to the dog. I still had my stick raised, however, and I decided I would step off the path, even though there was underbrush and obstacles, and go around him. He growled, but I kept visualizing the heart and I kept walking. He looked at me curiously and watched me get back on the path. As soon as he saw I was on my way and had maneuvered around him, he lunged for me again, just for good measure. I ran from him with my backpack thumping up and down. He chased me for a while. I kept running until he gave up.

I stopped, and when I looked back, he was out of sight. Breathing deeply and sore with another blister, I began to compare the similarities of dogs and the press. They each traveled in packs, and they each “pressed” you to understand the truth as you saw it.

I had always been quite friendly with journalists, having lived with two very good ones for many years, admiring their curiosity and overriding need to learn about other people’s truth. The Fourth Estate kept civilization honest. Yet they could become brutally invasive, and out of a need to sell papers or get TV ratings, they often jumped the gun. But the public’s insatiable addiction to celebrity news contributed as much to tabloid insanity as anything else. The journalists I knew were usually fair and made a point of checking their sources. However, when it came to journalistic reportage on metaphysical or spiritual matters, they fell short of fairness, a prejudice based almost completely on their feeling threatened by the subject themselves. Most journalists are not interested in self-investigation; they labor under the illusion that their beliefs must not influence their objectivity. The sarcasm that they feel it necessary to display only says more about them than it does about the person they investigate. So my experience with the press had been mostly positive when they related to me as part of their “real” world—my acting, my political activism, my interest in traveling, or even my writing on stress reduction through meditation. But when it came to my interest in physical reembodiment or healing through past-life therapy, or my speculations on UFO activity and other matters that weren’t scientifically acknowledged as “real,” then negativity reigned. And when a movie critic reviewed a part I’d played in relation to what past life I might be portraying, it was yellow journalism that didn’t become his profession.

Dogs are like journalists. They test your truth. If I was walking blissfully thinking I was at one with God, with my feet on the ground and my head in the stars, the snarling dog or journalist certainly tested how peacefully enlightened I really was. I saw that in a flash. I hoped I would improve. I can say that that particular dog engendered my deepest respect and motivated me to think long and hard about how my fear could be quelled, especially since I had the dogs of Foncebadón ahead of me.

The press would be more complicated to deal with. They felt comfortable denigrating the spirituality of human emotions. When science said nothing could be proved through intuition or spiritual belief, the press went along with that. If science said objective observation was not possible through consciousness—giving short shrift to psychic insight, saying it was an enlightened accident at most—the press agreed.

The press and science had no real respect for feelings in the world. They each preferred collective observations and called that consensus fact. It was as though scientists and journalists never gave themselves permission to be human. Indeed, they were the aliens in human society, seeking to establish by consensus a new race dependent on them who had no capacity to feel. If a person was not “rational” by their definition or scientifically inclined, he or she was ostracized.

Spirituality is the authentic discovery of one’s capacity to feel. You could define it as a theopathic state, and when your emotions align with the Divine, you understand more of who you are. A revitalization of basic emotional truths occurs.

Religion attempted to satisfy those longings by molding a person’s beliefs and behavior into a form that is acceptable to society. Religion attempted to chain the domain of human feeling, resulting in people who are no more than architectural shells. Science sought to shed itself of the emotional and spiritual, seeking a consensus of knowledge and facts. Science felt that emotions undermined objectivity. It seemed to me that objectivity never existed anyway. Reality is always a question of individual perception.

I was seeing that the Camino itself was a history of religious factions, each of whom claimed to have spiritual superiority. But so many human beings had been jailed by the Church in the name of Christianity, no matter how violent; and now science was the jailer of spirituality, no matter how dismissive.

The press reported from the point of view of the wardens of each prison, while claiming objectivity.

What is unique about human beings is our awareness of feeling. The press conspired to ridicule that and thereby smother it.

The true courage of individualism is the ability to follow one’s passion. The real aliens are those who are alienated from the ability to champion feeling. If we could make peace with our individual emotions, we could not be manipulated to kill. If our institutions don’t help us discuss our feelings, we may disrespect and ultimately turn away from them, probably with violence.

It is mankind’s moral obligation to seek joy through the feeling of Divinity within his or her own being.

I think I was walking the Camino to feel human again.

In the town of Estella on the way to Los Arcos, I stopped in a shop to get a less recognizable hat and a tube of Erace to cover my sunburn. Vanity was ever present. I developed a muscle strain in my right leg. I also was beginning to smell the sweat accumulating in the capoline fabric of my shirt. Cotton was sweeter, but it didn’t dry as fast as capoline. The breeze flicked away perspiration, but the smell was pungent. I am a fastidious person, particularly about smelling good. This was fundamentally unpleasant for me.

I got some new beeswax earplugs because they fit the interior of my ears more comfortably.

As I was leaving the town, my eye caught a newspaper. There I was on the front page! My hat and backpack were immediately identifiable. Quickly, I put on my new hat and kept walking. No one noticed.

I was now feeling the first pangs of a desire to flee. Fleeing anywhere so I could be alone and unrecognized. The Irish girls were ahead a few miles. I hurried to the countryside and found a tree to sit under. Soon I fell asleep against my backpack. . . .

