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    INTROIT


    


    A REFLECTIVE pilgrim on the road to Santiago always makes a double journey when he tries to collect his memories—the backward journey through Time and the forward journey through Space. Every step the pilgrim makes today along the road through France and northern Spain evokes memories of those who passed that way century after century ever since the discovery of the sarcophagus of the Apostle in the ninth century. Churches, hospitals and marts grew up along the road, and in time they became large and prosperous cities, but here and there we find lonely hermitages and shrines which tell the story of footsore pilgrims, who once rested there before continuing their journey. Kings and bishops passed with their cavalcades of courtiers, soldiers, stone-masons, artisans, and minstrels sang their epic poems consecrating the warrior heroes of their countries to the Apostle and to Jesus Christ. Saint James the Apostle from being a fisherman became Santiago Matamoros or ‘Moor-slayer’, mounted on his white charger, riding through the clouds above the battle.


    Then came the day when Pope Gregory VII (the Cluniac monk Hildebrand) launched his reform of the liturgy through the Order of Cluny, whose strength was that they stood for the Universal Church and Roman centralism. The Cluniac reforms came at a significant moment of history when the approach of the end of the Christian Millennium filled the people of the West with gloom and apprehension, and the preachers continually made reference to the end of the world. And in the twelfth century Cluny, which had built its abbeys along the Jacobean road and peopled them with French clerics, advanced a step further by producing the mysterious compilation known as the ‘Book of Saint James’ and fathering it upon Pope Calixtus II, whence it was called the Codex Calixtinus. When the work appeared in 1130 the pilgrimage had become of world-wide significance, for the basilica had been built, the hostels for pilgrims abounded and the road to Santiago was thronged. Through this book edited by the Pope’s chancellor, Aymery de Picaud, a cleric from Parthenay le Vieux, near Poitiers, wider significance was given to the cult of the Apostle. For Charlemagne through his faithful prelate, Archbishop Turpin (created by the authors of the work for their purpose), here became the first pilgrim of Saint James, and his knights, who in the Chanson de Roland had died as martyrs on the return from a crusade, now in the pseudo-Archbishop Turpin’s account died on the return from the pilgrimage to Santiago, and their relics were distributed among the shrines along the Jacobean road as ever-watchful guardians of the Apostle’s cult. And Aymery Picaud, editor and pilgrim, in the fifth book of the Codex Calixtinus introduced the golden age of the cult for he described in detail the journey to the shrine of Compostella in the days when the Bishop of Santiago was Don Diego de Gelmirez, greatest of all Jacobean prelates, of whom the proverb said that he was a Bishop of Santiago with crozier and cross-bow.


    The Road to Santiago, even as a journey through Time, is a minstrel journey also, for in the Middle Ages, after Romanesque architecture and Gregorian music had entered Spain with the clerics of Cluny, there had also arisen another music and poetry, outside the Church, in the feudal castle, among the Troubadours, an artificial and aristocratic growth, in contrast to the primitive performance of the wandering singers, who were called Jongleurs in France and Juglares in Spain. Nevertheless these raggle-taggle wanderers were the minstrels of the humble masses, and for this reason Saint Francis of Assisi, who met them on his pilgrimage to Santiago, became their friend. He looked upon music as the spiritual aid to prayer, and he would often compare himself to the minstrel, saying that he and his brothers were Joculatores Domini, minstrels of the Lord, who wandered from village to village uniting the people in love and friendship by their greeting, ‘Buongiorno, buonagente .


    Pilgrimages in the Middle Ages encouraged the brotherhood of man and tolerance, as we discover in the thirteenth-century miniatures of the ‘Canticles of Our Lady’ by Alfonso the Wise, which might be called illustrations of the pilgrimage to Compostella. In one of them, for instance, we see two minstrels playing their stringed instruments. Between them stands a table with a jar of wine upon it. One of the minstrels is a Moor in turban, the other is a Christian, but both take part in a friendly consort of viols. Such a picture illustrates the tolerant humanism of King Alfonso X, ‘the Wise’, who was the first European monarch interested in secularizing culture, and consulted Moorish and Jewish as well as Christian sources when expressing his vast knowledge in the Romance tongue.


    Emile Mâle, who discovered, to his astonishment, architectural devices in the Mosque of Córdoba, which coincided with certain traits he had observed in the Romanesque monuments in France, eventually came to the conclusion that at all the principal stages on the roads of Saint James expressions could be found of Moslem art which the Christians were unable to forget. And he adds that although Arab Spain had not given to Romanesque art more than a number of ornamental patterns, it was due to them that the great epic of the pilgrimage to Santiago is written on the façades of those ancient churches along the Spanish road: it is written on the transept of Cluny, on the bell-tower of the church of Charité-sur-Loire, and on the façade of Notre Dame de Paris.1


    Professor Ringsley Porter, in his great work states that the pilgrimage united the art of all Europe and even Asia, but that the most important contribution to mediaeval art was the group of sculptures produced in the twelfth century along the lower portion of the road to Santiago.2


    Even more vivid are the memories of the Jacobean pilgrimages that have descended to us in epic poems, chronicles, hymns, lyric poems, songs and tales of adventure written by those who plodded the road to far off Galicia and, on their return to their country, wrote their story in quaint language which today makes fascinating reading, for each writer describes lois own personal experiences on the road ‘on which millions of shoes were worn out, and infinities of feet were blistered’, or like Master William Wey of Eton College, who went by sea to Galicia, in 1456, advising future pilgrims to equip themselves before starting out with a barrel of water for their cabin, ‘a lytel cawdron and fryying pan, dyshes, cuppys and such nessaryes’, and adding on the fly-leaf of his manuscript the following Latin tag as a parting piece of advice: Si fere vis sapiens sex serva quae tibi mando; Quid loqueris et ubi, de quo, cui, quomado, quando, which has been translated:


    


    If your life would keep from slips,


    Five things observe with care:


    Of whom you speak, to whom you speak,


    And how, and when, and where.


    


    Salutary advice indeed and no less pertinent today than in the. fifteenth century.


    Many of the mediaeval stories concern the lives of kings, for most of the monarchs of Christendom at some time or other in their lives, travelled the Jacobean road. For example Jaime de Aragon, surnamed ‘the Conqueror’ after his conquest of the Balearic Islands: at birth his mother resolved to name him after an Apostle. Accordingly she obtained twelve candles of equal size and called each one after one of the Twelve Disciples. She then lit all the candles at the same time, but the candle bearing the name of Saint James outlasted all the others ‘by a good three finger’s breadth’. So she called the little prince Jaime, and all his life he was a devotee of the Son of Zebedee.


    In the Middle Ages there were pilgrims like St. Godric of Norfolk, who gave up piracy after his visit to the Holy Sepulchre, and'on his way back to England called in at Compostella. His singularity as a pilgrim was that he brought his mother on his journeys, and he was wont to bear her on his shoulders, but when she left London on the pilgrimage she took off her shoes and walked bare-foot all the way. And according to Reginald of Durham, who wrote the life of Saint Godric, mother and son met a strange woman of ‘wondrous beauty’ on their journey, who every night would wash their feet, and Godric discovered that their companion was none other than the Blessed Virgin herself to whom he prayed for consolation in his privations and from whom he learnt songs and hymns.


    In those days kings and warriors as well as saints' believed that Saint James lying in his tomb at Compostella was still a living personality whom they would address at the moment of battle, as did the heroic Scottish warrior Lord James Douglas:


    


    The Good Sir James, the dreadful Douglas,


    That in his dayes so wise and worthie was,


    Wha here, and on the infidels in Spain,


    Such honour, praise and triumphs did obtain.


    


    Robert I, ‘the Bruce’, King of Scotland, before his death begged Sir James Douglas to carry his heart to Palestine in accomplishment of his unfulfilled vow to visit the Holy Sepulchre, and Douglas carrying the embalmed heart in a silver casket went by way of Compostella because ‘the Bruce’ had such great devotion to Santiago. And when in the following year 1330 the Black Douglas fell fighting the Moors, the heart of Brace, recovered by Sir William Keith in 1332, was taken back to Scotland and buried in Melrose Abbey.*


    Much of English as well as French history, is connected with the Jacobean road and the shrine of the Apostle, and we have only to turn over the pages of the Paston Letters with their vivid account of life in Norfolk during the fifteenth century to meet many a noble Jacobean pilgrim, for in those days so passionately devoted were the people of England to Saint James that representations of his shrine would be erected in the streets and churches, in order that those who could not make the long pilgrimage should perform on July 25 their devotions before the Saint’s shrine in their own parish. This custom lasted for hundreds of years, for children used on the day of the Apostle to prepare a little grotto, light it up with a candle and ask for a contribution, just as their ancestors did in times past for the larger shrines that were erected in the streets and in the churches. These grottoes or piles were built by the children of oyster-shells cast out of the taverns or fish shops, and passers-by were bidden: ‘pray remember the grotto’. With the pennies they received the children bought the candles and kept them burning at night in celebration of the Saint.


    From the Paston Letters we learn of the pilgrimage of the noble and puissant lord, Anthony, Earl Rivers, brother of Elizabeth Woodville, the wife of Edward IV, who was 'patron and associate of William Caxton. On his voyage of pilgrimage to Galicia he beguiled the time on board by reading in French the Dictes and Sayings of the Philosophers, which he translated, and it was published in 1477 by Caxton—the first book printed in England.


    The Capture of Granada and the fall of Moorish power in Spain marks thfe apogee of Saint James’s influence, for at that time greater numbers than ever before flocked to Compostella, and Ferdinand and Isabella devoted funds, raised on the occasion of the capture of Granada, to the erection of the Royal Hospital close to the Cathedral of Santiago, where pilgrims might find shelter and the sick be nursed.


    Saint James the Moor-slayer, after inspiring the Spaniards to fulfil the national dream of eight centuries of struggles against the Moors, now crosses the ocean, riding in the clouds above the Spanish galleons of the Conquistadores. The war cry ‘Santiago y a ellos’ resounds in the battles against the Indians and Bernal Diaz the chronicler, in his description of the Battle of Otumba, describes how the Apostle was seen in the battle on horseback driving back the enemy.


    Even when the cult of Saint James began, under the attacks of Erasmus and Luther, to decline, many striking personalities enriched world literature by their memories of the pilgrimage. The charm of their accounts lies in their truthfulness and integrity as travellers.


    Some, like the Bohemian Baron Rozmital, journeyed with large suites, like wealthy globe-trotters making the ‘Grand Tour’, and declared that they were only interested in tournaments, jousting and meeting the great; others, like the Jerónimo Münzer from Nuremberg, went to Compostella solely in order to verify the miraculous transformation of Spain under the Catholic monarchs, and when he attended a funeral in the Basilica of the Apostle was shocked at the superstitious details in the ceremony, the money-grabbing of the clerics and the hubbub in the Cathedral, which was so great that he would have believed himself at a fair.


    Prince of all travellers in those years, however, was the inimitable Andrew Boorde, who certainly deserves the nickname of ‘Merry Andrew’, for never has there existed a more characteristic English traveller or a more charming companion. He is the ‘beau ideal’ of travellers, for he knew when to be an ascetic and when to enjoy the good things of life. He drank water three days a week, wore constantly a hair-shirt next his skin, hung his shroud or burial sheet at the head of his bed, and yet recommended pilgrims to have a good strong drink of wine at the end of their long day’s tramping, before going to bed. ‘If they be Englishmen’, he adds, ‘ale should be their drink, for ale is a natural drink for an Englishman, even as beer is a natural drink for a Dutchman. As to wine, it doth actuate and doth quicken a man’s wits, it doth comfort the heart, it doth scour the liver’. Not even Merry Andrew’s contemporary, Falstaff, has said nobler words in praise of sherris-sack which makes ‘the brain apprehensive, quick, forgetive, full of nimble, fiery and delectable shapes’, nor has George Borrow paid a greater tribute to the national drink of England than his fellow Romany Rye of the sixteenth century, who was the first to give us specimens of English Romani and the lure of Gypsy life. But Master Andrew condemned all excess, saying that ‘Intemperance is a great vice, for it doth set everything out of order, and where there is no order there is horror’. His twenty years as a Carthusian, in the
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    strictest of all Orders, followed by his riotous living among the medical students of Montpellier, not only made him an excellent doctor, but gave him a philosophical outlook on life and developed the kindly qualities in his nature, which were shown in his good-natured behaviour to the nine English-Scottish pilgrims whom he accompanied to Compostella and back.


    In the second part of this double journey I have given memories from my diaries of 1954, the Holy Year, including incidents from the three former pilgrimages I made during the years 1924 to 1952.


    During my pilgrimage in 1954 I followed closely the route travelled by the elusive clerk, Aymery Picaud, the earliest known travel-writer on Spain and one of the most lively. Aymery, the Poitevin, by his chauvinism and his prejudices, reminds me, too, of George Borrow, but he also recalls Richard Ford by his ebullience of spirit and his practical recommendations to travellers. He passed the torch to a number of kindred spirits whose descriptions of the Jacobean pilgrimage still enchant us; not only Andrew Boorde, but also Laffi the Italian clerical pilgrim, Manier, the eighteenth-century peasant from Picardy, and a host of simple travellers, many of whom, if asked why they were setting out on their pilgrimage, would have answered in the words of the great Montaigne: ‘I know well what I am fleeing from but not what I am in search of.’


    Their accounts fascinate us because after trudging all the way to Compostella and back and hanging up their tattered shoes in their local church like old Tom Coryate, and giving their scallop shells to their grandchildren as relics, they conclude that they are best off in their respective countries. Aymery with his friend Lady Gebirga returned with relief to their native Poitou where the wine is good and the people do not speak a foul patois. Doctor Andrew Boorde, like his fellow-traveller Borrow, discovered that the beer of old England tastes better than the wines of the Rioja and that the sight of a juicy sirloin whets the appetite more than the finest Spanish cocido.


    Such travellers’ tales and diaries from the twelfth to the nineteenth century are the antithesis to the modern guide-books, for the latter belong to a category which might be labelled ‘Travelling without Tears’, because they are designed to give the globe-trotter of today a fine supply of labels which he may stick on his mind and administer just the right dose of potted knowledge, enabling him to hustle and skim over frontier after frontier and return unscathed to his native land, comforting himself with the thought that he has not wasted a moment of his time and has been mercifully spared all adventure.


    In the age of Aymery de Picaud and Andrew Boorde every day was full of adventure, for Life was fierce in tooth and claw, and a pilgrim had to fight for his daily bread as well as pray for it, and though he mumbled to himself the Christian adage, ‘the Lord will provide’, he needed to be forewarned of the dangers lurking ahead.


    Today few have the time or the leisure to tramp to Santiago from the Rue St. Jacques in Paris to the Puerta Francigena in Compostella, and pilgrims arrive by train, by motor bus, even by aeroplane, thus emulating the feat of Saint James himself, when on one occasion he picked up a charitable pilgrim in the Pyrenees, who had stayed behind to tend his dying companion, and carried him on his flying charger in the twinkling of an eye and set him down on the hill in sight of the towers of Compostella. But the advances made by science, though they have modified our lives and imposed an outer veneer or mask upon us, cannot entirely shut our eyes to all the sights and ghostly visions witnessed by the traditional pilgrim in his tattered cloak plodding along the endless Jacobean road, nor can we deafen our ears entirely to the hymns and songs and rhythms that echo and re-echo in the mountains and in the woods at nightfall, like tantalizing fairy music recalling the minstrels who wandered over the hills and far away.


    The peculiar fascination of the road to Santiago for the pilgrim today is that, in addition to its religious and historical significance, it seems also a continual reminder of the further ghostly journey towards Ultima Thule, the undiscovered land from which no traveller returns. It is a pilgrimage towards the other world, in the summer months under a star-studded sky, with the luminous track of the Milky Way to guide the wanderer westward to Compostella. A ghost-accompanied pilgrimage, moreover, for even after death myriads of souls make their way to the shrine of Saint James, as we are told in a lovely Asturian folk-legend, which describes how one gloomy night, when not a star was shining, a forlorn pilgrim soul lost its way. Then a knight came to the window and said: “If thou art the devil I conjure thee to depart: if thou be of this world tell me what thou dost need.” The soul then answered:


    “I am a sinful soul journeying to Compostella, but there is a deep river in front me and I cannot pass.”


    “Trust to the rosaries thou didst say in thy life,” answers the other.


    “Alas, woe is me, I said none.”


    “Trust to the fasts or to the alms thou didst give.”


    “Alas, I gave none.”


    But the knight was charitable and he pitied the soul, so he lit the sacred candles at the window, and the soul crossed the river and went on. That same night the soul returned from the holy pilgrimage singing: “Blessed be the Knight who by saving my soul saved his own as well.”
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    Chapter 1


    

  


  
    THE LIFE OF ST. JAMES


    


    THE Gospels and the Acts of the Apostles tell us all that is known about St. James. He was the elder of the two sons of Zebedee, a fisherman living on the banks of Lake Galilee and his mother’s name was Salomé.


    According to St. Jerome, the family was of noble origin and there is a tradition that they came originally from Jaffa, where their house is still shown. They were partners in the fishing business with Simon called Peter and Andrew, the sons of Jonas, and they were all closely connected with the Holy Family; in fact some authorities have maintained that Jesus was cousin of the Sons of Zebedee.


    One day when they were mending their nets by the lake Jesus passed by and spoke to them of His mission, and they forsook their nets and followed the Master. Henceforth they would be fishers of men. And, knowing their strength of spirit, Christ surnamed them ‘Boanerges’, which is, the Sons of Thunder. These two men and Peter, more than any other of the twelve Apostles, Jesus took into His confidence, for they surpassed in devotion that of other men. They went with him to the raising of Jairus’s daughter, and they witnessed also the Transfiguration on the Mount, and there they knew Him as the Master of Death and as the King of Glory. To them He gave His apocalyptic prophecy foretelling the destruction of Jerusalem and the tribulations and wars to come. And St. Matthew tells the story of Salomé, the mother of Zebedee’s sons, coming to Jesus and desiring of Him that her two sons James and John should sit, one on His right hand and the other on His left, in His Kingdom. But Jesus answered: “Ye know not what ye ask. Are ye able to drink of the cup that I shall drink of, and to be baptized with the baptism that I am baptized with?” They say unto him, “We are able.” And he saith unto them, “Ye shall drink indeed of my cup, and be baptized with the baptism that I am baptized with: but to sit on my right hand, and on my left, is not mine to give, but it shall be given to them for whom it is prepared of my Father.”*


    Salomé, whom we meet with the Family of Bethany in the Church of the Sea-borne Marys in the Camargue and who follows her eldest son to Compostella, becomes thus the prototype of the ambitious matron, mother of noble sons, and we find her in the Gospels urging her sons on, much to the displeasure of the other disciples, for, as St. Matthew says: ‘When the ten heard it, they were moved with indignation against the two brethren.’ Jesus, however, did not so readily censure the mother who ministered to Him and whose love remained steadfast even to the end. He knew that the two brothers were inspired by exultant faith, and their answer to His question showed that they would go through any suffering for Him, and so He accepted their sacrifice. With Peter they would witness His agony in the Garden of Gethsemane.


    After the Crucifixion, the Resurrection and the Ascension there is a period of twelve or fourteen years about which the Holy Books say nothing. In the Golden Legend we are told that James the Apostle, son of Zebedee, preached in the Jewry and SaMaría, and afterwards he was sent into Spain to sow the word of Jesus Christ. He profited but little in Spain, for he converted unto Christ’s law but nine disciples, of whom he left two there to preach the word of God.


    Such is the most ancient Spanish tradition as repeated in the Golden Legend, but other historians maintain that the Apostle made many converts and founded dioceses. It was said that he landed in Andalusia and from there followed the Roman road which linked Italy with Mérida and passed through Coimbra and Braga to the harbour of the river at Iria in Gahcia. Iria, which later was known as Padrón after the Apostle, deserves to be visited no less than Santiago, if we believe the proverbial saying so often quoted by pilgrims:


    


    Quien vay a Santiago e non va al Padrón,


    O faz roMaría, o non.


    


    Many of the local legends in Galicia describe the adventures of the wandering Apostle. He is said to have preached at the wind-swept hamlet of Mugía on a narrow isthmus near the cliff of Finisterre, where the inhabitants still proudly show a large, flat stone that was the keel of the stone boat in which Our Lady sailed from Jerusalem to Spain. She appeared to comfort the Saint when he was preaching and the prints of her feet are still shown in the stone. At certain times, according to the fishermen, the keel of that stone boat appears to sway slightly, but this is probably the imaginations of the natives who inhabit this ghostly shore with its roaring sea and moaning wind. The fisherwomen who chant the old folk song of Our Lady of the Ship still believe in the rocking-stone:


    


    Veño d’a Virxe d’a Barca


    Veño d’abaná-la pedra


    Tamén veño de vos ver


    Santo Cristo de Finisterra!


    


    In Caldas de Reyes a curious relief was discovered which shows the body of St. James in a boat drawn by a swan maiden who, though like a siren, is winged and web-footed like Lohengrin’s magic pilot.*


    An ancient tradition tells us that the Saint, after leaving one of his disciples, Pedro Rates, as bishop in Braga, and other anonymous followers in Lugo and Astorga, wended his way along the Roman road, through Osma and Numantia to Caesaraugusta or Saragossa; though other historians, such as Fray Lamberto de Zaragoza, maintain that he disembarked at Cartagena or Tortosa. The tradition holds that during his stay in Saragossa the Saint was depressed in spirit, for the sight of the enslaved population and its miseries made him feel that his mission had been in vain. Was it not useless to preach the Sermon of the Mount to the deaf ears of those who gloried in their pagan feasts? Again Our Lady came to him in his affliction.


    One night when his disciples were sleeping and he was kneeling in prayer he heard in the distance the voices of angels singing Ave María, gratia plena, as though they were beginning Matins. And he saw a multitude of angels bringing Our Lady on a throne from Jerusalem in great glory, and by her a wooden image of her, and a column of jasper. The celestial harmony continued to the Benedicamus Domino which ends the Matins, and the Apostle then heard Our Lady call him gently by name, bidding him build her a temple on that spot, for said she, “this place is to be my house, and this image and column shall be the title and Altar of the temple that you shall build.”*


    St. James straightway began to build there a church to which he gave the name, Our Lady of the Pillar, and, according to the ancient Latin manuscript preserved in the archives of El Pilar, this was the first church in the world to be consecrated by the hands of an apostle to the glory of the Blessed Virgin. Before he left Saragossa on his way back to Jerusalem and to his martyrdom the Saint named his disciple Athanasius first bishop there and ordained priest his other disciple, Theodore. Thus the Mozarabes of that church in Saragossa, being poor and humble, were allowed to practise their cult in peace. The tradition of antiquity of the cult of the Pillar is proved by the Mozarabic Mass, which in ancient times was sung in the chapel of the Pillar, and by a Latin codex in thirteenth-century lettering which is preserved in the archives of the church of El Pilar in Saragossa.3


    The Apostle continued on his way to Palestine, but the tiny flame of faith which h&had kindled in Spain burnt on steadfastly throughout the years of persecutions, and Prudentius was able a little later to sing of Christ’s triumph even when the Moors ruled the banks of the Ebro.


    


    

  


  
    THE SAINT’S JOURNEY AFTER DEATH


    


    When St. James had been killed with the sword by the Jews, the disciples took his body away from Jerusalem by night and brought it to the seashore, where by divine dispensation a ship was moored. They boarded the ship without sail or rudder, and by the guidance of the angel of our Lord they arrived in seven days in Galicia in the country of Queen Lupa.4


    As soon as the disciples reached the shores at Iria they took out the body of the Saint and laid it on a great stone. Immediately the stone received the body into itself as if it had been soft wax, and became like a sepulchre to the body. The disciples then went to Queen Lupa and said to her: “Our Lord Jesus Christ hath sent to thee the body of His disciple, so that him thou wouldst not receive alive thou shalt receive dead,” and they described the miracle of their arrival and asked for a place suitable for his holy burial. Whereupon the Queen sent them, ‘by treachery and by guile to a cruel man’, as Master Beleth said, ‘and some even say it was to the King of Spain’, who put them in prison. But when he was at dinner, the angel of the Lord opened the prison and let them escape. In fury he instantly sent knights after them but as the knights tried to cross a bridge, the bridge collapsed and they fell in the water and were drowned. Then he repented and sent after them, begging them to return; and they returned and converted the people of the city to the faith of God.


    Even that miracle did not soften the heart of Queen Lupa, and when the disciples returned and told her of the agreement of the King, she answered: “Take the oxen that I have in yonder mountain, and yoke them to my cart, and bring there the body of your Master and build for him such a place as ye will,” knowing that there were no oxen in the mountain but only wild bulls who would destroy them. Ignorant of the evil intentions of the Queen, they went up the mountain, where they met first of all a dragon that spat fire and ran at them. But they made the sign of the cross and he broke in two pieces. When the bulls rushed at them they likewise made the sign of the cross, and in a moment the wild animals became as meek as lambs. They then yoked them to the cart, and put the body of St. James, with the stone in which they had laid it, on the cart, and the wild bulls of their own will, without a driver drew it down the mountain and into the middle of the palace of the Queen Lupa. When she saw this she believed and was christened. Then she gave them all they required and turned her palace into a church, richly endowing it and ended her life in good works.*


    Before the disciples left the mountain they baptized it with the name Pico Sacro or Sacred Mount. On their return they allowed the bulls to lead them, and after three leagues the animals halted in a field which Queen Lupa gave to them in free gift, so that they might build a mausoleum. This spot, where in coming centuries the cathedral and the city of Santiago de Compostela were to rise, was called Liberum Donum or Libredon in memory of the gift. The disciples then laid the relics of the Apostle in a marble sarcophagus, perhaps one they may have found there at hand, and over it they built an altar and a small chapel. After that all traces of the two disciples* and the mausoleum, disappear for eight hundred years.


    


    

  


  
    ST. JAMES SLEEPS EIGHT CENTURIES


    


    At the time of the burial of St. James, Spain was still the richest province of Rome and shortly before the dissolution of the Empire, Roman Spain in its cultural development formed a unity similar in its distribution of forces and values to what modern Spain became at another Imperial moment—namely, during the sixteenth century and the golden age of its literature. Its precise material significance was described in the first universal history compiled by a Christian, Paulus Orosius, the Galician, disciple of St. Augustine. He possessed to a special degree the sense of patriotism; Spain in his eyes was still a province of the Empire, within which Divine Providence had unified the world, but nevertheless the Province of Spain rises proudly affirming its own historical destiny within the Empire. Immediately after Orosius the Roman Empire of the West was dismembered into various Germanic Kingdoms, and Spain was pacified by the Visigoths, who were the most romanized of the Germans and convinced of the necessity of Roman unity. The idea of a united Roman-Gothic Spain which was so nobly portrayed by Orosius and so eloquently exalted by St. Isidore, ‘the Egregious Doctor’, as he was called, never ceased to be present in the spirits of men during the following centuries, for both those authors were widely read all through the Middle Ages. Nevertheless, Spain fell upon evil days: the Gothic Kingdom split up in an anarchical contest between warring parties and national sentiment declined. One of the parties called to its help the Moslems across the straits and when these turned from allies to invaders all unity in the face of material danger faded away.


    The characteristic Iberian disunity broke out everywhere like a plague, which, when strength diminishes, invades the whole body. There was but one centre of resistance, in North Spain, which resolved to organize its resistance against the invader—namely, Asturias—but it fought on in lonely isolation. A long period of disintegration had begun with the invasion of the Moors, for many new states arose on the ruins of the Visigothic Kingdom.5


    While St. James lay buried in his long sleep in Galicia the invading Moors consolidated their power and the great Abderrahman I founded the mosque in Córdoba on the site of a Visigothic church, which had itself been built on the ruins of a Roman temple dedicated to Janus. To this house he gave the name of Zeca or House of Purification, and he resolved that it should rival Mecca, and become the sacred city of the Western Mohammedan world. In the course of the centuries it was to become, after the Kaaba, the largest and most beautiful building of Islam, with its nineteen gateways of bronze, its four thousand seven hundred lamps of perfumed oil, its roof supported by twelve hundred columns of porphyry, jasper and many-coloured marbles.6 But what drew the attention of the world towards the mosque was not its artistic splendours but the realization that the shrine contained some of the bones of the Prophet Mahomet himself. These relics became the envy and the obsession of all Spain. Pilgrims came from all over Europe to pray at the Holy of Holies, and in the wake of the pilgrims came architects, builders and artists, with the result that Córdoba became the most civilized city in the world. Palace after palace arose, and later on in the days of Abderrahman III, in the suburbs, amid the earthly paradise of fig trees, almonds and pomegranates rose Medina Azahara, a palace of the Arabian nights, whose beauty we may still recapture in the nostalgic verse and prose of Ibn Hazm’s El Collar de la Paloma.7


    Already in the days of the first Abderrahman the moonlit patios of Córdoba had echoed the songs of Ishaq or his pupil Ziryab ‘the black bird of sweet song’, as he was called in Andalusia, who after being minstrels of Harun ar Rashid the Caliph of Bagdad, had taken up their abode in the city of the Zeca. Thus Córdoba and Seville became the two great centres of culture in the Western world and there was a saying of Averroes that when a wise man died his books were sold in Córdoba; if he was a musician his instruments went to Seville.


    Meanwhile in North-Western Spain the refugees of Gothic, Roman and Iberian stock grouped themselves under the leadership of Pelayo, the semi-legendary hero from whom the monarchs of Spain derive their ancestry, in the days when the Kingdom of Asturias included Galicia and León. Pelayo and his band were despised by the Moors who thought of them as a handful of rebels perched on a rock outside the Cave of Covadonga. Their only food was the honey which they gathered in the crevices of the cave wherein they dwelt like so many bees. But in the narrow passes of the mountains, near the cave of Covadonga, Pelayo, ‘the contemptible Goth’ won the Marathon of Spain in the year 718, and the Moors were driven back with terrible slaughter. So runs the legend which the minstrels sang and whose significance they exaggerated as was their wont.


    Pelayo, however, is the symbol of the spirit of independence, which maintained itself intact in the mountains of Asturias, and was transmitted to Alfonso II, sumamed ‘the Chaste’, who reigned from 791 to 842. It was in his reign that the body of St. James the Great was discovered. Those were the days when Charlemagne had established, on the confines of his kingdom, districts under the military control of counts of the march, or margraves, whose business it was to prevent hostile incursions into the interior of the kingdom. In 777 Charlemagne was visited by disaffected Moslems, who had revolted against the Emir of Córdoba, and offered to become his faithful subjects if he would come to their aid. The result was his first expedition to Spain, where after some years of war the district of the Ebro was conquered and Charlemagne established the Spanish march. In this way began the gradual expulsion of the Mohammedans from the peninsula which was to be carried on by slowly extending conquests until 1492, when Granada, the last Mohammedan stronghold fell. The true consecration of Charlemagne as the Defender of the Faith came in 800 when on Christmas Day in St. Peter’s he was crowned by the Pope as ‘Emperor of the Romans’.


    It should be remembered that Roman civilization was so deeply rooted in South Spain that even after the fall of the Empire, and the invasions of the Visigoths (who were Romanized before they entered Spain) and the Moors, it did not disappear. The ancient Spanish liturgy which had been introduced by the Visigoths with its Arrian and Byzantine elements had been revised by St. Isidore of Seville and SS. Ildefonso, Eugenius and Leander and adopted by all the churches. The Moors after the invasion treated those who submitted to their rule with tolerance in religious matters, and allowed them to practice their rites freely. Those who were willing to submit to Moorish power were called Mostarabuna or Arabizants, and their liturgy soon received the name of Mixt-Arabic or Mozarabic. These Mozarabs, as time went on became corrupted by Moorish influence. In the eleventh century, in the reign of Alfonso VI the conqueror of Toledo, this was to lead to the struggle between the Mozarabic and the Roman Bite.


    


    

  


  
    THE DISCOVERY OF THE RELICS OF ST. JAMES


    


    In the days of Alfonso II, at the beginning of the ninth century, the diocese of Iria Flavia in the wilds of Galicia was inhabited by a number of hermits who spent their days in prayer and meditation. Most of them were cave-dwellers and mortified their flesh, refusing all food but what they could get from tilling the land or gathering honey from the wild bees. Among those hermits was Pelayo, who was famed among the rest for his godliness.


    One night Pelayo, during his meditations, was astonished to see a big star burning low over a thickly wooded hill near the River Sar. He told his brother hermits and the shepherds who watched, and they, too, saw the great star and many little flickering stars among the bushes on the hill.


    As they drew nearer they heard distant music as though choirs of angels were singing before an altar. When they told Theodomir, the Bishop of Iria Flavia, he at once recognized the hand of God and advised them to hold three days of prayer and fasting. Then under the guidance of the hermits and the shepherds, workmen invaded the wooded hill and after clearing away the undergrowth they came across a small shrine. Beneath the arch was an altar and at its foot a sarcophagus. A miniature in the venerable Codex, preserved in the cathedral of Santiago and known as tumbo A, naively portrays the scene. We see the bishop Theodomir enter the shrine, while an angel descends from above and sheds incense over him. Theodomir, by divine revelation after much fasting and prayer or, as the tradition goes, by the discovery of a piece of parchment or papyrus near the body in the sarcophagus, convinced himself that there lay the body of Santiago, Son of Zebedee and Salome, brother of Saint John, whom Herod beheaded in Jerusalem.* The word of Theodomir was sufficient, and soon the news spread far and wide. First of all he announced the glad tidings to King Alfonso II, ‘the Chaste’, and he with the nobles of his court set out from Oviedo for Galicia.


    Alfonso realized the full significance of the discovery. Now that Spain possessed the body of the Apostle the Christians would win because Santiago would inspire the holy war and give them faith to triumph over the Moslems, who drew their moral strength from the relics of the Prophet in the Mosque at Córdoba. Alfonso himself proclaimed the Apostle to be the Patron Saint of all Spain—the Spain that was already liberated, and that which still remained to be won ^ from the Infidel. He forthwith proceeded to build a church over the spot where the tomb has been discovered. It was a humble church made of stones and mud (ex petra et luto opere parvo) but soon its fame grew, owing to the number of miracles which took place. And these miracles, add the chroniclers, dissipated any doubts that might have existed among the disbelievers. Beside the church the king built a baptistry consecrated to St. John the Baptist and nearby another church with three altars, one dedicated to the Saviour, and the other two to the Apostles, St. Peter and St. John. In addition, he built a monastery and cloister for an Abbot and twelve monks, and he surrounded the town with a strong wall, so that the inhabitants could resist the raids of the Moslems. The city was given the name Compo-stella or starry field (from Campus stellae), in order to perpetuate the miracle of its discovery.


    


    

  


  
    THE MOOR-SLAYER


    


    The discovery of the relics of St. James caused a sensation, not only throughout western Christendom but also throughout Islam. It brought consolation and hope to Europe that the triumphant progress
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    of Mohammedanism would be checked. Nowadays when we try to explain the rise to power of certain races and the decline of others, we think of material improvements in warfare. We think of advances such as those from slings and bows and arrows to cannons and muskets and so on to our own day with its aeroplanes, poison gases and atomic bombs. We are however, apt to underestimate the power of emotional or spiritual influence, and for this reason it is difficult for us to appreciate the enormous effect that the discovery in Galicia of the bones of St. James had upon the people of the ninth century. It was as if they had been spirited into a world of radiant sunlight, and they girded themselves for action under the inspiration of the new emotion which enraptured their soul. They moved with exhilaration and strength, for they feared nothing, neither defeat nor death.


    Alfonso II had communicated the news of the discovery to Pope Leo III and to Charlemagne the Emperor, with the result that pilgrims began to flock into North Spain. Even the Moslems came to have news of the Apostle and we find references to Compostella in Moorish authors, as for instance, in the Andalusian poet from Jaén, Algacel, who accompanied a Norman delegation there in 850.


    The first great miracle performed by St. James after his long sleep of eight hundred years took place during the reign of Ramiro I in 845 at that legendary Battle of Clavijo, near Nájera. The cause of the battle was the shameful tribute of a hundred maidens, which, according to a pact made previously by the Asturian king, Mauregato, with the Emir of Córdoba, the Christians were obliged to hand over every year. When Abderrahman II exacted the tribute, Ramiro, after consulting with his advisers, refused to comply and war was declared. In the first engagement near Albelda the Christians were defeated and took refuge on Mount Clavijo, and on the eve of the battle the Apostle appeared in a dream to King Ramiro and promised him victory. Next morning, trusting the word of the Saint, the King attacked with all his forces, and suddenly, they saw the Apostle descend from the sky mounted on a white charger, having in one hand a snow-white banner on which was displayed a blood red cross, and in the other a flashing sword. Terrible slaughter ensued and, according to tradition, St. James single-handed slew sixty thousand Moors, and the remnant were routed with appalling losses.


    The victors, in gratitude to God for the divine aid, vowed to Santiago, under whose leadership the victory had been obtained, that all Spain would henceforth be tributary to the church at Compostella, and that every acre of ploughed land and vineyard would pay each year a bushel of corn or wine to that church. Furthermore, that when any booty was divided among the Christian troops, St. James was to receive the share reserved for a knight. By what appears to us today a miracle this tribute continued to be paid regularly every year until the Cortes of Cadiz in 1812, when it was abolished.*


    Modern historians believe that possibly the ancient chroniclers attributed to the Battle of Clavijo the events that took place a hundred years later, when Ramiro II of León defeated another Caliph of Córdoba, on this occasion Abderrahman III at the Battle of Simancas.* On this occasion there was no confusion, for all contemporaries refer to it as the most famous battle of the age, and it was celebrated in the plays of the German nun Roswitha, in the annals of St. Gall and in the Aghar Machmua of Ibn Khaldun. The Caliph attacked Ramiro with an army of a hundred thousand men and the King of León despairingly sought for help from the Count Fernán González of Castile and the warlike Queen Tota of Navarre. The battle was fought at Simancas in 939 and the Moorish troops were routed, and so great was the butchery that only the Caliph and a handful of his followers made their escape. At this battle St. James appeared riding through the clouds, but this time he carried mitre and crozier as well as his sword, and he was accompanied by St. Millán. The two together, ‘the white horsemen that ride on white horses, the knights of God’, were described by the first known poet of Spanish literature, Gonzalo de Berceo, who had been brought up as a child in the monastery founded by the San Millán de la Cogolla, which is now known as the Escorial of La Rioja. And it was as the result of the victory at Simancas that the Count Fernán González instituted the Vow of San Millán in the same terms as the vow of Santiago after the legendary Battle of Clavijo.


    By the time of Ramiro II the idea of a Holy War in defence of Christian territories had become a reality, mainly owing to the unifying efforts of Alfonso III, ‘The Great’ (866-910), who, when writing the first history of the small kingdom of Oviedo, calls it the history of the Goths, proclaiming by this title the uninterrupted continuity of the Gothic monarchy, and declaring that the Kingdom of Pelayo was salus Hispaniae, the salvation of Spain, and that the Spaniards would not cease to fight day and night until, in accordance with divine predestination, the Saracens were expelled root and branch.


    


    

  


  
    SANTIAGO AND ALMANZOR


    


    Already by the time of Alfonso the Great, the discovery of the bones of the Apostle had produced their effect.8 Already the Christians had lost their sense of inferiority in face of the Moslem enemy and we find documents of that period calling Alfonso III magnus imperator, whereas before, the monarchs had been called príncipes or reges.9 It was Alfonso III who made Compostella the spiritual centre of North Spain by building a big cathedral to house the remains of the Apostle, and it had three naves and three apses consecrated to the Saviour, St. Peter and St. John. Richard Ford gives a quotation from one of the contemporary Moslem writers as ‘a proof of the early and widespread effect and influence of the antagonistic tutelar and tomb on the Moors’. The shrine was frequented even by those Christians who lived among the Moors, and the pilgrims brought back detailed reports. The Moorish annalist thus describes: ‘their Kabah is a colossal idol, which they have in the centre of the church; they swear by it and repair to it in pilgrimage from the most distant parts, from Rome as well as from other countries, pretending that the tomb, which is to be seen within the church, is that of Yakob one of the twelve apostles and the most beloved of Isa: may the blessing of God and salutation be on him and on our prophet’.10


    The growth of Santiago de Compostela in size and power became a great menace to Moslem power in Spain and excited the envy and fears of Córdoba.


