

  [image: image]




  THE 11:11




  CODE




  SECRETS




  OF THE CONVENT




  First published by O-Books, 2008


  O-Books is an imprint of John Hunt Publishing Ltd., The Bothy, Deershot Lodge, Park Lane, Ropley,


  Hants, SO24 0BE, UK


  office1@o-books.net


  www.o-books.com




  For distributor details and how to order please visit the ‘Ordering’ section on our website.





  Text copyright: Hilary H. Carter 2008





  ISBN: 978 1 84694 100 9





  All rights reserved. Except for brief quotations in critical articles or reviews, no part of this book may be reproduced in any manner without prior written permission fromthe publishers.




  The rights of Hilary H. Carter as author have been asserted in accordance with the Copyright,


  Designs and Patents Act 1988.




  A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library.




  Design: Stuart Davies




  Printed in the UK by CPI Antony Rowe


  Printed in the USA by Offset Paperback Mfrs, Inc




  We operate a distinctive and ethical publishing philosophy in all areas of our business, from our global network of authors to production and worldwide distribution.




  THE 11:11




  CODE




  SECRETS




  OF THE CONVENT




  Hilary Carter




  [image: ]





  Winchester, UK


  Washington, USA




  This book is dedicated to John Couzens


  ( 13.11.1943 - 14.09.2004 )


  Without his help I would never have owned the convent.


  He lived for exactly 22,222days…





  CHAPTER ONE




  Above the door was a handmade wooden board scrawled with the words ‘Convento Franciscano. Antiguo.’ My Spanish was virtually non-existent but even I could work out it meant this was an old Franciscan convent. Pedro produced a huge key and inserted it into the ornate keyhole, decorated with two eagles looking in opposite directions. On closer inspection I realized it was one eagle with two heads. As he turned the key to unlock the antique, heavy, studded door, peals of bells rang out, a serenade that could be heard for miles. Once a day at midday the church bells on the Catholic church at the top of the road played this tune. It must be exactly noon. I was struck by the synchronicity of the moment.




  The key turned easily in the lock and we cautiously entered this wreck of a building. It was in a terrible state. It was a virtual ruin. There was no electricity, gas or water and it had the putrid smell of neglect. It was obvious that nobody had lived there for years. The ceiling in the entrance hall was sagging badly. The convent was built in the traditional style, thick earth walls, with tree trunks laid between two walls to act as a joist and locally grown cane laid across the beams. The hall floor was tiled, although the tiles were ugly. We looked into the first room. It was huge and dark with an earth floor. The ceiling was very high and there was only one window, which was so high up that we could not see out. I wondered if animals had once been kept in there; two mummified cats were lying on the floor. They must have got trapped in the convent. Plaster had fallen off the walls in lots of places, revealing the bare walls, built from a mixture of broken terracotta pottery and stones mixed in with the earth. This room led through to another room of about the same size, with an earth floor. This room too was dark and high. I had a strange sensation as if my skin was crawling. I didn’t like this place. We headed upstairs through a beautiful carved door. The carving was the same as the ornate keyhole, with the double-headed eagle. “What a lovely door.“ I commented.




  “It looks like that dates from the fifteenth century. It is certainly very old,” Katarina, the German estate agent who had introduced me to this property, assured me.




  The staircase was wide and rather grand, marble with delicate wrought iron balustrades. This was in complete contrast to the basic state of the downstairs. Through the classically arched windows halfway up the stairs I could see through to the patio. It was small and dominated by the shadow of the church tower. Part of the convent wall adjoined the church. The upstairs was in slightly better condition, though the floors were ankle deep with a mixture of swallow and pigeon droppings; the swallows had got in through an open window and the peculiar smell of bird droppings permeated the place. I saw a dead rat and several dead birds amongst the droppings. Water had got in through the roof, leaving huge black marks down the walls. The shuttered windows were partially broken. Some of the original interior wooden doors remained, misshapen and showing signs of age, but steeped in character, with no sign of rot in the wood. The doorways were low and the wooden doors very small. There was a large crack in one of the walls and I could see daylight through a hole in the ceiling. The wall here was in a dreadful state, black with mould and damaged beyond repair by decades of rain. The windows were carved from the earth walls, creating a natural window seat at each one. They looked out towards the new apartment building next door, not a very inspiring view. There were six rooms and a bathroom in this part of the convent, though none of them were habitable. They looked to me as if they had last been decorated in the 1930s. The wallpaper was hand printed with blue flowers, and the floors were a particularly unattractive composite marble, the same as in the entrance hall.




