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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.

[image: logo]

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.

OEBPS/images/com.jpg





OEBPS/styles/page-template.xpgt
 

   

     
       
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
	 
    

     
	 
	 
    

     
         
            
            
            
            
             
        
    

  

   
     
  









OEBPS/images/common.jpg













OEBPS/images/star.jpg















OEBPS/images/titlea.jpg
A Fourney of the Spirit

ole

Shirley MacLaine

oooooooooooooooooo
SYDNEY SINGAPORE





OEBPS/images/9780743417167_cover.jpg
The New York Times bestseller

SHIRLE
MACLAIN

The.,
amino

A JOURNEY OF THE SPIRIT