    Then in 968, a powerful force of Normans invaded from the coast and captured Compostella, which they held for two years. The people, however, rallied, and with the help of the Apostle drove out the invaders. Just at that time a new leader of the Moors appeared upon the scene—one of those men of destiny who rise from time to time in Islam, to lead an Al-Jihad or Holy War.


    Almanzor al Allah—-Victor by the grace of God—was the name he took to himself and it is significant as it shows that he would be leader of a crusade. He had been a poor student at the University of Córdoba, but had risen to power owing to his dignity and charm of manners. So adroit was he that he captivated the beautiful Sultana, in whose hands the Caliph Hakam II left the government of the state that he might devote himself to his books.


    Almanzor became so indispensable that when the Caliph died in 976 he took over all the government of the Kingdom, leaving Hakam’s successor, Hisham, a boy of twelve, to be merely Caliph in name. Not only did he reorganize the army, but he enlarged the mosque at Córdoba, and encouraged science and the arts.


    Such was his learning that he never set out on his campaigns without carrying with him his library of books. Among the Christians he spread dismay, for they knew that his suave manners and his magnanimous treatment of his opponent was a mask concealing unbridled ambition. Burke the historian sums up his virtues as follows: ‘His rise is a romance; his power a marvel; his justice a proverb. He was a brilliant financier; a successful favourite; a liberal patron; a stern disciplinarian; a heaven-born courtier; an accomplished general; and no one of the great commanders of Spain, not Gonzalo de Aguilar himself, was more uniformly successful than this lawyer’s clerk of Córdoba.’*


    Almanzor dreaded the rising influence of the Jacobean crusading spirit, for Compostella would make a greater appeal to the pilgrims of the world than the Zeca at Córdoba. Hence every year he proclaimed a holy war against the enemies of Islam, hoping that in this way he would strike terror in the Mozarabic Christians and all others who waned in their loyalty. And when finally he began his march to exterminate the shrine of the Apostle he found none to resist his troops, for as they passed they destroyed every village and town. According to the Abbot Juan de Montemayor, who wrote of the Moorish ravages some centuries later, the name of Almanzor symbolized destruction.


    ‘You would see’, said he, ‘Christians wandering through the hills and the rocks, by fifties and hundreds, men and women, helpless strays lost among those mountains, and the women with their children moaning and crying like sheep when you take their lambs away.’* At Zamora he was met by many Spanish counts, who, in face of his threats, hastened to submit in order to secure their own safety and a share in the spoil.*


    When Almanzor entered Santiago on Wednesday, August 10, 997, he found the city deserted, for the inhabitants had taken to their heels rather than face the exterminating host of infidels. He forthwith razed the city to the ground and, according to the Christian chroniclers, he did not spare church or palace. He directed his most furious onslaught on the church where the Apostle’s remains were deposited and so completely demolished the building, according to a Moorish chronicler, that on the morrow no one would have supposed that it ever existed. He was said to have tried to feed his horse out of the still existing font in the cathedral, but the barb, according to the Spaniards, burst asunder and died. Richard Ford, who, no less than George Borrow, knew the difficulties horses have to face in Galicia, even in the nineteenth century, remarks: ‘Possibly, coming from Córdoba the change of diet had affected the horse’s condition, and certainly we ourselves nearly lost our superb haca Cordobesa from the hay and oats of Galicia.’*


    It might be supposed that Almanzor before he left Santiago would have made sure that he had destroyed the tomb of the Apostle and scattered his bones to the four winds, or else he would have carried them off with him to Córdoba. But he did neither. The Christian chroniclers believe that he could not find the body of the Saint, for the Apostle when in danger had the power of surrounding himself with an obfuscation of his own making. The cynical Richard Ford inelegantly compares it to the brown liquid the cuttle-fish squirts in order r to avoid pursuit. Others however, maintain that when the Moorish chief stood before the tomb ‘he was dazzled by a divine splendour and he trembled’. Pope Leo XIII was so impressed by this story that, in his Apostolic Letter of November, 1884, he suggests that Almanzor’s death was the vengeance of Heaven on account of his pillage of Compostella.


    In the seventeenth century de Maríana declared that Almanzor and his impious band were all stricken down immediately by a sickness inflicted by Divine Vengeance, with the result that not a single man returned to Córdoba alive. The Moorish annalists, alas, are more trustworthy than the Christian: they tell a beautiful story which resounds to the eternal credit of the Moorish chief The Moslems, they say, found no living soul at Santiago except an old monk who was sitting on the tomb of St. James:


    “Who are you and what are you doing here?” demanded Almanzor.


    “I am a familiar of St. James and I am saying my prayers,” said the old man.


    “Pray on as much as you wish,” said the Moorish chief. “No man shall molest you.”


    And he straightway placed a guard around the tomb to protect it and the monk from the violence of his soldiers.


    Almanzor returned to Córdoba laden with booty, and the strongest of the Christian captives were forced to carry the bells of the Cathedral of Santiago on their shoulders. The bells were hung up reversed as lamps in the great Mezquita, where they remained until 1236, when St. Ferdinand restored them to Compostella, sending them back on the shoulders of Moorish prisoners. As to Almanzor, he did not die in the year after his sacrilegious attack on Compostella, but in 1002 at Medinaceli. He was defeated in 997 at Calatañazor, and became depressed in spirit at the thought that all the power which he had consolidated would fall to pieces, for it solely depended on the individual power of its founder.


    He was buried in the dust of fifty campaigns, for like a true Almogávar, or dust-covered frontier-fighter, he used to shake off the soil from his garments into a chest which he carried about him for that purpose.


    His sad anticipations were soon verified, for after his death his army disbanded in true Moorish manner, each man to Ins home, and with him fell the Caliphate of Córdoba.*


    


    

  


  
    SANTIAGO MATAMOROS AGAIN


    


    Santiago Matamoros had pitifully belied his title of Moor-slayer in the tragic .events at Compostella. Many of those who returned to their ruined city must have doubted the warlike prowess of their patron Saint. That the Saint himself must have realized that a good deal of scepticism was rife among his followers is suggested by the charming story which is related in the Chronicle of the Cid concerning the deliverance of Coimbra from the Moors in 1064. Coimbra had been conquered by Almanzor seventy-seven years before, and in 1063 the Christian inhabitants had made desperate appeals to the King of León and Castile, Ferdinand I, to come to their assistance.


    In December of that year the city of León was the scene of the solemn ceremonies attending the dedication of the new basilica to St. Isidore. Ferdinand had recently defeated King Motadid of Seville and the terms of peace he imposed indicate the extent to which Ferdinand and his Leónese subjects were actuated by religious as well as material aims, for, in addition to the usual indemnity, he demanded the remains of Justa, the martyred Saint, that they might be transferred to León. As the delegation of bishops sent to Seville were unable to find the remains of the martyr, they took away in their stead those of St. Isidore, ‘the Egregious Doctor’, whose learned works were in every library in Europe.* It should be added that at the head of the Christian delegation was the Bishop of León, Alvito, to whom St. Isidore appeared three times and said: “I am the Doctor of the Spains and mine is the body to be removed.” St. Isidore’s body, furthermore, revealed itself to the questing delegation by divine odours, and on the way back to León worked miracles, curing the lame and blind and casting out devils. Wherever the corpse rested at night it was found so heavy the next morning that it could not be moved until the inhabitants promised to found and endow a church on the spot;* that done, it miraculously became light and transportable again. Henceforth St. Isidore in his new sepulchre soon won great celebrity for the church and the city of León and became, as a worker of miracles, a serious rival to St. James at Compostella.


    When the envoys came from Coimbra, in 1064, beseeching King Ferdinand for aid, the famous warrior, Rodrigo Diaz de Vivar, later called the Cid, happened to be in the royal retinue, and it was he who persuaded the King to send a great host to liberate the city. The Cid at this time, being in the bloom of youth (he was only twenty-one), was eager to enter the lists, and he expressed the hope that in Coimbra he might be knighted on the field of battle by the King. And thus Ferdinand followed the advice of one who was destined to become the mightiest hero of Spain, the scourge of the Moslems and yet win from them the fame of being ‘one of the marvels of the Lord’. The King bethought him of St. James and made a pilgrimage to Compostella, where he remained three days and nights in prayer, making great offerings to the basilica.


    With the help of the Apostle he gathered a great army and marched over the mountains and laid siege to Coimbra. But, month after month, he fought in vain, and his food supplies ran short and all seemed lost. But then, says the chronicle, when he was about to retire to León, St. James came to the rescue, food was obtained and the army revived their spirits, with the result that in a week’s fighting the Moors offered to surrender the city, and on a Sunday, at the hour of terce, the gates were opened to him. In case the folk, in after years, might fail to recognize the part played by St. James in the siege, the chroniclers told the following legend.


    ‘Now it came to pass that while the king lay before Coimbra there came a pilgrim from the land of Greece on pilgrimage to Santiago; his name was Estiano, and he was a Bishop. And as he was praying in the church he heard certain of the townmen and of the pilgrims saying that Santiago was wont to appear in battle like a knight, in aid of the Christians. And when he heard this, it did not please him and he said to them: “Friends, call him not a knight but rather a fisherman.” Before this it pleased God that he should fall asleep, and in his sleep, Santiago appeared to him with a good and cheerful countenance, holding in his hand a bunch of keys and said to him: “Thou thinkest it a fable that they should call me knight, and sayest that I am not so: for this reason am I come unto thee that thou never more mayest doubt concerning my knighthood; for a knight of Jesus Christ I am and a helper of the Christians against the Moors.” While he was saying this, a horse was brought him, the which was exceeding white, and the Apostle Santiago mounted upon it, being well clad in bright and fair armour, after the manner of a knight. And he said to Estiano: “I go to help king Don Ferdinando who has laid these seven months before Coimbra, and tomorrow with these keys which thou seest will I open the gates of the city and deliver it unto him at the hour of terce and deliver it into his hand.” Having said this he departed. And the Bishop when he awoke in the morning called together the clergy and people of Compostella, and told them what he had seen and heard. And as he said, even so did it come to pass; for tidings came that on that day and at the hour of terce, the gates of the city had been opened.’


    It is related that the King not only conferred knighthood on the Cid and committed Coimbra to the care of Sisenando, Bishop of Iria Flavia, but he also went to Compostella to return thanks to the Apostle.11


    Already St. James had recaptured the prestige which he had lost as a result of the devastation by Almanzor. Fresh troubles, however, were at hand.


    Ferdinand the Great, the protagonist of the age-long crusade against the Infidel, died in 1065, and his empire was divided among his three sons, Sancho reigning in Castile, Alfonso in León and Garcia in Galicia.12 Castile under the rule of Sancho, who was called the Strong, began to draw ahead of the other two countries, especially because the King’s champion, the Cid, was appointed the Ensign or Alférez, that is to say the supreme commander of the Army.


    The three brothers, however, soon quarrelled over the conditions laid down by their father’s will, and after various battles, Sancho The Strong defeated Alfonso and was crowned King of León, thus laying the foundations for the predominance of Castile. Alfonso was sent into exile at Toledo to the Court of the Moorish king, Mamun, where, as the Crónica Silense tells us, he laid plans for his siege of the city in years to come. Meanwhile, some of the nobles of León, with the help of his sister Urraca, created a revolt at Zamora, which led to the siege of the city by Sancho and the Cid, a siege which became famous in Christendom, owing to the epic poem which was sung by the minstrels.


    Sancho was murdered treacherously in the prime of his manhood, and Alfonso, with the help of Mamun, returned to León and proclaimed himself king, but before he could be crowned, he had to swear that he had taken no part in Sancho’s murder and this oath was administered to him by the Cid, who alone had the courage to do so, and who, in consequence, incurred the king’s lifelong displeasure. Alfonso, however, was anxious to strengthen the bond between León and Castile and for this reason took the Cid with him on a goodwill mission to Oviedo in 1075, whose Cathedral of San Salvador had been, since the days of Alfonso III the Great, a place of pilgrimage, second only to the famous shrine of Compostella. It owed its fame to a chest containing holy relics which nobody dared to examine, for in the year 1030, when some clerics had opened it there burst forth so stupendous a light that some of the terrified clerics were stricken stone-blind.*


    


    

  


  
    ALFONSO VI AND CLUNY


    


    Alfonso, however, who had now proclaimed himself King Alfonso VI, followed the example of his father Ferdinand and made his clergy and knights prepare themselves for the ceremony in Oviedo by fasting and penance. After divine service on the fourth Friday of Lent, and in presence of all the priests and courtiers, he caused the chest to be opened. The awestruck assembly then saw the most sacred relics of the Passion of Christ: fragments of the Cross, drops of the Redeemer’s blood, the napkin that enveloped His head and crumbs of the Last Supper. There were also relics of the Virgin Mary and the Twelve Apostles.* Reports of this ceremony travelled all over Christendom and added prestige not only to Alfonso the Emperor, but also to the pilgrimage of St. James.*


    Ever since the days of Alfonso III the Great the pilgrims to Compostella had turned aside from the road to Santiago to visit the relics at Oviedo, and this gave rise to the proverb which says that to visit Santiago and omit San Salvador (the Church of the Saviour) is to call on the servant and neglect the master. Alfonso, in order to encourage the pilgrimage to Compostella, granted special privileges to St. Dominic of the Causeway, the hermit who gained his nickname by his building operations on the Calzada or highway leading to Santiago de Compostela. The king had an ulterior object in fostering the pilgrimage of St. James. He was eager to attract foreign merchants and artisans as well as pilgrims to Spain, and with this object in view he allowed them to settle down in what were known as the ‘Frankish Quarter’ of the towns along the route, such as Logroño, Belorado, Burgos and Sahagún. Thus from the main road of St. James prosperity spread to the other trade routes, and merchants as well as pilgrims could now cross the country without being the victims of attacks by bandits, and so strictly was the King’s peace enforced that it was said that a lone and defenceless woman carrying gold could travel with the utmost safety.*


    But Alfonso the Emperor had deeper designs in his mind. He was resolved not to be merely an emperor in name as his father, Ferdinand I, but to assert his supremacy over other nations in Spain, and so he had himself designated Adefonsus imperator totius Hispaniae. His claim to this title was in defiance of the Apostolic See, for in the same year Pope Gregory VII (the Cluniac monk, Hildebrand) reiterated the proclamation he had issued in France in 1075, telling the kings, counts and other princes of Spain that the peninsula was by rights the property of St. Peter and the Holy Roman Church. Now that they had liberated their land from the infidel, they must remember (as they cherished their faith and their salvation) their duties to the Church. It is significant that the Papal proclamation was made shortly after the mighty Emperor Henry IV had knelt as penitent before Gregory at Canossa. The claims of Gregory were disseminated throughout the land by the jongleurs, the popular newsmongers of the time, who fanned the flames by adding that the Emperor of Germany and the King of France would support the Pope’s claims by the threat of a crusade against Spain if the King refused to pay. In the poem entitled Las Mocedades de Rodrigo, the Cid defies the Pope and the German Emperor:


    


    May God requite thy evil, Roman Pope!


    The tribute year by year thou darest demand:


    Our good King Ferdinand shall surely pay


    In open fight tomorrow in the field.*


    


    Pope Gregory also disapproved of the diversity of liturgies that existed in the Western Church, for the Church in Spain used the Mozarabic ritual, which had been derived from the Toledan or Visigothic Church. Strange to relate, in the protracted dispute which took place over the liturgy, Alfonso, under the influence of his French wife, took the side of the Pope.


    Nevertheless, a bitter struggle took place between the sects, for the nationalist Spaniards clung firmly to the ritual which they had inherited from their ancestors, the ritual observed by SS. Isidore and Leander of Seville and St. Eugenius of Toledo, and they were deeply grieved that Pope Gregory should attribute the divergence of their ritual from the Roman to the false doctrine of the Arrians or the invasions of the Moors and Goths. The dispute finally culminated in the dramatic scene of the duel between the two rituals.


    The Castilian champion won the day, but the Queen’s partisans protested that there was foul play and had the decision annulled. According to the Crónica Najerense, it was then decided to appeal to the ‘Judgement of God’ and the ordeal by fire. A great bonfire was lit in the Plaza de Zodocover in Toledo, and the volumes—one of the Mozarabic and the other of the Roman ritual—were cast into the flames. Whereupon the Mozarabic book was seen to leap from the flames. The King, however, in a rage, kicked it back into the fire, murmuring as he did the proverb: “Allá van leyes do quieren reyes” (Laws go whither kings wish). The nationalists received a further blow shortly afterwards when owing to the influence of the monks of Cluny, French handwriting was introduced into the monasteries and replaced the traditional Toledan characters.


    The second marriage of Alfonso, to Constance the daughter of the Duke of Burgundy who had grown up under the influence of Cluny, did much to weaken the nationalistic impulses of his character and draw him towards the Universal Church. The great strength of the monks of Cluny was that they stood for Catholicism and firmly upheld the Roman policy of centralism.* The Pope in his policy of reorganization of the Church resolved to employ the Cluniac monks in purging the Spanish Church of its nationalistic traditions. With this intention, the humble mystic Adelelmus or Lesmes, who had been Abbot of Chaise-Dieu in Clermont diocese, was sent to Spain, at the request of the Queen. He arrived on his ass and began at once to work miracles before the King, who then gave him the chapel of San Juan and a hospice at the eastern gates of Burgos, so that he might help pilgrims on their way to Santiago. Now that God had given Spain prestige in the world through the tomb of the Apostle in Compostella, it was necessary to organize that prestige in accordance with worldly conditions, and where would the King find more efficient propagandists and men of action than in Cluny.*


    In consequence, as the eleventh century advanced the French influence made itself more and more deeply felt in Spain. Along the pilgrim road arose at intervals a number of monasteries from San Juan de la Peña in the Pyrenees to Galicia, where charity was given to the poor and the ailing, but where the rich pilgrims gave generous donations in return for hospitality.


    Alfonso VI believed that the monks of Cluny would resolve all the problems in heaven and on earth but he was mistaken.* While the Spaniards, with the war-cry of St. James on their lips, were fighting against the fanatical Almorávides, the dioceses throughout north Spain were being peopled by French bishops, mostly of Cluniac origin, and the crown of Alfonso VI nearly passed to a foreigner, Raymond of Burgundy. Spain in the eleventh century was, as Américo Castro says, a second Holy Land, where a kingdom could be created as at Jerusalem and one right against the Pyrenees. The designs of France with regard to Spain were analogous in 1100 to what they afterwards were to be in 1800 and the Napoleon of those mediaeval days was St. Hugh, Abbot of Cluny.*


    The Cluniac reforms came at a significant moment of history when the approach of the end of the Christian millennium filled the people of the West with gloom and apprehension, and the preachers continually made reference to the end of the world. The Church proclaimed the necessity of preparing for the coming of the Lord. The eleventh century began with preparations for the Crusades and ended with the setting forth of the Crusaders. It began with the letter wherein the French Pope Sylvester II called upon Christendom for the first time to join in the struggle against the Infidel, and it closed with the sermon of Pascal II, another French Pope, and the departure of the armies of Peter the Hermit and Godefroy de Bouillon. During the interval there were the French expeditions to Naples, the Norman conquest of England, and the expeditions of the French against the Saracens in Spain. It was the great period of French initiative, but the Kings of France in that century were simply spectators of the great events that were changing the world.


    The three French Kings of the century were: Robert II, 996-1031; Henry I, 1031-60 and Philippe I, 1060-68—all of them lacking in the heroic qualities that were required, and they took no part in the struggle between the Popes and the Emperors, nor in the wars in Italy, Spain or England, nor in the crusade to the Holy Land. But the very insignificance of those French kings roused, as we shall see presently, in the French people memories of the great days in the past when Charlemagne ruled and Roland was his henchman. The monks at Cluny became the great instruments of the Church in creating the crusading spirit for the campaigns in Europe itself and in the Holy Land, and what more heroic myth had they ready to hand than the story of Roland and the Peers of France at Roncevaux and the crusade of Charlemagne in Spain against the Saracens in 778? It was necessary now in the eleventh century to revive the heroic saga of the eighth century.


    


    

  


  
    REVIVAL OF THE MYTHS


    OF CHARLEMAGNE AND ROLAND


    


    Raoul le Glabre, in the Prologue of his Chronicles, recalls how Charlemagne and his son Louis restored the Orbis Romanus: ‘quasi una domus famulatur suis imperatoribus Orbis Romanus’. And again: ‘Charlemagne exalted the Kingdom of the Franks; he ruled from Mount Gargano to Córdoba, and though engaged in wars in Gaul, in Germany and in Lombardy, he went to the assistance of the Christians who bore the cruel hordes of the Saracens.’ The Charlemagne who appears before us in the Chanson de Roland is a baron, but still more a saint and still more the leader of the people chosen by God; he reigns over the Franks of France like Saul over Israel, and his twelve peers like the Twelve Apostles around Jesus. His knights are men in the flower of their age, and he after two hundred years still leads them as he led their ancestors in endless wars which are always Holy wars. His army, like that of the Crusaders, is full of priests, and he himself is a priest as David and Moses were; when he sleeps, St. Gabriel watches by his bed; God speaks to him by the voice of the angels; when he prays the sun stops in the heavens; when his warriors go into battle he blesses them with his right hand.


    His figure, though Godlike, is human nevertheless, and near to us, for it is sorrowful. We weep with him for Roland the fair, slain at Roncevaux in 778.13


    But the angel of God is implacable with Charlemagne the Emperor, and reminds him what his mission must be. Roland lies dead upon the green sward at Roncevaux with his face turned towards Spain, so that Charlemagne should not think he turned his back upon his foes. Roncevaux was a lost battle, but Roland became the best-beloved hero of the Middle Ages, as immortal as Leonidas at Thermopylae, and the minstrels sang of his deeds for centuries. At Hastings in 1066, the Norman jongleur, Taillefer sang of Roland as he spurred on his horse and tossed his sword aloft before William’s army. And the memory of Roland echoed in the minds of innumerable pilgrims of the eleventh and twelfth centuries as they plodded through the passes of the Pyrenees towards far-off Compostella.


    They thought of Roland when they entered the dark valley of Roncevaux at eventide through the dismal gorge with its grim rocks which seemed to echo and re-echo with the distant battle-cry, “Mont-joie”, and the melancholy winding of Roland’s horn, Olifaunt. And they thought of Roland’s peer, Archbishop Turpin, who not only celebrated Mass and consecrated knights, pledging Heaven itself as a return for every life, but turned aside to handle lance and blade. For, said the Chanson, not even St. Michael himself fought more fiercely against the fallen angels and ‘Soon four hundred pagans lie stretched around him—a tremendous exploit, even for an archbishop’. And the dying Roland, seeing his beloved archbishop lying dead on the green , sward with his shapely white hands crossed over his breast, commends to God the soul ‘of one who all his life had been a valiant champion against the heathen both in word and deed’.


    So sang the twelfth-century poet of the Chanson, but then we are told by the scholars that the poet was wrong and that Turpin never even took part in the Battle of Roncevaux, for when it was taking place he was celebrating Mass a few leagues away.


    According to the tradition in the eleventh and twelfth centuries, after the disaster Turpin had returned to France and retired to Vienne, where he laid up his helmet and sword and cured his wounds. Then, being at leisure, he resolved to write his memoirs, for his friend, Leoprand, the Dean of Aix-la-Chapelle, had asked him to tell the story of the Emperor Charlemagne’s expeditions to deliver Spain and Galicia from the Saracens. And so the good Archbishop wrote back announcing his intention of describing in all sincerity, as befits one who is Charlemagne’s historian, the marches and counter-marches of the Emperor, the miracles of God and the deeds of prowess of the Twelve Peers during the fourteen years that had preceded the fatal engagement at Roncevaux. This letter was the preface to the celebrated chronicle entitled Turpini Historia Karoli Magni et Rotholandi, written by the so-called pseudo-Turpin, which has aroused such a tempest of criticism in the academic world.*


    Joseph Bédier, who in the matter of epic poetry deserves to be called Maestro di color che sanno, has shown step by step how the chronicle of Turpin, which formed the fourth book of the Codex Calixtinus, or Book of St. James, was closely related to the great pilgrimage. According to the chronicle, Charlemagne was old and weary after a life spent in warring episodes and he wished to rest. One night in the heavens he saw a starry road which crossed France and Spain to the world’s end. It ran across the sky to Galicia, where the body of St. James at that time lay unrecognized. Many a night he saw the portent and understood it not. At last a fair lord appeared to him, and when the Emperor asked: “Lord, who art thou?” he answered: “I am James the Apostle, Christ’s servant, the son of Zebedee, John the Evangelist’s brother, elect by God’s grace to preach His law, whom Herod slew: look you, my body is in Galicia, but no man knoweth where, and the Saracens oppress the land. Therefore God sends you to recapture the road that leads to my tomb and the land wherein I rest. The starry way that you saw in the sky signifies that you shall go into Galicia at the head of a great host, and after you all peoples shall come in pilgrimage even till the end of time. Go then; I will be your helper; and as guerdon of your travails I will get you from God a crown in heaven, and your name shall abide in the memory of man until the Day of Judgment.”


    According to the chronicle, Charlemagne then had made three expeditions into Spain. In the first he besieged Pamplona and captured
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    it, and pushed on as far as Compostella, and beyond as far as El Padron, where the boat arrived from the Holy Land carrying the body of the Apostle. He then rode into the sea and stuck his lance there, in sign of his dominion even to the ends of the world. In the second expedition he had entered Spain again to chastise the Saracen King Agolant, whom he defeated on the banks of the River Cea and then he built an abbey where Sahagún now stands. In the third expedition he had assembled all his army in the landes of Bordeaux and crossed the Pyrennees by the Somport Pass and again had become Master of Spain. On the way home he had captured Saragossa, but in the mountains his rearguard was attacked by Saracens. Roland and his thousand knights were slain and buried by the Emperor at St. Romanin of Blaye and Belin, St. Seurin at Bordeaux and les Alyscamps. At the end the Emperor dies and all the deeds of his life are placed in the balance on the Day of Judgment, and it is not certain whether they will weigh down his multitude of sins, but a headless Galician throws in the stones of all the churches built by him and thus he mounts to Paradise.


    


    


    

  


  
    THE BOOK OF ST. JAMES


    


    Codex Calixtinus, or Book of St. James, is a mysterious compilation, a hotch-potch collected from different sources and places, and Gaston Paris placed'its date about 1130. It has nothing of Calixtus but the name.14 As he was Count Guy de Bourgoyne, brother of Count Raymond, Queen Urraca’s husband, he was a plausible author upon whom to father the manuscript.15 It is possible that Aymery Picaud, the priest from Poitiers, was the editor, but the editor on the first page states that a number of churches, all devotees of Compostella, intervened in the work, though the principal part was written at Cluny.16


    When we examine its five books, we find that it was written as a manual of propaganda, in order to boost the pilgrimage to the tomb of St. James. The first book consists of a variety of poems, hymns and tropes, some by great names, such as Fulbert of Chartres, the Patriarch William of Jerusalem, Saint Fortunatus; others by Pope Calixtus and Aymery Picaud, the editor. The gem of the collection is the great Mass intended for antiphonal choirs, solo voices and a chorus that included the entire congregation of the church crowded with pilgrims.


    The second book includes about twenty miracles or examples which took place during the lifetime of the great Archbishop Gelmirez— that is to say, about 1150, when the Codex was written. The third book tells the story of the journey of St. James’s body from the Holy Land. The fourth is the chronicle of Turpin; the fifth and final book is a practical guide for pilgrims, written by Aymery Picaud, clerk in orders, from personal knowledge of the road of the Apostle, with notes on each locality by the way.


    In 1150, when the Book of St. James was written, the pilgrimage had become of world wide significance, the basilica was finished, the hostels for the pilgrims abounded and the roads leading to the Apostle’s shrine were thronged. The miracles described in the Codex were already celebrated in the world, the story of the journey of the Apostle’s body from the East was acknowledged to be the most ancient document in Galicia, the hymns were already sung by the faithful in Compostella and along the roads.


    The Book of St. James was intended by the propagandists of Cluny to be an account of the great pilgrimage written at the height of its fame, and they created the personality of Archbishop Turpin, the faithful prelate of Charlemagne in Cluny, with the object of giving wider significance to the cult of the Apostle and of reviving the mystical heroism of Charlemagne and Roland. Charlemagne would thus become the first pilgrim of St. James, and his knights, who in the original Chanson de Roland died as martyrs on the return from the Crusade of 778, would now, in Turpin’s account, die at Roncevaux on the return from the pilgrimage to Galicia. The profound significance of Cluny’s invention is best understood in Joseph Bédier’s statuesque prose: ‘L’idée est celle de grouper dans les Landes de Bordeaux les héros de toutes les gestes appelés des quatre coins de l’horizon poétique, de les acheminer tous épris d’un même désir vers le tombeau de Galice et de les ramener par Roncevaux, afin que l’Apôtre à cette dernière étape de leur pèlerinage leur donne à tous à la fois leur recompense, la joie d’être martyres. L’idée est belle de ce crépuscule des héros qui renaissent ensemble à la lumière éternelle. L’idée est belle de distribuer leurs dépouilles, leurs reliques sur les routes de Compostelle pour qu’ils en soient les gardiens, pour quils protègent eux les pèlerins triomphants, ceux de l’Église militante: ils sont leurs modèles sur ces routes, leurs patrons, leurs intercesseurs.’*


    Formerly there existed two parallel traditions concerning Charlemagne and his Peers. According to one he buried them in white coffins in San Seurin at Bordeaux and St. Romanin at Blaye: according to the other, he buried them in the Roman tombs in les Alyscamps. The Chronicle of the pseudo-Turpin, however, in 1150 harmonized the two conflicting traditions which appear in the Chansons de Geste and divided the remains of the heroes between the shrines of both French roads of St. James. The Codex Calixtinus conferred a great boon on Compostella and introduced the golden age of the cult of St. James. Aymery Picaud describes the crypt of the Basilica planned by Maestro Bernardo, whose fame was attested by the epithet, Senex mirabilis magister: ‘There lies St. James in a marble ark in a fair vaulted sepulchre wonderful for size and workmanship. It is lighted heavenly-wise with carbuncles like the gem of New Jerusalem and the air is kept sweet with divine odours; waxen tapers with heavenly radiance light it and angelic service cares for it.’ Don Diego de Gelmirez, the bishop of Santiago in those days, was also the lord of Compostella. The citizens were under his jurisdiction, and he had a large force of knights under his personal command with which to repel the pirates who raided the coasts of Galicia. In spite of his struggles with the capricious Queen Urraca and her son Alfonso VII, the Emperor, whom he had continually befriended, Gelmirez succeeded in imposing his will, and, for a time, he stood» fairly co-equal with the Pope of Rome. Florez, the author of España Sagrada, calls him ‘the model of heroic churchmen’.


    


    

  


  
    THE KNIGHTS OF ST. JAMES


    


    Soon after the death of Diego Gelmirez the celebrated Order of Knighthood of St. James was instituted to commemorate the life and deeds of Santiago Matamoros, whose war-cry, ‘Santiago y cierra España’ (‘St. James and close Spain’) roused the Spaniards as they rode into battle.


    In the will of San Juan de Ortega there is a reference to lawless brigands who attacked the pilgrims, and according to this the first Knights of St. James were knights-errant, who protected the weary and defenceless. According to tradition the Order was founded by Ramiro I, King of León, and there were thirteen freiles, or professed knights in memory of Jesus Christ and His twelve Apostles. The society which arose in the twelfth century, the age of the Crusades, was however, essentially warlike, and war became the main business of life for a people seeking to regain their country from a conqueror who differed from them both in race and religion. The Order of Santiago was confirmed in 1175 by Pope Alexander III, and its ideal was that of the Knights Templars, whose motto was: Non nobis non nobis, Domine, sed nomini tuo da gloriam.


    Two ideals, the military-chivalrous and the religious-monastic, crystallize in the form of the military Orders and the urgency of the appeal against the Infidel at the doors gave strength to these associations in Spain when they had lost their vitality in other countries.17 In Spain, moreover, besides the redemption of the country from the Moors, the Knights of St. James undertook to protect the pilgrims on their way to and from Compostella.


    The motto of the Order was Rubet ensis sanguine Arabum (The sword is red with the blood of the Moors), and the badge was a blood-red sword in the form of a cross charged with a white scallop shell. The original thirteen Knights had taken the voluntary vow of chastity, but after 1350 a substitute or emienda could take the place of an absent Knight in the Chapter. The Knights were to be lions in battle and lambs in their convents, and they had to resign some of their personal rights. The married ones lost their patria potestas, so that they and their families became, nominally at least, the property of the Order.


    They were not only Crusaders on the field of battle, but they also regulated in many ways the relations between the Spanish monarchs and the Moslem world of Spain and North Africa in the matter of rescuing and ransoming captives, a great work which was afterwards continued by the Monks of Mercy.18


    The Order grew in favour and wealth in the succeeding centuries, so that it possessed at the end of the fifteenth century no less than two hundred commanderies, with as many priories, and an immense number of castles and villages, together with property of every description. It had become, in fact, a state within a state, and the Catholic monarchs considered its independence of the Crown a menace to the unity of Spain.


    The moment for action came when the Master of the Order, the Conde de Paredes (whose memory has been immortalized by his son, Jorge Manrique, in Copias de Oro), died, and Queen Isabella visited Uclés, the headquarters of the Order, and ordered the Chapter to appeal to the Pope to grant the Mastership to Ferdinand. And so in 1493 the Order and all its property were incorporated in the Crown. Henceforth its emblem, the little red sword, called el lagarto, or lizard, becomes a courtly symbol, which gives a subtle touch of elegance to the knights in El Greco’s pictures, who wear it on their doublets and cloaks.*


    


    

  


  
    ST. JAMES GOES OVERSEAS


    


    The war of Granada, with its glorious pageant of chivalry that lives for us still in the fifty-four scenes carved on the choir-stalls of Toledo Cathedral, marked the end of the first phase of St. James’s apostolate for Spain. He had inspired the Spaniards to bring to fulfilment the dream of eight centuries of struggle against the Moors, but there were still tasks ahead and conquests overseas,*-which needed the supernatural aid of Santiago mounted on his snow-white steed. And so St. James the Moor-slayer crosses the ocean, riding in the clouds above the Spanish galleons, many of which bore his name on their bows. Cunninghame Graham, a modern conquistador, has described the epic in the following words: ‘There had been but one real conquest worthy of the name —that of the New World. The human race in all its annals holds no record like it. Uncharted seas; unnavigated gulfs; new constellations; the unfathomable black pit of the Magellan clouds; the Cross hanging in the sky; the very needle varying from the Pole; islands innumerable and an unknown world rising from out the sea; all unsuspected races living in a flora never seen by Europeans, made it an achievement unique in all the history of mankind.’*


    Throughout the conquest ‘Santiago’ was the war-cry of the Spaniards in their struggle against the Indians as it had been in the past against the Moors. On March 12, 1519, when Cortes was in danger of perishing in the mud by the River Grijalba, in the words of Bernal Diaz the soldier chronicler: ‘We were in mortal danger until we reached the bank, but then calling upon My Lord Santiago we charged the enemy fiercely and drove him back.’ On the march towards the mysterious city of Montezuma, when the small force of Cortes was attacked ceaselessly by the Indians in overwhelming numbers, Cortes shouted the war-cry, “Santiago y a ellos” (“St. James and at ’em”), and with the help of the Apostle the Indians were driven back with great slaughter.


    The help of the Apostle again was sought in the misadventures of the ‘sad night’, when the bridge over the lake collapsed and men and horses fell into the water amidst a shower of arrows from the Indian bowmen. ‘What dismay and horrors we felt’, says Bernal Diaz, ‘when in the dark we heard the cries of the victims calling upon Our Lady and My Lord Santiago for help’.


    A supreme instance of the intervention of St. James took place in the Battle of Otumba, when the Spanish survivors, during their harassed retreat from Mexico, had to turn at bay against the huge army of Guatemoc. Bernal Diaz, in the course of his description (for sheer epic grandeur, unequalled in literature) adds that the Apostle was seen in the battle on horseback driving back the enemy. And in the South American continent Francisco Pizarro, in preparing his daredevil enterprise at Cajamarca against the Inca Atahualpa and his army, gave the cry “Santiago” as the sign to attack. With the help of the Apostle, in half an hour, an army of forty thousand Indians was routed by Pizarro’s handful of men on horse and foot.


    A proof of the prestige won by the Apostle in America is the number of cities, towns and villages in the new world which bear his name. He became as great a celebrity among the Portuguese as among the Spaniards, and protected their explorers and conquistadors as devotedly as he did the Spaniards, and the cult of the Apostle was especially strong in the Archdiocese of Braga. From the Jesuit historian, Father Juan Pedro Maffeo’s History of the East Indians, we learn that the Portuguese attributed their conquest of Goa not only to the Cross but also to ‘the Apostle St. James, the president of the Spaniards’.*


    


    

  


  
    ST. JAMES REACHES THE APOGEE


    


    The capture of Granada and the fall of Moorish power in Spain marks the apogee of St. James’s influence, for at that time the number of pilgrims who flocked to Compostella was greater than ever before; so great in fact that Ferdinand and Isabel, knowing how poor was the accommodation provided for pilgrims in Compostella, devoted funds raised on the occasion of the capture of Granada to the erection of a Royal Hospital close to the Cathedral, where pious pilgrims might find shelter and the sick be nursed. This was a scheme particularly dear to Isabel, who had followed her army into battle, spurring on the soldiers, raising the courage of those who were faint from long exposure and tending the sick and wounded. She had been the first to establish military hospitals at the front, and we might look upon her as the Florence Nightingale of her time. It was thus natural that she and Ferdinand should manifest their gratitude for the conquest of Granada by attributing the success of their enterprise to the national hero-saint, St. James, and by exacting as other monarchs had done from time to time, the tribute of a bushel of grain on every pair of oxen, horses, mules and asses used in agriculture throughout Spain. This tribute was to be devoted to the erection of the Royal Hospital at Compostella and the repair of the Cathedral.


    The foundations of the Royal Hospital were laid in 1501 and it was ready to receive pilgrims in 1511. Not only was their building with its beautiful sculptures and sublime decorations one of the noblest structures of the Renaissance in all Spain, but its fame as a hospital was celebrated in glowing words even as later as 1675 by Luis de Molina in his Descripción del Reino de Galicia. ‘I believe’, he says, ‘that this hospital is so well known in every part of the world that all I can say about it will be readily credited. In the three large wards there are few days when there are less than two hundred sick people, and the number is much larger in jubilee year. Yet every patient is treated with as much care as if the hospital had been erected for his particular benefit. The hospital is one of the great things of the earth. Apart from its sumptuousness and the regal grandeur of its architecture it is a marvellous thing to feel its size, the multitudes of its officials, the diligence and zeal of the attendants, the cleanliness of the linen, the care taken about the cooking, the perfect order of the routine, the assiduity of the doctors. One may indeed regard it as a crowning glory of Christendom.’


    Nevertheless, the capture of Granada and the discovery of America marks the coming of an age which would witness a sad decline in the prestige and influence of St. James, the Patron of Spain.


    1501, the year of the foundation of the Hospital, was a fateful date. In that summer Catherine, the daughter of Ferdinand and Isabel, set out for England on what was to be her long Via Crucis, culminating in the dissolution of her marriage to Henry VIII and England’s decision to break with her mediaeval past. The decline of St. James was but one of the many changes due to the dying out of one age and the dawning of another.