  We could not get through to the back of the building from here because the upstairs landing floor had totally collapsed and landed in the room below. So we went downstairs and out into the patio. It was overgrown but I could make out an arched window leading through to the church. From here the tower of the adjoining church seemed even more oppressive, casting a dark shadow that had a sinister feel to it. I could see a statue of Jesus on top of the adjoining tower. He had his back to me. Pigeons suddenly flew out of the tower, causing me to start.




  Katarina cleared a way through the patio with Pedro’s help to get to the back the convent. I spotted a massive spider and decided to go no further. This place had a very odd feel to it. I got the distinct feeling that I was being watched although I couldn’t see anyone. All I did know was that this place did not want to be disturbed.




  “Come and look Hilary,” called Katarina “It’s huge.” She disappeared out of sight, having fought her way through to access the back part of the building.




  “No, I’ll wait outside,” I called back. The invisible barrier was too powerful to break. No way was I going any further. I couldn’t wait to get out of this place, onto the street again. That place was not for me. It would be one huge headache and I did not have the patience, desire or resources to tackle a project like that. It would take years and a massive amount of money to get the place habitable. It wasn’t beautiful either. There was no doubt that it was filled with character and saturated with history but it had been unoccupied for far too long.




  I pushed the heavy door aside and stepped out into the street with a sigh of relief. There was definitely something oppressive about that place.




  “It’s awful, isn’t it,” I said to my boyfriend Anthony.




  “It’s a major renovation project, but it’s a holy place. Lots of praying has gone on in there. Good place to teach yoga.”




  “It’s a dump. It’s in an awful state. They shouldn’t have let it go like that.”




  I was disappointed and I felt despondent. Back to square one. It wasn’t going to be as easy as I had thought finding a place to run yoga courses. But it was my dream and I did not want to let go of the dream.




  Katarina could see I was not impressed. She was standing in the dark entrance hall discussing the price with Pedro. He was working in pesetas and she was trying to convert it into euros. She said she was not sure what the price was but said she would let me know in due course.




  “Do you have anything else to show me?” I asked hopefully.




  “No there is nothing else at the moment but I have your email address so I will keep you informed if I hear of anything.”




  We parted company outside the door and Anthony and I wandered down the street towards the town square. The roads here were extremely narrow. The road of the convent, Calle de Los Meridas, was not much wider than the width of one car. It was a quiet town. Nobody was in a hurry and nor were we. We wandered despondently down to the bottom of the narrow, gently sloping road. It opened out into a large square and we headed towards the café in the corner. We sat outside under the canopy drinking ‘mosto’ , the locally produced grape juice, and soaked up the peace and quiet. A circular fountain was flowing and two small children stood playing with the water.




  “Do you think it’s worth considering?” asked Anthony.




  “No way. It needs so much work. Anyway, I didn’t like it,” I insisted. “I know it was a convent but there’s something about that place that I didn’t like. I can’t put my finger on it. It’s just a feeling.”




  The next day we left this small town in the mountains of Andalucia, southern Spain, and drove back down to the coast to relax by the sea. We returned to England a couple of days later. Shortly after we arrived back in England an email arrived from Katarina to let me know that the asking price of the convent was around £85,000. It was difficult to get an exact figure as the prices in this part of Spain were still quoted in pesetas. The pesetas have to be converted to euros andfrom euros into pounds. It was a reasonable price considering the uniqueness of the convent.




  Returning to England and going back to my normal day to day routine, I began to think that finding a place in Spain might be impossible at this time in my life. I could not keep popping out to Spain. For a start, I couldn’t afford it, and, as a self-employed yoga teacher, it meant I had to keep canceling my classes. Canceled classes meant no income. Maybe I had set myself an impossible dream?