Images coursed through my head. I was upset. Then something happened that I didn’t really understand. I was not really dreaming, yet I don’t know how else to define what transpired. I was running on the trail, dark, slim, with black hair, and dressed in the same wardrobe as in my dream before. Only this seemed more than a dream. It seemed both familiar and intensely real. I was trying to elude soldiers who were fighting each other. One group of soldiers was Caucasian and carried a cross as they fought. The others were dark-skinned and fought with long knives. They wore colorful robes and spoke in a language that I thought was mine, though I couldn’t understand it. I ran through the forest until I saw a campfire. Another soldier of the cross heard me, stopped me, and took me into an encampment. I knew the camp was a “Christian” one. One of the soldiers leered at me and another came forward to approach me. He was drunk and laughing. I stood looking at him, not knowing how to react. Then a man in a monk’s robe came out of the shadows. He stepped between me and the leering soldier and led me into a tent. A candle flickered inside.

“I am John the Scot,” he said with an archaic Scotch-Irish lilt. “You have beautiful skin.”

I felt prideful, somehow totally void of fear. I heard myself say to him, “You have skin the color of the tallow of candles.”

He sat down and began to massage his huge feet. He was bulky and rotund with freckled white skin and deep, yet mischievous, blue eyes.

“You are not part of the Moorish resistance here on the trail?” he asked.

“No,” I answered. Then I began to explain. “I am Moorish, but with a Hebrew heritage. The truth is unknown to me, yet I know the Koran and the Kabbala represent the same truth. I am an herb healer. I respect the cross, but what lies between a soldier’s legs is not a gift to me. I speak the language of my mother’s ancestors—Hebrew.”

I was fascinated at hearing my own strange words. Where was this coming from?

The monk just gazed at me. I felt the need to explain further.

“It is ironic to me that armies seek to kill each other over whose truth is primary. And why do the Christians seek out the remains of Saint James, who was a Jew? This Camino is a journey of the body longing to join itself in spirit, not separated from itself as in the case of Saint James and his head.”

The monk motioned for me to sit across a small table from him. The candle lit his ruddy, intelligent face.

“You can read and write?” he asked.

“Most certainly,” I answered.

“What separates you from the other heathens and pagans?” he asked.

“The same thing that separates me from a fool!” I answered.

“And what is that?” he asked.

“This table, sir,” I answered.

He laughed.

The ensuing dialogue was murky to me. I remember subjects and issues and my feelings regarding what was said more than the details of our conversation. We talked of the necessity for education. He agreed, and we talked with some knowledge of the movements of the stars in astrological terms. I knew that such a science was very well respected in those days. He said he was well versed in old Roman texts and because of that knew the location of the sepulcher of Saint James. He said that as a cleric he wished to work with me in obtaining many texts that were located in the libraries in Alexandria, which the Moors controlled. He knew that many texts had been preserved and wished for me to help him obtain them so that he would bring them to the court of Charlemagne, where he served as a mentor-educator to the illiterate king of the Franks. He said many of Charlemagne’s courtiers were illiterate, which was why he had been brought from Scotland and Ireland. The ancient texts had been preserved there with secret works about God, which Charlemagne was interested in.

Then I dreamed that he reached into a corner and produced a staff of some kind.

“This is a Druidic staff,” he said. “It is empowered with energies from meditation and prayers. It has also been dipped in the ancient wells that we believe contain the spirits of the saints.”

He handed me the staff. I gently pounded it on the earth floor of the tent. I liked the feeling of it in my hand. It seemed friendly. John went on.

“I am Scots-Irish and was born and grew up in the place where the Book of Kells was written.”

At that moment two more monks came in. They were men, but they had the faces of the two Irish girls I had met on the trail.

“These clerics will protect you,” he said. “They will shield you from those who ‘press’ you.”

Then something occurred that baffled me, as though in my own “dream-vision” I was dreaming along a time line. John the Scot spoke, and as he did, I was reliving the past as well as a future dream. There was no linear sequence, only events and pictures, which were narrated by him.

“You will be captured by the Giant Moor,” he said. “He will initially use you for healing, but when you spurn his advances, you will be placed in a dungeon. He will summon you from time to time to discuss healing and to argue the meaning of God. You will give him your understanding of Christianity. You will then be liberated by the Christians upon his death.”

I saw the pictures in my head as John described them, but I had already dreamed this imprisonment a week ago.

“The Moor will be defeated by Roland, the right-hand soldier-servant of Charlemagne. As the Moor dies, he will ask for me. He will give me a small golden cross and ask that I give it to you for protection. The cross will be constructed in such a way that it could be interpreted as Coptic, Christian, or Islamic-Egyptian, which is a symbol of good luck. Much religious trickery is used along the Camino, in order to please the God of the enemy in case of capture. In any case, you will be freed.”

I saw the scene he described. The knight Roland was smaller by half than the Giant Moor. They fought one another with sticks and clubs in hand-to-hand combat, almost good-naturedly, under the sunshine, up against a wall. The Moor was more than seven feet tall. His weight and size tired him. At one point he picked up Roland and placed him on his horse. They both laughed. The giant then put down his weapon and asked for some time to rest. He and Roland then began a searching dialogue about whether Christianity or Islam was the true religion. They debated for some hours. Neither would give in to the other. They agreed that whoever defeated the other would serve to represent the superior religion. They then discussed at some length the Giant Moor’s invincibility. Roland questioned his opponent’s invulnerability to the sticks, stones, swords, and arrows with which they fought. The giant then confessed that if he were ever run through with a sword in the navel, it would be his undoing.

Then they both agreed to sleep. I saw Roland place a stone under the giant’s head for comfort. In respect for the conventions of chivalry, they both agreed there would be no more combat until after they rested.
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