    The cult of St. James had not worn itself out, but its continuance depended largely upon foreign sympathy and support. Most of the pilgrims came from abroad, from Germany, Scandinavia, England, France and Italy, and as the sixteenth century advanced the motive for pilgrimage weakened and passed away. Even when commercial enterprise increased traders soon found that they could carry on business without the guide of religion.*


    


    

  


  
    A STRIKING PARALLEL:


    ST. THOMAS OF CANTERBURY


    


    We can best illustrate the great change that took place in men’s beliefs if we consider the parallel case of the English pilgrimage to the tomb of St. Thomas Becket at Canterbury. For three centuries after that grim evening of December 29, 1170, when England’s Primate fell a martyr at the hands of the knights of Henry II Plantagenet, Canterbury was the scene of a long succession of pilgrimages, which gave it a place among the great centres of Christendom and which, through Chaucer’s poem, have given it a lasting hold on the memory of Englishmen.* Pilgrims came from France and the east of Europe and disembarked at Sandwich, from which busy port they advanced along the banks of the Stour to Canterbury. Another line of approach from the west was along the old British track still called the Pilgrim’s Way across the Surrey downs from Southampton. The most frequented road of all was that from London, celebrated in Chaucer’s Prologue of the Canterbury Tales. In the Canterbury pilgrimage every element of society except the very highest and lowest was represented—the knight, the yeoman, the prioress, the monk, the friar, the merchant, the Oxford scholar, the squire, the cook, the miller and the poet himself. It was a crowd similar to those on the road of St. James, except that occasionally we find popes, kings and their suites journeying towards Compostella.


    The Canterbury pilgrims were accustomed, like those of St. James, to be accompanied by minstrels and story-tellers, and indeed the pilgrims themselves became such adepts at story-telling that, as their enemies said, ‘if they be half a month out in their pilgrimages many of them become, half a year after, great jugglers, story-tellers and liars’. Miracles there were in plenty at St. Thomas’s tomb as at Santiago’s, as, for instance, that of the great carbuncle or diamond called the ‘Régale of France’, which had been given to the tomb by Louis VII when on pilgrimage. The King had come thither, so ran the legend, to discharge a vow made in battle, and knelt at the shrine with the stone set in a ring on his finger. The Archbishop, who was present, entreated his Majesty to present it to the Saint, but the King demurred, for it seemed too costly a gift, especially as it ensured him good luck in his enterprises. Scarcely had his refusal been uttered when the stone leapt from the ring and fastened itself to the shrine, where it remained as if a goldsmith had fixed it there.


    The Canterbury pilgrimage reached its height in the fourteenth century, when Chaucer wrote his Prologue. It was in 1370 when pilgrims thronged the great London road to Canterbury that Simon of Sudbury, afterwards Primate, openly told the people there that the plenary indulgence which they hoped to gain by their visit to the tomb would be of no avail to them.* Then between the years 1511 and 1513 there arrived at the Cathedral the two most illustrious strangers that had visited the spot since Chaucer. The one was John of Colet, the Dean of St. Paul’s Cathedral, and the other was Desiderius Erasmus, the prince and patriarch of the learning and scholarship of Europe. Both men were struck by the majesty with which the cathedral rose into the sky to strike awe even at a distant approach.


    Erasmus was naturally timid and shrank from making an open attack on so widespread a feeling as the worship of relics, but Colet, who was an earnest theologian, had no such scruples, and refused resolutely to give the accustomed kiss to the cross of St. George, and when the kind Prior offered one of the filthy rags torn from one of the robes of St. Thomas as a choice present, he held it up between his fingers and laid it down with a whistle of contempt which distracted Erasmus, between shame for his companion’s bad manners and a fear of the consequences. When the two visitors were leaving Canterbury, an aged almsman threw his accustomed shower of holy water upon them and offered them ‘the shoes of St. Thomas’ to kiss.


    “What,” cried Colet enraged. “Do these asses expect us to kiss the shoes of all good men who have ever lived? Why, they might as well bring us their spittle or their dung to be kissed.”


    The kind-hearted Erasmus, however, was touched, and he dropped into the hand of the old almsman a small coin.


    In spite of these ominous signs, the pomp of the pilgrimages continued apparently unabated almost to the very moment of the final crash. On the last jubilee in 1520 it was still pleaded at Rome that since the death of St. Peter there never was a man that did more for the liberties of the Church than St. Thomas of Canterbury. In that year Henry VIII had received the Emperor Charles V at Canterbury immediately before the meeting of the Field of the Cloth of Gold, and the two monarchs rode together from Dover on the morning of Whit-Sunday and passed through the streets of Canterbury lined with Spanish and English nobles and clergy in full ecclesiastical costume.


    Shortly afterwards the Queen, who had greeted her imperial nephew with such affection at Canterbury, was divorced, and in 1534 the royal supremacy and separation from the See of Rome was formally declared. The visitation of the monasteries began in 1535, the lesser monasteries were suppressed in 1536, and in 1537 on the Eve of St. Thomas ‘the Archbishop ate flesh and did sup in his hall with his family’, as the monk of St. Augustine’s Abbey, who relates the incident, duly observes, ‘which was never seen before’. This was the signal for the fatal blow which fell on April 24 of the following year, when a summons was addressed in the name of King Henry VIII to Thomas Becket, sometime Archbishop of Canterbury, charging him with treason, contumacy and rebellion. It was read within the walls of the Cathedral and thirty days were allowed for his appearance, and when, at the expiration of that time, the dead man had not risen to answer for himself, the case was heard at Westminster: the Attorney-General on the part of Henry VIII, and for the accused an advocate.


    On June 10 the sentence was pronounced against the Archbishop that his bones should be burnt and the offerings should be forfeited to the Crown. The bones, it is generally believed, were scattered to the four winds, the jewels and gold were carried off in carts and deposited in the royal stores, and the ‘Régale of France’, the glory of the shrine, Was worn in the King’s thumb-ring and afterwards adorned the golden collar of his daughter, Queen Mary.


    What amazes us today is the thoroughness with which this proclamation was carried out. Not only has every statue and picture of ‘the traitor’ been swept away, but there is hardly a copy of any historical or legal document from which the pen or the knife of the eraser has not effaced the once-honoured name of St. Thomas. Wherever it occurs, every record of the shrine was so completely destroyed that the Cathedral archives throw hardly any light either on its existence or removal.


    Dean Stanley shows that the shrine of St. Thomas fell not simply from a love of destruction or a desire of plunder, but before a sense of overwhelming necessity. Had the reformers, he adds, been ever so anxious to retain it, they would probably have found it impossible to do so. For one of the most surprising parts of the whole transaction is the apathy with which the clergy and the people acquiesced in the act of the Government.


    When similar destruction was effected in France at the time of the French Revolution, although the horrors perpetuated were even greater, yet there were loyal hands to save some relics at least from general ruin.


    


    

  


  
    ERASMUS AND ST. JAMES


    


    We have turned aside from the Road of St. James to follow the way to Canterbury because the fate of St. Thomas Becket in England is instructive when we examine the causes of the decline in the popularity of our Apostle in the sixteenth century. By the middle of the fifteenth century the attitude of many Christians towards Santiago was one of unbelief. The masses of Christendom, however, both clergy and lay, still held that the Devil himself was the cause of the opposition to the cult of St. James, and as the devil was the father of lies the unbelief that was inspired by him should be condemned. For this reason, the good people everywhere fought the devil and resisted all doubts. They thanked God for giving them legends and miracles and were not discouraged.*


    Molina, writing in the seventeenth century, considers that the decline of the pilgrimage to Compostella was due to the ‘damnable doctrines of the accursed Luther which diminished the numbers of Germans and wealthy English who attended the pilgrimages’. But the hostile attitude towards both pilgrimages and pilgrims existed a century before Luther, for we find it in Langland’s Piers Plowman. His soul craved for a pilgrimage that would be the passage from a lower to a higher phase of life, and in his vision he describes the company that went out to seek the truth. They meet a ‘painim in pilgrimes wise’ having on him tokens of all the holy places he had visited—‘signes of Synay and shelles of Galice and many a crouche [cross] on his cloke...’. When some of the company ask him whence he came, he replies: “Ye may se by my signes, that sitten on myne hatte, that I have walked wide in weet and drye, and sought good seintes for my soules helthe.”


    When they ask him whether he knows a saint whom men call Saint Truth and could he show them the way to the place where he dwells, he can only reply: “Nay, so me God helpe:


    


    I seigh never palmere, with pyk ne with scrippe,


    Asken after hym er til now, in this place.


    


    The company then agree that “Truth is not the sort of Saint that pilgrims go to seek.”


    Before the arrival of Luther on the scene the Lollards or Wycliffites and their wandering ‘poor preachers’ were constant bitter critics of the clergy in England, for they championed the cause of the poor peasantry against the barons and the prelates. We have the Ploughman s Complaint in the same period, which describes the popes, cardinals, prelates, monks and friars, who call themselves followers of Peter and keepers of the gates of Heaven Hill.


    In the sixteenth century, when the Renaissance introduced the spirit of free enquiry, there emerged a far more disturbing critic of Santiago than the heavy-handed Luther, who threw his inkpot at the Devil, and that was Desiderius Erasmus, who visited the shrine of St. Thomas at Canterbury. No man sapped the faith of Western Europe with subtler influence than Erasmus, the greatest humanist of the age, whose mild reasonableness attracted such staunch Catholics as Luis Vives and St. Thomas More. In one of his Colloquies entitled ‘Religious Pilgrimage’, he describes the return home of a certain pilgrim called Ogygius who had visited St. James at Compostella, not of his own free will but because his wife and mother-in-law had forced him. As he approaches his home, he meets a friend called Menedemus, and the two converse as they walk towards the town. The dialogue was translated in the eighteenth century by the lexicographer, Bailey:


    


    MEN. From what part of the world came you? For here there was a melancholy report that you had taken a voyage to the Stygian Shades.


    OGY. Nay, I thank God, I never was better in all my life than I have been ever since I saw you last.


    MEN. And may you live always to confute such vain reports. But what strange dress is this? It is all over set off with shells scollop’d full of Images of Lead and Tin and Chains of straw-work and the cuffs are adorned with Snakes eggs instead of bracelets.


    OGY. I have been to pay a visit to St. James at Compostella, and after that to the famous Virgin on the other side of the water in England: and this was rather a revisit; for I had been to see her three years before.


    MEN. What? Out of curiosity, I suppose.


    OGY. Nay, upon the score of religion. «


    MEN. That religion, I suppose, the Greek tongue taught you. OGY. My wife’s mother had bound herself by a vow that if her daughter should be delivered of a live male child, I should go to present my respects to St. James in person and thank him for it.


    MEN. And did you salute the Saint only in your own name and your mother-in-law’s name?


    OGY. Nay in the name of the whole family.


    MEN. Truly I am persuaded your family would have been every whit as well if you had never complimented him at all. But prithee, what answer did he make you when you thanked him?


    OGY. None at 'all; but upon my tendering my present he seemed to smile and gave me a gentle nod with this same scallop shell.


    MEN. But why does he rather give those than anything else?


    OGY. Because he has plenty of them, the neighbouring sea furnishing him with them.


    MEN. O gracious saint that is both a midwife to women in labour and hospitable to travellers too! But what new fashion of making vows is this that one who does nothing himself shall make a vow that another man shall work? Put the case that you should tie yourself by a vow that I should fast twice a week if you should succeed in such and such an affair, do you think I’d perform what you had vowed?


    OGY. I believe you would not, altho’ you had made the vow yourself: for you made a joke of fobbing the saints off. But it was my mother-in-law that made the vow, and it was my duty to be obedient: you know the temper of women and also my own interest lay at stake.


    MEN. If you had not performed the vow what risk had you run?


    OGY. I don’t believe the saint could have laid an action at Law against me; but he might for the future have stopp’d his ears at my petitions or slily have brought some mischief or other upon my family; you know the humour of great persons.


    MEN. Prithee tell me how does the good man St. James do? And what was he doing?


    OGY. Why, truly, not so well by far as he used to be.


    MEN. What the matter, is he grown old?


    OGY. Trifler! You know Saints never grow old. No, but it is this new opinion that has been spread abroad thro’ the world is the occasion that he has not so many visits made to him as he used to have; and those that do come give him a bare salute and either nothing at all, or little or nothing else; they say they can bestow their money to better purpose upon those that want it.


    MEN. An impious opinion.


    OGY. And this is the cause, that this great Apostle that used to glitter with gold and jewels now is brought to the very block that he is made of, and scarce has a tallow candle.


    MEN. If this be true the rest of the Saints are in danger of coming to the same pass.


    


    We can imagine the slim, feasting smile of Erasmus as he penned these lines. His irony with its saline tang runs through the veins of most of the greater writers of the sixteenth century. We find it in the stoical Cervantes, humorist and soldier, even in Don Quixote when Sancho Panza asks the following significant question: “Which is the greater achievement, to bring a dead person to life or to kill a giant?” Don Quixote answers: “To raise the dead of course.” Then Sancho answers: “You and I, master, ought to be Saints so as the sooner to win this fame we’re after.”


    Sancho means that both of them should win the favours and prerogatives that are enjoyed by the bodies and relics of the Saints, “for they with the sanction and approval of our Holy Mother the Church have lamps, tapers, winding-sheets, crutches, paintings, periwigs, eyes and legs, to deepen devotion and enhance their Christian fame. Kings carry the bodies and relics of Saints on their shoulders, kiss bits of their bones and enrich and adore their oratories and favourite altars with them... Why ’twas only yesterday or the day before they canonized or beatified a couple of little bare-footed friars, and now it is held a great luck just to kiss and touch the iron chains with which they were bound and tortured.... So you see, master, it pays better to be a little humble friar, no matter what your Order than a valiant knight errant.” Don Quixote then replies that “chivalry is a religion and holy knights are there in glory”. But then Sancho’s answer, implacably voicing the general opinion of sixteenth-century man: “True, but I’ve heard say there are more friars in heaven than knights errant.”*


    In France the slim feasting smile of Erasmus became the Gargantuan laughter of Rabelais, which swept away superstitions and hypocrisy in a cloudburst of drollery. Over the great gate of his monastery of Theleme was the inscription in great antique letters:


    


    Here enter not vile bigots, hypocrites,


    Externally devoted apes, base snites,


    Puft-up, wry-necked beasts, worse than the Huns,


    Or Ostrogoths, forerunners of baboons.


    


    But there was gravity and wisdom too in that laughter, for, as Coleridge said in classing him as one of the greatest creative minds of the world, his buffoonery was not merely Brutus’s rough stick which contained a rod of gold; it was necessary as an amulet against monks and legates. Hence the fatherly homily given by the aged Grangousier to pilgrims in general: “Go your ways, poor men, in the name of God the Creator, to whom I pray to guide you perpetually, and henceforward be not 'so ready to undertake these idle and unprofitable journeys! Look to your families, labour every man in his vocation, instruct your children and like as the good Apostle St. Paul directeth you in doing whereof: God his angels and saints will guard and protect you and no evil or’plague at any time shall befall you.”


    In the sixteenth century doubts arose in the minds of some of the pilgrims whether the body of St. James was at Compostella. Dr. Andrew Boorde, by far the most light-hearted and kindly of the pilgrims whose accounts have descended to us, became disillusioned on his journey to Compostella, and he assures us that there is not a bone of St. James in Spain or in Compostella, but only as they say, his staff, the chain with which he was bound in prison and the sickle which sawed his head off. The loss of his illusion was caused by a cleric in Compostella—a bleary-eyed old man who shrived him (‘whether it was to have my counsel in physic or no, I pass over’)—-and after giving him absolution said as follows: “I do marvel greatly that our nation especially our clergy and the cardinals of Compostella (so the head-priests are called in Compostella) illude mock and scorn the people to do idolatry, making ignorant people to worship the thing that is not here. We have not one ear nor bone of St. James; for St. James the More and St. James the Less, St. Bartholomew and St. Philip, St. Simon and St. Jude, St. Bernard and St. George with divers other Saints, Charlemagne brought them to Toulouse, pretending to have had all the Apostles’ bodies or bones to be congregated and brought together into one place in St. Severin’s Church of Toulouse, a city in Languedoc.” Andrew Boorde then went to Toulouse to ascertain the truth, and there he was convinced by authentic writings and seals—the premises of truth; ‘but’, he adds, ‘these words cannot be beheved of incipient persons especially of some Englishmen and Scottish men’.


    In the same century the celebrated historian Juan de Maríana adopted a very cautious standpoint, saying that he was not sure either of the visit of the Saint to Spain or of the genuineness of the body said to be his. Padre Maríana, however, did not want to make trouble, and he added that it was not expedient to disturb with such disputes the devotion of the people so firmly settled. Nevertheless, we should remember that when at the end of the sixteenth century there arose in Spain a craze for the relics of Saints, as a result of the discovery of the heads in the Sacro Monte in Granada, it was Maríana who appealed to the King and the Pope to curb the excesses of this cult which had been fostered by the ecclesiastical authorities.*


    Up to the fifteenth century St. James monopolized the devotion of the Spaniards, but then other competitors appeared, such as the Virgin of Guadalupe, for instance, and in the sixteenth century St. Joseph’s help was invoked in affairs of state, according to a decree of 1555 in Mexico. His assistance was particularly called for against storms, thunder and lightning.


    As Americo Castro points out, the courage and energy of particular individuals of striking personality was singled out, and profound faith was placed in royalty, as a result of the Messianic prestige possessed by the Catholic monarchs in the eyes of Spaniards all over the world. It was a period when such personalities as Alvar Nunez Cabeza de Vaca, the Conquistador, the Grand Captain, or Don John of Austria were made objects of a special leadership cult. For this reason, the faith in Spain’s invincible Patron Saint declined, and we find Don Quixote speaking ironically of San Diego the Moor-slayer, whereas when he sees the image of St. Paul he addresses him in awe-struck tones as the greatest defender of the Church.


    The decline in prestige of St. James in the sixteenth century led to a series of polemics mostly originated by sectarian prejudice. In one case the Archbishop of Toledo, García de Loaysa, in order to exalt the primacy of his Archdiocese, published a document of the Lateran Council convoked by Innocent III in which it was denied that the Apostle ever came to Spain, for he had been beheaded before starting on the journey. As a result of this attack, Cardinal Baronio ordered the passage referring to the preaching of the Apostle in Spain to be omitted from the new edition of the Breviary of St. Pius V. Such indignation, however, was caused in Spain that Philip II had to intervene through his ambassador to get the omission rectified. Then in 1617 the reformed or Discalced Carmelites started a nation-wide movement to have St. Theresa of Jesus declared the Co-Patron of Spain with St. James. This proposal was accepted by the Cortes and in 1620 Philip III and the Council of Castile ordained that a fast should be held in celebration of the Saint of Avila as Patron of Spain. A fierce struggle then took place all over the country: fiery sermons were preached from pulpits and tracts pullulated in defence of the Apostle from the printing houses, with the result that in 1630 Pope Urban VII ordained that Santiago should be considered the one and only Patron Saint of Spain.*


    


    

  


  
    QUEVEDO BREAKS A LANCE FOR SANTIAGO


    


    All those tracts have disappeared into oblivion with the exception of the pamphlet Su espadapor Santiago (His sword for St. James), which Quevedo addressed to His Majesty King Philip IV in 1628. Quevedo, like the Prophet Jeremiah, had for many years been clamouring against the destiny of Spain. ‘All our poor opened their mouths against us’, he cries. ‘The Spaniards are victims of a stubborn persecution and all the world is for them a prison and a punishment. Nevertheless, solitude is steadfastly to be desired, for Spain receives all evil through her communications with foreign peoples.’ But as the years roll on this sense of solitude in the people becomes embittered, for the disillusion of the extremist Spain of Philip II still lay over the country like a pall of lead. Quevedo, the echo of isolationist Spain, which was beginning to sink into disillusion, believed that the cause of so great a decline was the peace which the nation enjoyed. In the end, he hoped, wars would start again and the ancient vigorous qualities would return, enabling Spain to carry out her Catholic destiny.


    Quevedo was the first political commentator of his age, and he knew the secret of interpreting to the world the subsconscious thoughts of his people. The crisis which had taken place in the fortunes of St. James, the Apostle of Spain, was due to the religious changes that had taken place in the second half of the sixteenth century, as a result of the mysticism of St. Theresa and St. John of the Cross. They had shown by their writings and by their example the way to a more profoundly intimate and spiritual experience. But neither Quevedo nor the other religious Orders approved of the Carmelite reforms, which preached solitude with God and manual labour. Quevedo felt that he had been reduced to the category of a serf by those who had dethroned the great Patron Saint of Spain and sacrificed him to the ideal of the Carmelites, whom he considered ineffectual and effeminate. He addresses the King, saying: ‘How can those Carmelite fathers imagine that Santiago will give Your Majesty arms to turn against himself: and that you will relieve him of his sword and hand it to St. Theresa who is always represented by her devotees holding a distaff?’


    Quevedo was passionately convinced that Santiago Matamoros was essential to Spanish history: ‘God made him Patron of Spain, which then did not exist, in order that when the day came he might intercede for her and with his doctrine and his sword bring her to life again.’


    But Quevedo, in spite of his passionate defence of Santiago, isolation and war, lived long enough to see Spain lose her military prestige in the national misfortunes of Catalonia, Roussillon, Portugal and Rocroy. Quevedo’s trust in Santiago was as unbounded as that of the areat warlike Bishop Gelmirez of the twelfth century, and in his rnphlet he answered the Carmelites who had proposed Santa Theresa with the words: ‘Cristo quiso que elpatronato fuese de su primo solamente (Christ Himself insisted that Spain’s Patron should be His cousin alone), referring to the belief in a family relationship between St. James and Jesus. In early days James had been considered to be a brother and later a cousin of the Redeemer. The Carmelites pleaded for a patron saint who would intercede for Spain as St. Theresa had done in the case of Philip II, who, they argued, would have remained, God knows how long, in Purgatory but for the Saint from Avila, who ransomed him by her intercession from there on the eighth day. Quevedo scorned the intercession of women even when canonized: he clamoured for the hounds of war and the vision of St. James the Moor-slayer on his great white charger riding triumphantly in the storm clouds. And Quevedo, whose indignation, at times, is Swiftian in its intensity, was not alone in conjuring up the spirit of the warlike Apostle at'a critical moment of Spain’s history.* Even the wordly, much travelled diplomat Saavedra Fajardo, the Spanish representative at the Peace of Westphalia, which sounded the knell for Spain as a military power, becomes as mystical a devotee of Santiago as Quevedo when he has to speak from the heart as a Spaniard: ‘His Highness Don John of Austria ordered the Cross and the following words to be embroidered on all his banners: “With these arms I vanquished the Turks: with these I hope to conquer the heretics.” These and the standard of Constantine I will use to show the princes with what confidence they may hoist the flag of religion, for immediately divine spirits will appear to defend that flag: two of them on white chargers were seen fighting in the vanguard of the Battle of Simancas when King Ramiro II conquered the Moors.... And at the Battle of Merida, in the days of Alfonso IX, there appeared that Son of the Thunderbolt, Santiago, Patron of Spain leading the squadrons with his sword dripping gore.’*


    At Westphalia in 1648, let us add, Saavedra Fajardo did not speak as a chauvinistic Spaniard but as a model European, one who saw that the mad divisions between the nations would bring untold calamities upon Europe such as could only be warded off with the divine help of a crusading Spain led by Santiago Matamoros.


    


    

  


  
    THE REDISCOVERY OF ST. JAMES


    


    Alas, many years had passed since St. James had appeared on his white charger. He did not rouse himself from his tomb in the summer of 1588 when the Great Armada set sail for England to avenge the execution of the Catholic Mary Queen of Scots. Nor did he awake in the following year when Drake arrived in Galicia with an army of 14,000 men with the avowed intention of seizing Corunna and destroying Santiago, the centre of ‘a pernicious superstition’. The Archbishop of Compostella had no doubt of what Drake intended to do to the Apostle’s tomb, for his Irish friend, Strang of Ossory, who was staying with him at the time, had given him a full account of the fanatical sacking and pillaging of the tomb of St. Thomas of Canterbury, which had taken place in 1538 by order of Henry VIII. The Archbishop of Santiago, Juan de Sanclemente, so the tradition runs, was at first resolved to remove the relics of the Saint, but refrained from doing so when he saw a supernatural blaze of light over the tomb, and then he uttered the famous words: “Dejemos al Santo Apóstol que él se defenderá y nos defenderá.” (Let us leave our Holy Apostle; he will protect himself and all of us.) He then ordered a tomb to be built near by with materials from the primitive shrine and there he buried the relics of the Saint and those of his two disciples Athanasius and Theodore. The tomb was then covered over with cement.*


    When peace was restored and the dangers of war had disappeared, the inhabitants of Compostella and the numerous pilgrims who visited the Cathedral were convinced that the Holy Rehcs were in the same placewheretheyhadbeenlaidin ancient times. In later times the faithful believed that they were kept in the apse of the High Chapel, and they would go there to venerate them, and it was the custom of the clergy of the Cathedral to sing an antiphony there at the end of the offices.*


    There, in 1879, the Archbishop of Santiago determined to have a search made for the relics and after the trypegeum and the vaults around the High Altar had been explored they were found at the very place where the people and clergy were accustomed to pray in the sixteenth century.


    Proceedings were then started to ascertain whether the relics found belonged to the bodies of St. James the Elder and his two disciples, Athanasius and Theodore, and the Holy See appointed a commission of investigation to visit Santiago, with the result that Pope Leo XIII issued to the world the Apostolic Letter Deus Omnipotens on November 2, 1884, in which he described the Jacobean story and confirmed with Apostolical authority the declaration of the Cardinal Archbishop of Compostella on the identity of the bodies of St. James the Elder and of his sainted disciples, Athanasius and Theodore, and decided that they should have an everlasting validity. The rediscovery of the relics which had been mainly due to the devoted efforts of the celebrated archaeologist and historian of the Cathedral, Lopez Ferreiro, and his friend, Canon Lavin, was the occasion of great jubilation in Compostella and throughout the world.


    Ever since 1884 the pilgrimages to St. James have grown in popularity, not only in Galicia, but also throughout the Catholic world. In 1940 on July 24, the eve of the Feast of St. James, Pius XII spoke of the significance of the Jacobean pilgrimage today, recalling the story of the Apostle. “After the Tabernacle, where our Lord Jesus Christ really lives present, though invisible; after Palestine, which preserves as well as the Holy Sepulchre the vestiges of His sojourn on earth; after Rome, which possesses the glorious tombs of the Apostles, there is perhaps no place where all through the centuries such a number of devout pilgrims have gathered as the historical capital of Galicia, Santiago de Compostela, where according to an ancient tradition rest the relics of the Apostle St. James.” And the Holy Father himself takes up his staff to go as pilgrim to Santiago, for he adds: “As tomorrow his feast will be celebrated it is Our wish today, dear sons and daughters, to go with you in spirit to that famous sanctuary to further some useful teaching.” And in 1948 the Holy Father, in a message broadcast to a world still seeking despairingly for peace after the holocaust of the Second World War, recalled the ancient rites of Compostella, saying that so far from being relegated to a historical memory the pilgrimages to St. James had been made a reality by the faith of the young people of today: “And thus it had to be; because if the pilgrim was an indispensable figure on the chess board of the mediaeval world; if the pilgrimage had then the noble function of consolidating the people’s faith, of drawing together the most divergent nations, of relieving the unfortunate and comforting all, surely amid the vast sorrows and sufferings of the present hour they will continue to be a blessing for the world.”*

  


  
    


    CHAPTER 2


    

  


  
    PILGRIMS


    


    How should I your true love know


    From another one?


    By his cockle hat and staff


    And his sandal shoon.


    Shakespeare Hamlet


    


    DANTE, homesick, in exile and forever thinking of his distant friends, was the first universal writer to define the word ‘Pilgrim’. In the Vita Nuova he tells us that the word may be understood ‘in a wide sense, for whoever is outside his fatherland is a pilgrim; whereas in the narrow sense, none is called a pilgrim save he who is journeying towards the sanctuary of St. James of Compostella or is returning therefrom. For there are three separate denominations proper to those who undertake journeys to the glory of God. They are called Palmers (Palmieri) who go beyond the seas eastwards, whence many a time they bring palm-branches. And Pilgrims (Peregrini), as I have said, are they who journey to the holy sanctuary of Galicia, because the tomb of St. James was farther from his birthplace than that of any other Apostle. And there is a third sort who are called Romers (Romei), in that they go whither those whom I have called pilgrims went: which is to say, unto Rome.’*


    


    Deh peregrini che pensosi andate


    forse di casa che non v e presente,


    venite voi da si lontana gente.


    


    Compostella possessed for the genuine pilgrim an advantage over Rome because, like Jerusalem, it lay in a country lying under the heel of the Saracens, and had to be redeemed from the Infidel. Thus the Crusades ran in two directions: one for the rescue of the Holy Sepulchre at Jerusalem and the other for the protection of the shrine at Compostella. And in the great international movement of the Crusades to the Holy Land, Spain was the only country exempt, because it was considered of paramount importance to the cause of Christendom that Spain should be liberated, and Pope Pascal II laid down the rule that no Spanish knight should take part in the Eastern Crusade, for he had more than enough to do at home. Foreign knights, on the other hand, from France, England and elsewhere, were allowed to engage in the Spanish Crusade. For this reason the pilgrimage to Compostella acquired the prestige of a crusade and it was chosen for its unusual difficulty. Indeed, Montaigne reminds us that Italians made their vows and went on pilgrimages rather to James in Galicia, whereas those of Galicia preferred to journey to Our Lady of Loretto.*


    The ancient pilgrims went fervently and heartily on their pilgrimages, and they mortified their flesh, like the three young clerics of Ireland described in the Book of Lismore. Clerical pilgrims, however, soon lost their reputation for sanctity, for the anonymous author of the Regula Magistri of the eighth century says of clerical tramps that they have no choice but to travel, to whom the whole world is closed, since they can submit to no rule or discipline. Their pilgrimage is not for the sake of their souls, but for the sake of their bellies. ‘ ’Tis the belly’s call compels these men to be travellers, always wiping off their sweat with the straw of a stranger’s bed. Since they have no taste for the discipline of a monastery, they may not live and work in a fixed place like, other men, but must keep moving on from day to day, walking, begging, sweating and whining. Always wandering, they know not where their last moments will overtake them, nor in what grave their bones will rest.’*


    The pilgrimage to the Holy Land was only for valiant and adventurous spirits, who were prepared to fight their way through hostile countries, and, moreover, the Moslems of Syria were more furious and intolerant than the Moors in Spain, who were disposed to trade and even to consort with their Christian neighbours.


    Already in the eleventh century the pilgrimage to Compostella was well known in England, and by the following century the vigorous propagandist Archbishop, Diego de Gelmirez, made it rank in fame with Jerusalem and Rome. In spite of the romantic appeal that the journey through the passes of the Pyrenees and North Spain had for the adventurous, the spiritual benefits to be derived from Compostella Were not at first as great as those from Rome and Jerusalem. Compostella, however, possessed one supreme asset compared with the other two centres, and this was the unfailing memory of St. James. St. Peter and St. Paul at Rome and the guardian angels at Jerusalem were inclined at times to forget the names, the pleas and the devotion of crusaders and pilgrims, but St. James never forgot his devotees. Sometimes he did not grant their requests immediately, but the favour was sure to come, provided the devotee did not lose heart.


    By the twelfth century the multitudes that journeyed to Compostella from all parts of Europe were so great that they were compared to the clouds of stars of the Milky Way, and Dante in the Convito speaks of the galaxy—‘the white circle which the common people call, Way of St. James’. Women and peasants in Italy called it the Roman road, la strada di Roma, and in England, Chaucer tells us that the Canterbury pilgrims called it ‘the Watling Street of the sky’.


    Pilgrimages in the religious sense of the word appealed instinctively to man, as we can ascertain from the study of primitive religions. A pilgrimage for him meant the possibility of winning grace and getting into closer contact with the great mysteries of his religion. Even in ancient classical days thinkers like Cicero had spoken in glowing terms of their visits to the hallowed sites in Athens where great men had lived and died. Even though St. Jerome had said that the gates of Heaven were as open in Britain as in Jerusalem, religious teachers believed that special blessings could be obtained in places where saints and martyrs had died, and that men who had sinned could expiate their crimes at such shrines. A pilgrimage could be the easiest means of atonement, and so absolution was frequently granted by Papal Bull, upon condition that the penitent should visit certain holy places. Such was the atonement which King Henry Plantagenet made at the tomb of St. Thomas at Canterbury.


    Men, however, did not visit Compostella only to secure forgiveness of sin. Their motive often arose from a mental contract they had made with St. James himself. They pledged themselves to undertake the pilgrimage and make an offering at the Saint’s shrine, if he would grant their request. For this reason the journey was not always one of penitence, but sometimes one enabling the pilgrim to express his gratitude in the form of a costly offering to the Saint. In tins way the treasures of the Cathedral of Santiago and of all the other churches along the road grew in wealth and prosperity.


    In early days it was considered not only a duty but an honour to entertain the pilgrim and help him on his journey; thus charitable persons shared in the blessings that descended upon him. Pilgrims were instruments for winning grace and the monarchs encouraged them by granting them letters of commendation. Charlemagne imposed it as a legal obligation that pilgrims should be given roof, hearth and fire wherever they travelled. It was owing to their claim to be pilgrims that the Original Band of raggle-taggle Indian Gypsies were received with open arms when they knocked at the gates of Europe in 1417.


    Before the pilgrim set off from his town he went to confession and communion in his parish church and his name was publicly read out before the altar by the parish priest. Pilgrims were a familiar sight in the French and Spanish countryside in the spring and summer. They travelled together in great numbers, as it was dangerous to be a lonely wanderer on the roads that were infested by highwaymen. As they slowly wended their way they cheered their hearts by chanting hymns and psalms like the Israelites of old when they journeyed to Jerusalem. Some of these psalms are called in the Authorized Version Songs of Degrees, and signify the steps and progressions in ascent to sanctity, such as Levavi oculos meos in montes and Laetatus sum in his. Of the mediaeval hymns chanted by the pilgrims, especially by the Teutons, who were famed for their singing, there were two included in the Codex Calixtinus by Aymery Picaud: ‘The Little Hymn’ and ‘The Great Hymn of St. James’.


    The latter was sung in later days in a French translation and it is significant to note that in the refrain the pilgrims pray to the Blessed Virgin and to her Son Jesus to give them grace,


    


    Qu’en Paradis nous puissions voir


    Dieu et Monsieur Saint Jacques


    


    In 1718 a manual of pilgrim songs was made from those sung by the pilgrims from the' Abbey of Moissac, who were known by the picturesque name of Les Rossignols Spirituels,—the Nightingales of the Spirit—on account of their singing as they tramped the Road of St. James.


    In the morning when they set out they looked at the weather and the horizon, for they remembered the proverb:


    


    Rouge vespre et blanc matin


    C’est la journée du pèlerin.


    


    The pilgrim had to accustom himself to all weathers, and there was another proverb celebrating his stoicism:


    


    Vent du soir et pluie du matin


    N’étonnent pas le pèlerin.


    


    The rain in the morning he actually welcomed, for then the dust disappeared.


    To give a touch of ritual to the start, the pilgrims at first would launch out into the Cantique Spirituel which was also called La Grande Chanson:


    


    [image: ]


    


    Aymery Picaud wrote the fifth book of the Codex Calixtinus, we are told, mainly as a guide for those who travelled on foot; if so they must have been powerful foot-sloggers in the twelfth century, doing thirty to forty miles a day through wild mountain country, liable to attacks at all times, and with the constant spectre of hunger to harass them. Even in the nineteenth century thirty miles a day considerably exceeds the estimate given by Richard Ford for a well-used horse. The road, however, never changes, and even today we may plan our journey from Aymery’s itinerary, and it adds zest to the modern traveller to compare the towns and hospices as described by the ancients with the conditions he finds today. Being a seasoned pilgrim, Aymery pays tribute to the various saints, who always gave him a helping hand, and he points out the advantages of choosing as allies only practical saints such as St. Raphael, the peerless guide of pilgrims, St. Roque, the plague doctor, and the muscular St. Christopher, deliverer from fires, floods and earthquakes. But pilgrims should not forget, he adds, St. Hilary of Poitiers, who will always give valuable information at a moment of crisis, nor St. Julian of the North, the patron of ferrymen and minstrels, who would give them a cosy refuge when a storm is blowing. Aymery Picaud’s was the first of a great number of guidebooks that were written by pilgrims in successive centuries. The monks of Cluny, who were especially interested in the pilgrimage and looked after the roads and hospices in France and Spain, compiled books of instructions for travellers.


    The route followed by English pilgrims in the fifteenth century is given in a quaint poem entitled Purchas his Pilgrime, published in 1425. The author, at the beginning states his plan as follows: ‘Here beginneth the Way that is marked and made with Moun-Joies from the Land of Engelond unto Sent Jamez in Galiz, and from thennez to Rome, and from thennez to Jerusalem; and so againe unto Engelond, and the namez of all the citiez be their waie and manner of her governaunce, and namez of her silver that they use be alle these waies.’ English pilgrims generally went to Compostella by sea, or at least part of the way as far as Bordeaux, but the hardships must have been very great if we believe the earliest seasong in English, an anonymous ballad of the time of Henry VI, describing the Pilgrim’s sea voyage and sea-sickness. The author makes vivid comments on the sufferings the pilgrims may expect, for as he sententiously remarks:


    


    Men may leve alle gamys


    That saylen to Seynt Jamys:


    


    or as we would say:


    


    You leave behind all fun and games


    When you set sail for Saint James:


    


    The pilgrims got in the way of the sailors hauling at the sails: “Put the boat ready, boatswain,” cries the master: “Our Pilgrims are like to cough and groan ere midnight.”


    


    Haul up the bowline, now, veer the sheet!


    Cooke, make ready our meat,


    Our pilgrims have no lust to eat.


    Steward, a pot of beer!


    Anon of the best.


    O see how welle our good ship sails


    And thus they say among.


    Steward, cover the board anon.


    And set bread and salt thereon,


    And tarry not too long.


    


    The wind freshens and the sea becomes rough. The poor pilgrims can eat neither boiled nor roast. They have their bowls by them and they cry out for hot malmsey:


    


    Some laid their books on their knee


    And read so long they might not see:


    Alas mine head will cleave in three.


    


    Then comes the shipowner who addresses them in many a royal word to see that all be well, and he calls a carpenter and bids him bring his gear and rig up the various cabins with many a feeble cell:


    


    A sack of straw were right good,


    For some must lie them in their hood;


    I had as lief be in the Wood,


    Without meat or drink.


    For when that we shall go to bed,


    The pump was nigh our bed’s head,


    A man were as good to be dead


    As smell thereof the stink.19


    


    In spite of all the hardships people who could scrape together the cost and who remembered the traditional admonition, ‘if ye owe any pilgrimages, pay them hastily’, were eager to face the perils of the voyage. The way to Compostella by sea was as important as the way by land and had such a great influence on nautical science that the phrase—point de navire sans pèlerinage—became proverbial. Bristol was the port where most of the English fleets of pilgrim ships gathered, but there are also many references to ports in the south of England. Between 1397 and 1456 one hundred and twenty-four English ships made the pilgrimage carrying some thousands of pilgrims and in the Holy Year 1434 alone, sixty-three ships laden with pilgrims sailed to Spain.


    In the fourteenth century so many English pilgrims passed through France into Spain that the French became alarmed. It was during the Hundred Years War and Pedro I of Castile, was the ally of the Black Prince, whereas the French were assisting the former’s bastard brother, Enrique of Trastamara. After Enrique had murdered his brother at Montiel and mounted the throne as Enrique II he was compelled by his allies to prevent any English from entering Spain without the permission of the French King. The expedition to Santiago by John of Gaunt added to the difficulties of the English pilgrims by rousing the suspicions of the Spaniards.