  A few days later I started to think about the convent again. I hadn’t even seen half of it. I didn’t know exactly how big it was. I wondered how much of the layout I could remember? I picked up a pen and paper and started sketching a floor plan. I started by drawing the entrance hall with the two rooms on the right. Then I tried to work out where the courtyard fitted in. As soon as I put pen to paper I noticed the bells ringing at the church down the road. There was a Catholic church about two hundred yards from my house. That was strange. The bells could not have been striking the hour because it had just passed the hour. I noted on my digital watch that it was exactly 11:11am. I thought that there must have been a wedding, or maybe a funeral? Then I remembered how the bells had tolled midday when Pedro had put the key in the lock at the old convent. Moments after noticing the tolling of the church bells, my telephone rang. It was the estate agent in England. I was selling a small one roomed studio flat I had bought after my divorce a few years ago. It had been on the market for quite a while but I had not had an offer. I answered the phone. “We have some good news for you,” said the agent. “We have just had an offer on your studio. They have made an offer of the full asking price.”




  I accepted immediately of course. That was the first offer I had had and it was for the full asking price – £90,000 pounds, enough to buy the convent and pay the solicitors’ fees. That would have been perfect if I had wanted to go ahead and make an offer on the convent. I had not even thought about the convent for days and as soon as I focused my mind on it, things had started to happen. I take notice of coincidences. To my way of thinking, coincidences are signs. I thought about the signs around this convent. There were the tolling bells at noon as the key was put in the lock. The bells on my local church were ringing at 11:11am, the timing of that phone call with the offer. And then there was the amount of the offer on my flat. Not just one coincidence, but a few.




  I decided I could not ignore the signs so I emailed Katarina to ask her if she knew of any builders in Spain who might be able to give me an idea of the cost of renovations on the convent. She replied at 11:11am the following day. I was stunned when I saw what time her reply had come through. That was too much to ignore. The bells had rung at 11:11 then the email had come through at 11:11. Something was going on but I didn’t know what. I knew I would have to take action because of these coincidences, so I rang Katarina to ask whether the vendors would drop the price to 100,000 euros. I was not committing myself to anything at this stage, simply collecting information. I could raise a maximum of £100,000 and I would need some money left over to renovate the property. A few days later I was sitting at the computer writing when Katarina rang with the reply.




  “Hilary, I have spoken with the owners and we have a new price.”




  “Did they agree to drop to 100,000 euros?”




  “No. They are giving the price in pesetas. This part of Spain you know is very slow, very backward. They do not like to work in euros. So the price they give me is in pesetas. I convert this price to pounds it is £77,500.”




  “Okay thanks Katarina, I’ll think about it and get back to you.”




  That would leave me about £20,000 to renovate the place. No way would that be enough. It was in such a state that I reckoned £50,000 was a more realistic figure. That was a relief, because I didn’t like the old convent. I was only pursuing it because of the coincidences.




  Deepak Chopra calls coincidences ‘signs’ and in his book Synchrodestiny he suggests that signs are the language of our higher consciousness. However, I knew I could not afford to follow this particular sign and I was pleased about that. Maybe if they’d dropped to 100,000 euros I could have just about managed to afford to buy it and perhaps renovate part of it. I wondered how far off my offer of 100,000 euros £77,500 was? I typed 77,500GBP into the currency converter on the internet. I wish I hadn’t.




  Because the conversion came up as 111,100 euros.




  CHAPTER TWO




  I am often asked how I found the convent. My reply is that I did not find the convent. The convent found me. Looking back, I don’t think I had any choice in the matter. Like a fly caught in a spiders’ web, it wasn’t until I had actually bought the convent and found myself caught in its dark web that I really began to realize what I had let myself in for. By then it was too late and there could be no turning back. I was going to be taken to the edge of sanity, for only by walking in that dangerous place could I find the answers to my questions and only by thinking at the edge of my mind could I think the unthinkable – that the world as I knew it and the information and knowledge I had been fed was, on the whole, utter rubbish. I had been conditioned and the time had come for my conditioning to be undone.




  So that is how it came about. That is how the convent found me. That is how the convent spoke to me. Through numbers (especially 11:11) and coincidences.




  Now there are undoubtedly going to be those people who think I am crazy because I decided to spend my entire wealth, accumulated over many years of hard work, on a wreck of a convent because the agent sent me an email at 11:11am. And I have to admit that I can see their point of view. Just a few short years ago I would have thought the same.




  11:11 first made an appearance in my life in the mid 1990s. A group of people I knew were organizing a trip to the ancient stone circle at Stonehenge for a world peace ceremony. This was to take place on 11th November at 11am. This is Armistice Day, the anniversary of the official end of World War I, November 11, 1918. It commemorates the armistice signed between the Allies and Germany at Compiègne, France, for the cessation of hostilities on the Western Front, which took effect at eleven o’clock in the morning — the eleventh hour of the eleventh day of the eleventh month of the year.




  If I’m honest, I only really went along for a day out. I don’t remember a lot about the trip, other than we weren’t allowed into Stonehenge and ended up trying to meditate on the grass verge outside, squeezed between the high metal fencing and a busy road. Stonehenge is in the middle of the countryside in Wiltshire, England. The 11:11 ceremony involved passing round a sword that supposedly had a link with King Arthur, and I knew that we were linking up in thought with other groups of peace workers around the world. I knew that the ceremony was something to do with 11:11 because of the day it was taking place.




  Several years later 11:11 made another appearance. That time it was a major appearance. My boyfriend, Anthony, an acupuncturist, decided to go out for a day in the country. Again it was November 11th. Anthony owned an ancient old Mercedes car that was heading for the scrap heap and this was to be our last journey in this car. It had well over 100,000 miles on the clock.




  “Where should we take it for its last trip?” he asked me.




  “I think we should head out of town on the dual carriageway and deep into the Dorset countryside. How about Knowlton?” I suggested. Knowlton is a Bronze Age earth circle in the middle of which lies the ruin of a fourteenth century church.




  The weather was not brilliant, sunshine and clouds; it could go either way. Typical English weather. We could have a beautiful crisp, sunny day or it could rain. By the time we got to the end of the dual carriageway at Ringwood it looked like the clouds were going to win out and it might rain.




  “I don’t think we should go that far, Anthony. Look at the weather. Let’s just go to that little church at Ellingham and have a sit inside there in the silence.”




  Anthony agreed with me. It’s only a couple of miles further on and Ellingham church has an atmosphere about it that only long historycan give. We turned off the main road into the dead end road leading to the church. The oak trees that lined the narrow country lane still had some of their leaves, yellow and brown, waiting for a storm to dislodge them. We pulled in on a small gravel drive near the gate of the churchyard.




  “There you are car. This is the last place you are going to visit.”




  Anthony turned off the engine and we sat in silence.




  “Look,” said Anthony. “Look how many miles it has done.”




  I leaned over and looked at the milometer and gasped. Exactly 111100.




  I looked at Anthony. Our eyes met in wonder. But there was more.




  “Look at the trip meter.” The trip meter is the small meter that records how many miles you drive on a tank of petrol, or you can set it to record how many miles on a particular journey. Anthony always used to set it when he put petrol in because it was a very thirsty car and we didn’t go out in it very often. He liked to keep an eye on the petrol consumption.




  I looked at the trip meter. One hundred and eleven miles; 111. I didn’t know whether to laugh or cry. Quite frankly I felt spooked.




  “And the clock,” Anthony stated. 11:11am.




  I didn’t cry but my heart started beating really hard as if to remind me that no, I was not dreaming, this was actually happening. I can handle coincidence when it crops up in a reasonable way but this was beyond reason. When I got out of the car a huge gust of wind lifted the scattered leaves from the path and they swirled around me like a mini tornado, then the wind disappeared and they fell to the ground again. We walked towards the church; my legs were a bit shaky as I walked unsteadily through the graveyard towards the church door. I lifted the latch on the arched, oak door and entered the ancient stone church. A closed bible was laid on the pulpit and I opened it at random. It opened at Matthew chapter 11. My eyes scanned the page for verse




  

    11. Matthew 11.11.


  




  ‘I tell you this; never has there appeared on earth a mother’s son greater than John the Baptist, and yet the least in the kingdom of Heaven is greater than he.’




  What did that mean? Was that a message? I had never found the bible an easy book to understand. I found obscurity difficult. I liked my t’s crossed and my i’s dotted. I made a mental note to do some research on John the Baptist on the internet. Following what had happened with all those 11’s in the car I was taking 11 seriously.