    In our days of passports, visas and Exchange Control regulations, it is consoling to note that similar restrictions worried travellers even in the good old mediaeval days. Pilgrims; before starting on their long journey, had to swear an oath that they would not do anything that would prejudice the obedience and fealty they owed to the king. They were not allowed to take out of England gold or silver in money, beyond what was necessary for their journey. They were also bound to give an undertaking not to disclose secrets of the realm, and heavy penalties were imposed on those who violated these rules.


    In the olden days people felt great sympathy for men or women of their acquaintance who pledged themselves to undertake a pilgrimage, for they knew that there were grievous sins that could not be remitted by priest or confessor. Such sins needed the expiation of a pilgrimage to Santiago or to Rome, and so they considered it their duty to assist their friends who make the vow of pilgrimage and they would subscribe the amount necessary for the expiatory journey. In England there were guilds for helping poor pilgrims. Two of them at Lincoln, that of the Fullers and that of the Resurrection, were founded in 1297 and 1374 respectively and had the following rule: ‘If any brother or sister wishes to make a pilgrimage to Rome, St. James of Galicia or the Holy Land, he shall forewarn the guild, and all the brethren and sisters shall go with them to the city gate and each shall give him a halfpenny at least.’*


    We today find it difficult to understand the attitude of the people in the Middle Ages towards penitents, because we have lost both the acute consciousness of sin and the certainty of punishment. In the Middle Ages, penitents who pledged themselves to make pilgrimages were looked upon as sinners in a big way and were even objects of curiosity. The hand of God was against the penitents and the normal citizen felt sorry for them and was ready to help the poverty-stricken pilgrim with money to pay the cost of his journey by ship (the shipowners gave no free passages) or by land.


    The pilgrimages to Compostella outshone all others in the Middle Ages, owing to the numbers of pilgrims of high rank who took part. Popes, kings, cardinals, archbishops and dukes rubbed shoulders with the masses of ragged waifs and strays who limped their way to Compostella. As well as those who rode on horseback, escorted by men on asses and retinues of minstrels and servants, there were others who trudged on foot, lay on straw in barns and fed off the scraps they could beg at the doors of the inns by the wayside. Although in theory every pilgrim who knelt as penitent at the tomb of St. James was considered the equal of his fellow, the clerics made a difference between the wealthy who gave gold and silver and the poor vagabond who could only afford a mere tallow candle as an offering to the Apostle. We are struck today by the number of ordinances that were made in the Middle Ages for the purpose of protecting the poor pilgrim. The whole sermon Veneranda Dies in the Book of St. James is directed against the rascally innkeepers who fleeced the pilgrims, and the author claims divine approbation for having written it.20 The Siete Partidas of Alfonso El Sabio, too, has many provisions for the protection of pilgrims against innkeepers who overcharge, mayors of towns, lords of lands, and robbers. At the Council of Valladolid in 1312 the Church laid it down that the rector and parish priests should extend charity to all poor clerics and pilgrims, and ensure that they should be adequately housed on the way. University professors, too, received special privileges when they became pilgrims, for according to the Constitutions of Salamanca in 1422, a professor might be lawfully excused from reading (i.e. giving his lectures) if he was on a pilgrimage to the threshold of St. James (peregrinationis ad litnina Sancti Jacobi).21 Also a special moratorium was granted to a debtor if he was absent on a pilgrimage. As much as a year’s moratorium was granted in the case of wills, if one of the beneficiaries was on a pilgrimage.


    We can gauge the number of Slovenian pilgrims who must have journeyed to Compostella in the Middle Ages by the fact that they gave their name in Italian, Spanish and in English to the long pilgrim’s shaggy garment the schiavina, esclavina or slaveyn, which was also worn by the nomadic Gypsies. The Slovenians made a practice of taking part in the pilgrimages for three successive years, for in their country a man who had made three trips might live exempt from taxation. They would arrive at the end of April so as to be present in the sanctuary on May Day and when they reached their third year and had fulfilled their vow they paraded in solemn procession wearing garlands on their heads.22


    So important did the pilgrimage become politically in the fourteenth century that it was included in the terms of treaties between one country and another, as in the case of the treaty signed on Christmas Eve, 1326, between the King of France and Count Louis of Flanders and the Flemish cities, wherein it is stipulated that three hundred persons of Bruges and Cambrai must go on pilgrimage, one hundred to St James, one hundred to St. Gilles and one hundred to Rocamadour.


    Occasionally, however, in early times we do find a critical attitude towards pilgrimages, as, for instance, in the Capitularies of Charlemagne where perpetual pilgrimage (which had been prescribed by the Council of Oviedo for certain offences) was forbidden because it ruins the man and creates the tramp. In the twelfth century, too, when Archbishop Hildebut received a letter from Foulques, Count of Anjou and Maine, informing him that the Count wished to set out on the pilgrimage, he replied that gadding abroad, was not among the talents that the master of the house divides among his servants, and he concludes his letter by advising the Count to stay at home in his palace, to live for his State, do justice, and protect the poor and the churches.*


    


    

  


  
    RELICS AND SHELLS


    


    English royal pilgrims to Compostella go back to an early date. William the Conqueror rode into battle at Hastings on a horse brought to him from Spain by a knight who had been a pilgrim to Santiago. And the cult of St. James passed from William to his granddaughter, Matilda, daughter of Henry I and wife of the Emperor Henry V of Germany. After the death of her husband in 1125 at Utrecht, she brought back from Germany to England a relic of the hand of the Apostle, and Henry I was so overjoyed at possessing so precious a relic that he founded the Abbey of Reading and conceded to it the privilege of putting the Jacobean scallop shells on its coat of arms.* The relic remained in the monastery until the Dissolution in 1538. How the Saint’s relic reached Germany before it passed into the possession of the Empress Matilda remains a mystery, but we must remember that among kings, dukes and prelates all over the world in the Middle Ages there was a positive craze to possess some portion or other of the anatomy of a celebrated saint, for it was generally believed that even the smallest fragment of the saint’s bones could operate miracles, and martyrs if invoked possessed the power of intercession. No greater proofs were there of the popularity of St. James than the distribution and multiplication of the parts of his body.*


    An interesting sidelight on the behaviour of saintly clerics in the matter of relics is thrown by the Historia Compostelana, written in the days of Gelmirez, which describes how Mauricio, Archbishop of Braga, with infinite resource, succeeded in abstracting secretly from a church in Jerusalem the head of the Apostle, St. James the Less, the first Archbishop of that city, and brought it to Carrión de Los Condes, where it was given to the Queen, Doña Urraca, who presented it to Gelmirez and today we may see it in the cathedral of Compostella.


    The possession of relics of the saints was a luxury that could only be afforded by the great and mighty kings and bishops: the humble people had to be satisfied with objects which came from the neighbourhood of the Apostle’s tomb such as the scallop shells and figures of jet, which could be acquired in the so-called Paraiso or square at the north door of the Cathedral or in the numerous shops nearby.* The cockle shell was the emblem of the Saint and the proof that the pilgrimage had been accomplished. It was the symbol of good works and was worn on the cloak or hat, and the Cid, as he is represented in an old painting in Burgos, wore it at his girdle. There is an old legend explaining the origin of the scallop shells as emblem of St. James, which is still told by the people of Galicia.*


    The seven disciples after witnessing the martyrdom of St. James, gathered his body and head and transported them to Jaffa where they found a ship ready to start. They embarked and travelled on a peaceful sea for seven days and reached Iria Flavia in Galicia. An angel was their pilot. At Iria Flavia, a marriage was being celebrated between two great families of the region. The bridegroom was on horseback accompanied by a brilliant procession. Suddenly the horse took fright, ran away and dashed into the sea, just as the ship was slowly approaching.


    When the horse rose to the surface of the water the rider, to his amazement, found himself entirely covered with shells. One of the disciples then taking in his hand sea water threw it over the rider’s head and baptized him.


    The cockle shells were considered the official emblems, and for this reason the Church authorities in the ancient days kept control of their sale at Compostella. Devout people cherished the shells and they passed from father to son like heirlooms.* In London the prestige of the scallop shell of St. James passed to the familiar oyster, and it was customary around the day of St. James for children to pick up the oyster shells that had been cast in the gutter by oyster-sellers and with them construct little shrines of St. James for which they used to beg alms.


    Londoners used, it is said, to begin eating oysters on July 25, the day of St. James, for the well-known proverb says that ‘He who eats oysters on St. James’s Day will never want money’, perhaps, as the Rev. Dr. Stone wittily remarks, because only the wealthy can afford them on this opening day.*


    There is, however, a still more familiar rhyme connecting St. James with oysters:


    


    July, to whom, with Dog-star in her train


    St. James gives oysters, and St. Swithin rain.


    


    St. James, in fact joins hands with all the good old vegetation saints, and in parts of England apple trees are blessed on St. James’s Day, and he is as unaccountable as St. Swithin, for in the hop-producing counties there is the superstition:


    


    Till St. James’s Day be come and gone,


    You may have hops or you may have none.


    


    It was the confraternity that gave prestige and tradition to the individual pilgrims, for it kept alive the cult transmitting it from generation to generation. The very poor pilgrims who went on a pilgrimage because of a vow made when in mortal danger, or in youth because the fever of wandering was in the blood, or in age because there was no place else to go, could expect little prestige and had to plod their way onwards murmuring the saying, “Sufficient for the day is the evil thereof.”* But the prosperous middle classes derived satisfaction from the pilgrimage and a kind of social status which they revived by their membership of one of the confraternities. In France, we find many of these confraternities of returned pilgrims which, as Miss King remarks, may have been mutual benefit societies. They certainly gave opportunities for conviviality as, in addition to the monthly and annual Mass, they celebrated with an annual banquet.


    Moissac which was on one of the four great roads of St. James leading to Spain had an hôpital de St. Jacques at St. Pierre de Moissac and a Confrérie was created in 1523 and reorganized in the seventeenth century. The monks of Moissac from the early Middle Ages had helped the caravans of pilgrims as they passed onwards through Guyenne and Gascoyne to Bordeaux and the Pyrenees.


    The pilgrims in the eighteenth century that plodded the road in their caravans and confraternities still sang their songs to give them courage, and it was in 1718 that a collection was made of ‘les chansons des pèlerins de St. Jacques’.* One of the most rousing in the collection is that entitled ‘Ma Calebasse’:


    


    [image: ]


    


    


    Sometimes the kings and dukes who visited the Apostle came as crusaders rather than pilgrims, as happened in the case of John of Gaunt, ‘Time-honoured Lancaster’. John of Gaunt married Constance, the eldest daughter of Pedro the Cruel, and after the death of Henry of Trastamara, with the authorization of the Pope, laid claim to the throne of Castile. The Pope gave the Duke the rights and privileges of a crusade, which in 1386 was proclaimed in St. Paul’s. When the expedition reached Corunna, or Coulogne as Froissart calls it in his quaint narrative, John of Gaunt resolved to impress Compostella that he and his English knights had come full of good will and rather as pilgrims to pray at the tomb of the Apostle. A deputation from Compostella then met the Duke and his knights and when they entered the city they went straight to the cathedral and made their prayers and offerings in great pomp. The lords and ladies of Santiago entertained them right royally, but, as Froissart says, of the guests,— ‘they founde there flesshe and strong wyne ynought, whereof the Englysshe archers dranke so moche that they were ofte tymes dronken, wherby they had the fevers, or elles in the mornyng theyr yedes were so evyl, that they coulde not helpe themselves all the day after.’* Although Lancaster and Constance gave many receptions and met the townspeople of Compostella and the Galician noble families, and although their knights and squires ‘lyved at adventure where they might catche it’, the cause of John of Gaunt did not awaken any favourable response in Castile. Then in the summer of 1387 the Duke fell in a perilous sickness in the town of St. James, and often the rumour ran in Castile and in France that he was dead, ‘and surely he was in a great adventure of his life’. But St. James, so the people said, protected him because of Constance his wife, the daughter of Castile, and restored him to health, though he did not give him the kingdom.


    Another prominent traveller who visited Compostella in 1466, the Bohemian Baron Lev de Rozmital de Blatna, made no pretence like Lancaster of being a pilgrim: he deemed himself a man-at-arms, eager to study military discipline in foreign countries, but not averse to jot down his observations as a cultured traveller. Rozmital reminds us of Beckford; he travelled in the grand manner with forty retainers and fifty-two horses, and he is one of the first of the European tourists who has recorded his direct observations. With him was his friend Gabriel Tetzel who also published his account of his Spanish journey.* When the two arrived in Compostella, they found the cathedral in a state of siege, for the Archbishop Fonseca and his clerics were besieged there by the partisans of the Conde de Trastamara, Don Alvaro Paz Osorio. The townspeople, too, had risen and held the city, but the archbishop, aided by his mother and his brother had spurred on the clerics inside to barricade the doors and turn the cathedral into a fortress, following the example of Diego de Gelmirez and Queen Urraca in the twelfth century. Rozmital, who gives vivid details of the cows and horses stabled in the cathedral, and the men at arms cooking, dining and sleeping, as though bivouacking before a battle, was greatly shocked at the profanation he witnessed in Compostella.


    In normal times, however, travellers even in later centuries, refer to the bloody battles that would take place between groups of pilgrims who wished to station themselves in the most privileged position near the Apostle’s tomb, and things often came to such a pass that the archbishop was obliged to reconsecrate the cathedral.*


    The early travellers continually refer in their descriptions to the turbulent crowds of pilgrims that kept arriving at the cathedral night and day, and they strike a modern and familiar note when they describe conducted tours of loutish pilgrims tramping in serried crowds through the basilica, while the clerical cicerone, in vain, endeavours to make those on the outskirts of the mob hear his explanations. The pilgrims, like a herd of unruly sheep, push and butt their way through the dark aisles, stumbling over penitents kneeling outside the confessionals, asking from all and sundry where they were supposed to go for a certificate of confession or Communion, how much money they had to have in hand for this or that ceremony. And as the restless crowd moved about, the everyday congregation, in the centre stood silent, following the celebrant of the Mass at the high altar. In the vast shadowy spaces of the basilica there sounded a perpetual whispering from the confessionals and now and then the insistent tinkling of sacring bells at minor altars.


    Among the many different classes of pilgrims who gathered in the Cathedral of Compostella, none were more picturesque than the minstrels or juglares who haunted all the road of the Apostle from France into Spain. From the Codex Calixtinus or Codex Sancti Jacobi, we learn the importance given to music at Compostella. In it we find a hymnary of the Apostle with both words and music, and the author describes how when the pilgrims came from all parts of the world, including Scotland, Ireland, Wales and England, they filled the cathedral ‘in ordered phalanx’, and while some played upon their native instruments and others held candles, they chaunted devout lays. And the author adds that the pilgrims most remarkable for their singing were the Teutons, the Greeks and the English. They all sang the celebrated refrain of the Pilgrims’ Song of Santiago:


    


    Herru Sanctiagu


    Grot Sanctiagu,


    E ultreja e sus eja!


    Deus adjuva nos.


    


    A reading of this song was made by the expert Canon Tafall and runs as follows:


    


    [image: ]


    


    This ‘Canto de Ultreja’ has been performed in modern times sung in unison and is most impressive when the voices of a mighty choir of pilgrims shout the barbaric refrain. It was always a tradition for the pilgrims to sing at the gates of the cathedral, and this custom lasted until the end of the nineteenth century.* In the Jubilee Year of 1868 (when St. James’s Day fell on a Sunday) the Puerta Santa was opened to the sound of the traditional hautboys or Chirimías, while a band in the cathedral played a march by Chiodi an Italian composer who had been Maestro de Capilla a century before. At dusk a number of blind singers sang at the gate of the cathedral; they sang again at succeeding jubilee years but by 1897 the tradition had disappeared and only one old lady could be found who remembered any of the old songs. One of the old songs she remembered was sung in dialogue between two groups of voices and described the defeat of Don Rodrigo and the beginning of the reconquest with the Battle of Covadonga, the tribute of the hundred virgins and events from the Myth of St. James.


    Then in 1914, in the binding of a fourteenth-century manuscript of Cicero’s De Ojficiis, a collection of ancient Galician songs were discovered. They were the Siete Canciones de Amor of Martin Codax, a Galician minstrel who was a native of Vigo. Martin Codax was more of a troubadour than a juglar but according to Canon Tafall, his melodies are genuinely Galician in feeling, for they have the free rhythm of plain-song and the grace of the characteristic Alalás sung in remote parts of Galicia even today. The tradition of music at Compostella owed a great deal to Archbishop Gelmirez, who was a great patron of minstrels, and so enjoyed their singing at his meals, that in his banqueting hall he ordered sculptured groups of musicians to be carved upon the walls. Furthermore, the tradition among the minstrels of leaving musical offerings in the cathedral goes back to the great archbishop under whose aegis worked Maestro Mateo, creator of the supreme masterpiece of Compostella, the Portico de la Gloria, whose twenty-four ancients playing their instruments might be called the Orchestra of Paradise.


    Many pilgrims at the end of their long pilgrimage would murmur the proverb of St. Bernard: “Le pèlerin à son pais sospiret et à son pais tent.” If they were poor they were allowed to beg at the feet of the archbishop for alms to the amount of two liards or one cuarto which would serve as viaticum. The return journey was more rapid, and some made it by boat from Corunna to Bordeaux. Most made their way on foot by Corunna (where there was a celebrated hospital for the sick), Ferrol, Cape Ortegal, and so on towards Oviedo, where they felt bound to visit the Cámara Santa, if they had not paid their respects to El Salvador on their way to Santiago. We do not hear so much of pilgrim adventures on the return journeys, but sometimes disaster fell upon them as in the case of Andrew Boorde and the nine English and Scottish pilgrims whom he had accompanied to Compostella out of pure good nature. At Compostella, he said, they had plenty of meat and wine, but returning through Spain his friends were unlucky and ‘for all the crafte of Physycke that I could do, they dyed, all by eatynge of frutes and drynkynge of water, the which I dyd ever refrayne my selfe.’


    Andrew Boorde knew the accursed rivers in north Spain in Navarre against which even Aymery Picaud had warned pilgrims in 1140, and he was forever telling his friends not to drink from them. He even advises them to wash their faces only once a week, if they wish to clear it of spots. On other days they were to wipe their faces with a scarlet cloth or with brown paper that is soft. Alas his English and Scottish companions surprisingly (considering their nationality) neglected to follow his advice about wine or ale, and died from the water. Boorde’s kindly nature was exasperated by their folly, for, as he says, ‘I had rather they should dye in England thorowe my industry, than they to kyll themselfe by the way’. At the end he sums up his objections to the pilgrimage to St. James: ‘I assure all the worlde that I had rather goe five times to Rome oute of England, than one to Compostella: by water it is no pain, but by land it is the greatest iurney that one Englyshman may go.’23

  


  
    Part Two


    A MODERN PILGRIM
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    CHAPTER 3


    

  


  
    THE FOUR FRENCH ROADS OF ST. JAMES


    


    BEFORE starting out a pilgrim of St. James, it is necessary to choose the road. Our twelfth-century French fellow-pilgrim, Aymery Picaud of Poitou, whose advice we follow implicitly, tells us in his Guide, which is intercalated in the Codex Calixtinus, that there were in the twelfth century four roads through France into Spain by which the pilgrims travelled.


    The first road was called the Via Tolosana and was the usual way of approach to Spain for pilgrims travelling from Italy and Provence. It began at Arles with its avenue of tombs called les Alyscamps and the Cathedral of St. Trophyme and passed by St. Gilles, the centre of a famous pilgrimage, and on through the Camargue, the rough hills of the Cevennes, through Toulouse with its Cathedral of St. Sernin, which was a rival to Santiago de Compostela itself, and on by the Somport Pass into Spain.


    The second road, which was called Via Podiensis, was the most severe of all, and was patronized mainly by the Burgundians and the Germans. Aymery Picaud describes how its remote town of Le Puy, perched on its precipitous rocks, was celebrated for its miraculous Virgin, who was venerated even by the Moors from Córdoba. From the mountainous solitude of Aubrac the pilgrims visited the sanctuary of St. Foy of Conques and descended into the fertile lands of the Romanesque Abbey of Moissac, and from there on to Ostabat at the foot of the Pyrennees, whence they ascended into Spain by the Port de Cize. Ostabat was the frontier meeting-place of the second and the two following roads.


    The third road, which was called the Via Lemosina, crosses obliquely the central mountain ranges high above its forests and fertile slopes sacred to the memory of St. Mary Magdalen. The pilgrims crossed the Loire at Nevers and journeyed through the plains of Berry and halted at the shrines of St. Léonard, the redeemer of captives, whose chains festoon his tomb, and St. Martial of Limoges, who in the eleventh century was even included among the Apostles. From there the road undulates through the pleasant hills of Périgord and Chalosse to Ostabat and the Pyrenees.


    The fourth road, which was called the Via Turonensis, was the natural artery linking France and Spain, and followed roughly the line of the Paris-Madrid railway. By that road travelled the pilgrims from England, Flanders, Paris and its region, and its principal stages were at Orléans; Tours, where was the tomb of St. Martin, the Apostle of Gaul; Poitiers, the fief of St. Hilaire; Saintes, the Sanctuary of St. Eutrope; Blaye, where pilgrims knelt at the tomb of Roland the martyr, and Bordeaux, the resting-place of St. Seurin. From there the pilgrims wended their way through the monotonous desert of the Landes to Dax, Ostabat and the Pyrenees.


    I had made my three previous pilgrimages to Santiago, following the Via Tolosana once, and the Via Turonensis twice, and I originally intended to choose the latter again for my fourth and last pilgrimage to St. James, but alas, l’homme propose mais Dieu dispose, and thereby hangs a tale.


    In 1953 I had set out gaily from Paris after hearing Mass at the little church of St. Julien-le-Pauvre, where Dante once said his prayers, and I walked up the Rue St. Jacques, and out on to the great Roman road to Orléans. With me were two Frenchmen and a Spanish Basque. The two Frenchmen did nothing but argue with one another, for one was a strict Catholic and a devotee of Claudel, whereas the other was a Voltairean esprit fort and an admirer of André Gide. The Spanish Basque was taciturn and plodded along manfully. His one wish was to reach the Basque frontier as soon as possible, for, like his celebrated countryman, Pío Baroja, he thought that all genuine Europe was concentrated in the mountains of the French and Spanish Basques, and he only felt safe when he was there. When we reached Chinon we found the town engarlanded for celebrations in honour of the fifth century of the death of Rabelais. Alas ‘l’amitié Tourangelle’, les Compagnons de Rabelais’, the ‘wine of one ear’ of La Devinière, the Kermesse of King Pichrochole’s wafer-makers and the evil eye of the Sibyl of Panzoust led me away from the road to Santiago by devious routes and turned me into a Pantagruelian pilgrim. The story of that picaresque roaming over the Rabelaisian road I must reserve for another occasion when I have paid my debt to the Apostle.


    After doing my penance, I made my vow for 1954, the jubilee year and I resolved not to risk the perils of the fourth road, but to chose the Via Tolosana and begin my pilgrimage at Arles in the Avenue des Alyscamps.


    My 1954 pilgrimage bore for me a deep significance, for it marked the time of my retirement from official life, and I wished to perform religiously all the rituals, in order to prepare myself for making my examination of conscience. When I look back over my past years in Spain I feel a profound melancholy, as though the scenes I have witnessed, the fugitive melodies I have heard, the personalities I have met for a fleeting instant were all part of a dream. In the past, when life was not so complex it was easier to retire from the fierce struggle and change the active life for the contemplative, many of the greatest thinkers retired to the cloisters where there were none to disturb their meditations; but today our duty to the State and our responsibilities forbid us to renounce the burden of life in the world, and we bring up our children in the idea that it is selfish and unpatriotic to relinquish obligations and retire from the struggle. The tyranny of State and Society will, however, soon deprive us of all the individual’s greatest rights. We must live amid the noise and shouts of the world and our houses must be open for all the world to see. Soon we shall not be allowed to possess a secret room closed by a hidden key, for then the guardians of law and order will cry out that it is Blue Beard’s closet. “He is the cat that walks alone,” they will say, “and we are sure he is a suspicious character.” And yet never was a time when humanity needed so much its moments of silent meditation. The greatest reformer of today will be the man who founds a League of Silence. I wrote these words in 1931 when I wandered alone through Castile living with shepherds in the mountains and with Gypsies in the plain.*


    My greatest joy then in my wanderings sprang from my quest of healing solitude, which Don Quixote discovered in the spacious country home of Don Diego de Miranda, the Knight of the Green Cloak, of whom the aged hero of Lepanto, Cervantes, constantly dreamed as he wrote his spiritual biography. Montaigne, who was always preparing for death, says when in a benevolent mood: ‘We have lived enough for others; let us live for ourselves at least this remaining bit of life. Let us bring back our thoughts and intentions to ourselves and our comfort. It is no small business to prepare serenely one’s retirement; it gives us enough to do without the intrusion of any other concerns. Since God gives us permission to arrange for our removal let us prepare for it: let us pack up our belongings, take leave betimes of the company and shake off those violent holdfasts that engage it elsewhere and estrange us from ourselves. We must undo these powerful bonds and from this day forth we may like this and that but be wedded only to ourselves. That is to say, let the rest be ours but not joined and glued so firmly that it cannot be detached without taking our skin along with it, and tearing away a piece of us. The greatest thing in the world is to know how to belong to ourselves.’*


    But neither the Knight of the Green Cloak nor Montaigne satisfied me by their counsels, for my mood on my retirement more closely resembled that described by Jacques in As You Like It:


    ‘I have neither the scholar’s melancholy which is emulation; nor the musician’s which is fantastical; but it is a melancholy of mine own compounded of many scruples, extracted from many objects and indeed, the sundry contemplation of my travels which by often rumination wraps me in a most humorous sadness.’ But my most humorous sadness did not take away the longing, which for some years past I had felt, to set out on a journey, which in some way would be expiatory, in accomplishment of a promise made in my conscience. During the early years of the Second World War, I had promised my dear friend and colleague, Monsieur Legendre, the Director of the Casa Velazquez in Madrid, whose death in 1954 I mourn, to make a pilgrimage with him to the mountain shrine of Our Lady of France at the end of the war. For Legendre the Norman, profoundly Catholic and lover of Spain, the pilgrimage to the celebrated mediaeval hermitage above Las Hurdes, which had always been the closest spiritual bond between France and Spain, was more than expiation, more even than the ritual of ancestor worship. It was, as he said to me, un pèlerinage de l’âme, a journey of the soul, which for him was an emanation of the physical pilgrimage we both accomplished ritualistically in company with the crowds of peasants from the primitive valleys of Las Hurdes. I then realized that as we get older we become more and more obsessed by the longing to undertake a hidden journey which will remind us gently of the ultimate one, and evoke for us countless shadowy spirits, who, though they have long since been ferried across to the further bank of the last river, yet continue to haunt us when we plod along the road.


    At times during my wandering life I have been conscious of this shadow journey. In 1929 when I lived among Roumanian peasants in Transilvania, I used to listen to their keening songs—the bocete—with which they ‘wake’ the dead and which, they believe, can be heard by the dead man in his coffin; for that reason they cut two holes in the coffin that he may hear them on his way to the graveyard. It is also customary to give seven copper coins and seven pieces of bread with lighted candles sticking in them to beggars who gather around the tomb, and coins and a pair of new shoes are also buried in the coffin. All these rites serve one purpose—to help the dead on their journey into the next world. The Roumanians, being a kindly people, thus supervise the journey of their dead from this life, for the copper coins will enable the latter to pass the toll houses on the way, and the superstition recalls the ancient Greek belief that it was necessary to put an obol between the teeth of a dead man to enable him to pay Charon for ferrying him across the river Styx.


    With these thoughts I journeyed towards Arles and les Alyscamps.


    


    

  


  
    THE ELYSIAN FIELDS


    


    Arles, which the Roman Emperors called Gallula Roma Arelas, nearly became, in the days of Constantine, the capital of the Empire, for when he wished to abandon the Italian Rome and transfer the seat of the Empire to the banks of the Hellespont he hesitated for a time, whether to choose Gaul or Asia, Arles or Byzantium.* Constantine was obsessed by the beauty and tradition of Arles, and called her his city, because she had been one of the first to embrace Christianity. Her tradition of faith lasted until the Crusades of St. Louis, when the city was called ‘Arles le Blanc’, because she had always maintained herself untainted by heresy,* and according to tradition the Church there had been founded by St. Tropyhme, one of the disciples of the Apostles, who became the first bishop of the city. Here were held between the years 314 and 1275 twenty Councils of the Universal Church.


    “There is,” I said to myself, “no fitter starting-place for my pilgrimage towards ‘Ultima Thule’ than the eerie Avenue des Alyscamps, or Elysian Fields, with its black cypresses and poplars and its double line of pagan Roman tombs.” Not even the Paris-Lyon-Mediteranee railway that drives brutally through the ancient cemetery has been able to destroy the significance of that hallowed spot. According to the legends the place was so haunted by spirits in the days of St. Trophyme that he resolved to consecrate it afresh and, as he was doing so, Christ Himself appeared and knelt upon a stone, which is still shown, and extended His hands in blessing over the tombs, making them Christian.


    In ancient Roman days the Avenue was not yet called the Elysian Fields: it was an alley lined with rich Roman sarcophagi and marked the end of the Via Aureliana at the entrance to Arles, and it was planted with cypresses and poplars in order to protect the travellers against the sun and the wind. In the early Middle Ages, however, the Avenue des Alyscamps became so renowned as a burial-ground that every pious Christian wished to be buried there, for out of the cult of the Roman sarcophagi grew the legendary Arles of the epic heroes of Charlemagne and William of Orange. According to mediaeval tradition, the heroes killed at Roncevaux and the Twelve Peers were buried there, for Charlemagne himself had fought a fierce battle against the Saracens in the plain of Arles. Such slaughter took place in that battle that it was impossible to distinguish the corpses of the infidels from those of the Christians, but all the bodies of the Christian heroes were miraculously spirited into the stone tombs that lined the Avenue. For this reason les Alyscamps was venerated as a national Valhalla, and when Christians wished to be buried within the sacred precincts they left orders for the coffins containing their bodies to be strapped to a raft and set afloat on the waters of the Rhone, anywhere above Arles, with sufficient money in them for the cost of the burial. This money was called ‘drue de mourtelage’. If the coffin got caught by a bank or slipped into a backwater, the pious-minded pushed it back into midstream, and on it floated down to the watchers from the Monastery of St. Victor, who buried the body in the shadow of the cypress and poplar trees.


    From 1054 to 1450 the monks of St. Victor continued their pious work of burial, and some idea of the extent of the necropolis may be formed when we realize that there were nineteen churches and chapels within the precincts of the Alyscamps.* When, however, in 1152 the body of St. Trophyme was translated to the Cathedral of St. Étienne, which henceforth was called, of St. Trophyme, the burial ground of les Alyscamps lost a great deal of its prestige, and moreover, in the sixteenth century many of the sarcophagi were presented as gifts to visiting princes and to cities. Charles IX loaded ships with some of them, which were so heavy that the ships sank in the Rhone, but some of the most important, such as those of Servilius Marcianus, Flavius Memorius and Caecilia Aprula were given to Lyons and Marseilles respectively. In spite of having been pillaged century after century, few places so haunt the lonely traveller as that avenue of death, in the dim light of the evening, with its deserted shrine of St. Honorat at the end. Here and there one is sure to meet waifs and strays, for it was long believed that it was lucky to sleep in these stone sarcophagi, for the devil had little power over the dead in Arles.


    At this point I must confess that one of the chief reasons why the Road of St. James through Provence and the Narbonnais makes a more intimate appeal to me than the other three roads is that the little Greek god Pan with his bewitching flute haunts the Provençal countryside just as he haunts the crags above Delphi, the slopes of Gennargentu in Sardinia and the highland glens of Asturias and Galicia. The distinguished Provençal writer, Madame Jeanne de Flandrésy, used always to say that in Greek countries the propagation of Christianity and evangelization was easier to accomplish than in Roman countries. Even in the Platonic dialogues we seem to be on the threshold of the Gospels, and the people themselves living their quasi-Homeric lives in the Greek islands or in the mountains of Arcadia or Thessaly seem to possess calm, unruffled minds and a tolerance which we do not find in the more Roman countries. It is only in comparatively modern times, too, that writers have set Greek paganism in violent antithesis, to the Christian religion, and those who have done so have, as a rule been rebels against orthodox Christianity, such as Renan, Leconte de Lisle, and Anatole France. One writes Les reveries d’un paien mystique, another writes a poem to Les jeunes Gens de Platon; Renan writes his Prière sur l’Acropole at the feet of the Statue of Athene; Anatole France delivers in Les Noces Corinthiennes a most violent diatribe against Christ, and addresses it to Hypatia:


    


    Le vil Galiléen t’a frappée et maudite,


    Mais tu tombas plus grande, et maintenant, hélas!


    Le souffle de Platon et le corps d’Aphrodite


    Sont partis à jamais vers les beaux deux d’Hellas?


    


    In spite of the undeniable beauty of these verses the antithesis is unjust, and, as Charles Roux says in his fascinating study of Provençal legends, surely it is more reasonable to follow the great writers in the seventeenth century, such as Racine, who was capable of writing Phèdre as well as Athalie.* Surely his attitude was nobler and more logical than the imprecations of Leconte de Lisle and Anatole France. Moreover, even St. Paul, when he preached on the hill of the Areopagus, was welcomed and listened to with tolerance. The Provençal poets have inherited from their Greek ancestry a similar tolerance, and the masters of the nineteenth century, who attempted to harmonize the Catholic religion and pagan beauty, were in antithesis to most of the French poets of the later years of that century. Aubanel, for instance, is equally sincere in singing the praises of the Virgin Mary and the Venus of Arles, and he sees no contradiction in paying tribute to the two.*


    At any rate the Greek spirit in the early days of Christianity profoundly influenced the South of France, not by its pagan hedonism but by its asceticism. The adventures of the early saints from Greece who came to Provence is a tale of constant privations and mortification of the flesh. St. Léonce, who was bom at Nîmes, the ancient Nemausus, distributed all his wealth to the poor and became a wanderer. Such was his piety that he was elected Bishop of Fréjus. True to the ideal which he had inherited from the Greek fathers, he resolved to build a monastery on one of the two little islands of Lérins oif the Provençal coast, called, according to Strabo, after a celebrated pirate chieftain Lero. It was to St. Honorat, a monk, who had lived as a hermit in the Peloponnesus, that St. Léonce entrusted the foundation of the Monastery of Lérins. It soon became a beacon of Christianity throughout the coast of southern Gaul, and it was not only a church and a monastery but also a university, whence came such great pioneers as St. Hilaire, St. Eucher and St. Loup.


    In addition to Greek there are Celtic influences, which show themselves throughout Provence, the Narbonnais and North Spain, and it is significant that though the name of Arles, according to some authorities, comes from ara lata, ‘the broad altar’, referring to a temple consecrated by the Greeks here to Diana of the Ephesians, according to others it is derived from the contraction of the two words ar and laith, which in Celtic mean ‘damp place’.


    We must not, however, think of Provence as the home of saints and hermits. In the Middle Ages it became the land of warring knights. We have John Addington Symonds, who describes the turbulent ruling family of Les Baux in the following words: ‘The real temper of this fierce tribe was not shown among troubadours or in courts of love and beauty. The stern and barren rock from which they sprang and the comet of their scutcheon are the true symbols of their natures. History records no end to their ravages and slaughters. It is a tedious catalogue of blood—how one prince put to fire and sword the whole town of Courthézon; how another was stabbed in prison by his wife; howathird besieged the castle of his niece and sought to undermine her chamber knowing her the while to be with child; how a fourth was flayed alive outside the walls of Avignon. There is nothing terrible and savage belonging to feudal history of which an example may not be found in the annals of Les Baux as narrated by their chronicler Jules Canouge.’*


    The ferocious character of the Comtes of Provence may be explained by the important change that came over southern France after the death of Charlemagne. The Treaty of Verdun divided the Empire among the three sons of the Emperor. Charles the Bold received the Western Frankish territories; Louis received the Eastern parts of Germany, and Lothar, the eldest son, who became the Holy Roman Emperor, received central Germany, the left bank of the Rhine, Burgundy and Provence. It was through hapless Provence, therefore, that the Empire secured access to the sea. Furthermore, in pursuance of the family arrangement between the three brothers, Charles the Bold was granted Septimania or the Narbonnais. Thus there was a cleavage between the Kingdom on one bank of the Rione and the Empire on the other. Even in modern times that cleavage exists, according to Ford Madox Ford, in the ideas and prejudices of the ancient countries, for the fisherman beside the bridge at Beaucaire spits towards Tarascon in Provence; and the Tarasconnais, looking towards Beaucaire, exclaims distastefully: ‘sacr. r. ré Royaume’.*


    As a result of the division of their territories, both Emperor and King had to rule their distant dominions by means of counts who had viceregal powers, and as time went on, became independent rulers with their courts centred in impregnable castles, ready to defy either the invasions of Saracens or the attacks of their royal or imperial overlords.


    


    

  


  
    ALBIGENSIAN OR CRUSADER


    


    During my journey from Arles to St. Gilles, Montpellier, Beziers, Narbonne, Carcasonne and Toulouse I should find myself continually reminded of the fierce Albigensian crusade, which lasted for twenty years from the original mobilization and march of the crusading army in 1209 to the treaty of 1229, which provided for the incorporation of the great county of Toulouse in the Crown of France.


    In the early Church a great many heresies were rife before it divided into the Eastern and Western rites. The heresy of Arrianism was condemned under Constantine at the Council of Nice in 325, but it continued to flourish for many centuries in North Africa and Spain. The heresy of Priscillianism, even after its founder had been slain and its devotees converted, continued to exercise a certain influence in Galician monasteries and still does among the people, who believe in the transmigration of souls. The heresy of Catharism, which originated in Bulgaria, was of Slav or Judaic origin and spread from the East of Europe to Provence, just about the same time, as the Albigensian heresy had already started in the city of Albi and united in itself a little of all these heresies. It was eminently suited to the temperament of a leisured and contemplative peasantry, of sufficient education to regard with scepticism the faith that was adopted by the bloodthirsty counts and lords, who ruled Provence under their kingly or imperial overlords.*


    The un-Christian creed of the Albigensians began to spread through Europe soon after the year 1,000, but it was very old, for it represented one of the two fundamentally different ways of looking at life. Its central idea was that the universe is dual and was created by two Gods or two principles of about equal strength, one Good and one Evil.


    Once the doctrine of the Albigensians was proclaimed it spread like wildfire through all Provence: Nimes, Arles, Narbonne, and finally Avignon went Albigensian, and their doctrines penetrated even to Burgundy and the Alps, as far as the Canton of Vaud, where later on the peasants became the highly ascetic and schismatic Christian Waldensians, whose persecution in the seventeenth century inspired the noblest of Milton’s sonnets:


    


    ‘Avenge, O Lord, Thy slaughtered saints.’


    


    The persecution and destruction of the Albigeois has always excited the indignation of those who passionately defend lost causes, and modern agnostics forget that one of man’s deepest instincts has always been to defend that which he holds sacred, and to a man possessed of religion, nothing is so sacred as his gods.*


    Even the Athenians put Socrates to death, because he taught the people not to believe in the gods of the city. The Romans, it is true, were tolerant, and, owing to the necessity of having to rule many races, accepted the gods of the strangers, exacting only a nominal oath of allegiance to the godhead of the Emperor. But when any religion or religious practice appeared to the Romans to threaten the State then the magistrates condemned those who rebelled against the law, as in the case of Christians, who were persecuted by order of the Emperors because they refused to take the oath to the godhead of the Emperor.