  I have to point out that it was Anthony who noticed these coincidences. He was the one who was so aware. He noticed these things because he lives in the moment and not in his head like a lot of people. Had I been in the car alone I might well have completely overlooked the 11:11 on the clock, trip meter and milometer. Anthony lives in full awareness, which enables him to take note of everything that is happening in each moment.




  “What does it mean, this 11:11?” I asked him.




  “It’s a sign.”




  “A sign of what?”




  “It’s a sign that we are on the right path. We are in the right place at the right time.”




  “But who’s giving us a sign and how do they get it there. How do they put it into the car like that?”




  Anthony smiled enigmatically. He is a man of few words at the best of times and he didn’t answer me.




  “Anthony. Help me out here. I don’t like it. It’s too weird”.




  “It’s magic.”




  “Yes I know it’s magic. But who is the magician? And why is it 11? Why that number?”




  “I’ve told you before. The right rhythm, the right number, the right proportion. That’s how we get out of here.”




  By ‘here’ he meant life. Like me, he believes in reincarnation and like me, he doesn’t want to keep coming back to earth.




  “You’ll see. Just allow things to unfold in their own time and you will understand what is going on.”




  “You don’t understand either,” I retorted. He retreated into silence. Maybe it had frightened him too. Or maybe I’m not ready to hear the truth? As usual, he was right and it would just be a case of allowing things to unfold in their own time. All I could see at that moment was the fact that something beyond me or Anthony was happening. It was happening in a way that had come right into our everyday lives. This was not some theory or belief system. This was something going on right in front of our eyes for us to see. This was not some vague ethereal experience where we could think our imagination was taking over, such as seeing a ghost. No. Something beyond our conscious control was manifesting in a way that could not be ignored or denied.




  From that day on I was definitely tuned in to 11:11. Whenever it appeared I stopped and took notice. I knew that it was something special and that it meant something, but I didn’t know what. So when the email from Katarina came through I realized that the convent was a part of the 11:11. I did have a choice, though. I could have simply ignored the sign and not pursued the purchase of the convent. But when I took all the other coincidences into consideration, I thought something big was happening. Did I have the courage to follow the signs? Was I brave enough to ignore my rational, sensible mind? I did not allow myself time to think about it or I would probably have reasoned myself out of it. I took a huge leap of faith and phoned Katarina.




  “I’ve decided to buy the convent.”




  Katarina was a bit surprised at the speed and suddenness of my decision. After all, I had only ever seen the front few rooms of the place. I was buying a place that I hadn’t even fully seen.




  “So, I think you have a good deal. You will need to pay the price in euros. The price will not drop from this price.” She didn’t really have to tell me that. She didn’t know it, but this was the only price it could be!




  Naturally the offer was accepted and I duly sent a deposit of 11,120 euros. I had used a currency converter on the internet which had shown the 111,100 euros. A slight fluctuation in the exchange rate between British pounds and the euro had increased the price to 111,200 euros, but I have learned that the 11:11 can appear as 11 or 111 and is equally valid as a sign.




  It was done. The deposit was paid so now I was committed to purchasing the convent. The Spanish system of buying and selling houses is different to the English system. Once the deposit is paid, the purchaser is committed to the sale. I had three months to get out to Spain to complete the purchase. If I pulled out now I would lose my deposit. What had I done? I decided just to let the wheels turn now that they had been set in motion. There was no going back. I needed to have faith that I had done the right thing. My studio flat was being bought by first time buyers who had their mortgage arranged, so I assumed that would go through smoothly. Famous last words.




  Early in July I got a phone call from my solicitor who informed me that the buyers’ solicitor had found a problem with the lease on the studio. It would take several weeks to sort out. That was awful news. I was due to go out to Spain ten days later to pay the balance and collect the deeds. I had left it right to the limit of my three month deadline. What was I going to do? There was no way that the studio sale would have gone through before my Spanish deadline. I had no other money and would not have been able to raise a loan. If I couldn’t raise £50,000 I would lose my deposit. I racked my brains to think of anybody I know who might have fifty thousand sitting in a bank account somewhere. Obviously the list of possible candidates was quite short. In fact my list consisted of one person. My cousin John. Since my father had died some years ago my cousin had been my rock. I always turned to him to discuss the type of things that I would have discussed with my father. I asked him the questions I would have asked my father.




  “John, I have a favour to ask you. A really big favour.”




  Even as I was asking I realized that this was a huge favour.




  “ I wonder if you could lend me fifty thousand pounds. I will need it in three days time at the most. I have to allow time for it to clear my English account and then to be transferred to my Spanish account which the estate agent in Spain has set up for me.”




  “Fifty thousand?” asked John.




  “Yes, I know it’s a bit of a tall order but basically if you can’t lend it to me then my Spanish project cannot go ahead.”




  John was as cool as can be. It was as if I had asked him for a fiver.




  “It just so happens that I have just transferred a large amount into my regular bank account because I am about to start work on my project.”




  John was renovating a sixteenth century house in the South Downs in Sussex, England.




  “So that should be no problem. I can come down with my cheque book in a couple of days.”




  And so it was that the project was saved.




  “I’ll pay you back as soon as I possibly can,” I assured him.




  “Oh don’t you worry about that,” he replied.




  “Have you told your girlfriend you are giving me this money?” I asked.




  “It’s my money and I will do what I want with it. We will keep it a secret just between the two of us,” he said.




  John had always had a strong independent streak and I noticed a defiance in his voice. He had made it to the age of 60 without ever walking down the aisle. Handsome, intelligent, interesting, generous, wealthy and the most thoroughly wonderful man you could wish to meet, he had been pursued unsuccessfully by many women.




  “Listen, if I die you can have the money out of my estate, not that my estate will be worth that much.”




  I picked up a photo of the convent from the pile of photos I had been showing him and scribbled some writing on the back: ‘IN THE EVENT OF MY SUDDEN DEATH PLEASE PAY JOHN BACK THE MONEY HE GAVE ME.’




  John laughed. “You are funny! What are the chances of you suddenly dropping down dead!” Little did I realize that within a few short weeks it was he who would be dead.




  CHAPTER THREE




  The convent, like all Spanish properties, came with an ‘escitura’ which is like the deeds to the house. It was all in Spanish of course, so Katarina had to translate it for me.




  “… and the property has conferred on it ancient lights which means that it has a right to the light and nobody can build within two meters of the walls…”




  I sat up and took notice. My home in Bournemouth, Dorset also had ancient lights bestowed upon it. This was interesting.




  Katarina continued her translation: “… the property being a former Franciscan monastery and comprising one third of the whole, one part being a museum and the other part a private house. With the property comes a fountain and the right to constantly flowing table water…”




  “A fountain? It has a fountain? I didn’t see any fountain.” I was so excited. I love fountains!




  “That’s what it says here so there must be one. Maybe it has been closed up.”




  We were sitting in the waiting room of the lawyers office in Ugijar, the small town in the Alpujarra mountains of southern Spain where I had discovered the convent. The air was thick with cigarette smoke. Three other groups of people were waiting to see the lawyer. He didn’t appear to have an appointment system. It seemed to be a case of first come, first served, and we were next in line.




  “What museum. It says one third is a museum?”




  Katarina looked at me impatiently. She was rushing through the escitura because we were next and she wanted to be sure that I knew what I was buying before I signed any papers.




  “I will tell you later.”




  She proceeded to translate from Spanish to English and had literally just finished the last sentence when we were ushered into the lawyer’s office. The documents were signed and the money was handed over. There was no messing around. The whole process took less that ten minutes. Then came the moment I had been waiting for. I was handed the great big ancient key. I wrapped my fingers round the heavy metal key and felt a strange sense of familiarity. It felt comfortable in my hand and I had a strong sense of the key belonging to me. Now I was the owner of the convent and I suddenly felt very excited. As we stood outside the lawyer’s office in the burning sun I asked Katarina about the museum.




  “You see the big tower beside your convent?”




  “Yes I know the tower, the one with the statue of Jesus on top.” “Yes. Well this is a museum. It used to be a part of the convent. It belongs to a lawyer who does not live in Ugijar. He has spent a lot of money making renovations and now he has created this museum for the people of the town.”




  I added ‘visit the museum’ to the list of things to do that I was carrying round in my head.