    When the Church triumphed in Europe she felt bound to carry on the teaching of her historical Founder and maintain her faith and practice as the essence of human life. Above all she had to be forever vigilant against the enemy from within, the heretic who would disfigure the faith by which she lives. For this reason, even the early fathers, such as St. Augustine and Pope St. Leo, approved of the death penalty afflicted upon heretics by the State, and even Alcuin, the teacher of Charlemagne, claimed that the study of philosophy was of the greatest benefit, because through it ‘the holy doctors and defenders of the Catholic Faith have triumphed over all heresiarchs’.*


    It is very difficult for us today to recapture the spirit of the Middle Ages, though as pilgrims, following the road of St. James we are forever reminded by the churches, the shrines, the hermitages, of mediaeval man and his faith in God and the Church. ‘History’, as Michelet said, ‘should be a resurrection of the flesh’, and we may be completely antagonistic to the philosophy of the thirteenth century, but we must fully understand it and realize that those who directed its human affairs were men fundamentally the same as ourselves. Man as man (the only thing which concerns history, or indeed the morals and philosophy of mankind) has been the same since first he appears fully developed upon the earth. In Western Europe, as Belloc tells us, during the Middle Ages, we are dealing with men who are of our own very stock, wholly from particular blood, our own fathers, our own family. In those ancestors we should take our greatest pride, for never did our race do better or more thoroughly, never was it more faithfully itself than in the years between the First Crusade and the effects of the Black Death: 1100-1350. Those three lifetimes were the very summit of the European story.*


    


    

  


  
    ST. GILLES AND HIS PILGRIMAGE


    


    The first stage on my journey after leaving les Alyscamps was St. Gilles, which is nineteen kilometres from Arles. After crossing the Rhône I called, in the suburb of Trinquetaille, upon various old friends, whom I had known during my pilgrimages to Les Saintes Maries de la Mer. From there on I left the main road and walked through that strange land silted up at the mouth of the Rhone, haunted by wild animals, and rare birds with its patches of wilderness full of tamarisks and junipers. I thought of my favourite refuge, the Church of the Sea-borne Marys and St. Sara, the Saint of ‘les Manouches’ as they call the Romanichals. When I reached St. Gilles I went first of all to the cathedral where all Jacobean pilgrims halt to make their devotions to one of the most lovable saints in all the calendar. Here in the ancient Roman Vallis Flaviana, which in its turn was built on the ruins of the Graeco-Phoenician town of Heracles, St. Gilles founded the great Abbey in the eighth century on land ceded to him by the Visigothic King Wamba. Around the Abbey a large city grew up later under the patronage of the last Counts of Toulouse, who came originally from St. Gilles, and it reached the zenith of its power in the twelfth century, when the Knights Templar and Hospitallers were still in their hey-day, and its port carried on a flourishing trade in the Mediterranean. The Abbey, which belonged to the Order of Cluny, had received privileges from the Pope, giving it quasi-independence, and its fame was universal owing to the pilgrimage from all over Europe to the tomb of St. Gilles in the crypt of the cathedral.


    The central portal, the experts say, is of 1180 and is Provençal in style, but the two other portals are of the thirteenth century and show influences from northern France. The porch of St. Gilles which rivals that of St. Trophyme is one of the most beautiful examples of Romanesque art in France, and in its detail it is a stylicized reminiscence of the ancient world, created at a moment when a fresh sympathy with the heritage of Rome had arisen in the twelfth century.


    ' As my main interest in visiting St. Gilles was to see the celebrated crypt I went in search of the sacristan, a friend of many years’ standing. Soon he arrived carrying his mammoth keys and he led me to the sarcophagus of the saint, which dates from the eleventh century (St. Gilles had died in 721), and has the following inscription on it: In hoc tumulo quiescit corpus bead Aegidii. The sacristan loved to hear himself talk and he gave me the whole story of St. Gilles, who, like St. James, St. Millán, St. Isidore and many others, had given rise to a great number of legends concerning his miracles.


    “He was born working miracles,” said the sacristan, “and it was owing to his miracles and the legends about him that St. Gilles rose to be a city of thirty thousand inhabitants and the Pilgrimage of St. Gilles was at one time as famous as that of Santiago, for people came even from Norway and Denmark as well as the southern countries to pray at his tomb, and, indeed, his miraculous cures were greater in number than those of the son of Zebedee himself. The story of St. Gilles is characteristically Greek, but it has details that remind us of the Oriental stories of the life and wanderings of Josafat or Buddha. He was born in Greece and his family came of royal stock. When he was a schoolboy he was brought for the first time into contact with sickness, poverty and death. Like St. Martin of Tours, he gave his cloak to the starving invalid and performed his first miracle, for the sick man rose from his pallet cured. After Gilles’s parents died he became dissatisfied with his life in the world, so one day he gave a great festival in his palace, to which he invited all his friends. When the guests had departed and his equerries had undressed him for bed, they fell into a deep slumber, for their master had drugged the wine they had drunk and thus they could not keep watch, with the result that he escaped and went through the world begging his bread. When he reached Arles he disappeared into the forests of Provence, where he lived on cress and wild plants. His only companion was a gazelle, who after roving the forest would return at nightfall and sleep at his feet. One day the King of Gascony and Toulouse, the vassal of Charlemagne to whom he paid tribute, went on a hunting expedition in the forest and wounded the gazelle with one of his arrows. She managed to escape, however, and join her master, who washed and bandaged her wound. Day after day the King hunted the gazelle, but she always escaped until at last the King followed her to her lair and discovered Gilles lying wounded by one of his arrows. The King was so impressed by the holiness of Gilles that he begged him to found a great abbey and church, and the fame of the Saint reached the ears of the Emperor Charlemagne, who called the holy men to his court and listened to the story of his life. And next day, after Mass, the Emperor ordered everyone to leave the church and there alone with the Saint he confessed his sins—all of them save one, which he had not the courage to confess, though St. Gilles pressed him for twenty days to do so. St. Gilles, meantime, went on performing his miracles, but he forever prayed to God to make the Emperor confess his secret sin, and one day, when St. Gilles was saying Mass, an angel flew down on to the altar and left beside the holy wafer, a letter which God sent to his loyal servant, allowing him the power of remitting the Emperor’s secret sin.


    “Possessing as he did the special powers of performing miracles and remitting sins, the fame of St. Gilles grew apace and even after he died people from every country flocked to his tomb in the crypt of the Church, and as it is on the road of St. James the Jacobean pilgrims never failed to pray at his tomb, and those who were setting out for the long and perilous pilgrimage to the Holy Land also halted by his shrine and prayed.”


    The sacristan recited for me the story of St. Gilles as though it had been a cantefable. His speech always fascinated me, for it was such a complete contrast to the speech of Northern France. It was nearer to old Latin speech, for the Provençal and the Gascon alike have followed the Italians and Spaniards in keeping the resonant broad vowels that make the Southern tongues peculiarly adapted to song. And in the Middle Ages this tongue, the langue d’oc, covered a far greater range than today, for it was spoken as far north as Geneva on the East and Poitou on the West, and the first troubadour known to us was the Count of Poitiers who came from the central Loire.


    The sacristan was so convinced of the superiority of his Provençal civilization that I was put in mind of Andalusia, where even the poorest day-labourer in any pueblo feels the same superiority, which is really compassion for those who were not fortunate enough to be born on the banks of the Rhone and to speak the langue d’oc.


    After leaving St. Gilles, I continued plodding my way towards my next halting place, Montpellier. The landscape of Provence, once we leave the Camargue, is typically Mediterranean. Between the sea and the grey bleached mountains the land is cultivated with infinite toil and built up in terraces with vines and olives everywhere, and here and there occasional cypresses. In St. Gilles, the voluble sacristan had introduced me to a young seminarist, who was on his way to Montpellier, so we tramped along together. The seminarist, whom I nicknamed Canta l’Epistola, was a slender, ascetic youth, rapid and vivacious in manner and eager to air his knowledge of the history and poetry of his beloved Provence. As we walked he sang songs and rambled on in a fascinating chronique scandaleuse of the Provençal saints of St. Honorat and his sister, St. Margaret, in their ‘golden isles’ of Lérins, of the strawberries which St. Margaret cultivated in order to tempt her brother to visit her, for she was always in need of his holy counsel; of St. Mary Magdalen, who lived for thirty years in the forests of Sainte Baume, clothed only in her auburn hair, and whose bones have wandered further even than those of St. James of Compostella; of Saint Sara, the only saint accepted by les Bohémiens because she sanctifies their pilfering.


    The seminarist was a firm believer in the Greek heritage of Provence. “I am proud of being a Greek Massaliote,” he said. “Why, Greek was the tongue of our people until the sixth century, and even today the Sanjanens, the fishermen of the St. John’s quarter of Marseilles, employ many Greek words in their technical argot.”


    When we arrived at Montpellier, the seminarist brought me to a students’ hostel, where he sang and I fiddled for the company. But, already in Montpellier the atmosphere had become less Provençal, and more international. Nevertheless, it warmed my heart to hear Canta l’Epistola defend his Provençal Albigensians against the attacks of the young priests from northern France, who maintained the orthodox point of view, namely that the authority of the Church would have been doomed in southern France, had the Pope not taken strong action and proclaimed a crusade. The seminarist stoutly defended Raymond VI of Toulouse, saying that he had never been a heretic and had submitted to public penance imposed by the Church in St. Gilles, and his brother-in-law and ally in the war, Pedro II of Aragon, had been actually crowned by Innocent III in Rome, and given the title of Catolico. The crusade, he maintained, was due to the longstanding feud between the north and south of France. It was, he cried, race antagonism, which was evident during the course of the crusade, for many of the orthodox southerners helped the heretics to drive back the invaders, and the heretics in many cases deposited their money and treasures with the priests and bishops.


    The argument between the two sides waxed furious and I was truly amazed to discover that today in Provence, bled white, and trampled upon in the Second Great War by modern Cimbrians and Teutons, the youth were ready to argue passionately about a war that had taken place seven hundred years ago. The Albigensian war remains a perpetual memory graven in the minds of the people living between the Rhone and the Garonne, and we find its incidents woven into the pattern of the rhapsodical cantefable, which the folk have created of their own history, wherein Marius becomes the husband of Mary Magdalen and Julius Caesar joins hands with St. Martha, St. Honorât and St. Gilles.


    Montpellier was an important halting-place on the road to Santiago at the end of the eleventh century when William V and his wife Ermisindis were lords of the city. They founded a hospital of St. James and a charitable Institute of the Holy Ghost which in the thirteenth century had branch houses in Marseilles and other places in southern France, for helping the poor and the sick. There was also in Montpellier in those days the Hospital of St. Eloy, which looked after pilgrims, orphans and the sick.


    On arriving at Narbonne we went first to the Cathedral of St. Just of the twelfth to thirteenth centuries, which has an impressive choir 131 feet high. Nearby is the Hotel de Ville, which used to be the palace of the Archbishop. In one of its three ancient towers King Louis XIII signed the death warrant of his twenty-two-year-old favourite, the Marquis de Cinq Mars.


    


    

  


  
    THE PRIEST-WORKERS


    


    After saying farewell to my travelling companion, Canta l’Epistola, I set out on my next stage, Carcassonne, with two young priests, friends of his who were travelling to Toulouse. After Narbonne the scenery changed, and we entered a deep valley, which opens as it were a natural path towards the Atlantic. The countless races that moved along from the Mediterranean to the Ocean were forced to move within that valley, for if they tried to veer to the north of the valley they would have found themselves caught in the deep gorges of the Montagne Noire, which is the southernmost portion of the Cévennes, or if they had veered south they would have lost themselves in the equally impossible gorges of the Corbiéres, which are the north-eastern spurs of the Pyrenees. The scenery has a peculiar charm of colour, for the black mountain is a dark slate-like rock and the Corbiéres, in contrast are of white limestone. On this occasion we were given a lift in a lorry laden with barrels of wine and we stopped at the little taverns on the way, Montredon, Villedaigne, Lézignan-Corbiéres, Douzeus, Capendu and finally Carcassonne.


    At all our stops in the towns there were messages and bargainings, for the lorry-driver, in addition to delivering his barrels, had to take messages from all and sundry for the towns on the way. My two companions were very earnest young priests. The older was entirely scholarly and laconic in speech. The other was an ‘exalté’; he told me more in a few hours about the position of the Church in France today than I had learnt in years.


    “We Catholics have been in a bad way since the end of the war,” he said.


    “But surely,” I replied, “this is true all over Europe. Even in the nineteenth century, in the days of Ozanam the poor districts of the industrial cities were completely godless and many never knew the inside of a church or met a priest. There has been in France as in other countries a dechristianizing process going on for a long time.”


    “In our days, monsieur, the great new social class has not lost God: they have never had Him. This in spite of the wonderful work that has been done by Catholic social societies before the Second World War. Even during the war, in 1943, an attempt was made by priests interested in the workers Christian Youth Movement, who presented to Cardinal Suhard, the Archbishop of Paris, a memorandum, urging the initiation of a campaign for Christianity among the workers. The memorandum was published in the same year and sold one hundred thousand copies, but it was a diagnosis, not a cure. Even today Catholics in France have not yet developed a social conscience. They have not yet understood the point of view of the workers. All they envisage is the limited charity of man to man; they do not yet realize that, first of all, justice must be given to a great section of human society.”


    “But surely,” said I, “the teaching of your bishops and priests has shown the workers that Christianity is not just a doctrine, but a way of living. Possibly the clergy have too closely identified themselves with the middle class and do not make themselves intelligible to the mass of the workers.”


    “That is what many of us believe,” said the seminarist excitedly. “How can we expect the workers to flock to church to hear sermons that are only delivered for the benefit of the church-going middle class. Must we not go further in adapting ourselves to the working class?” At this point the other priest stopped reading Ins breviary, took off his spectacles and said solemnly: “Social justice won’t remedy matters: Vous êtes trop exalté, Pierre, and your methods are too crude and hasty. Social justice must not be a condition for becoming evangelized. The Church did not wait for the abolition of slavery, but lived beside it as it did afterwards beside feudalism and capitalism: it softened them from within, but it did not attempt to destroy them from without. Social justice, I repeat, will not end our difficulties. Probably the worker will not thank us for social justice any more than he thanks us for our charity and pity if he notes in them the slightest touch of a sneer, instead of sincere brotherly love.”


    “I agree, Jean,” said Pierre, “we must show the workers a Christianity which has been purified of class distinctions: we must follow the example of St. Paul, who became a Gentile with the Gentiles and a Jew with the Jews, and the modern missionaries, who have to shed so much of their culture, their traditions, even their own language, in order to make themselves understood by the countries where they strive to spread Christ’s teaching.”


    The two young priests then spoke of the great movement that had taken place in France among the younger clergy to institute priest-workers.


    In 1933 the movement was founded by Père Voillaume, who tried to carry out the ideal of Charles de Foucauld, a retired officer of the French Army, a convert who became ordained and ended his days as an apostle among the Touaregs in the Sahara. The Confraternities have a masculine and two feminine branches, which are called ‘Les petites sœurs du Sacré Cœur’ and ‘Les petites Sœurs de Jésus’. Their watchword, which was given to them by le Père Voillaume, is travailler au cœur des masses.* Charles de Foucauld, who became in 1905 le Père Charles de Jésus, defined his ideal thus: ‘to adopt the life of Nazareth alone or in a brotherhood in all its depth and humility... without a habit like Jesus at Nazareth; uncloistered as Jesus at Nazareth; not less than 8 hours work a day (manual or otherwise, but preferably manual) like Jesus at Nazareth; no great estates, no big rooms, not even great alms, but extreme poverty in everything, as Jesus in Nazareth. In a word; in all as Jesus at Nazareth’. Charles de Foucauld died in 1916 without accomplishing his life’s wish of founding a community, but his life written by René Bazin inspired René Voillaume to create the community which was established south of Oran in the Sahara. I had met the Little Sisters of Jesus at the annual Gypsy Festival at Les Saintes Maries de la Mer and had witnessed what wonderful work these devoted women did among the nomadic Romanichals and ‘forains’.* They and le Père Fleury, a Jesuit from Poitiers, who is the national almoner of the Gypsies in France, have been pioneers in a work done on behalf of foreign nomad Gypsies and water-Gypsies or bargees, which has awakened interest in Holland and Belgium, where I have met priests who have persuaded their authorities to adopt the same methods with their nomadic Gypsy populations.*


    During the war, in 1944, the Mission among the workers was founded in Paris and twenty-five priests worked in factories in the city: they lived alone, but took their meals at the factory canteens, and at five o’clock in the afternoon they returned to their lodgings, where they said Mass for their small community. But then began a long campaign in the Press as to whether the life of a priest and the life of a worker were compatible. Many Catholics were scandalized at the idea of priests working in factories, saying that it was not normal, and that a priest must stay in his church, but they forgot that the first priest-worker was Christ Himself, and that St. Paul, too, worked with his hands.


    The nation-wide campaign on the priest-workers brought undeniable benefits to French religious life, for it showed the necessity in our modern mechanistic world of spreading the net of the Fisherman more widely, in order to gather in the great masses, who fight shy of a clergy that does not understand their spiritual needs and welcome them into the Church with love and understanding. My two young companions, particularly Pierre, had gone into the priest-workers’ movement with all the passionate idealism of youth. They were now disillusioned, because of the campaign organized in the Press against the movement by fellow Catholics, who were in rebellion even against their bishops and against the Holy See itself.


    “Fortunately,” said the precise Jean as he put on his spectacles to continue reading his breviary, “the Church authorities have given us the workers’ Mission instead of the priest-workers’. Let us hope it will be allowed to develop more peacefully than the other and that it will not fail through lack of understanding.”


    “The failure of the priest-workers’ movement,” said Pierre, “was not the failure of Christianity, but of a number of Christians. We ourselves were not a la hauteur. But, in spite of all our mistakes, we roused the people to think of their faith and we jostled them out of their routine conception of their clerical duties.”


    We had now arrived at Carcassonne, and it was time for me to take leave of my two companions. They were going on to Lourdes, whereas I was staying in Carcassonne, in order to visit the Basilica of St. Nazaire and the ramparts of the ancient walled city.


    


    

  


  
    CARCASSONNE AND UNCLE TOBY


    


    Carcassonne consists of two cities, the old and the new, on the banks of the river Aude and linked by bridges dating from 1184 and 1846 respectively.


    The ancient city surrounded by its double line of walls rises fifty metres above the River Aude. Even in the fifth century B.C. that hill was inhabited by the same race as had built Ensérune and Meilhac in Lower Languedoc. Important mosaics and pottery of the Gallo-Roman epoch have been found, and coins of the third century a.d., but the chief relics of the early days belong to the Visigoths, who invaded southern Gaul and Spain in the fifth century. They were the builders of the first line of encircling walls, of which a great part still remain. So strong was the fortified city even in those days that Clovis, who defeated the Visigoths in Gaul, was unable to capture Carcassonne in 509. In 725, however, after a fierce siege, traces of which may still be seen in the walls, the Arabs captured the stronghold and remained in occupation for twenty-five years; they were driven out by Pépin le Bref, after he had conquered Septimania.


    It was in the feudal period that Carcassonne came into the possession of the Trencavel dynasty, who assumed the title of Viscounts of Carcassonne and Beziers, and rendered homage to the Counts of Toulouse. During their rule the city reached its highest peak of prosperity, and in 1089 they began to construct the cathedral, which was not finished until 1150. It was, alas, the evil destiny of Carcassonne to become embroiled in the Albigensian War in common with Beziers, Toulouse and the cities of Provence. Before the massacre of Beziers the young Viscount Raymond Roger Trencavel hastened to Carcassonne to put its defences in order, for he was resolved to defend his stronghold unto death. We can easily visualize that siege in 1209 by the crusaders, for, with the exception of the outer town wall, the gates in the main wall, and a few of the larger towers, Carcassonne is today as it was in 1209. Trencavel’s determination to resist was upheld by his overlord, King Pedro II of Aragon, though the latter on his side tried to make peace on behalf of his vassals with Simon de Montfort, the leader of the crusaders.


    Pedro’s efforts as a peacemaker, however, on this occasion were of no avail and the siege continued. That summer there was a drought of water inside the city and disease was rife in the ranks of the defenders, but assault after assault they repelled with the aid of boiling oil and melted lead. At last Viscount Trencavel surrendered the place and was imprisoned in one of the towers of the castle, where he died of dysentery (many suspected poison). The leader of the crusaders, Simon de Montfort, was nominated Viscount of Beziers and Carcassonne. Simon was the second son of Simon III of Montfort and Amicia, daughter of Robert Beaumont, Earl of Leicester, and the Earldom had passed to the former in 1203. But Simon’s family had very ancient connections, for he descended from Rollo the Norman and he took his name from a small estate he held in the lie de France. He was one of the dominant personalities of the thirteenth century. The chroniclers describe him as tall, blond, broad-shouldered, with regular features and long hair; he was courageous, ambitious and possessed of military talents of no mean order. Sismondi describes him as follows: ‘an able warrior, austere in his personal habits, fanatical in religion, implacable, cruel and treacherous, he combined all the qualities calculated to win the approval of a monk.’ Even today in Carcassonne his fanatical personality pursues us as we trudge up and down the steep narrow streets of the mediaeval walled city.


    I began my visit to the fortifications with the castle which was built about 1125 by Bernard Aton Trencavel. The tour of the ramparts with their towers takes a full hour, and is a fascinating journey back into the military history of the Middle Ages, especially the thirteenth century, with its memories of the Albigensian crusade and the days of St. Louis and King Philippe le Hardi.


    The Basilica of St. Nazaire and St. Celse, which was a cathedral up to 1801, is of two epochs; the nave is Romanesque in style; but the transept and the choir are Gothic. The Romanesque church was begun in 1096 and finished in 1150, but when Carcassonne became French in the thirteenth century, the choir and transept were begun in 1269 and were finished in 1321. The builders, who evidently came from the north of France, prolonged the ancient Romanesque nave and constructed a Gothic Church in the style of those in Paris, for the two façades, north and south, are an imitation of the transept of Notre Dame, which had been finished in 1268, and the choir with its quantities of stained glass imitates the St. Chapelle, which was built by St. Louis in the mid-thirteenth century. The stained-glass windows of the choir and the transept date from the end of the thirteenth and beginning of the fourteenth centuries. The two most beautiful windows in the south of France are those in the two chapels of the transept next to the choir. The window of the chapel on the left represents the tree of Jesse: the window in the chapel on the right is also a Tree of Life, but, according to one of the theological experts, it is the illustration of a mystical work of St. Bonaventura inspired by the Apocalypse.


    I was fortunate enough to meet two Jacobean pilgrims in the Church of St. Nazaire: a father and his son. The father was a man of about sixty years of age, bearded and patriarchial; the son was a wounded ex-serviceman and hobbled with a stick. They had come from Avignon on foot and were footing it all the way to Compostella. “C’est une promesse,” said the father, “but we are not in a hurry: time is of no object to us.”


    The father then drew me over to one of the small chapels, called the chapelle de Pierre Rodier, to show me a fragment of a bas-relief of the thirteenth century. According to the old man, the scene represented the death of Simon de Montfort in the battle under the walls of Toulouse in 1218. It is a vivid scene of fierce fighting with many figures crowded together in cramped space, yet every one of them is hacking away at his adversary in grim earnest.


    In the neighbouring chapel of Guillaume Radulphe there is a remarkable sarcophagus of Bishop Radulph, who died on October i, 1266. The prelate lies on his deathbed and is surrounded by his canons and clergy. Above them angels wait in Heaven to welcome his soul. The French pilgrim pointed out to me the scallop shell of St. James on the tomb, saying “Vous voyez: nous les pèlerins nous sommes sur le bon chemin. From the highest tower of the Castle on a clear day one can see the topmost snow-covered peaks of the Pyrenees ninety kilometres away. We shall go up there presently to see them as it makes Spain seem nearer to us who are tramping the Rue St. Jacques.” “You and your son,” said I, “make me ashamed that I am not foot-slogging the whole way. Unfortunately, I am the victim of time and I cannot linger on the way.”


    “Chacun fait ce qu’il peut,” answered the young pilgrim. “Many pilgrims go by train, by car, by motor bus, and soon they will go by aeroplane to Santiago, just as they go to Lourdes, Fatima and Rome.”


    “St. James,” said the old pilgrim, “picked up a sick pilgrim in the eleventh century and carried him on his flying horse in the twinkling of an eye to Compostella, because he had stayed behind like a good Samaritan to tend his dying companion.”


    With my French friends I went in search of a good meal, for we had fasted that day. Soon we discovered a small restaurant in one of the narrow streets, where we were given an excellent cassoulet, cantal cheese and a bottle of rough red wine. “We are entering the zone of Toulouse,” said I as I devoured my cassoulet. “I know that the Midi is divided into three culinary zones: Provence, where oil is used in cooking; Septimanie, where they use butter; and finally Le Toulousain, where goose fat is the basis. Soon we ought to be eating paté de foie gras.”


    “Wait till you get to Castelnaudary,” said the old Frenchman; “that is where truffles and goose-fat and proper cassoulet begin, aye, and the high-class wines of the Bordelais.”


    When the patriarchal French pilgrim had eaten his plentiful helping, drunk his demi-Bordeaux, picked his teeth and rolled his cigarette, he suggested we should have ‘une fine’ with our coffee. Being in a blissful mood of contentment, he began to expatiate on Carcassonne and the difference between ancient and modern warfare. I then found out that he was an expert in details of fortification. He dazzled my slow, siesta-loving brain with hourds, merlons, courtiers and tours à bec. I tried desperately to remember my Uncle Toby and to reply with scarps, counterscarps, ravelins, gazons, saps and horn works, but his flood of technicalities overwhelmed me. In a moment of aberration I muttered “Vauban” and “Namur”. The bearded pilgrim seized on the two magic words triumphantly. “Sapristi—Vauban—si je le connais! Vauban c’est ma passion! J’ai été artilleur en 1914. I know by heart every page written on Vauban: the method of approach by parallel-ricochet batteries, socket bayonets: he was the great forerunner. And Namur! What visions your mention of the name brings before my eyes—Namur cost the Germans ninety-seven thousand shells, which filled twenty-five trains: Liège took thirteen days to capture: Mau-beuge held up sixty thousand ‘Boches’, who were needed on the Marne. Le grand Napoléon once said of fortifications; they are necessary to gain time. Ça c’est la morale de la guerre!! That is why I am here, monsieur, a humble pilgrim of St. Louis and Philippe le Hardi here in Carcassonne, as well as a pilgrim of St. James the Moor-slayer.” Once mounted on his hobby-horse, there was no stopping the bearded pilgrim—ex-artilleryman. His son, who had been an aviator in the Second World War, was frankly bored by his father’s talk, and thought it the most ridiculous hobby-horse that ever gentleman mounted, but we both had to listen to a long harangue on the instruments of war used by Simon de Montfort for besieging Carcassonne; the big mangonneaux that cast stones, a hundred kilos in weight, two hundred metres; battering-rams or béliers, wooden rolling towers, not to mention mines and countermines. Mentally I prayed to Santa Barbara the patron saint of the artillery for a dispensation, but in vain. At last, mopping his forehead with a big red handkerchief and smoothing out his beard he said quietly: “Monsieur, vous m’avez fait grand plaisir: I see that you are well acquainted with the science of fortification and you appreciate its significance. As for my son, he is an aviator: he despises fortifications.”


    We set out together from Carcassonne towards Toulouse, but the young Frenchman hobbled along with such difficulty that I realized we should take weeks to get even to the Somport Pass. I asked the father why he allowed his son to tramp the roads: surely it would do serious damage to his wounded leg, but the son answered saying that he was resolved to carry out his vow and tramp the Road of St. James to the bitter end. I myself, too, began to suffer severe pains in my feet. At first I thought the cause was anno Domini, pampered living and lack of exercise, and that my Spartan pilgrim life would harden my feet. The pain, however seemed to increase in intensity during my slow tramping with the two French pilgrims. Perhaps they are ‘gafe’, thought I, and have put the evil eye on me. I then turned to my old friend, St. Nicholas of Bari, whose manna had proved so efficacious when I had walked the Via Appia from Taranto to Brindisi in 1919. Alas I had no bottles of his oil in my knapsack and all I could remember of his charm was four lines from the beginning:


    


    Sospitati dedit aegros


    Olei perfusio,


    Nicolaus naufragantum


    Adfuit praesidio


    (The sick are given health by the miraculous oil and St. Nicholas saved those in danger of shipwreck.)


    


    My pain, however, was not only sore feet, of that I was sure, for there were no blisters and the skin was not broken. Perhaps I was getting gout or rheumatoid arthritis. When I spoke of my sore feet to the bearded pilgrim he answered at once: “There is only one thing for you to do: go straightway to Lourdes. Your feet will be healed in the pool. My son has great faith in Lourdes and we are going there. But you must jump the first lorry to Toulouse where, you will be easily able to get a lift.” A few minutes later when we saw a lorry approaching he stood in the middle of the road waving his arms. When the lorry stopped he told a wonderful sob-story about my feet and I was hoisted into the lorry beside the driver and I said a regretful farewell to my pilgrim companions.


    


    

  


  
    TOULOUSE AND ST. SERNIN


    


    When we reached Toulouse and I was deposited by the good Samaritan of a lorry-driver in the Boulevard de Strasbourg I felt indeed forlorn, for it was raining cats and dogs and my feet were as painful as if I had just received the bastonado. Hobbling along with the aid of my stick through the rain, I found my way to the Cathedral of St. Sernin, which stands in its own square off the rue St. Bernard, near the Boulevard. The sight of the huge massive church looming out of the mist on that rainy afternoon was as welcome to me as the Pole Star. It was one of my chief halting-places in my pilgrimage. I remember the words of my lamented friend Kingsley Porter, in his epoch-making book.24


    ‘The Pilgrimage’, he says, ‘united the art of all Europe and even Asia, but the most important contribution to mediaeval art was the group of sculptures produced in the twelfth century along the lower portion of the Road of St. James. By that road travelled the artistic forms of Lombardy together with the Lombard pilgrims and intimately related to the road was the type of Romanesque cloister with twin columns supporting arches with pillars in the angles.’ ‘In consequence’, continues Kingsley Porter, ‘a single style spreads from Santiago along the pilgrim road to Toulouse, Moissac and Conques, but we should look in vain for the creative centre, even though the importance of Santiago is greater than of Toulouse, for the same sculptors were employed in both.’


    What struck me about St. Sernin’s, as I walked up the nave, was its immense original size. It is one hundred and fifteen metres in length and thirty-two metres and a half broad, including its double aisles on each side, and only the cathedral at Compostella surpasses it in the length of its transepts. According to a local chronicle, the consecration of the church and the high altar was made in 1096 by Pope Urban II, in the presence of Count Raymond of St. Gilles and many nobles from the South of France and fifteen French and Spanish Bishops.25 Gómez Moreno believes that the decorative work of the Sanctuary of St. Sernin was done by one master, the sculptor Bernardus Gelduinus, the sculptor of the cloisters of Moissac, whose signature appears on the marble altar table.26 From the early Middle Ages, therefore, attention was paid by the authorities to the necessity of accommodating large numbers of pilgrims, and this is shown at St. Sernin by the addition of double aisles on each side to accommodate the multitude. In the Guide of the twelfth-century Aymery Picaud tells the story how the original church was built upon the ruins of an abbey raised at the end of the fourth century to house the body of St. Sernin or Saturnin, the first Bishop of Toulouse and Apostle of Languedoc, who suffered martyrdom: he was dragged by a bull from the Capitol of Roman


    Toulouse to the spot where the Augustinian Abbey afterwards was built. Later on in the ninth century Charlemagne, on his return from his Spanish expeditions, presented no less than six bodies of the Apostles, according to an ancient Latin distich:


    


    Sex vehit hie rediens Hispanis ab oris


    Carlos apostolici corpora sancta gregis.


    


    This number was even increased to eight, and among them they included also that of St. James and, as we have seen earlier, Dr. Andrew Boorde when he arrived as a pilgrim in Compostella was told by the cleric who shrived him that there was not one ear nor bone of St. James in Compostella, for St. James the Great and St. James the Less and all the other saints had been taken to Toulouse by Charlemagne.


    When I descended to the lower crypt to pray at the foot of the caskets containing the relics I found a group of men and women who were making the pilgrimage to Compostella. Near each casket was a printed history of the Saints or Apostles which made fascinating reading, owing to the macabre details of their sufferings and their miracles recorded in the laconic emotionless style of a doctor’s case-book.


    The printed history of St. James the Great described his apostolate in Spain, his return to Jerusalem, his martyrdom, the journey of his body to Spain and the discovery of his tomb and relics, but added at the end: ‘L’Empereur Charlemagne, ayant obtenu la plus grande partie en fit présent à la Basilique de St. Sernin’. I was disappointed with the comments on St. James the Less, for there was no mention of his commemoration together with St. Philip, the Apostle, on May 1, old May Day, and yet the two saints are near neighbours in the crypt of St. Sernin. The two saints are coupled together in the Lectionary of St. Jerome and in the Sacramentary of Gregory, as in the Roman and Anglican Liturgies.* The body of St. James the Less lies here, in the crypt, but, as has been mentioned, his head was presented in 1116 by the temperamental Queen Urraca, daughter of Alfonso VI King of Castile and León, to the great Diego Gelmirez, Bishop of Compostella. Be all that as it may, today in rainy Toulouse I am saying two decades of the Rosary in propitiation of St. James the Less and St. Philip the patrons of the fullness of the springtide with sunshine flowers and games and dancing.


    The comments on the pieces of the true Cross, which St. Helena the mother of the Emperor Constantine had the consolation of discovering, described how the pieces had been distributed all over the world but ended with the following naïve phrase: ‘Their authenticity was again proved in the procès verbal officiel of 1807.’


    The two saints who intrigued me most in the crypt were St. Gilbert (1184-90) and St. Edmund, King of England. The former, according to the printed comment by the casket, came from Lincolnshire and founded the confraternity of the ‘Gilbertins’ and became Abbot. He was persecuted by Henry II Plantagenet because of his defence of St. Thomas of Canterbury. St. Edmund King of England was martyrized by the Danes in 870, and his last words according to the commentary were: ‘Ma religion m’est plus chère que la vie; jamais je ne consentirai à offenser Dieu que j’adore.’ His relies and those of St. Gilbert were brought from England to France by King Louis VIII, who gave them to the canons of the Cathedral of St. Sernin in return for their hospitality during the siege, which he carried out against the Albigensian heretics in Toulouse. How the sinister Albigensian war even today dogs the pilgrim along the Road of St. James!


    It gave me a genuine feeling of patriotic pride to read of these two English saints and my prayers to both of them were fervent. They still show their gratitude to Toulouse and the Entente Cordiale by miracles from time to time; as for instance in 1631, when Toulouse was delivered from the plague by the intercession of St. Edmund, King of England. Charlemagne had such good relations with all countries, Christian and infidel, owing to his power that he was continually receiving relics as gifts, and in those early mediaeval days relics were many times more valuable as assets than tribute or war indemnities.


    I was surprised to find most of the pilgrims kneeling before the casket containing the remains of St. Jude the Apostle, who, moreover, unlike most of his fellow saints, was surrounded by ex votos, or plaques of white marble with lettering in gold, giving the name of the petitioner (many of whom went back to the eighties of the last century). I then remembered that St. Jude was the Apostle of lost and despairing causes. He was the brother of St. James the Great and St. John the Evangelist, the ‘Sons of Thunder’. His companion among the Apostles was St. Simon Zelotes, believed traditionally to have been the husband at the marriage feast of Cana.* St. Jude and St. Simon together preached the gospel in Syria and Mesopotamia and both were martyrized: St. Jude was killed by a club and St. Simon by a saw and artists often represent them carrying these emblems. Even in death they were not parted, for their relics were discovered in the same casket. The commentary on St. Jude ends with the words: ‘St. Jude est invoqué au loin sous le titre de Patron de Causes Désespérées.’ No wonder he gets all the attention of the pilgrims, said I to myself as I watched a pale-faced woman brushing away her tears as she muttered prayers to herself.


    The interior of the cathedral is noble in its proportions: the lofty nave with its round-arched barrel vault, the extended transepts and the high triforium with external windows lighting the nave—all made me regret that I did not see the cathedral at a crowded moment of pilgrimage. Every device has been utilized by the mediaeval artist to increase the space for pilgrims: there are many naves, transepts, ambulatories that circle the whole church, chapels radiating from the choir and, above, balconies to hold the crowds that came on special feast days. Few churches, nevertheless, give so satisfying a sensation of the unity as well as the complex, polyphonic nature of mediaeval Christianity, at a moment when the Pope had asserted the sovereign will of the papal tiara over the imperial crown, and called upon the knights of Europe to defend the Holy Land in the First Crusade of 1096. The cathedral from the outside, with its octagonal bell-tower soaring triumphantly, resembles a mighty galleon of brick and stone ready to sail.


    In the tympanum is represented the Ascension of Christ, who is surrounded by his angels. Below the Saviour the twelve Apostles are all gazing up at Him completely wrapt up in their vision. The other door worthy of note is called la Porte des Comtes, because on the right of it is a niche holding three sarcophagi, containing the bodies of three Counts of Toulouse. The capitals of the pillars of the door are grotesque reminders of the wages of sin: in one, two devils are plunging their forks into the belly of a lustful sinner; in another we see the miser with his purse round his neck; in a third two serpents bite the breast of an adulterous woman, who is held by two devils; in a fourth a wicked rich man has his head caught in the jaws of a two-bodied dragon, and finally there is a capital showing the soul of the poor man Lazarus being carried up to heaven.


    I was sorry to leave the refuge of the church, for the monotonous downpour continued and there was not a taxi to be seen anywhere.


    Eventually, after I had found a cosy restaurant and eaten a heavy vegetable soup, a côte de porc and drunk a carafe of Bordeaux, my spirits rose and I prepared myself for a further bout of sight-seeing. Fortunately one of my old friends from the University of Toulouse, whom I knew in Spain, came to my rescue and acted as cicerone. From him I learnt that Toulouse boasts of having the most ancient literary society in Europe, the Académie des Jeux Floraux, which was founded in 1323 by seven young troubadours eager to maintain the prestige of the Langue d’Oc and the traditions of‘Gay Saber’. Toulouse was in continual contact with Aragon in those days, for the troubadours of Provence and Le Toulousain were sure of a warm welcome whenever they had to seek refuge there from persecution.


    Aimeric de Peguilhan and Giraut de Bornelh, when they left Provence for Aragon and Castile, were entertained royally and given palfreys, jewels and many presents. In modern days, too, owing to the links between the Catalan and Provençal languages, the friendship between Barcelona and Toulouse has grown even more intimate, but the University of Toulouse has also maintained quite as close cultural relations with Castile as with Aragon and Catalonia. Every year recently it used to be the custom in the summer months for the University of Toulouse to hold courses of languages and of literature in Burgos, at which Spanish as well as French scholars lectured. There was in fact, a constant interchange between professors of Toulouse and Madrid, through the efforts of L’Institut français en Espagne under its director the celebrated Flispanist, Ernest Mérimée, his son Henri and in recent years their successor, Paul Guinard. My friend the professor from Toulouse University, who had been thirty years before an exchange lecturer in French in the University of Dublin, was during his period in Dublin responsible for persuading the students to study Provençal as well as Catalan, and as a result we used in the faculty to give special lectures on the troubadours and chroniclers of the Middle Ages from the two countries. My professorial friend from Toulouse made a cult of Albigensians and insisted on driving me out through the rain and sleet to visit Muret, the scene of Simon de Montfort’s great victory over the Albigeois.


    “Do you Toulousains and Provençaux think of no other historical events than the war of the Albigensians? Since I started on my pilgrimage I have never been able to get away from it. You are worse than the Irish with Ben Burb, the Yellow Ford and the Battle of Aughrim.”


    “Events change but history is always the same. Politics and religion destroyed the troubadours and jongleurs in southern France as they did everything else.”


    “But you are a good Catholic. I remember how devout you were in the old days.”


    “I am still devout, but I hate politicians and I do not like to see the Church meddling in politics. Raymond VI of Toulouse was a Catholic, though a liberal, but he was excommunicated. Pedro II of Aragon was a rigid Catholic, but it did not save him from destruction at the battle of Muret.”