  There were handshakes all round and I headed off alone to open the door of my new acquisition. I was alone because a few weeks earlier I had split up with Anthony after a five year relationship; something between us had just died. He would not be joining me in Spain.




  I slowly walked the few hundred meters to the convent in the summer heat. It was August and the temperatures were well into the nineties. Nobody moved fast. I passed the bar where men sat drinking in the shade. Their eyes followed me. I stuck out like a sore thumb in this small town with my fair hair, green eyes and colorful flowing skirt. For once in my life I felt tall because most of the local population were short and dark haired. Walking the length of the high street took less than two minutes, even at a leisurely pace. Past the bank, the small supermarket, the ‘department store’, the butcher, another supermarket, another bar, another bank and an olive oil shop. I took a sharp left, down the one-way street that led to the town square and stopped outside the convent. MY convent. For the first time, I put the key in the lock and turned the key. The church bells rang. The timing was impeccable. That was the second time it had happened. Now I really knew there was something weird going on. The door swung open slowly and I stepped inside and closed it behind me. I was alone in the convent. A sudden flutter of wings startled me. A swallow flew out of the door and onto the patio. I followed it with my eyes and looked upwards as it flew away. I could see where an arched door had been blocked in on the side of the church. My patio was two-thirds of the original patio, the other third belonged to the neighbor. Somewhere on this patio was supposed to be the fountain, but I couldn’t see it. It was so overgrown. This was only the second time I had been here. Now I could have a look at what I had bought. I tried not to let my heart sink. I stood and looked around. Once again I got the feeling I was being watched, yet I knew there was nobody there. Another flutter of wings alarmed me as several pigeons took flight. They disappeared into the tower of the church, obviously where they were roosting. The tower of the adjoining church was built from thin red bricks and a flint like stone not unlike the flint of my cousin John’s house in Sussex. Most of the walls in my section had been rendered but I could see in parts where the render had fallen off revealing the much older building materials underneath. My convent had been built in the same way as the tower so I assumed it must have been connected to the tower in some way. Alterations had been made over the years and I could make out the faint outline of arched windows. I wondered why they had filled in the windows? The roof was old red pan tiles, except that they were not very red any more, coated as they were with lichen. I could see a door beyond the patio but to get to it would have meant clambering through the undergrowth and I was not dressed for that. I was wearing a silk skirt in an effort to stay cool. I could do that another day. Something tickled my sandaled foot and I realized I was standing in the path of some giant ants. Lifting my foot sharply I flicked an ant off and I followed it with my eyes as it landed in the eye socket of a skeleton of a large cat. Yuck! I hastily retreated into the entrance hall and made my way upstairs. This was the least dilapidated part of the convent. Even so, it was completely uninhabitable. Stopping on the way upstairs, I examined the carved door more closely. It had been beautifully carved with a two-headed eagle. Somebody had varnished the door in a ghastly orange varnish. That would have to come off. Wandering towards the window on the first floor landing, I looked out onto the new building next door. It was three floors high and dominated the modest proportions of the two-storey convent. I tried to imagine what the outlook would have been like before this was built. It would probably have been open land. A garden or an orchard maybe? A woman was shouting in Spanish. A child cried in response. I could hear dogs barking and chickens clucking. There was a perfect unbroken egg lying on the highest pile of pigeon droppings in what used to be the living room. I picked it up, wondering how old it was. For some reason I thought of Anthony.




  “What does an egg represent?” said Anthony’s voice in my mind.




  ‘Potential’ came the immediate answer.




  I held firmly onto the graceful wrought iron banister, as I carefully picked my way over the bird and animal droppings back to the ground floor. I ought to have been brave and fought my way through the undergrowth to see the rest of the building, I still didn’t know what lay at the back of the convent. But once again I felt a powerful resistance and I just wanted to be out of the place.