    “It was,” said I, “the military genius of Simon de Montfort that triumphed at Muret, in spite of the advantages in men on the side of Raymond de Toulouse. Raymond had, in addition to his own army, the troops of Pedro of Aragon, who had arrived from Spain providentially.”


    “Remember,” replied my Toulousain friend, “that there were seven bishops on the side of the Crusaders, and every soldier before going into battle heard Mass and received Holy Communion and kissed the fragment of the True Cross which Fulk, Bishop of Toulouse, held out to them.”


    When we arrived at Muret, a picturesque little walled town of brick with castellated fortress on the banks of the Garonne, nothing would satisfy my friend but to drive round the battlefield in floods of rain, pointing out the strategy of Simon de Montfort in his astonishing surprise sortie, which completely caught Raymond of Toulouse and Pedro of Aragon unawares, and led to an enormous massacre, while the victors, incredible as it may seem, lost only one knight and, at most, eight sergeants.


    Muret was the decisive battle of the Albigensian War: the death of King Pedro, over whose body the victorious Simon de Montfort shed tears, destroyed Aragonese influence in Languedoc politics, and Raymond Count of Toulouse had to flee with his own son to the court of England.27


    On our way back, when we reached Toulouse, we halted at a place near the riverside where the modern Allée St. Micheljoins the Rue des Renforts. There stood the four-towered fortress called the Chateau Narbonnais, commanding the city walls. It was the centre of the fighting when Simon de Montfort in 1218 besieged Toulouse for the last time. He was at Mass when news was brought to him that the besieged were making a general sortie. “I will not go,” he said, “until I have seen my Saviour.” Not until after the elevation of the Host did he take command. When he had all but driven the Toulousains back within the walls, a stone from a catapult, manipulated by a woman, struck him on the head and he died in a few minutes. My Toulousain friend showed me the traditional spot where he died. When I thought of the death of such a great commander from the stray stone fired by a woman I remembered the words the sad ex-soldier Cervantes puts in the mouth of his idealistic hero Don Quixote: ‘While such a knight fights with all the bravery and ardour which fires gallant hearts, without his knowing how or whence, there comes a random ball discharged by one who, perhaps, ran away in terror at the flash of his accursed machine, and ends in an instant the life of one who deserved to live for centuries to come.’


    “I don’t agree with you,” said my Toulousain friend. “That woman with the catapult was the instrument of God. She rid the world of a sinister fanatic. But the harm, alas, had already been done, and Toulouse, the home of chivalry, art and ‘Gay Saber’ had lost her opportunity of rallying the South of f ranee against Paris. Languedoc with her creed of tolerance, her tradition of noble dignity and wealth were . to be absorbed by the ‘most Christian’ Kings of France, who represented the new idea of the nation.”


    “Simon de Montfort then was victorious in his death,” I said. “He changed the course of history. Why are you sad? Vous êtes foncièrement Albigeois.”


    “I am not a heretic. Nobody in Toulouse or Provence in those days was a heretic, except Raymond Roger of Foix, and he was a mere dilettante. Raymond VI, the Count of Toulouse, whom modern historians represent as a heretic, had been a Catholic all his life, and went twice on the day of his death to pray in the Church of La Daurade, and for years after his death there were bitter struggles between the Cathedral of St. Sernin and the knights Hospitaliers for the honour of burying his remains.”


    “What a pity,” I said as we parted, “that the world cannot learn toleration from the lessons of history.”


    


    

  


  
    A VISIT TO LOURDES


    


    My journey to Lourdes by train was sheer misery for, after a drenching in Toulouse and my foot trouble, I developed, in addition, an attack of bronchial asthma. The weather was bleak and wintry, the rain still continued and I had foolishly trusted to my usual habit of travelling light, which is excellent during the summer months and even during a normal spring, but April in 1954 was the coldest for years.


    How different to the last time I had travelled the Road of St. James by Toulouse twenty years before! It was a wonderful spring and I had joined up in Toulouse with a band of students, who were tramping the road. We had set out at six in the morning for Auch, which was to be our next halting-place. One of the students was a guitarist and he and I played at the villages and our companions passed the hat round. At the village of Isle Jourdain we made so much money that we spent it on a communal feast at Auch, after saying our prayers as pilgrims in the cathedral. In those days it was easier to be a Jacobean pilgrim because I had plenty of time at my disposal, better health and stronger legs.


    My third-class carriage was crowded with people who were bound for Lourdes. Some travelled together in small groups, but many were lonely pilgrims like myself. The conversation in the carriage would have made a superstitious person, who feared the evil eye, tremble in his boots. I found myself involuntarily clutching at my little jet Galician talisman, as I listened to the conversation of my neighbours which ranged from epilepsy and tuberculosis to scrofula, quinsy and minor ailments. My feet were still hurting me and I breathed with difficulty, in spite of the tablets of Ephedrine and Benadryl. My thoughts became hopelessly pessimistic as I listened to the list of diseases, but the old man oh my left, as he snored, breathed garlic of such potency upon me that I was well nigh stifled in my corner. Nevertheless, had he breathed pure ambrosia, he could not have given me greater satisfaction, for I have always been brought up to believe that garlic is a magic herb and counteracts the evil eye. When the garlic-breather awoke from his trance we became friends and fellow-sufferers:


    “Are you getting down at Lourdes?” he asked.


    “Yes.”


    “Going on a pilgrimage?”


    “Yes.”


    “Promesse?”


    “No.”


    “Invalid?”


    “No.”


    “Sickness?”


    “Yes: sore feet.”


    ”Rheumatism—arthritis ?”


    “Probably.”


    “Notre Dame de Lourdes vous guérira, but you must have faith.”


    Our laconic duet now expanded into six-part harmony, for the rest of the carriage joined in with their comments. Nothing cheers the heart of pilgrims more than the possibility of sharing their ailments with one another, for the ailments diminish in the telling.


    One spoke of cancerous growths; another spoke of epilepsy; a third spoke of the tuberculosis from which her daughter was suffering and called the girl to witness, but the latter blushed and would not answer. Everyone in the carriage recited a litany of complaints but my garlic-breathing friend calmed them down saying: “You must all of you have faith in Notre Dame de Lourdes.” Then the mother of the tuberculous girl pulled out her rosary and the two of them began the sorrowful Mysteries and some of the other passengers joined in, murmuring their decades as the train rattled along. My garlic-breathing friend, meanwhile, conversed with me in a low voice. To my surprise, he was a sceptic. He was going to Lourdes to humour his wife. She had made a ‘promesse’ that he would go on a pilgrimage and bathe in the pool to cure his malignant tumour. “I have to go to give the old lady pleasure,” he added, grinning, “otherwise she’ll nag and nag me. I have been to every quack in Toulouse and I have tried many a herb cure too from an old woman in my village, so I might as well see what prayer and Blessed Bernadette can do.” As he spoke he looked apprehensively at his voluminous wife opposite, who was engrossed in her rosary with eyes closed and muttering lips.


    When we arrived at Lourdes I said farewell to my garlic-breathing friend who begged me to say my prayers and go to the Piscine, where, if I had faith, I should be sure to cure my arthritis.


    “If you are no better,” said he, “after a few days of bathing in the pool, I recommend an infallible cure for your foot pains. Get some yeast, vinegar and garlic; fry them together and apply them to your two feet. You might also add a little incense with the mixture. Don’t forget.”


    After leaving my knapsack at a little hotel by the station I hobbled painfully down through the town towards la cité religieuse. As I plodded onwards through the crowded streets my spirits sank, for never in all my life had I seen such a bewildering succession of shops laden with trashy souvenirs, with ‘Lourdes’ stamped upon them. Shop after shop filled to the brim with hideously vulgar holy statues, holy water fonts, jugs, bottles of every shape and size, penknives, ash trays, paper-cutters and a thousand different kinds of trumpery. Many of these shops were vast stores like Woolworth’s and had high-sounding names such as Le Palais du Rosaire, all of them crowded with pilgrims, who jostled one another to get near the counters. Every second house in the street was a hotel or pension.


    As Lourdes is built on a hill there is an upper and a lower town. High above our heads, perched on a precipitous rock, stands inaccessible the great castellated fortress of Bigorre, which was a stronghold when the Saracens held out against Charlemagne. According to a legend the Saracens were about to surrender through starvation, when an eagle dropped from the sky on the rock a trout which the Saracen chief, following the ruse of Lady Carcas, sent to the Emperor, in order to show how well-provisioned was their garrison. With Charlemagne, however, was the rusé Bishop of Puy, who suggested that the best policy would be to invite the infidel to surrender not to the Franks but to our Lady of Puy. The Saracen chief accepted the terms, surrendered the stronghold, became a Christian, and took the name of Lorus, whence is derived Lourdes. How far away that noble rock of Bigorre seems from this hideous, grovelling town of cheap excursionists with its jumble of high powered cars, its blaring loud-speakers, its tawdry commercialism!


    Just off the main street, in a side-alley surrounded on all sides by shops, I came across the small cottage belonging to the father of Bernadette Soubirous (1844-79), who was a miller. It was called Le Moulin de Boly and I felt sad to see it overwhelmed on all sides by the modern materialistic world. When Bernadette was born there on January 7, 1844, the town had a population of four thousand. The family were very poor and, as a little girl of twelve, Bernadette was sent to earn her living as a shepherdess in the village of Bartrés, but she soon returned to her home, where she continued to live in great poverty. The eldest of the family, she spent her days wandering along the banks of the Gave searching among the pebbles of the river for bones which she could sell for two sous and pieces of wood for the cottage fire. Today, as the result of the apparition of Our Lady to the little shepherdess, Lourdes has become the greatest pilgrimage centre in the world. It is said that close on two million pilgrims from all over Christendom visit the Grotto every year, and no pilgrimage in the world, not even those to Mecca, St. James of Compostella, Rome or Jerusalem have ever gathered such multitudes.


    Such were my thoughts as I gazed at the pathetic little mill-house hidden away in the heart of this vulgar blatant town with its jostling crowds.


    At the foot of the hill I crossed a bridge and found myself at the entrance of the spacious park leading to the Basilica. Once inside the gate of la cite religieuse, what a wonderful sensation of peace and serenity in contrast to the turmoil of the town! Here there was green grass and under the trees here and there were white marble statues of Our Lady, and on each side of the park hostels for pilgrims and gardens by the river’s edge. In front of me rose the great Basilica which is built above the grotto in the Massabielle rocks, where La Inmaculada appeared eighteen times to the fourteen-year-old Bernadette. Indeed the mountain itself has actually become the Basilica, for below, it has been tunnelled into a crypt and above rises the Church of the Rosary, finished in 1876 in the style of the thirteenth century, and one mounts to it by a flight of stone steps to the level of the church or by the sloping avenues which have been built for cars. Before visiting the Basilica I made my way to the grotto of Our Lady. About three metres above the ground, in a niche in the cave, stands the white marble statue of Our Lady in the place where she appeared to the Blessed Bernadette.


    In 1858, when Bernadette saw the apparition for the first time, the rock of Massabielle was a mass of bramble thickets and difficult of access, but now the cave is open to all and the pilgrims, after praying in front of the statue, make their way to the altar with candles in their hands, which they light in offering. Above, in the grotto, there were numbers of old crutches and ex votos testifying to cures. From the hundreds of flickering candles smoke arises and the smell of burnt wax. Then a man with a bucket, a mop and a ladder came, while the pilgrims were praying, and after putting the ladder in position, mounted it and began unconcernedly to scrub soot, caused by the candles, from the face, hands and breast of the image. This touch of domestic realism made me smile but not one of the devoted pilgrims praying beside me was disturbed by it. As I knelt in meditation before the image I visualized the scene of the cave on the eleventh of February 1858, at noon when the girl saw the apparition. She had gone out with her sister and a little friend to gather dry wood in the fields. The other two girls took off their shoes and stockings to cross the river, but Bernadette did not follow their example as she was suffering from her chronic complaint, asthma. All of a sudden she heard the wind whistling, and turning round she saw a lady dressed in white standing in a niche in the grotto. This was her first vision. On Sunday, February 14, Bernadette, fearing lest her visions might have been illusions sent by the Devil to torment her, sprinkled holy water three times on the ‘Lady’ as exorcism, but the ‘Lady’ smiled sweetly and told the child to return to the grotto on fifteen successive days, and added the words: “I do not promise you happiness in this world, but in the other”. On the ninth occasion that La Inmaculada appeared to Bernadette there were present a number of villagers and the ‘Lady’ told her to wash her face, and when the child was rushing off to the river, Our Lady told her gently to find the water at her feet. The child dug into the earth with her hands and all of a sudden muddy water bubbled up. She washed her face in the water and drank it.


    Thus originated the miraculous spring, which a few days later developed into a plentiful stream of limpid water and from the spring the water flowed into the celebrated pool which is now divided into two separate piscines for men and women. Close by the grotto the water from the spring can be drawn by the pilgrims from taps, and at all hours of the day I saw men, womeii and children there with their bottles which they have bought in the shops. The bottles they would carry back to their countries, but while they were at Lourdes they would wash their faces and drink the water of the spring, in accordance with Our Lady’s injunction to Bernadette.


    When I arrived in Lourdes my feet were hurting me so much that I could hardly walk, and the severity of the weather brought on continuous attacks of asthma and coughing, which made me fear I should have to take refuge in one of the hospitals. I crawled on the first morning as far as the fountain and as I was filling my bottle from a tap, one of the brancardiers who give devoted service to the sick, seeing that I was suffering, spoke to me and asked me why I did not undergo the immersion in the piscine. So persuasive was he that I returned in the afternoon and put myself in his hands. There were not many pilgrims about as there was an icy wind blowing and rain and sleet fell in torrents. As I was undressing he started a decade of the Rosary to which I made the responses. When I was undressed he took a damp piece of navy blue cloth and wrapped it round me, and helped by him I descended into the bath, uttering all the time the ejaculations to Our Lady, which are printed upon a card hanging on the wall at the end of the bath. The water was desperately cold and made me gasp, but I had to lie back covered altogether by the water. The hospitaller then gave me a little silver statuette of Our Lady to hold in my hands and led me out of the bath. I then had to put on my clothes without drying my body, and thus shivering and clammy I went outside to face the rain and the sleet again. I felt at first strangely faint, but the hospitaller led me to a neighbouring hostel where I fell into a deep slumber. I awoke an hour later feeling strangely elated. I found to my amazement that I breathed freely and my feet no longer pained me. Such was my energy that I set off immediately to ascend the mountain Via Crucis, which is a mile in extent, saying the Stations of the Cross in thanks for my cure.


    Afterwards I ascended on my knees the granite steps of the Scala Santa. There was one other pilgrim painfully ascending, a little frail old woman, reciting her prayers in a loud voice. At the end when we were both descending the mountain, she said to me in Italian: “Questa e assai piu dolorosa che la vera Scala Santa a Roma.”


    How the old lady had managed to climb the mountain even as far as the Scala Santa puzzled me, for she seemed about to collapse at any moment and I had practically to carry her, at times, on the way down to the Basilica. The old lady insisted on bringing me to the museum containing relics and records of the life of Bernadette. All the time she continued talking in her melodious Italian of the childhood and the persecutions Bernadette had to endure after her first vision on February II, 1858.


    “You must remember,” she said, “Bernadette was a poor primitive little Pyrenean girl of fourteen with no education, and spoke only her native Gascon patois. When the ‘Lady’ begged her to return she answered simply: ‘I shall ask my parents’ permission.’ Her life must have been una agonia, for on one occasion she said that any one who has seen Our Lady has no wish but to die, and as for her life at home, it was un inferno, and what bestioni her family were to her; they threatened her and so did the clergy at first and the magistrates. But day by day she went to the grotto and at times her mystical ecstasy lasted thirty and even forty minutes. Word by word Bernadette learned from Our Lady an intimate prayer, which she would always recite to herself, but she never disclosed it to others. At the end of February of that year two thousand people followed the child to the grotto and heard her sobbing and crying out the words: ‘Penance, Penance, Penance!’ On March 2 still greater crowds gathered at the grotto where Bernadette knelt for one hour wrapt in her mystic vision. But not one word did she tell them that day of what the ‘Lady’ said to her. The ‘Lady’ had not given her name. But at last on Thursday, March 25, the feast of the Annunciation, Bernadette who had not gone for three weeks to the grotto felt irresistibly bidden to go. And when the ‘Lady’ appeared the child begged her to reveal who she was. And the ‘Lady’ raising her hands and gazing up to heaven bent down towards the child and in a gentle voice said in Gascon patois the following words: ‘Que soy era Inmaculada Conception [I am the Immaculate Conception!]’


    “The poor child could not understand those words and ran to Don Peyramale, the priest who had been worrying her incessantly to find out who the ‘Lady’ was. But Don Peyramale’s eyes, when he heard the words, filled with tears, for he knew now that the child had not invented those significant words. The visions of the little Bernadette had transformed the grotto of Massabielle into the Mount Sinai of L’Immacolata.


    “The greatest miracle of Lourdes, amico mio, is Bernadette, for she lived to the end a life of heroic abnegation. Instead of staying on in Lourdes near the grotto, where she had lived in the ecstasy of her vision, she sacrificed all and entered the convent of Nevers, where she knew no one. She denied herself, she worked for others in spite of her perpetual longing to return to Lourdes. She died at thirty-five, about one year after taking the veil.”


    The old lady, as she continued in her gentle voice to tell me the story of Bernadette, pointed out here and there in the museum objects that had belonged to her: her rosary beads, her shoes, her white socks, her tabatiere of tortoiseshell, for the doctor made her take snuff for her asthma.


    Later on that day I went with the old lady to Rosary and Benediction in the Basilica and I attached myself to her pilgrimage, which filled the church, for there were over two thousand, mostly school girls from convents from Spain and Italy as well as France, and the three languages were spoken. My companion continued her cantilena in praise of Lourdes: “The pilgrimages,” she said, “are bringing the people together from different countries and getting them to know and understand one another, for all the hatred in the world, my friend, is due to ignorance, and lack of knowledge and above all fear. It is fear that drives men into wars, like the terrible war we have just had when many of us thought that even Rome itself would be destroyed. Nowadays the only answer we Christians can make to the atomic and hydrogen bombs with which they threaten us in the next war is to meet all together in pilgrimage and pray together for peace and understanding.”


    At the end of the religious service I took part with the pilgrims in the Procession of the Blessed Sacrament which made the tour of the Basilica and the grounds and formed up in the great open space in front. First came the men students then the priests carrying the blessed Sacrament and the other priests and acolytes, then hundreds of girl students wearing white veils. The sick and infirm people were drawn up in their bath-chairs and the priest with the Host passed between them and blessed them. One of the pilgrims beside me in the procession told me that the miracles generally took place, either at the moment when the priest passed with the Blessed Sacrament, when an infirm person would spring up, crying that he had been cured, or else at the moment when his body touched the water of Lourdes in the piscine.


    One of the memories I shall always cherish of Lourdes is the contrast between the thousands of young men and young girls from the different countries in all the glory of their youth and health and the thousands of old and infirm forever present in their bath chairs, waiting patiently and expectantly, forever hoping for the miraculous cure. We are thus conscious of death. But to both young and old a pilgrimage is an adventure, which takes all these people out of their conventional everyday surroundings. Even my old Italian friend, who was so frail that it seemed as if one of those piercing blasts from the Pyrenees would send her floating away out of this world, had come from Siena all by herself and every moment of the pilgrimage was a joy to her—perhaps the only joy left to her in life, for she had lost two sons, killed in the war, and was a lonely widow.


    Before I left Lourdes I climbed the hundred and thirty-one Saracen Steps to the castellated fort of Lourdes, the stronghold of the Earls of Bigorre who were great seigneurs even in the eleventh century, but their relations with their subjects were arranged on a democratic basis by the Fors de Bigorre, one of whose provisions was the following: ‘Nous qui voulons chacun autant que vous et qui, réunis, pouvons plus que vous, nous vous établissons notre seigneur à condition que vous respectiez nos droits et privilèges, sinon, non.’


    In the year 1062 Bernard I placed his earldom of Bigorre under the protection of Notre Dame du Puy-en-Velay, and the deed he signed runs as follows: ‘Moi Bernard, Comte de Bigorre, l’an 1062, dans l’église de Notre Dame du Puy me suis voué et mon comté avec moi à l’église du Puy dediée à la sainte et Immaculée Vierge. Je me fais une loi de lui offrir annuellement soixante sols que je porterai moimeme ou je ferai porter. Je veux que mes descendants agissent de même.’


    The people of Bigorre are a vigorous race of mountaineers and excel as fighters. ‘Nous sommes toujours rois chez nous’ is one of their favourite phrases. In the thirteenth century the English seized Bigorre and the Treaty of Brétigny confirmed their possession of it, but in the fifteenth century, in 1406, they were driven out by the Bigourdans.


    From where I stand on the crest of the rock the panorama is aweinspiring: I seem to be on the roof of the world and the snow-covered Pyrenean chain in the distance belongs to another universe. Near me on the opposite mountain spur below rises the Basilica of Bernadette out of the grey rock with its steps descending to the broad esplanade near the River Gave. Deep below in the valley lies the modern town with its shops and hotels. Today the sun is shining, the birds are singing and spring for the first time is in the air. As my feet have miraculously healed themselves and my asthma has abated I feel reborn as a Jacobean and eager to continue my pilgrimage along the road to Compostella.


    


    

  


  
    CROSSING THE FRONTIER


    


    As I was on a pilgrimage I avoided all entanglements in Pau—no easy matter, for one of the first people I met on the Boulevard des Pyrénées was a Spanish journalist whom I had known in the old days at the Residencia de Estudiantes in Madrid. His eagerness to obtain the latest news from Madrid, Barcelona, Seville, even the lightest tittle tattle from the tertulias, was pathetic, and made me reflect on how sad is the lot of the exile and I thought of Cacciaguida’s prophecy to Dante of exile and penury:


    


    Tu lascerai ogni cosa diletta


    pià caramente; e questa e quello strale


    che l’arco de lo esilio pria saetta,


    Tu proverai si come sa di sale Lo pane altrui, e come è duro calle lo scendere, e’l salir per Valtrui scale.


    (Thou shalt leave behind everything beloved most dearly: and this is the arrow which the bow of exile first shoots.


    Thou shalt experience how salt with tears doth taste another’s bread or to climb another’s stairs how hard a path.)


    


    Exile is harder for the Spaniard than for any other European people, because of the peculiarly cohesive nature of his relations to his country and family. I have never known a Spaniard abroad who did not suffer from incurable homesickness after a year’s absence from his native country. Hence the difficulty I always used to find in persuading Spanish graduates to accept more than a year’s study in foreign universities. People find the same tendency in the Irish, and I remember the eagerness with which the great writer James Joyce used to question those of us who had just come from Dublin, begging us to tell him of this or that ‘local character’, how he was dressed, what pubs he frequented at particular hours of the day and who were the ‘boys’ who gathered round the great men in their accustomed haunts. The Spaniard like the Irishman, when he leaves his country, feels always an exile. He may make millions of dollars in the United States, millions of pesos in the Argentine and he may become a loyal citizen of America or the Argentine, but forever he possesses intact in his soul a hidden temple into which he retires again and again and where he preserves jealously his fondest illusions about his ‘Dark Rosaleen’ or his Tierra de María Santisima, as the case may be.


    The Spanish Civil War, however, has undoubtedly exacerbated the longing of the exiles, political and otherwise, to return to Spain, and made the resemblance between the Spanish and the Irish temperament more marked. I profoundly pitied my Spanish journalist friend at Pau, but I felt that the civil wars we had both suffered in our countries had created a bond of friendship linking us still more closely than in the ancient days of the ‘Wild Geese’ and the Irish Brigade, when Spain was a refuge for the Irish.


    Pau has all the air of being the headquarters of Les Rois en Exil, and it is hard to imagine it as a centre for Spanish anarchists and revolutionaries, yet Spanish friends spoke with bated breath and a certain amount of unconscious admiration of the exploits of Paco el Madrileño, the Red revolutionary, just as they used to do of the romantic bandit Luis Candelas. Pau reminded me continually of Cheltenham, for it was crowded with counts and marquises of straitened means, who basked in the sun; of generals en retraite and invalid English, who discovered the city in the Romantic age over a hundred years ago, when the poet Alfred de Vigny, then an infantry captain, married Miss Lydia Bun-bury. For me Pau possessed a special cachet, because I used to visit there from time to time a distinguished Irish friend, the Marquis Mac-Swiney, diplomat and chamberlain at the Vatican, whose mother, a Polish countess, held her court here. The marquis, who belonged to a category that, alas, has quite disappeared from Europe, was a noted duellist, a master of court etiquette and a distinguished member of the Arcadian Academy in Rome; his beautiful and distinguished wife came of the German noble family of Von Schlitz and was related to the Kaiser.


    Here in Pau he was Maestro di color che sanno, for he knew the secrets de la coulisse et du boudoir of all the ex-crowned heads and princes and their suites. The Marquis, too, was a great lover of Spain and related to the Marquis of Cavalcanti, and he used to say that Pau with its walls and castle terraces, looking out on to the glorious panorama of the Pyrenees, was the watchtower whereon the leaders of the court revolutions in Madrid stood vigilant with their telescopes in their hands, ready to catch the signals for attack from their agents in the Pyrenean valleys.


    The spirit of the intrepid golden-haired Gaston Phoebus, ruler of Béarn, whose motto was toque y si gauses (touch it if you dare), still rules in this outpost as far as the Spanish border. But to that spirit we should add the virago qualities of Jeanne d’Albret, who followed her husband Antoine de Bourbon into battle against the Emperor Charles V in Picardy, and who sang in Béarnais patois while in the pains of childbirth that her son, the future Henri IV, “ne soit ni pleureux ni rechigné”. When he was born she straightway rubbed his lips with garlic and moistened them with wine from the vineyards of Gaye, which today is called Jurançon. I drank a stirrup cup of that golden wine, at the invitation of my friend the host of the Cabaret d’Henri IV, opposite the castle, and its delicate fragrance cheered me.


    My next halting-place on the Road of St. James was Oloron Ste. Marie, where the twelfth-century Romanesque Cathedral possesses one of the most striking portals and bell tower of the Road, according to the experts. The two Pyrenean rivers, the Gave d’Aspe and the Gave d’Ossau, flow through the town of Oloron Ste. Marie and before leaving unite and form the Gave d’Oloron. The town of Oloron was originally a Roman settlement founded on the hill between the two streams. When the barbarian invasions came, it was completely destroyed and the inhabitants transferred their possessions to the further bank of the Gave d’Aspe and created the town of Ste. Marie. In the eleventh century the Viscount of Béarn rebuilt the Roman city and made it a military centre, and kept the town of Ste. Marie opposite as the episcopal and industrial capital. The two towns fused together later and formed an important centre owing to the close relations maintained by the inhabitants with Spain through the neighbouring Somport Pass.


    The church was built at the orders of Gaston IV, Viscount of Béarn, on his return from the First Crusade. He wished to commemorate the capture of Jerusalem, which had been made possible owing to a war machine which he himself had invented. He instructed the artists to show the Saracens in submission, and we can see two of them crouching at the base of the central marble column of the portal which they support on their heads. The two Saracens were an allusion to Arabs that Gaston IV found in his country on his return and whom he chased away. The centre of the tympanum represents the Descent from the Cross. Below the tympanum and above the entrance are two lions, the one on the left representing the persecuted, the other on the right the triumphant Church. The upper rim of the main arch is devoted to heaven and the twenty-four Ancients of the Apocalypse are seated playing their viols or rebecks—violin-shaped instruments of three strings, which were played by the minstrels in the Middle Ages. The Ancients adore the Divine Lamb carrying the cross. Evil is represented by the head of a dragon. These figures are a literal translation into sculpture of the vision of St. John in the Apocalypse. Immediately below, in contrast to heaven, the artist has carved in grey stone varied subjects from the daily life of the peasants; we see them hunting the wild boar, fishing and smoking salmon, cheese-making, curing hams and pruning the vines. What gives peculiar distinction to the whole portal is the tone of the Pyrenean marble which through the centuries has acquired the polish and the tones of ancient ivory.


    The whole portal deserves detailed study, for it is all allegorical. There is one fierce monster on the left end of the arch which has half engulfed a man in its voracious maw, but the waist and lower limbs of the hapless victim still stand on the ground whereas the upper part of his body has disappeared. From the shorts which the victim wears he reminds me of some of the modern tourists who visit these churches and against whom there are perpetual notices posted up in all the cathedrals and churches warning them not to enter them with their arms and legs uncovered!


    I was fortunate to obtain a lift as far as the frontier at Canfranc from a Spanish commercial traveller, who was going in his ramshackle car as far as Jaca. He was a small wizened man, with a narrow head and jagged features as though carved out of grey porous stone, and eyes that had the sharp glint of steel. His conversation was undiluted Aragonese baturro or patois with a rough earthy humour, which reminded me of the Roscommon peasant in Ireland. Most of the villages we passed were halting-places for pilgrims in the Middle Ages: St. Christau, Escot, Bedous and Accous, and at last we ascended the Pass of Somport, or as it is called by Aymery Picaud, Portus Asperi.


    I have always felt a thrill when ascending this pass into Spain, for by that road how many races have entered, throughout the course of European history from prehistoric times! Romans, Vandals, Visigoths, Arabs, even before the countless pilgrims began to throng this road on their way towards the far off shrine of the Apostle. By this way came Eleanor of England, the daughter of Eleanor of Poitou and sister of Richard Coeur-de-Lion, to marry Alfonso VIII, who had defeated the Moors at Las Navas de Tolesa. With her travelled, so the chroniclers teH us, ‘the most exquisite flower of the nobility of both Castile’, Cistercian and Benedictine monks and five Spanish bishops.28 At the top of the pass was the celebrated Priory and Hospital of Santa Cristina de Somport, where from the time of the Goths monks had taken care of the pilgrims that passed this way. It is one of the hospices praised by the Guide for pilgrims of Aymery Picaud and is described in the Gula as: Hospitale St. Christinae quod est in Portibus Asperi. Nothing is left today of the renowned hospice but a heap of stones.


    When we reached Canfranc, I had no trouble with the customs, because I noticed an old friend of mine among the officials, a witty Andaluz from Jerez, who suffers from exile in Canfranc and such homesickness for the land of María Santísima that he keeps a traje corto and a sombrero ancho hanging on a peg in a corner of his office, to raise his morale when the wind whistles outside and rain patters monotonously on the zinc roof. The young inspector, being from the home of sherry, claims to “spik the English.”


    “We are indispensable to the English,” he said, “we help them to live in their foul climate by sending them bottled Andalusian sunlight, and they return the compliment by sending us Irish nannies, who teach our children to lisp in the tongue of Shakespeare before they are weaned.”


    This day the inspector was wearing his sombrero ancho and he was preening himself and attitudinizing in front of a mirror.


    “I have just seen a very pretty brown-eyed compatriot of yours,” said he, “and what do you think she said? She was staring at my hat fixedly, so I said to her: ‘Miss, have you never seen a sombrero ancho before?’


    “ ‘Never before’, said she, ‘au natural, except in Carmen.’ ”


    On another occasion the inspector tried to ‘get a rise’ out of three youths with British passports, so he put on his Cordoban hat, strutted in front of them, hoping to impress them by his local colour, but to his amazement they cried out in unison, in the broadest Andalu’ accent: “Me cachis Estamo’ en Seviya! Qui tío! (How are the bulls in La Maestranza?)”


    “But you have British passports,” said he, handing them back their passports.


    “Pero chico, we’re from Gibraltar!”


    My friend the Aragonese commercial traveller joined me and the inspector at the nearest tavern, where our copas were punctuated by a regular anecdote duel between the sparkling Andalusian and the dour baturro humour of the canny Aragonese. After a stirrup cup of rich wine from Cariñena we said farewell to the inspector and set off for Jaca.


    On the way we talked of pilgrimages and miracles and I told my companion of the miracle of St. James at Toulouse, where he brought to life a young German pilgrim who had been hanged.


    “There are many miracles ascribed to St. James,” said the commercial traveller sententiously, “some of them authenticated, and most of them not. None of them compare with the famous miracle that took place in my birthplace.”


    “Where was that?”


    “I was born and reared in the ancient town of Calanda, pertaining to the Order of Calatrava, in the Kingdom of Aragon, a town of noble traditions where they dance the most subtle and refined jotas in all Aragon.”


    “Do tell me about that famous miracle.”


    “I am very proud to possess a copy of the official process and solemn sentence recognizing the miracle, which was signed by the Archbishop of Saragossa and all the dignitaries of the city. So what I am going to tell you is no fantasy invented by beatas, but verdades como puños, yes, sir, truths that nobody can deny, for there is chapter and verse for all of them. This miracle happened three hundred years ago in 1640 to a youth of twenty-three years from Calanda, whose leg had been amputated by a surgeon in the hospital in Saragossa and buried in the cemetery. Two years and five months later in Calanda, one night in his own home, his leg was miraculously restored to him by Our Lady of the Pillar.”


    “What a fantastic miracle,” said I. “Was the new leg exactly the same as before?”


    “I am coming to that,” said the commercial traveller. “When the neighbours rushed in to see the miracle, the youth asked his parents to notice if the new leg was the same as the one that had been amputated, and, sure enough, it was the very same, for it had the scars and scratches he had received when roaming the mountains as a pilgrim.”


    “Was he able to walk as before his accident?”


    “In the first days he found it difficult to walk straight with the right leg, and it was of a violet colour, but after the third day he felt its natural warmth and he could move the toes normally. Gradually it grew to the thickness of the other, and he was able to run and jump and never felt any pain in it. Such, my friend is the great miracle of Calanda, which was authenticated by the Council of Trent, and on the 29th of March, 1940, we all celebrated in Calanda what I would be bold enough to call the greatest miracle of the world and one which is the most convincing proof of the resurrection of the body after death.”

  


  
    


    CHAPTER 4

  


  
    


    THE CRADLE OF THE KINGDOM OF ARAGON


    


    THE soul o Jaca is the cathedral. It personifies the heroic spirit of the eleventh century, when King Ramiro I made Jaca the capital of the then tiny Kingdom of Aragon, and, as Gómez Moreno says, it embodies the aesthetic aspirations of the western Spaniards, whose romanticism sprang from it. Even outside Spain there is no other building of that period which can show such architectural and, especially, sculptural advance as Jaca Cathedral.* In Jaca indeed we feel as if the city had grown as an offshoot of the venerable cathedral and streets and houses were built of stone left over. Many of the houses are adorned with Romanesque mouldings and Gothic traceries which the master builders had cast aside. From the early times the city was called La Muy Noble Muy Leal y Vencedora. Its history must have seemed ancient even to the Middle Ages, for it had been a powerful stronghold in Roman days; it was the last to yield to the Moorish invader in 715 and the first to rise in support of Count Aznar and his followers, who strove to reconquer their land from the Moslem. Moreover, Jaca in the twelfth century had its own fueros which became the models for those of Castile, Navarre and other countries. The original Spanish words of the Fuero of Jaca are as follows: ‘Nos que valemos tanto como vos y podemos mas que vos, os elijimos rey con tal que gardareis nuestros fueros y libertades, y entre vos y nos uno que manda mas que vos: si no, no!’


    Here in Jaca in the twelfth century we discover the essential Aragonese spirit which is distinct from that of Castile. In Aragon the King and his Cortes were mutually dependent ‘for neither the King without the Kingdom, nor the Kingdom without the King, may themselves make a law of the land nor alter one agreed to, but all united must unite in making new laws and providing for the common good; and the more that is done without emplying force, cautel or deceit so much the more is it worthier, stabler and diviner’.* These words come from the Crónica de Aragon, which also has the following significant passage: ‘It is greater majesty to be a King of Kings than King of churls, for those who rule Kings are like the Aragonese, who may not make any law without common consent and have place and power to say what they think best in respect of the ruling of the realm that there may not be any King greater than the King who rules such Kings and lords as the men of Aragon be.’


    There are no foreign influences in the Cathedral of Jaca, which had to rely entirely on its own resources and efforts in the days when Jaca was the mountain capital and the plain still lay in the power of the Hagarenes.


    To enter the Cathedral from the sunlit streets is to be transported back eight centuries in time and to live for a moment in the period when the hope of Christendom centred on two little kingdoms: that of Sobrarbe, namely Aragon, and that of Asturias further to the west. The interior has but little changed since those far off days and the austere grey stones of the lofty nave with its great shadowy expanses encourages meditation. The transepts and the apses belong to the eleventh, the aisles and the nave to the twelfth, the rib-vaulting of the nave to the fifteenth, centuries, and in the eighteenth the whole Cathedral was overhauled generally.


    One of the impressive portions of the building is the portico on the south, which belongs to the most perfect period of Romanesque. The Cathedral of Jaca was consecrated in 1063 by Ramiro I, whose father Sancho the Great of Navarre (1000-35) had for the first time united the kingdoms of North Spain, had brought the Benedictines to the Peninsula and had begun the spiritual invasion which ended by making Spain a vast province of Cluny. Nevertheless when Ramiro’s son Sancho Ramirez introduced the Cluniac reforms into the neighbouring Abbey of San Juan de la Peña, there is no evidence that builders were brought from there to Jaca and relations were strained between the haughty Abbot of San Juan and the equally proud bishop of Jaca, Don Garcia, Prince of Aragon.


    My commercial traveller friend, whose name was Anselmo, devoted himself to me during my stay in Jaca. He was anxious that I should visit San Juan de la Peña ‘the cradle of our Kingdom of Aragon’, as he called it. Some pilgrims would consider San Juan de la Peña a deviation from the Road, but I followed the example of Miss King who included it in her pilgrimage. With its Visigothic-Mozarabic influences, it is indirectly connected with the pilgrimage to Compo-stella. Another reason that prompted me to turn aside in the mountains was the tomb of Queen Sancha, the wife of King Ramiro I, which I saw in Jaca. It so fascinated me that I resolved to visit, not only San Juan de la Peña, but also the neighbouring royal convent of Santa Cruz de la Seros, where Doña Sancha and her two royal sisters had been cloistered.


    Anselmo, with careful forethought, had borrowed two mules for the journey, so oif we set one morning at seven o’clock to ride through the mountains to the monasteries. It was an entrancing journey. Most of the time we rode under the trees in pleasant shade with birds carolling above our heads amidst the sprouting foliage. It was the easiest journey of all my pilgrimage, for we sat our mules like patriarchs and I had taken the precaution of filling my pig-skin to the brim with red wine from Cariñena and my knapsack with four mammoth sandwiches, which in Spain they call pepes, not forgetting a hunk of strong cheese from Roncal in Navarra. Then, in a defile at the foot of the mountain of San Juan de la Peña, we saw the convent, which, Anselmo told me, was the most ancient cenobium of nuns in Aragon. “But,” said Anselmo, “Santa Cruz de la Seros was the place chosen by the three daughters of King Ramiro I to be their dwelling-place for eternity; Doña Urraca, the notorious Queen, second wife of Alfonso I, El Batallador, and mother of Alfonso VII, who lived here when a child; Doña Teresa, Countess of Provence; and Doña Sancha, the widow of Raymond Count of Toulouse. The convent had originally been endowed in the tenth century by King Sancho Garcés II and his wife Doña Urraca Fernandez, according to the Gothic Book of San Juan de la Peña, and was called later Santa Cruz de la Seros.” Incidentally, the word Seros, which is a corruption of sorores or ‘sisters’, was applied to the community of nuns.


    The convent has fallen into ruin, but the church still remains with an octagonal cupola. What impressed me most was the portal, which consisted of four semicircular arches with prominent archivolt adorned with chess-board mouldings and with balls disposed at regular intervals. In the tympanum there is the Chrism upheld by two lions and around it three lines of Latin verse and a fourth below:


    


    I am the door of good fortune: pass through me Ye faithful. I am the fountain of life; more than wine do I quench your thirst; anyone may enter this blessed temple of the Virgin. Correct your faults first of all whereby you may be able to petition Christ.*


    


    After six centuries of existence in the wilds of the Sierra of San Juan de la Peña the nuns returned to Jaca, and in response to an appeal by Philip II, Pope Julius III granted them an old church dedicated to St. Ginés. On November 22, 1622, a solemn ceremony was held in Jaca when the sarcophagus, enclosing the remains of the three daughters of King Ramiro I, Doña Urraca, Doña Sancha, and Doña Teresa was translated from the derelict convent to their new resting-place in San Ginés. The sarcophagus with its carvings of Doña Sancha as abbess and its warrior scenes is without doubt one of the treasures of Romanesque art.


    From Santa Cruz, Anselmo and I mounted our mules whom we had tied to a tree near the convent. We now plodded up a road of loose stones through a gorge of the mountain of San Juan de la Peña. The vegetation became more alpine, with wild flowers in the hedges on either side, but soon after passing under beech trees the scenery became wilder with great boulders amid the pine woods, and we caught glimpses in the distance of the snow-clad Pyrenean peaks. All of a sudden, amidst the pines ahead of us we saw a massive boulder overhanging a cowering group of buildings, as though about to crash down and obliterate them forever.


    Anselmo, all the way along, had been preparing me for this aweinspiring sight by telling me the ancient legend of the monastery’s foundation.


    “One day,” he said, “about the year 732 a noble Mozarabic youth from Saragossa, Voto by name, went hunting deer in these mountains, and he chased a stag till it fell over the cliff you can see over there, and he and his horse would have fallen over too, but praying to St. John, he was able to rein in the animal, which stopped dead on the very edge of the precipice, thus miraculously saving Voto’s life. The young man dismounted and cirawled down the rock through the thickets. There he found the dead stag lying at the entrance to a deep cave. Inside he discovered a tiny shrine and on the ground lying dead, with his head resting upon a stone, a venerable hermit whose name, Juan de Atarés, was carved upon the stone. Voto buried the hermit, sold all his own worldly goods and with his brother Felix came to live in this cave, following the example of Juan de Atarés. Before they died they handed over their hermitage to two disciples Benito and Manolo and thus the fame of this saintly place reached the outer world.”


    “So,” I said, “this is a repetition more or less of the legend of Covadonga in Asturias from which sprang the little Kingdom of Oviedo which Alfonso III El Magno called Salus Hispaniae.”


    “In this tiny Sanctuary, amigo mio, was founded the Kingdom of Sobrarbe, which was to give birth to the Kingdom of Aragon. What Covadonga is in the west, San Juan de la Peña is in the east, for from this Sanctuary the great Alfonso I, the Battler, went out to win back Saragossa from the Moslem, and this Monastery of San Juan de la Peña is not only sanctified by the bones of saints but by the dust of kings who created the history of Aragon and its liberties, and eventually, indeed, the whole history of the glorious unified Spain of the Catholic Kings.”


    It is difficult to describe adequately the awe-inspiring setting of the monastery; the desolate loneliness, the harshness of nature, the terrifying sensation of being about to be crushed under the overhanging mountains. And ON each side of the cave inaccessible mountain spurs stretch out like gigantic arms, forming a narrow defile which is deep and inaccessible, for the only path of approach to the cave is one that descends by the overhanging cliff.


    It is amazing to think that under this overhanging rock, in this deserted spot, so many buildings were erected, for there were far more then than there are today; there were cells for all the monks, two houses for the abbot, guest houses, archives, library, hospital and a garden with a fountain, which still exists. There was even a printing-press, and a printer from Fluesca, called Juan Nogués, printed in the monastery the work written by his abbot entitled Patrocinio de Angeles y combate de demonios (1652).


    First of all we visited the Council Chamber, where King Ramiro I used to preside over the Bishop, the Abbot and the prelates of Aragon. It was here that the meeting was held in the middle of the eleventh century when Sancho El Mayor introduced the reform of Cluny into Spain. Owing to the interest of King Ramiro I and his successors the power of the Abbots grew apace, but the King preferred to appoint as abbots men who were humble, and one of the most famous, St. Iñigo Arista, who was a Mozarabic hermit living in a cave in the mountains, was nominated Abbot and became a great prince of the Church. The Abbot, in fact, was not only a great ecclesiastical but also a great temporal head in Aragon: sixty-five monasteries and one hundred and twenty-six churches depended upon San Juan de la Peña. The crypt or primitive church is rectangular and is divided down the centre by a row of piers on which rest horseshoe arches, and there are loopholes instead of windows. It was built in the reign of King Sancho Garcés I (905-25), who transformed the earlier hermitage into a ceno-bium for monks with an abbot. In this crypt we have Latino-Byzantine influences.


    After ascending the twenty-six steps to the atrium we came to the royal pantheon with its twenty-six carved tombs of kings, princes and abbots placed in two rows of niches. What is noteworthy in this pantheon of the early monarchs is its extreme simplicity. All that we see are two rows of lunettes without any trophées or epitaphs but merely the Chrism, or the Cross of Sobrarbe, or devices such as the so-called emblem of the Abbot St. Iñigo Arista, which is a cross with a fleuron in the four corners. The pantheon, according to Lampérez, was built in the twelfth century and is the most complete Romanesque pantheon in existence, and he adds that it was undoubtedly imitated from the columbaria or niches in the Roman cemeteries.*


    It should be remembered also that until the thirteenth century only saints, bishops, abbots and kings were buried inside churches, though kings were often interred in the crypts. Founders of churches and monasteries and distinguished persons were generally buried in the porches, cloisters or in the outer wall of the church.


    Anselmo then led me through a door of horseshoe shape from the church into the cloisters and said, pointing to the archivolt: “Look at the inscription”:


    


    Porta per hanc coeli fit previa fidelis,


    Si studeat fidei jungere jussa Dei.


    (Through this door the faithful enter into heaven,


    if in addition to the Faith they keep the laws of God.)


    


    “You will find the same inscription,” he said, “on many Romanesque church doors: in the church we have just seen at Santa Cruz de la Seros, in the Cathedral of Jaca and in the portal of the Castle of Loarre.”


    The door with its horseshoe arch and Mozarabic lettering produced an uncanny effect on me. It made me think of the mysterious little door in the Bad Wall, which the young Goethe saw in his dream-walk on the ramparts of Frankfort; and, ever since, I have continually dreamed of that horseshoe door in San Juan de la Peña, which became for me, in its simplicity, as significant as the Moorish Puerta del Sol in Toledo. Lampérez, whom I consulted, believed that the door, which was unlike any other in the monastery, was a lonely survival of the original hermitage; others like Ricardo del Arco say it dated from the days of Sancho Garcés I. It certainly became for me a magic door that day, for opening it we found ourselves in the holy of holies, the cloisters of San Juan, with their priceless sculptures.


    Above our heads no roof but the gigantic overhanging rock, which threatened to annihilate us. There stand these cloisters without a vault, unprotected and at the mercy of the elements. Yet when we examine the sculptures on the capitals we enter mysteriously into the society and life of the eleventh, twelfth and thirteenth centuries.


    In one corner begins the story of Genesis and the creation of Adam and Eve, their temptation by the serpent and the rebuke by God. There we see Adam ploughing with two oxen, just as the farmers are doing today on the slopes below the monastery, while Eve spins and Cain and Abel solemnly offer the lamb and the sheaf of wheat respectively to the Creator. The adjacent capitals transport us to the New Testament and we see successive scenes naively portraying the chief dramatic events of the life of Jesus: the Annunciation, the Visitation, the Nativity, the shepherds, the adoration of the Magi and the flight into Egypt. Joseph while he sleeps is warned by the angel and sets out like a Jacobean pilgrim, carrying his scrip and cloak over his shoulders, while people looking out over the gateway watch the Holy Family depart.


    The work on these capitals is highly individual and crude compared with the perfection in the cloisters at Santo Domingo de Silos. Here there is a rough stylizing process: the modelling is generally done with incised lines and the hair and the beard are indicated by curving parallel lines. The eyes, in contrast to those in the figures at Silos, jut out as though they all had exophthalmic goitre. The hands and heads, too, are too large for the figure. But these stylistic exaggerations actually impress us with a sense of ceremonial dignity. They conjure up for us here in this terrifying setting the vision of a life forever threatened. A monk who prayed and worked in these cloisters needed to possess the mystical rapture of St. John of the Cross to escape the perpetual menace of that overhanging rock. He could, however, turn his back to the rock and look out from the cloisters through the narrow gorge at the distant sunlit valley beyond and its blue sky above.


    


    

  


  
    THE HISTORY OF THE HOLY GRAIL


    


    “Anselmo,” I said, “do tell me whether there are traditions of the Holy Grail in these mountains of Aragon. I have often visited Valencia to see the Santo Caliz in its chapel off the Cathedral.”


    “Here in San Juan de.la Peña,” he replied, “for six hundred years the monks were the guardians of the Holy Grail.”


    “I always thought that Montserrat was the mystical mountain of the Grail legend.”


    “And there are some who say, too, that a monastery in Provence was the home of the Holy Grail. But first let me tell you the story as I learnt it. The people here, and indeed in all Spain, believe that the Chalice that is today in Valencia was the very one that Christ consecrated at the Last Supper.”


    According to tradition, as Anselmo related it, the Chalice was among the treasures and relics that Pope Sixtus II entrusted to St. Laurence, who was from Huesca. The people had met Laurence at Saragossa and taken him back to Rome and made him archdeacon. When Sixtus was condemned to death by the Romans, because of his faith, he told Laurence not to grieve at losing him, for he himself would follow him in three days as martyr. But he was to take all the treasures of the Church and distribute them among the poor. Now among the treasures was the Holy Chalice of the Last Supper, and St. Laurence gave it in safe keeping to a Spaniard to take back with him to Huesca. It remained in the cathedral at Huesca until the coming of the Moors, when the bishop fled to the mountains and left it with the monks at San Juan de la Peña. It is a chalice of blood red translucent chalcedony, and was used for centuries by the abbots of the monastery when they celebrated Mass. In 1349 King Martin El Humano, wishing to secure so precious a relic, sent his counsellor, Antonio, Bishop of Athens, to reclaim it. At that time Benedict XIII was Pope, and, in order to win the favour of the King, he agreed to the Chalice being handed over, and on September 26 of that year Bernardo, the Prior of the Monastery, presented it to the King at Saragossa. Later in 1437 the Chalice was bestowed by King Alfonso V upon Valencia Cathedral.


    “Those are the facts of the story,” continued Anselmo, “but many people believe that the Holy Chalice, which our Lord used at the Last Supper was the same one in which Joseph of Arimathea collected the blood of Jesus on the Cross, and that here in San Juan de la Peña originated the cult of the Holy Grail and the mystical chivalry of Parsifal and his son, the Knight of the Swan, Lohengrin.”


    “You make me dizzy, Anselmo, with your myths. I am sure that for you all of them are gospel truths.”


    “I believe in history, my friend; in documents, too, that cannot lie. But above the documents there is the truth that springs from eternal ideas. I believe in the Santo Cáliz as I believe in La Virgen del Pilar and Santiago Matamoros.”


    “Well, Anselmo, I will tell you some more about your myths. The legend of the Holy Grail grew out of the grail or cup, out of which our Lord partook of the Last Supper, and which after his crucifixion received His blood. It was brought, so we in my country believe, to Avalon, or Glastonbury in England. That story united with another old story of King Arthur and his Knights of the Round Table, with whom the Grail was deposited. But the story spread all over Europe and the troubadours of South France believe their Grail was located in Montserrat (the Mountain of Salvation), or perhaps Mont-Sauvage, the Wild Mountain, near Roncesvalles, about which the Jacobean pilgrims have for centuries told fearsome tales, of the punishments of Hell and the Bridge of Dread.”


    “Jesús, qué escándalo!” cried Anselmo, blessing himself to me. “Every word you have is rank blasphemy: however, as you are a stranger I will forgive you. Es Vd. inglés, and England after all is the land of heretics. But we have a saying that whoever contemplates the Holy Grail with pure intention in his heart will not die in a week.”


    I accepted Anselmo’s rebuke meekly. I was, however, thrilled to find myself suddenly spirited on to the trail of the Holy Grail legend and Parsifal and Lohengrin, for suddenly memories swept over me of the performance of Parsifal which I had witnessed in Bayreuth twenty-years before. On that occasion I had been privileged, through the kindness of the widow of Siegfried Wagner, to visit the Master’s library in Wahnfried, and I remembered with what excitement I opened his volumes of Calderon’s plays marked with his pencilled notes in the margins and other Spanish works in addition to the editions of Wolfram von Eschenbach and Chrétien de Troyes. The music drama, performed in the Master’s Festspielhaus on the hill outside Bayreuth, with his hidden orchestra, the conca sonora, as d’Annun-zio called it, and its stimmung, had been one of the greatest artistic experiences of my life, not only because of the poetry and the bewitching music, and the ravishing beauty of its orchestration, but because of the blend of mediaeval and post-mediaeval occultism, Alchemy, Astrology, Rosicrucianism, and the passionate quest of death. As I listened to the prelude of Parsifal welling up from the depths of the theatre and expanding into the mystical portrayal of the rocky mountainous country surrounding the Grail Temple, I tried mentally to imagine where Wagner intended to situate the castle of the Knights of the Grail and the enchanted castle of Klingsor, the magician. He states that the region of the Grail was in the northern mountains of Gothic Spain and Klingsor’s castle in the southern spur of the same mountains near Arab Spain.


    As I wander through the passes of these mountains near San Juan de la Peña the scenery continually reminds me of Parsifal. The first act of the drama is set in rocky, mountainous country in the region of the Grail Temple, which is out of sight. There are thick woods, but with a clearing whence one can see the peaks of the sierra. In the third act we see a flowering glade sloping upwards; woods at one side and near the fountain a hermit’s hut in the shadow of an overhanging rock, which recalls the rock and original hermitage of St. Voto. All the scenic details that impressed me so much at Bayreuth remained graven in my memory, because Wagner, unlike any musico-dramatic creator who ever lived, wrote and composed simultaneously and created his drama out of nature itself, so that we continually find ourselves visualizing the details of the scene as we listen to his music.


    As I gazed from the cloisters upon that distant sunlit valley at the end of the gloomy gorge framed by the precipitous cliffs I understood the idyllic quietism which the great composer tried to express in the last scene of Iris Swan Song, in contrast to the sinister tempest which dissolved Klingsor’s magic garden. In that distant valley I should rejoin the pilgrims plodding their way towards Santiago.


    


    

  


  
    THE LAND OF THE JOTA


    


    [image: ]


    


    It is instructive to turn back to our old twelfth-century mentor, Aymery Picaud, and read his precise descriptions of the Pyreneans with whom he came into contact, whether Gascons, Spanish Basques, Aragonese or Navarrese.


    In the Guide in the fifth book of the Codex Calixtinus he contrasts sadly his beloved fatherland of Poitou ‘full of every blessing’ and inhabited by ‘forceful men, heroes everyone of them’, with the Pyrenean lands he traversed on his way to Santiago. The wine of Bordeaux he praised but not the language nor the habits of the people. As for territory of the Landes he has not a good word to say about it. ‘A desolate land lacking bread, wine, meat, fish: three days’ weary tramping, sometimes with sand up to one’s knees, and in the summer a plague of wasps and horse-flies.’ Then Gascony to whose inhabitants he applies the following epithets: ‘empty-headed, verbose, cynical, lecherous, drunken, gluttonous and down at heel’, though he admits that they have warlike qualities and are charitable to the poor. The Gascon ferrymen he accuses of extortionate charges and of capsizing their boats in order to drown the pilgrims and rob them of their money and possessions. He reserves, however, his choicest vituperations for the mountaineers of the Pyrenees, whether Aragonese or Basques. The inhabitants, he says, live secluded in their mountain valleys and woods and speak a barbarous tongue, and there is no food in their country but apples, cider and milk. The luckless pilgrims have, in addition, to face the thieving toll-keepers, who make them pay the toll, which should only be exacted from merchants. Hence the ful-minations of the so-called Pope Calixtus II (in reality, Aymery Picaud) against the King of Aragon and his ministers for permitting such abuses.


    After trekking the eight miles up through the Pyrenees to the summit and the eight miles down, Aymery describes the land of Navarre, but has no kinder words for its inhabitants than he had for the Basques. They are, he says, darker in complexion than the Basques and wear dark garments which reach only to their knees and resemble the kilts of the Scots. They wrap themselves in their dark plaids, which reach to their elbows, and their feet are shod in rough sandals of untanned hides.


    ‘If you saw them at their food’, he adds, ‘you would think they were dogs or pigs guzzling: their speech resembles the barking of dogs.’ He considers them a savage people, unlike any other in the world, dark in face and full of malice. Not only are they primitive in their ferocity, but also perverse, quarrelsome and well schooled in villainy.


    Aymery Picaud’s account of the Navarrese is, however, contradictory, for after accusing them of bestiality and sexual perversions of all kinds he yet praises their valour in war and their punctual payment of their tithes, and gives them credit for the scrupulous regularity with which they make their offerings of bread, wine or wheat to the church. They, like the Basques, are superstitious and wear a horn suspended from their neck, and when they approach or leave their houses they whistle like a kite. And when they are in hiding, on account of some rascality or other and wish to gather their associates together, they utter a cry like the ill-boding owl or howl like a wolf.* Aymery says that in his day it was believed that they were descended from the Scots, who were sent by Julius Caesar with Nubians and Cornubiani to fight against the Spanish peoples. The Castilians, however, defeated them and drove them back into the mountains between Nájera, Pamplona and Bayonne, and into the land of Biscay and Alava, where they built many forts. There they put all the males to death whose wives they had raped, and thus they begot the people who were afterwards called Navarri—namely, non veri, for they were not of legitimate stock. Then came the blessed apostle* Matthew and converted them by his preaching to Christianity. So severe are Aymery’s accusations against Basques and Navarrese that we must conclude that he had suffered severely from their lawless depredations during his journeys through the Pyrenees to and from Santiago.


    Probably Aymery’s prejudices led him to exaggerate the barbarity of the Pyreneans, for already in the eleventh century, that is to say a hundred years before his Guide of 1150, the Kings of Aragon, Navarre and Castile-León had done much to make the Road of St. James safe for pilgrims. The initiative came largely from Alfonso VI, who went as pilgrim to San Salvador in Oviedo in 1075. Fie had the bridges repaired and the road efficiently protected from Logroño to Compostella. In Navarre and Aragon King Sancho Ramirez built hostels and hospitals at Jaca, Pamplona, Estella and Puente la Reina, and he decreed that no tolls should be exacted from pilgrims (de romero non prendant ullam causam). So greatly had communications improved that when, in 1121, Ali-ben-Yussef, the Almorávide, sent a deputation to Doña Urraca, the legates were amazed at the crowds of pilgrims who thronged the road. They enquired from their escort in whose honour so great a multitude of Christians crossed the Pyrenees. “He who deserves such reverence,” answered the escort, “is St. James, whose body is revered as patron and protector by Gaul and England, the Latin and the German land and all Christian parts.”


    Today the Aragonese, the Basques and the Navarrese are as fine a race as one could find anywhere in the world and there are two modern literary masterpieces which describe the psychology of those mountaineers of the Spanish and French Pyrenees: Zalacaín el Aventurero by Pio Baroja and Ramuntcho by Pierre Loti. Martin Zalacaín is the incarnation of the Basque mountaineer: he is the pendant to the roguish and picaresque old smuggling vagabond Tellagorri.


    In Loti’s novel there is less action and more nostalgie in the mountain dwellers oppressed, as the author says, by the weight of their mountains—‘comme si l’ombre des siècles passés allait sortir de la terre, et sur ce vaste soulèvement qui s’appelle Pyréneés on sentait planer quelque chose qui était peut-être l’âme frémissante de cette race, dont les débris se sont là conservés et à laquelle Ramuntcho appartenait par sa mère.’


    There has always been continual connection between the valleys on the North and the South of the Pyrenees, agriculturally and linguistically. In the mountain villages, in addition to the hardy peasants who scale mountains, avoid avalanches and who can as easily fight wolves as engage in guerrilla warfare, I met a number of nomadic individuals on my journeys along the road to Santiago. Many of them were shepherds wandering with their flocks from winter to summer quarters, muleteers from the valley of Hecho, who are the traditional carriers of wood in arches during the winter or of grass in their bargas in the summer. Richard Ford in his handbook, published in 1845, writes lyrically of the guerrilleros of these mountain valleys, who were so formidable to ancient Rome or France when marshalled by a Sertorius or a Mina, and he adds that the hatred of the Frenchman, which the Duke of Wellington said formed part of a Spaniard’s nature, seems to increase in intensity in proportion to vicinity, and however despots may assert in the gilded galleries of Versailles that “il n’y a plus de Pyrenees”, this party-wall of Alps, this barrier of snow and hurricane, does and will exist forever.


    As a result of my wanderings, at intervals, during the past thirty years in the Aragonese and Basque mountains I stoutly maintain that Ford’s statements are no longer true. No matter how hostile the two governments, the French and the Spanish, may be to one another, no matter whether the jingo Press on both sides of the frontier hurl insults at one another there are intimate bonds of interest existing between the two neighbouring peoples which are proof against any state propaganda or compulsion.


    Don Anselmo and his smuggling French Basque confederates are a living proof that the smuggling instinct is innate in those two mountain races. Smuggling is not a vice but a clan or tribal virtue, and just as it is lawful and praiseworthy, according to clan standards, to rob the next clan which is that of an enemy, so should the state be robbed, which is the enemy of all the clans. I never understood the clan spirit so thoroughly as when I spent some time in the company of two old Aragonese friends of mine, Don Veremundo, poet, folklorist and chief character in Hecho, and Don Sixto, a cobbler from Anso. Each of these two neighbouring towns nestles in its own valley completely shut off from the other by the intervening mountain, and has preserved and actually stylized its local culture. To visit those two out-of-the-way towns was to be spirited back again into the Middle Ages, for the houses are built in the patriarchal style that was current in the ancient days of Alfonso I, ‘the Battler’, and Queen Urraca, with the chimney in the middle of the kitchen, around three sides of which the family sit on little stools and sing and tell stories. The chimney is, in some cases, as broad as the house and towers above it. A street with those long chimneys of grotesque shape resembles one of the villages in Grimm’s Fairy Tales illustrated by Arthur Rackham. The houses seem to cling together like old friends for warmth and comfort and they have reason to do so, for this is a harsh climate with rain, sleet, snow and perpetual storms.


    To visit Hecho I did not consider a deviation from the Road of St. James, for one of my companions on a previous pilgrimage to Compo-stella was a youth from the town who had been killed in the Civil War in 1937 and I wanted to put some flowers on his tomb. Hecho I had visited repeatedly during the Second World War, as it was close to the Summer School of the University of Saragossa at Jaca, where I used to lecture occasionally. I have a very soft spot in my heart for Don Veremundo and his fellow townsmen, for in the Second World War they gave wonderful help and hospitality to hundreds of allied soldiers of all ranks, especially to the British, who escaped by the mountain routes into Spain, and Don Veremundo richly deserved the name he was given at birth, which was that of the Saint of Charity.


    Hecho is a cosy little town with its narrow, cobbled streets, and a festive one, too, with many taverns with queer names, such as Venta de rompesacos (Tough grass inn), F.scula-bolsas (the purse-emptyer) and Venta de no re fies (Trust-me-not inn). Don Veremundo toasted me daily and nightly in wine which came from across the mountain from the vineyards of Cariñena—-a dark, red, heady wine, which merely by being transported over the mountain range became in Hecho transformed magically into a golden wine of distinction.


    One of the strangest traits about the secluded populations of Hecho and Ansó is their positive hatred of one another. Coming from a Celtic island where there have always been traditional feuds between small communities I was prepared to find the same tendency in Iberian Spain. The minstrels in Spain, as in Ireland, when they travelled through the countryside, used always to introduce a litany of towns in order to elicit merry responses from the crowd, and they vented their spite against the villages where they had not been well-treated, as for instance in the following copla:


    


    Villanueva del Camino,


    Where barrels are big,


    But devil a drop to swig.


    In Córdoba, now you are sure to find


    That the water is cold,


    But the women are bold.


    


    But all such spiteful proverbs and nicknames are as child’s play compared to the abuse showered by Hecho on Ansó and vice versa. Their rivalry is even more long-standing than that which George Borrow found existing between Corunna and Vigo. One night in Hecho, emboldened by Don Veremundo’s generous wine, I broached.


    “You are indeed privileged people in Hecho,” said I, “and now I understand why you have the undying enmity of the people in the neighbouring valley.”


    “A plague on the Ansotanos,” said one of the company, clearing his throat scornfully. “If we sent them a barrel of this wine as a token of good will the wine would turn to vinegar on the mountain through sheer disgust.”


    Don Veremundo is a humanist and looks upon the long-standing feud and rivalry between the twin valleys sub-specie aeternitatis. “They both,” he said, “suffer from an ineradicable superiority complex. They fondly imagine that their valley is better than any other place in the world. They feel that other villages are hostile. They even believe that Saragossa, the capital of Aragon, is jealous of their town and valley.”


    After Hecho I crossed the mountain and visited my cobbler friend Don Sixto in Anso, for he had written to me saying that his son intended to make the pilgrimage to Compostella as it was the Holy Year. I found him busily at work in his murky little den surrounded by piles of shoes and alpargatas of all sizes and strips of leather.


    “You’d better not say where you’ve come from,” said he, spitting noisily as he hammered a sole.


    “You’re just as prejudiced as they are over in Hecho,” said I, “but I’ll dare bet that you’ve no wine in Anso as good as what they drink in the next valley.”


    “Fiddlesticks! Come with me to the Casino and I’ll give you wine which will make you dance the jota till doomsday. Come with me this evening: there is dancing in the plaza and you’ll see the pilgrim dance with his novia. She takes to him kindly now he has promised her to join the fellows from the town who are off to Compostella.”


    In the plaza I met Don Sixto’s eldest son Raimundo and his pretty novia, who were waiting for the band to start. In Anso it is surprising how men and women have preserved their mediaeval costumes. The men wear a round felt hat with turned up brim and wide trousers with a broad violet sash around their waists. Raimundo’s novia wore the festive costume with ribbons of many colours, a richly embroidered apron, and on her head a long mantilla of white cloth which covered her forehead and flowed down her back.


    I shall never forget the jota as I heard it sung and saw it danced at that fiesta at Ansó in the spring of 1954. The setting was in keeping with the Aragonese monuments I had seen in the Cathedral at Jaca and the Monastery of San Juan de la Peña, but when the men and women began to dance I thought of the poet Salvador Rueda, who said of the jota of Aragon that there were in it, ‘helmets and plumes, lances and banners, the roaring of cannon, the neighing of horses and the clash of swords’. The martial jota is vastly different to the collective dance of neighbouring Catalonia, the graceful sardana, which symbolizes the ancient Mediterranean civilization with its Greek elements.


    The jota has no seductive qualities about it, for it is a kind of combat between man and woman. Using their castanets, they advance towards one another and retreat, as though spurring on their aggressiveness and preparing for the fight. They raise and lower their arms and kick out their legs alternately as they throw their weight of the body rapidly first on one foot then on the other. It is the dance of warriors, such as Alfonso I, ‘the Battler’, and characteristic of the rugged folk from Aragon. As I watched this combative heroic jota I thought how closely religion mixes with the Spanish dance. Dancing in Spain is not a mere pastime but part of the ritual of the people, whether they live north, south, east or west. The jota, which was Aragonese in its origin, spread over all Spain at the time of the War of Independence when the people of Saragossa in 1809, inspired by Our Lady of the Pillar, whom they still call La Capitana, resisted triumphantly the French invaders. Then the jota became the symbol of the people of Aragon in their tenacious patriotism and sense of personal independence, and it became transformed in other regions into a number of other jotas, the Moorish jota of Valencia, the statuesque jota of Segovia and so on, but no jota has such ecstatic fury of concentrated muscular tension as that of Aragon.


    Pedrell the great master, Falla’s teacher, said of the jota that it was one of the song-dance forms that had been formed by conglomeration like geological strata, but he did not believe that its origin went back further than the end of the eighteenth century, when the copla with its four-line stanza was introduced. After listening to innumerable joteros singing, and watching them dance, I feel more inclined to agree with the celebrated Asturian folklorist Eduardo Torner, who believes that the jota goes back further than the copla with its four-lined stanza which was relatively modern. Torner, however, does not believe that the jota was invented by the twelfth-century Moor called Aben Jot, who was expelled from Valencia and settled in Aragon, but he is convinced that its musical type originally came from Andalusia, and is celebrated in the copla:


    


    La jota nació morisca


    y después se hizo cristiana


    (The jota was born Moorish


    and later became Christian)*


    


    Anyone, however, who has seen the jota danced in Lower as well as Upper Aragon cannot fail to see the enormous difference in the way it is danced in the two provinces. Those from Lower Aragon dance rhythmically with much more subtle footwork, but they hardly raise their feet from the ground, whereas those of Upper and even Central Aragon become acrobatic in the violent movements of their hands and legs, and they poise the whole weight of their bodies on the tips of their toes, a step which they call matar la araña (killing the spider).*


    The musical type of the jota may have come originally from Andalusia, as Torner says, and may be of the same family as the fandango, but the mountaineers of Aragon have completely transformed it and made it into a crusader’s dance, a mixture of religion and war, and in the background we always see the vision of Our Lady del Pilar and a warrior king—Alfonso el Batallador, or Sancho El Mayor.


    After the dance I had to parade with Don Sixto and Raimundo from the tavern to another drinking chiquitos of red wine, toasting the Ansotanos and wishing destruction to the neighbouring Hecho. Next morning I said farewell to father and son, and arranged to meet Raimundo in Compostella.

  


  
    


    CHAPTER 5


    

  


  
    GYPSY PILGRIMS ON THE ROAD OF ST. JAMES


    


    ALTHOUGH during my pilgrimage to Compostella in 1954 I purposely gave a wide berth to the Romanichals and shut my ears to their blandishments right from my setting off from les Alyscamps, I could not help thinking of them, for on several previous pilgrimages I had plodded along the Road of St. James with Gypsies and they became as closely associated in my mind with the Jacobean pilgrimage as they had been with the pilgrimage to Les Saintes Maries-de-la-Mer and St. Sara. The Gypsy race would never have penetrated into Christian Europe in the fifteenth century but for the tale they told of having to wander through the world for seven years to expiate the curse imposed upon their ancestors in Egypt, who had refused to protect Joseph, Mary and the Infant Jesus when they fled from the vengeance of Herod. They arrived when the pilgrimages to Rome and to St. James were in their hey-day and pilgrims were universally respected.


    The Gypsies as pilgrims found, at first, open doors everywhere in Europe, because they were looked upon as sacred men and women who should be helped to accomplish their penance, for it was the duty of charitable Christians to speed on their way those undertaking the long journey to Compostella and to give them all the assistance they needed. The pilgrim story enabled the wily Romanichals to wheedle the Christian gorgios to their heart’s content, and in consequence they were considered in most countries as a visiting foreign race and their Kings, Dukes and Earls of Little Egypt were taken at their own valuation. Treaties were made by emperors and kings with the Duke of Little Egypt and his nobles, who dressed richly, rode horses and had hunting dogs with them. The subjects of the Duke of Little Egypt could not be tried by the laws of the lands they visited, but by tribunals in which half the members belonged to the Gypsy race. They were given documents of safe conduct by the King of Hungary, Sigismund (afterwards Holy Roman Emperor), and other monarchs, including the Pope, who in addition to money gave them special permits to visit the pilgrimage shrines of Europe, such as Rome, St. Gilles, Les Saintes Maries-de-la-Mer and Compostella.


    For the past thirty years, wherever I found myself on the pilgrim routes, I always tried to discover traces of the Original Band of Gypsy invaders, who passed like a flash through Western Europe in 1417 and left such a deep imprint in certain countries. George Borrow in his Book of the Wisdom of the Egyptians, his swan song, says: ‘ ’Tis no use to go seeking after Gypsies. When you want to see them, ’tis impossible to find one of them; but when you are thinking of other matters you see plenty of them!’29


    It was during my stay in Jaca that I picked up the Gypsy trail. One day when I was asking about documents of the Jacobean pilgrimage, the chief municipal official, who was an amateur historian, reminded me that there were two documents originally from the Archivo Provincial of Huesca, signed by a certain Thomas, Earl of Little Egypt, who in the fifteenth century had passed through Jaca on a pilgrimage to Compostella. As soon as I saw the documents I welcomed them as a treasure trove, for I knew all about Thomas, Earl of Little Egypt, who, the document states, ‘wandered through the world as a pilgrim for the Christian Faith’. He was one of the celebrated Original Band, who first drew the attention of Western Christendom to the wandering race.30 His was one of the high-sounding names mentioned by the chroniclers, who saw the ragged band arrive at the gates of Europe in 1417 with skin as black as Tartars under the leadership of their chiefs, who rode on horseback. With Thomas, Earl of Little Egypt, was the Right Honourable Lord Panuel, Duke of Little Egypt, their lordships Duke Michael and Duke Andrew. After they had spread through Western Europe in the following years, through Hungary, Austria, Germany, France, the Netherlands, Switzerland, Italy, Spain the name of Thomas, Earl of Little Egypt, appears here and there in documents of various countries. He and his tribe were at St. Denis near Paris in August, 1427, when they were excommunicated by the Bishop of Paris after the sermon by the Friar of the Minors, named the Little Jacobin. There is a document bearing the date of September of the same year stating that Thomas, Earl of Little Egypt, received ‘huit livres’ from the Corporation of Amiens to help him and his people, who were forty in number, because they had been driven out of Egypt by the Infidels.*


    Thomas, Earl of Little Egypt, evidently had been successful in his efforts to extract money out of the gorgios of the town and village councils in France and the neighbouring countries by posing as the ruler of a band of foreign pilgrims, for when on May 23, 1435, he arrived at the Spanish frontier post of Canfranc by the Somport Pass, he presented himself to the authorities as the most honourable and distinguished Thomas, Earl of Little Egypt (muyt honrado et inclito), with his people: and he had with his horses, robes of silk and brocade, gold and silver and many other effects, all of which were supposed to pay toll (peatge). The toll and customs collector of the city of Jaca and the frontier post of Canfranc demanded payment, but the honourable Earl declared that he and his people were making a pilgrimage through the world for the Christian faith and that the then reigning most distinguished prince and lord, Don Alfonso, King of Aragon, had granted him permission to pass at will through his lands and kingdom with all his company and his family freely and without the payment of any toll or tax whatever, as would appear in the letters patent granted by the aforementioned king. And, furthermore, a copy of the said permit had been made in the town of Montalban on parchment duly sealed.


    Unfortunately, one of the leaves of the document is blank and another is missing, but the final summing up states the following: ‘King Alfonso commands all his Governors, Vicegovemors, Vicars, Bailiffs, Justices, Tax Collectors and all officials singly and collectively in all his dominions, under the risk of incurring his most august displeasure and a penalty of ten thousand florins, to allow the aforesaid Thomas, Earl of Little Egypt, with his family, his servants, his gold, silver, trunks, sacred vessels and all his other effects to pass to and fro through his dominions without any hindrance, whatsoever or without the imposition of any tax or toll. And, furthermore, seeing that the said Earl and all his family had been driven out of their own dominions, the King recommends his people to succour them as far as possible with alms and render them assistance on their pilgrimage’. The document had been given Royal Secret Seal at Saragossa, May 8, 1425, and it had a guarantee of its authenticity signed on Friday, November 26, 1434.31


    The Fluesca documents are exceptionally interesting because they show how eight years after the arrival of the Original Band of Gypsies in Europe they were still treated as pilgrims in Spain as in the rest of the continent, and to succour them was still regarded as an act of piety. These documents, moreover, are still more interesting for the Gypsy historian, for they prove that the Gypsy race arrived for the first time in the Iberian Peninsula twelve years before the date hitherto ascribed, namely 1447 when the Boumians arrived in Barcelona. From documents which exist in Sisteron the Gypsies had been visiting Provence since 1419 and had made Sisteron a calling-place. It would be interesting to know whether those Gypsies belonged to the band that followed Thomas, Earl of Little Egypt, along the Road of St. James by Provence, Narbonne, Toulouse and on into Spain by the Somport Pass.


    One of the most surprising elements about the Jojanó Baró or Great Trick, whereby the Gypsies entered Europe in the fifteenth century, was that neither the Emperor, nor the Pope, nor the kings, nor the rulers, who gave the Romanichals safe-conducts, cédulas and privileges, ever troubled to enquire where in the world was the country of Little Egypt, which was ruled by these Dukes and Earls. They accepted the story told by the wily Thomas and they remembered the prophecy in the Book of Ezekiel, when the Lord God said: “I will scatter the Egyptians among the nations, and will disperse them through the countries.”32 And still more surprising is it that no modern scholars, with the exception of Gypsiologists have investigated the problem, and we find the learned authors of Las Peregrinaciones a Santiago limiting themselves to a mere mention of the name of Thomas, Earl of Little Egypt, who passed through Jaca on the pilgrimage to St. James before returning to his country.3 Yet one of the celebrated pilgrims to Compostella, the German patrician from Cologne, Arnold von Harff, who made the Jacobean pilgrimage in the course of a long journey during the years 1496 to 1499, through Italy, Syria, Egypt, Arabia, Ethiopia, Nubia, Palestine, Turkey, France and Spain, gives us the most complete description of the enigmatic realm of Little Egypt. Arnold Von Harff, when he arrived in the Peloponnesus at the port of Nauplion, found a suburb of ‘poor, naked people, to the number of three hundred families, who lived in little reed-thatched hovels.’ They were called Suyginer and ‘were the same as those whom we call Heideti (Heathen) from Egypt, and who wander through our lands’.*


    Arnold von Harff adds that these people plied all sorts of trades, shoemaking, cobbling and especially smithcraft. ‘The anvil’, he says, ‘stands on the ground, the man sits in front of it like a tailor with us: near him sits his wife, also on the ground and spins. Between them is the fire and nearby two little leather bags like bagpipes, half in the ground and pointing towards the fire. The wife as she sits and spins, sometimes lifts up one of the bags and then presses it down again. This sends wind through the earth to the fire, so that the man can get on with his tinkering.’ von Harff describes accurately the anvil and bellows still used by the primitive Gypsy coppersmiths in the East and West of Europe. Harff says that the race came from a country called Gyppe, forty miles from Modone, sixty years previously, that is to say in 1436. When the Turkish Emperor seized the territory some of the counts and lords fled to Rome to the Pope and begged his comfort and succour. ‘He gave them letters to the Holy Roman Emperor to give them assistance for the Christian faith. They did not find help and they died in misery, but the letters passed to their children who walk our lands and call themselves of Little Egypt. But that is a he, for their parents came from the territory of Gyppe, which is not so far from Cologne as it is from Egypt.’ Although there was no Turkish invasion in 1436, the passage is of great interest and we might add that the Peloponnesus was called Little Egypt and the Gypsies must have stayed there a long time, for there are a great number of Greek words in the Gypsy language and, as the celebrated Tsiganologue Dr. Alexandre Paspati proved, Greek Romani was the standard of purity for all other countries, and all the variousEuropean dialects sprang from a single language spoken by the Romanichals in the Peloponnesus, before they dispersed through Europe and the world in 1417.*


    The form of safe-conduct given to Thomas, Earl of Little Egypt, by Alfonso, King of Aragon, Sicily, Valencia, Mallorca, Sardinia, Corsica, Count of Barcelona and Duke of Athens, was of the kind with which we are familiar. A similar one was given in 1496 by Charles, Count of Egmont in the Netherlands, to Count Martin Gnougy, born of Little Egypt, which stated that Pope Alexander VI had ordained that Count Martin Gnougy and his family should go on a pilgrimage to Rome, to St. James of Compostella and other holy places. Count of Egmont’s safe-conduct granted protection to Count Martin Gnougy, the Gypsy and his family, on condition that they did not stay more than three days in one place. This restriction, which is the usual one imposed today on nomad Gypsies in most countries, was not imposed by the King of Aragon on Thomas, Earl of Little Egypt. Up to the present no other information has come to light of the pilgrimages of Thomas or of Count Martin Gnougy to Compostella, so we must conclude that they did not behave worse than the general run of gorgio pilgrims and thus escaped the attentions of the police and the observant eye of the chroniclers and travel writers.