  “It’s a holy place,” I remembered Anthony’s words. I was having a bit of a struggle. I wanted it to be a holy place and I wanted it to be special and I was trying to imagine that this was what I felt. But it was no good. I could not deny this uncomfortable feeling I got when I was in there. I unlocked the door from the inside and stepped out once more into the bright sunlit street. My eyes tried to adjust to the dramatic change; the convent was dark and the entrance hall was windowless. Walking up the side of the property and examining the outside walls I could see that the walls were built on stone foundations. The place was huge. The wall went back at least 40 meters, ending at a padlocked metal gate which led onto a private garden. Again I could make out arches where windows had been blocked in. A fig tree lived precariously on the wall, its roots grasping onto the earth at the top of the wall where it met the roof. There were only two floors to the building and it was exactly as I had remembered it from my first visit, a wreck. But this wreck had drawn me to it. It had found me through coincidence and the number 11:11.




  I knew that I must stay focused and grounded. I was going to need a builder to renovate the front part of the convent so that at least I would have somewhere to live. Katarina the estate agent had introduced me to an English man who had recently bought a property in a nearby village. It was through him that I was introduced to Emilio.




  “Please could you take a look at the convent and give me an idea of the cost of making three of the rooms habitable, and putting in a bathroom and a kitchen,” I asked him. “I’ll leave you the key and when I come back in October we can have a chat.” I handed over the precious key. There was only one key in existence. It was not as if I could get another one of these cut in the corner shop. To duplicate this key would require a blacksmith making a pressed mould.




  I returned to England for a few weeks to make my final arrangements for my move to Spain. I had only been back in England for a few days when I received a phone call from my mother. “Hilary, I have got some bad news.” Her voice was weak and tearful. I couldn’t imagine what might have happened.




  “You’re not going to believe it. I can’t believe it. Your cousin John has died suddenly from a heart attack.”




  I was in the living room at home. I sat down sharply on the sofa as my knees gave way.




  “But he can’t have died. He wasn’t ill.”




  He was never ill. He was fit, strong and active and only 60 years old.




  “It was very sudden and unexpected,” my mother continued.




  “What happened?”




  “He was out on his digger digging ditches down the side of the track when he felt unwell. He went home for lunch, lay down and was dead within the hour. He’d had a massive heart attack; there was no way he could have survived.”




  All sorts of thoughts went swimming through my head. To die so suddenly and so young. My dear cousin. To me he was brother, father and friend rolled into one. He had always been in my life and he had always been the one I turned to when I needed help. He had never let me down. Not once. I would miss him terribly. And what about the money he had lent me? This was our secret and now our secret would come out.




  My mother had more to say. “He was married last week.”




  In the time between giving me the money and dropping down dead, John had married his girlfriend in a secret ceremony. John the confirmed bachelor died less than two weeks after walking up the aisle. He was to be buried in his wedding suit.




  My mind was reeling as I tried to take in this sudden turn of events. Questions kept popping into my mind. How come he had died so soon after getting married? Why had he married in secret? If he had died a few weeks ago, I wouldn’t be the owner of the convent.




  I tried to take conscious control of my mind. Sudden death is a difficult thing to deal with. If someone is ill and they know they are going to die, then there is time to say what has to be said, to deal with what has to be dealt with, and to say goodbye. But when the death is sudden and unexpected, it is a shock.




  “He was married on the Friday morning, on the third of September,” my mother continued. “It must be one of the shortest marriages ever in our family.”




  This was the 14th. The relevance of those dates hit me immediately. It was indeed a very short marriage. John had been married for exactly 11 days.




  




  




  CHAPTER FOUR




  Back once more in England I pondered my situation. I was now the owner of the convent. It was quite obvious to me that I would not be able to oversee the renovations of the convent whilst living in England. I would need to be living in Ugijar to be able to keep a close eye on things. I would have to move to Spain. A plan began to form in my mind. I could let out my home in England and live off the rent, supplemented by running some yoga classes in Spain. All I would need to do would be to find somewhere to live in Ugijar. By the end of one year the convent would be habitable, with a studio for teaching yoga, so I would be able to run residential courses for a week at a time. Perfect!




  When I mentioned this plan to my friends they are pretty unanimous in their reactions.




  “That’s a brave thing to do, to go out to Spain and undertake a huge project like that on your own.”




  Brave? I didn’t think so. I thought it was exciting.




  The English man Katarina had put me in touch with had also bought a property in the province of Granada, 3000 meters above Ugijar in a village called Valor. Within the villa was a brand new two-bedroom apartment and he had offered to rent it to me.
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