  


  
    


    CHAPTER 6


    

  


  
    ON THE ROAD


    


    PILGRIMS now have an easier time than thirty years ago, owing to the great development in Spain today of the bus routes between the various pueblos. Then women were not so accustomed to bus travelling as they are today, and I have vivid memories of their behaviour. No sooner did the crowded vehicle begin to skid round corners on its upward or downward corkscrew course than with one accord they were violently sick and we became a nightmare bus with pale, ghostly women craning their necks out of the windows on both sides like geese in a crate being driven to the market. I used in those days, as a prudent precaution, invariably to give up my window seat to any lady travelling in my proximity, so that she might lean out to her heart’s content. Nowadays women are acclimatized to buses. They also travel with liberal supplies of that infallible remedy azahar or orangeflower water which they employ in a variety of ways. Bus travel is becoming in the country districts a pleasant excursion, for the coaches are modern with good tyres, and are a great improvement on the bone-shakers of the past with their solid wheels. The bus drivers and conductors or cobradores, too, have evolved. The chauffeur has inherited some of the gruff, good-natured qualities of his forerunner the mayoral, who possessed such definite characteristics that he even inspired a special kind of Andalusian coaching song (caleseras). He is, however, more remote and self-centred than the portly, ruddy-complexioned coachman, who was able to cap a traveller’s tale and had incredible cubic capacity for tintorro, and we only meet him at the bars and cafés near the petrol stations. He is alert, practical, but nearly always teetotal, and will only accept a cup of black coffee. The cobrador is, on the other hand, the guide, philosopher and friend of the passengers. Our cobrador, for instance, on my journey to the village of Tiermas, was characteristic. He was youngish, sallow-faced, nervy, but a miracle of comprehension and humanity. A bit of a dictator, too, in his bus, for as he said at the beginning of our journey “todos no pueden mandar”; if all the passengers insist on sitting in their favourite seats there will soon be the deuce of a row, or, as he said idiomatically, “se armará la gran mari-morena”.


    Our conductor organized his passengers, placing fat ones like myself next to slender ones and vice versa, and making sure that the parish priest had a seat to himself, if possible. Then came last-minute recommendations and requests from a long queue of housewives and others who clustered around the door chattering volubly, while the woman at the head of the queue gave her recommendations to the collector mostly by word of mouth. The sallow-faced cobrador had to commit these to memory: six yards of suiting, four dozen coat and trouser buttons, a keg of pure alcohol, a pestle and mortar, five packets of shampoo powders and so on, not to mention the man with guns who handed him a hare and a few brace of partridge to sell on the way. When I expressed my admiration of his powers of resistance and his memory he answered resignedly: “One has to be a jack-of-all-trades, Señor, and possess, besides, a good dose of patience and sympathy, especially for the novias, who hand me their love-letters; I have to deliver them personally to the novios, and on my return deliver the answer orally to the girls, as their parents generally won’t allow them to receive letters from boy friends. More complicated are the business messages I have to carry for farmers in the villages and for lawyers, scrawled in pencil on bits of paper that the devil himself could not make out. The trouble never ends, but, as they say, patience and shuffle the cards; ’tis a good job and enables me to see the world and I’d sooner brave it than be quill-driving in an office.”


    The Road of St. James follows the left bank of the river Aragon all the way from Jaca, but at the cross-roads of Puente la Reina our river is joined by its namesake Aragon, which rises near the forest of Oza. Aymery Picaud’s pilgrim Guide says that the Jacobean road passed through Tiermas, where he adds information about ‘royal baths that were always piping hot.’ These thermae were celebrated among the Romans; they still are in use, and we were told that the ancient stone bath was of Roman porphyry. The water is unpleasant and tastes and smells of sulphur.


    Above the pueblo in the mountains rise the ruins of the most famous abbey of Navarre, San Salvador de Leyre, which for a thousand years was a great centre of sanctity and learning and was, at times, the seat of a diocese now included in Pamplona. In the history of Navarre, Leyre has signified what St. Denis means to French, and Westminster to English, history. St. Eulogius visited it in 851 and it was not burned until 1835. Its wealthy possessions remained intact until after the seventeenth century,* but today all that we see is the shell of the eighteenth-century monastery which they are beginning to repair. It dominates the plain. In the eleventh century it was one of the beacons of the Cluniac reform and spread its influence far and wide.


    During my short stay in Tiermas I walked a short portion of the original pilgrim road which can be clearly seen near Yesa. Lacarra, the indefatigable student of the ancient highway, points out that the pilgrims of the twelfth century at Yesa made a slight deviation, for they crossed the ruined bridge over the River Aragon, in order to make a halt at Sangüesa, which was being repopulated at the time when Aymery Picaud wrote his Guide.* A hospital of the Knights of St.John of Jerusalem was established there in 1131 by Alfonso I and a new town grew around the Romanesque church of Santa María la Real, which is a noble example of Romanesque of the late twelfth century with an octagonal dome of the fourteenth century and a magnificent portal. Indeed, so fascinated was I by that Romanesque portal that I stayed three full days in Sangüesa. The bus conductor recommended me to put up at the local inn called Hotel Mercantil in the long narrow main street of the town, nearly opposite the portal of Santa María la Real. To my astonishment, the hotel was a nobly proportioned palace of the seventeenth century, baroque in its ornate style, with dark passages and huge empty reception rooms. My bedroom was palatial, with a canopied double bed, a gigantic press that would have held all the palace linen of a duchess, and a fascinating bargueño of exquisite workmanship. The façade of the palace was adorned with coats of arms and Salomonic pillars. The hotel was the rendezvous of the whole town, the centre of gossiping tertulias, where the young men of the locality played billiards and dominoes in the evenings. As Sangüesa is the centre of a wheat and wine producing region, the food was plentiful and the wine resembled Cariñena.


    Most of my time I spent in the church of Santa María la Real. The portal has puzzled the experts; some, like Bertaux, think it was built all at once in the thirteenth century:* Lampérez believes that the original church, built by Alfonso I, survives in the east end, namely, the head, the plan, and the portal up to the fronted arches and the outer walls, which are of the thirteenth century.* The windows, the-vaults of the apse and the jambs of the door resemble Spanish architecture of the early twelfth century. The portal makes a fascinating study for a pilgrim today, as it expresses vividly mediaeval life as seen by the wandering stone-cutters in their trek from East to West, for in those far off days the business of craftsmen and builders was a nomadic one.


    Here at Sangüesa these wandering artists halted long enough to carve some of those unperishable figures on the portal that excite us today. Thus we find rows of scaly monsters, dragons and sphinxes, freaks of nature created at the whim and fancy of the craftsman: on the left hand side of the door two grotesque figures represent Hell: then there is a juglar with Ins viol and bow, a man with a naked woman sitting with her arms around his neck and her hands clutching at his head; another woman whose breasts are sucked by a cobra, and a third who is suckling a child with one breast and a snake with the other. After them comes a forlorn woman, whose sad expression signifies that she is one of the virtuous and has been admitted among the elect. It is surprising that the twelfth and thirteenth-century artists when they portrayed Hell’s torments made the damned look more lively and more pleased with themselves than the chosen, who are entering eternal bliss, and I am again and again reminded of the invocation in the French mediaeval cantefable, Aucassin et Nicolette, where the poet says ‘only the lame and decrepit go to Paradise, and those that day and night cringe before altars and lurk under vaults; thither go the threadbare and the ragged: those who go on that pilgrimage are naked, barefoot and full of festering sores: those who have been frozen and starved and have died of thirst and despair. It is they who swell the hosts of Paradise. What has the poet or the artist to clo with them; Hell is his chosen destiny, for thither go plump clerics and such as die on the tented fields and in great wars. Let such good soldiers and good men be the companions of the poets or artist on the journey, aye, and such fair and beauteous damsels as take two and three lovers as well, besides their husbands.’


    The profane, dynamic joys of the earth, alas, inspire the artists more than the calm, contemplative and ageless bliss of the angels. For this reason the craftsmen here have revelled riotously in portraying grotesque figures whom they must have jostled on the Road of St. James: the little bearded fellow, for instance, with sharp eyes like gimlets, the portly cooper with the barrel, and his neighbour holding two objects like glasses: he is surely a juglar whose repertoire was by no means confined to music, or reciting epic poems and ballads, for as we know from an ancient gloss, he would stop after a bout of reciting and fiddling and shout to his audience: “Now watch me do a hop, skip and a jump. There’s not a piebald or a chestnut horse could do the same”.


    The minstrel appears again and again on this portal: in one place we see him turn a somersault: in another he has an attractive doxy sitting on his shoulders. She has her hands folded on her lap and she wears bracelets on her arms; her hair is done in plaits and divided down the middle and she wears an attractive low-necked bodice. Above her a man is swimming in the water; his trousers have come off and he displays his naked buttocks. Above him again we see our friend the juglar always in close proximity to the tempting Eve or Lilith: she is naked, but this time she has a big serpent between her legs and another is biting her neck. Such is the fate of the fiddler’s moll, but she shows no sign of terror, anguish or remorse; indeed, both she and the minstrel are strangely serene and impassive, amid these devilish heads with gaping jaws that bob up, one above the other, in close proximity to the angel, who is weighing souls. According to Miss King, the ‘weighing of souls is a French motive’* but we shall find it repeated several times along our road at Estella, and at Burgos and León on the cathedrals. After gazing at these individual figures for a long time and letting my imagination run riot on the heels of the mediaeval craftsman, I began gradually to grasp the whole artistic plan of the portal which is as follows:


    Above, under the cornice which is upheld by animal heads, there are two rows of double-shafted arches and there are six figures in the upper arcade with Christ enthroned in the middle, between the four living things. At His feet are the ox and the lion; two angels flank this and in the outer arches are St. Peter and another figure. On the next row beneath there are eight saints, among whom we can recognize St. James, for he leans upon his staff. On the tympanum below there is another arcade. We see Our Lady crowned and seated on a throne, holding the Child upon her left knee, a very touching, maternal figure, with her right arm holding the Infant and her head slightly inclined. Above is an imposing Christ with mitre, blessing with two fingers. He is seated in judgment, for on his right are two rows, upper and lower, of blessed souls, looking towards Him beatifically, and on his left above, the damned are marshalled in a long chain-gang, and below, the angel who weighs the souls. The ruler of Hell is represented by the artist as a monster like the jabberwock, with horns, teeth and sinister tongue. On the Paradise side, in contrast, are three beautiful women like the three Graces, who personify salvation.


    The figures on the jambs on the left side of the door represent three queens, and according to Miss King they have come from Chartres. I, however, recognized them immediately as the Three Sea-borne Marys—Mary Jacobé, Mary Salomé and Mary Magdalen—and my thoughts travelled back to my former pilgrimage, to Les Saintes Maries and the Gypsy Saint Sara. The Sea-borne Marys, alas, have travelled far and the centuries have made them haggard and dishevelled, but St. Mary Jacobé the nearest to the door has still preserved her dignity and majesty. Opposite to them, the three old saints have not weathered the storm as well as the three queens.


    For me as a humble pilgrim of today the vision of the Sangüesa portal was a profoundly moving experience, for it enabled me to understand the universal significance possessed by the pilgrimage to Santiago de Compostela in those early centuries. Here, not more than one day’s foot-slogging from the royal capital, Jaca (Aymery Picaud includes Jaca and Sangüesa in one day’s journey), at Sangüesa, which was then as it is still today, a tiny town and a mere station on the pilgrim road, the wandering builders and craftsmen halted and enriched the wayside shrine with art forms they had brought, not only from Moissac and Chartres, but from Lombardy and even from the East of Europe, as we can see from little stray ornaments, like the interlaced knot, which Miss King believes came from Constantinople and the Black Sea. We modern pilgrims, artists, painters, architects, plod our way along the Road of St. James, but our names are written in water, whereas those anonymous masons and stone-cutters of eight hundred years ago, when they tarried in this narrow street where I linger today, left as a token of their passing some tiny individualized figure or ornament, which, in a flash, illustrates the universal significance of the pilgrimage.


    The interior of the church is harmonious, especially the great arch over the high altar. The baptismal font is very large and is on the ground for it was used for total immersion. As the season of Easter was approaching, the church was a hum of activity, and there were many women dressed in black awaiting their turn for confession. A vivacious note came from the little boys, who, as usual in Spain, were completely insuppressible and darted here and there like quicksilver. The nave is narrowed by the two huge massive columns on which the whole weight of the edifice rests.


    The parish priest welcomed me hospitably as a pilgrim and told me many anecdotes about Sangüesa. He said that there was great poverty in the town and too many people wished to ‘chupar del bote’—to get relief without having to work for it. “They are mostly a thriftless crowd here,” he said, “and if you want to find energetic workers you have to go to Pamplona.”


    The church of Santiago in Sangüesa is an ancient foundation and goes back, according to documents to the twelfth century, but the building is of the thirteenth, and we see the emblems of the Saint, the shells, the staff and the gourd in the Presbytery and on the façade. Over the church door is the statue of St. James in brown habit with his pilgrim hat on the back of his head, his staff and his scrip in one hand and a book in the other. The book is the Epistle, which Spain has ascribed to him, and which was known in the Middle Ages as Pro-tevangel of St. James. This curious representation of St. James is also to be seen over the central door of León Cathedral. Here in Sangüesa St. James stands upon a huge scallop shell and has two conchas on his chest and one on his hat. There are two pilgrims, one on each side of the saint, kneeling in prayer. They have long thin staffs, their water botde, box for food and bundles on their backs. On the ground before them lies a staff that is sprouting into leaves, a reminder of the legend of Tannhäuser, the pilgrim, whose staff sprouted when he reached the end of his pilgrimage to Rome.


    On my way from Sangüesa to Pamplona I halted at a number of places; first of all at Rocaforte, in honour of St. Francis, the saint of my particular devotion. Rocaforte, which was the original Sangüesa, was the first place at which St. Francis stayed in Spain, when he made the pilgrimage to Compostella. The Saint, according to the experts, retired to a little chapel dedicated to St. Bartholomew, where il Poverello built a convent and planted a mulberry bush in the little Franciscan garden. Furthermore, the Saint, when he continued his journey along the pilgrim road, left Bernardo Quintavalle behind at Rocaforte to tend a sick pilgrim whom he had met on the way.*


    After Rocaforte a kind farmer gave me a lift in his mule cart as far as the monastery of Xavier, the birth-place of the ‘Apostle of the Indies’. St. Francis Xavier had been in my thoughts before my pilgrimage, for I had made a journey by plane from Rome to Madrid in which his arm travelled. The relic, enclosed within a long thin iron case, was entrusted to the pilot of the plane and travelled in his cabin. I reflected that the glorious relic of the Jesuit Saint has travelled in recent years even further than it did when he was alive. I was all the more anxious to turn aside from the Road of St. James to Xavier, as my visit would coincide with the anniversary of his burial in Goa in 1554.


    The castle of Xavier belonged to his mother, who was of a noble Basque family and was called María Azpilcueta Xavier. His father, Juan de Jasso, was Privy Councillor of Jean d’Albret, King of Navarre. I did not, alas, have time to visit the Jesuit College, as I had to catch the only bus of the day to Pamplona, but I had time to slip into the church and say a prayer to the great collaborator of his fellow-Basque, St. Ignatius; his letters describing his perilous adventures, his struggles, his deceptions, his triumphant faith, in spite of all obstacles, are among the great books of the world. In the peace and serenity of his church I murmured to myself, as I gazed at the Crucifix above the altar, the Saint’s prayer O Deus ego amo te, which the English eighteenth-century Catholic poet Alexander Pope so beautifully rendered:


    


    Thou art my God, sole object of my love;


    Not for the hope of endless joys above;


    Not for the fear of endless pains below,


    Which they who love Thee not must undergo.


    


    For me, and such as me, Thou deign’st to bear


    An ignominious Cross, the nails, the spear:


    A thorny crown transpierced Thy sacred brow


    While bloody sweats from every member flow.


    


    For me in tortures Thou resign’st Thy breath,


    Embraced me on the Cross, and saved me by Thy death.


    And can these sufferings fail my heart to move?


    What but Thyself can now deserve my love?


    


    Such as then was, and is, Thy love to me,


    Such is, and shall be still, my love to Thee


    To Thee, Redeemer! mercy’s sacred spring!


    My God, my Father, Maker and my King!*


    


    My meditations on St. Francis were interrupted by the honk of the motor bus in the plaza outside the monastery. It was crowded, but the conductor was one I had met in the taverns of Sangiiesa and he found me a comfortable place. We soon rejoined the main road near Yesa and rapidly reached Monreal, where there are the remains of a castle reminding us of the Middle Ages. In the twelfth century there was a hospice nearby for pilgrims to St. James. There was spring in the air, but the countryside was parched and in some parts planetary like the surface of the moon.


    I became very good friends with Manuel, the conductor. He found bus-conducting a trifle dull after his adventurous life. He had panhandled his way all over North and South America, had worked in saloons in Galveston, Texas, and on the docks in Liverpool. He had his own individual views of the world, many of which he picked up from his favourite magazine, the Reader’s Digest in its Spanish edition. He discoursed feelingly on the atomic and hydrogen bombs and wondered why the workers of the world did not band themselves together to stop wars. “But the masses,” he said sententiously, “are led by the nose by parasites, the newspapers and politicians. They like wars and rumours of wars because they make the papers more interesting. And the press and the politicians in the Latin countries only live for the day. They are all bluster and no sense.”


    Manuel had more faith in the Nordic, the British and the Dutch.


    “They are quieter,” he said, “and have more common sense and they believe in giving a fair chance to the worker.”


    When we arrived in Pamplona he found me cheap lodgings near the plaza belonging to relations of his who received me as though I had been one of the family.


    


    

  


  
    PAMPLONA, THE FORGOTTEN LEGION AND ST. FERMIN


    


    Pamplona has always been one of the most hospitable halting-places for Jacobean pilgrims. Even in the eleventh century, in front of the doors of the cathedral, there was the ancient Hospital of San Miguel which grew into a very big hostel for pilgrims, and lasted up to the nineteenth century. The kings in those mediaeval days, too, imposed small taxes on goods entering the city, which was devoted to the upkeep of hostels for the poor. By the sixteenth century, however, these charitable foundations for pilgrims had declined, and there were complaints that there was not enough accommodation in the hospices for women pilgrims. Father Domenico Laffi, an Italian priest who made the pilgrimage to Santiago in the seventeenth century, has written a description of his reception in the cathedral hostel at Pamplona, which has a modern air about it:


    ‘While High Mass is going on’, he says, ‘they put food for twelve pilgrims on a table, which is set up at the door of the church. The pilgrims have to go to the door of the kitchen, where the cook hands each one a bowl of broth, not soup, for they do not have it in this country. When the pilgrims receive their bowls of the broth they walk in single file back to the church and sit down in the places reserved for them at the table. Then a man arrives with a great cauldron of cooked meat and serves to each his portion, and another gives each pilgrim a slice of pork and a third pours out a glass of wine for every one. In the afternoon there is Benediction of the Blessed Sacrament with music.’*


    Such was the reception of pilgrims in the seventeenth century. In the twentieth there are no free hostels and free meals for pilgrims at the cathedral door, but such is the hospitality of the people of Pamplona that no pilgrim goes hungry. After leaving my knapsack and bundles at my lodgings I went off in search of my old friend Tío Marceliano, who is a celebrated character in Pamplona. He is the proprietor of the most popular eating-house and tavern in the city, in the calle Santo Domingo, a little below the central plaza. During the great feria of San Fermín in July every year, after the encierro of the bulls, the aficionados, who have raced in front of the careering bulls, through the streets, go off to Tío Marceliano’s to eat magras, namely fried rashers of bacon and tomatoes, and drink great carafes of red wine. Tío Marceliano’s real name is Matías Anó: he was a staunch Basque mountaineer, a man whom Pío Baroja would acknowledge as a true Arch-European of the Alps and Pyrenees. I found him in his tavern playing Mus with a party of old cronies. When I arrived, I called out: “Olá Don Matías, have you forgotten me and the old days during war?”


    Don Matías jumped to his feet and greeted me warmly. The old cronies gazed at me, summing me up, weighing me in the balance, testing me by all the laws of man and beast.


    “Do I remember you?” cried he. “Do I remember my own name? It is you British and Americans who have forgotten us, your old friends. You were glad to have us in the old days of 1943.”


    Don Matías and his Basque compeers had been staunch friends of the allies in the worst days of the Second World War. They had helped our refugees through the passes of the Pyrenees, risking their lives and in a number of cases falling victims of the German patrols on the frontiers.


    “Don Matías,” said I, “as a British subject I must bow my head in shame. You and Biurrún and our Basque friends belong with many other Spaniards to what I call the ‘Forgotten Legion’. That Legion has numbers in all parts of Spain. Ours has, been ingratitude indeed.” I quoted the Italian historian of the Renaissance, Guicciardini, who said that nothing is in its nature so fleeting, nothing has shorter existence than the remembrance of kind acts; and that he who cannot or will not cancel them by a return of kindness, often seeks to cancel them by forgetting their existence, or by making himself believe that they were after all not so very great.


    “Those are too many words for me,” said Don Matías scratching his head after removing his perpetual boina; “I’m a man of few words. We Basques don’t want gratitude. Friendship, however, does not thrive on forgetfulness. Yet I still believe in Great Britain and North America; I have sons and nephews in both of them and I’ll continue to believe in the democratic countries and in my own Basque race until I die. When we last met was when American propaganda first began to spread through the countryside. I remember when you, Don Gualtiero, came with your friend Señor Gilbert and the Military Attache of the American Embassy and your wives.”


    “I remember well. We were a party of four or five and we were your guests for the San Fermín.”


    “And I remember the surprise of the Guardia Civil in Pamplona when bundles of copies of the Reader’s Digest and P.M. and American propaganda stuff fell out of the attaché’s car in the main street. You said they were toys and comic strips for the children!”


    The festival of San Fermín of 1943 had been the first great gathering at Pamplona since before the Civil War and people from all over Spain attended it. No feria in Spain possesses fiercer gusto than San Fermín. There is excitement in the air, and from early morning the crowds line the streets waiting for the encierro of the bulls, who will be sacrificed in the afternoon. The spectacle is awe-inspiring to Northerners, who are not accustomed to find themselves so near to fighting bulls. Once the rocket has been let off we hear in the distance the roar of the crowd which becomes louder and louder as the bulls race through the streets headed by the crowd of young men in white linen trousers, white hempen sandals with long red laces and a red handkerchief round the neck. The bulls dash like lightning through the streets, for every passage has been barricaded except the straight road towards the bullring. There is no chance of competing in speed with a fighting bull, for even the trained runners, who give themselves a generous handicap, find themselves in a few moments pressed by the racing bulls, and, as the animals approach the ring, the crowds of more timid runners conglomerate and there is pandemonium; for the bulls maddened by the shouting crowds stampede and charge over those who have fallen in the mêlée and gore those who block their way. They race on like an avalanche over the writhing mass of grovelling human beings.


    That year I was told, there were a number of serious casualties and I can well believe it, for the spectacle at the entrance to the ring was blood-curdling. When the bulls dashed into the ring the crowd followed them, and then began a savage kermesse of charging bulls, and steers jangling their cow bells, and men using their coats as capas to torear the bulls, and when the steers have led away the fighting bulls the crowd began spontaneously to dance the jota which, after the hair-raising encierro, becomes a war dance, and reminds me of the jotas I had seen danced by the mountaineers in Ansó and Jaca. In the afternoons of the festival week in 1943, among the bullfighters who took part in the corridas, there was the great Manolete, who that week reached the acme of his art. We used to meet him every evening in the smartest restaurant in Pamplona, nicknamed Las Siete Pocholas. Manolete was one of the most retiring and unaffected young men I have ever met: his physique was delicate, though wiry: his expression serious and full of the deepest melancholy, but occasionally in talking his face would suddenly light up into a wistful smile which transfigured him.


    “He is a Cordoban,” one of his friends told me, “and his style as a bull-fighter is serious, as it should be, seeing that he lives in the shadow of the Mosque of Córdoba.”


    The restaurant of the Siete Pocholas, which was the great social rendezvous in Pamplona, was so called because it was run by seven sisters all young and pretty, who started it during the Civil War in 1937: I used to go there regularly when I visited Pamplona in those years, and it was then a tiny establishment on the first floor of their present building. After the war they expanded their business and took over the complete ground floor and they now call their restaurant El Hostal del Rey Noble. I always consider those charming young sisters typical products of the new Spain which developed out of the tragic Spain of the Civil War, a Spain in which women play a far greater part than they did in the old days. The modern Spanish girl, like the seven sisters at Pamplona, when she is left in straitened circumstances is self-reliant, practical and full of courage and optimism.


    In Pamplona Cathedral one day I met four French pilgrims who had come on foot by Ostabat and Roncesvalles. One of them was a university professor and was able to quote long passages of the Chanson de Roland. They were a cheery group and were eager to hear my experiences on the other route by the Somport Pass. They had run into very bad weather after Ostabat, and had been drenched several times, with the result that two of them had very bad colds and the third was limping painfully, but they were stoical about their woes and placed all their faith in the leader of the party, the Professor, who was an expert mountain climber and hiker. The Professor wished to visit the Cathedral, for in the twelfth century it had been the Bishop of Pamplona who had founded the most famous of all hospices on the Road of St. James, that of Roncesvalles on the summit of the mountain, near the chapel of Charlemagne. The hospice was splendidly endowed by the King of Navarre, Garcia Ramirez, and it had, in addition to a hostel for the pilgrims, a hospital for the sick. The Professor, who looked himself like the incarnation of one of the ancient jongleurs from the Toulousain, with his tanned face, Cyrano nose and his iron grey beard, declaimed with great emphasis the Latin poem written in 1199-1215 in praise of the hospital at Roncesvalles and its welcome to pilgrims:


    


    Porta patet omnibus, infirmis et sanis


    Non solum Catholicis verum et paganis


    Judeis, hereticis, otiosis, vanis,


    Et, ut dicam breviter, bonis et profanis....


    


    ‘The door is open to all, to sick and healthy, not only to Catholics, but also to pagans, Jews, heretics and vagabonds.... In tins House they wash the men’s feet, they cut their hair. In fact it would take too long to relate all that is done for them. If you saw them repairing the footwear of the poor pilgrims you would give praise to God, and even the mere telling of the benefits given by this House would make you love it all the more. There is always someone at the door giving bread to those that pass and he has no other duty but this, except to beg God to give many blessings to Roncesvalles. Here too, they take great care of those who fall sick and they give them the choicest products of the fields... and beautiful and virtuous ladies undertake the duties of nursing and do it with great charity’.*


    “That was in the twelfth century,” said one of the young pilgrims, evidently a university student, “but don’t forget the tribute paid to the hostel at Roncesvalles in the eighteenth century by our fellow-countryman, Manier, le paysan Picard. He says he was received with a good fire in his room which was most welcome, and a beauteous damsel with her hair done in long tresses served him some soup, black bread, meat, and two or three glasses of wine, and he stayed there the allotted three days.”


    Vous me faites venir l’eau á la bouche, Jean,” said the Professor.


    Where can we eat?”


    You are not living in the eighteenth century, alas, Monsieur,” said I, “and you won’t find hostels and hospitals where you are fed pour I amour de Dieu. I can, however, lead you to a cosy tavern where you will eat cheaply and plentifully.”


    My French pilgrims were delighted at the prospect of food, but one of them with spectacles and the abstracted air of a ratón de biblioteca, said firmly: “Monsieur le professeur, we have not yet seen the remains of the old church of San Cernin, which had such close connexion with Toulouse and our St. Sernin.”


    “Ah, how right you are to remind me, Marcel: you are the only serious student among all of us. We must study the church and the question of San Cernin, for there we shall see l’épanouissement du Moyen Age, when the King of Navarre, Sancho el Mayor, introduced the reform of Cluny into Spain. Let us, first of all, examine the north door with its porch, where we shall see our St. Saturnin standing on the bull that dragged him to his martyrdom and nearby the statue of St. James in long gown with wallet, staff and as well, a raincoat which none of us had the intelligence to bring, though two of us are Normands and come from ‘le pot de chambre de la France’.”


    My heart sank as I saw the Professor making ready to spring astride his architectural hobby horse, and I saw dinner receding into the background. I followed mechanically the Professor and his student pilgrims, listening, as the Spaniards say, como si oyera llover (as I would listen to the rain falling) as he explained how St. Cernin was the oldest Gothic church in Navarre and was of the second half of the thirteenth century and how the old cathedral had been planned by Sancho the Great of Navarre and was built by Bishop Peter of Roda, but had collapsed in 1391, and how the new cathedral was begun by a French Bishop and was southern French in style....


    I became so weary after a while that I slipped away to examine the figure of St. James dressed in a raincoat, which stands in front of the porch in San Cernin. The face of the Saint is a miracle of gentleness and benevolence. At his feet a boy is kneeling looking up imploringly at the Saint’s extended hand. I was so puzzled by the figure of the boy that I asked an old priest who was hobbling into the church to explain its significance. The old priest said quietly: “The boy has every reason to pray, for the Saint has saved his life. He had come on a pilgrimage with his father and mother, but the innkeeper accused him of stealing one of his silver cups and he was hanged for theft, and when the father returns from his pilgrimage thirty-six days later he finds his son’s body hanging on the gibbet, but he is still alive, for the Saint has held him up all the time. It is, senor, one of the so-called great miracles of Santiago.”


    “And was there a cock and a hen that crowed in vindication of the miracle, when the judge was about to carve them at the dinner table?”


    “Ah, for that, señor, you must continue your pilgrimage. When you reach the town of Santo Domingo de la Calzada you will see the cock and the hen in a cage at the back of the church. When this statue was carved for the church of San Cernín the miracle had not yet been located in the town of St. Dominic and neither the white cock nor the white hen had entered the story.”


    I was excited by what the old priest had told me, for I had again discovered the trail of the legend which I had heard in Toulouse of the German pilgrims and the hanged boy. I straightway rushed off to find the French pilgrims. When I told them the story the Professor said in his Gasconading voice:


    “Quelle belle histoire: it has always warmed my heart to think that the saligaud of an innkeeper at the end took the boy’s place on the gibbet. Hoteliers or Venteros, they are all birds of the same feather; hanging is too good for them. But, a propos de bottes, you never said anything about the roast cock and hen that crowed. Your story reminds me that I am famished. My mouth waters for a poulet au riz a I’ espagnole.”


    


    

  


  
    BASQUE WITCHES


    


    No sooner did my Basque friends hear that I was passing through Pamplona than they did their best to turn me from the straight road of St. James. “Get thee behind me Satan,” I said to myself when one message after another came inviting me to San Sebastian, Zumaya, Azpeitia, and Zumârraga. Others, subtler in their temptation, urged me to leave Aymery Picaud’s route and follow the Basque Jacobean road by Iran, Hemani, Villabona, Tolosa, Villafranca, Zalduendo, Salvatierra, Vitoria, Miranda de Ebro, Pancorbo, Briviesca and so on to Burgos. That route I had followed on various occasions, and it had been the road followed by Manier, the peasant from Picardy, in 1726 who went into ecstasies over the beauty of the girls and matrons of Iran with their flowing tresses, their blue and red bodices and fine bonny faces.33 I was undecided what to do, but an affectionate telephone message from my compadre, Don Tomas Alfaro, from Fuenterrabia sent all my doubts away and I found myself some hours later in his car speeding up the road from Pamplona to the frontier town of Fuenterrabía.


    My short visit to Fuenterrabia coincided with a characteristic Basque minstrel gathering given by a farmer, and friend of my host Don Tomás who lived in an ancient farmhouse on the slopes of Mount Jaizkibil. The air was thundery and from time to time there were flashes of lightning. The Mayor of Fuenterrabia who was sitting beside me told me that the haunting sadness of the landscape on the mountain probably was the reason why the slope near the stream of Santa Barbara had been the scene of the aquelarre or Witches’ Sabbat in centuries gone by, which led to a celebrated witch trial in 1530, the documents of which are preserved in the archives of Fuenterrabia.


    Memories of the Basque folklorist Don Resurrección de Askue rose before me but were interrupted by the arrival of the minstrels. They consisted of an accordion player and a saxophonist. The accordion-player—a romantic-looking young man with the profile of Alfred de Musset—was a singer as well as instrumentalist, and he soon roused the company by his repertory of the latest music-hall and jazz, which he varied with humorous anecdotes of smuggling and estraperlo or black-marketing and occasionally he would sing Basque songs collected by the greatest of Basque composers, Father Donostia, the Capuchin, who lives in the College at Leikaroz. The gaiety of the company rose to an uproar when the saxophonist, who possessed an uncanny technique, began a most amusing series of distortions of celebrated classical and popular tunes for which that sardonic and peevish instrument was admirably suited.


    At the beginning of the fiesta, there was a certain amount of formality, as is usual among the Basques, for our company included a good many fishermen, who generally keep exclusively to their own confraternity when drinking in the fisherman’s tavern called Arrinchalé (fisherman’s corner). There was my old friend the fat, genial Hercules, Bernardo, whose tales of sharks and whales were worthy of Moby Dick, and the wizened Juanito whose sardonic humour was always at the expense of the slow-thinking Bernardo. The two were forever taunting one another, much to the amusement of the other fishermen. The farmers were a contrast, for they were men of few words— cortos de palabras, de obras largos—as Don Tomás said to me when referring to them. They were inclined, to remain taciturn in their corner, but when the singing of Basque songs started they joined the choruses with great gusto, and they were spurred on by our host, old Florencio Jauregui, whose booming voice dominated the proceedings. After more music from the accordion and saxophone a young bertsulari or poet improvised verses in my honour and sang cradle-songs in Basque. His tragic expressive face gave to every song he sang an added significance. He must belong to the nomadic type, I thought, as I watched him dramatizing his song. He had an uncanny power of changing the expression of his face suddenly from melancholy to wild, unrestrained gaiety, and in that mood he would utter any mad thought that came into his head. When it was my turn to perform I told the company stories of vampires as I felt under the shadow of the aquelarre, but I remembered the tune the Basque children sang when they ran from farm to farm lighting fires to frighten away the witches:
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    The tune must have been a magic one, for it roused the sleeping duende, or demon, in the company and they all began to stamp in time and sing verses in Basque, and no sooner did I end than the accordion and the saxophone took up the tune and in an instant everyone was dancing and shouting “Uju.” After the dance the guests in turn told anecdotes and stories of the evil eye and the strange cures adopted by curanderos and witch doctors in the villages. When it came to the turn of the nomadic Basque he assumed complete ascendancy over the party. In the earlier stages of the fiesta I had only been aware of the great contrast between the rollicking, carefree fishermen and the dour, cautious man of the fields, but now my attention was monopolized by the melancholy bertsulari and his companions who were a veritable mine of strange customs and superstitions. With him was a lonely wild-eyed man with tousled hair who joined in the Basque songs with great gusto and executed a pas seul when I played my witch dance. When I played the exorcizing tune of St. John
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    he began firing a series of rapid questions at me, but giving the answers himself in a queer jerky voice and started to caper and jump over an imaginary fire, shouting:


    


    Here’s to St. John and St. Peter!


    Out with the bad and in with the good:


    Bread and wine in plenty in Spain


    Nought but the itch and mange for France!


    


    Then his questions became more personal:


    “Have you any children?”


    “Yes—two.”


    “Are they plagued with scurf?”


    “Not that I know of.”


    “Remember you can cure them by carrying them three times round a rose tree on St. John’s Eve.”


    “Do you carry a stick?”


    “Yes—a good Irish blackthorn.”


    “ ’Tis a lucky stick: ’twill protect you against thunderbolts. But tell me, do you know what to do if your brat has a hernia? I can give you a tip what to do. On Saint John’s Eve at dead of night take him with you to the nearest oak tree accompanied by two friends of yours whose name is John. Just on the tick of midnight make the two Johns climb the tree and pass the child up to them, but put him standing in the centre of the tree with the two Johns facing one another on separate branches. One of them must take the child in his arms, and as the clock strikes twelve he must say: ‘Juanek uztan zaitu [John leaves you]’ as he passes the child to the other John, who must immediately reply: ‘Juanek artzen zaitu [John receives you]’ as he receives him in his arms. They must pass the child rapidly to and fro from one to the other, saying these words until the clock has struck twelve times. They then remain silent for a moment before descending from the tree. So I’ve given you the genuine Basque cure for hernia, and a far better one than any of your crazy Gypsy quackery.”


    Nemesio, for that was his name, had a cure for every ailment under the sun, but I have rarely in my life ever met a man who was so haunted by witches, he-goats, and old men of the wood. By profession he was a butcher, but he had none of the toughness and callousness we associate with such a calling. He reminded me, in fact, of El Chico de Ataun, a peasant visionary I had known in the village of Ezquioga in 1931 when the people began to see visions of Our Lady.* Nemesio, too, seemed to be a visionary, for he told his stories in a jerky, hallucinated manner, as though responding to the impulse of some inner demon.


    “I must tell you another story,” said Nemesio after a minute of silence: “People often ask me why I never married—tell you the honest truth, I’m scared stiff of women—must be my nature; never had any use for them—besides, I’m a seventh son; why they say I have a cross underneath my tongue—hasn’t done me much good either— though, mind you, I’m supposed to be able to cure people bitten by mad dogs, aye, and I can take away the evil eye. Well, talking of witches reminded me of what happened to me a few years back. It was one evening when old Patxi the farmer who lives on the other side of Jaizkibil came to me: ‘Nemesio,’ says he, ‘pack your two sharpest knives in your bag and off you go as quick as you can to my farm. It is on the right of the road before you come to the village. That cow of mine has the wasting sickness—incurable, in fact: better have it killed and I’ll raise a bit of money on the carcass.’ Well, orders is orders, so off I set for the farm on my mule Benitillo with my two big carving knives in the bag. Just as I was rounding the corner after leaving home I runs across an old woman; bad’cess to it, says I to myself; it s unlucky to meet a lonely woman when setting out on a journey— I should ask her for a pin to avoid hearing bad news—but I was in a hurry, so I crossed myself and hurried on. ’Twas a threatening evening and I says to myself: ’twill be a dirty night, I’m thinking, thank God I ve got a piece of hawthorn in my pocket in case of thunderbolts. When I arrived at Patxi’s house I found he wasn’t back at home— only the old aunt—a villainous old witch she was and no mistake. I crossed myself as soon as I set my eyes on her—she’ll put the begiskoa on me as sure as my name is Nemesio. ‘Who sent you here,’ says she giving me a look that froze my blood: she was bent double with age and she hobbled along with a stick which she raised every now and then and threatened me with it. ‘I’ve come about your cow,’ said I. ‘Patxi told me I was to kill it, seeing that it’s wasting away with the disease. The carcass will surely fetch some money. Those are my orders.’


    “The old woman kept mumbling and muttering to herself, making queer faces and twisting her fingers; she was just like a wild black cat spitting venom. ‘You’re not to kill that cow,’ says she and goes on muttering to herself. I shut the door on her and off I went to the outhouse where the sick cow was lying. I drew out my knives, and in the twinkling of an eye I killed the cow, making a nice, tidy job of it, whisding as I worked to keep my spirits up. All of a sudden I feels a stiff blow on the shoulder; I turns round and there was the old hag glaring at me; foaming with rage she was, and no mistake. ‘Oho!’ says she in a shrill voice. ‘So you’ve been and done it, have you? You’ll rue this, my lad: I’ll get even with you; I’ll kill you this night.’ With that she raises her right hand and makes a sign and in a cackling voice she puts a curse on me. I paid no attention to the old witch’s raving and I kept whistling as I washed my knives and packed them in the bag, but I wasn’t feeling any too sure, so I clutches the lucky jet higa my mother—God rest her soul—gave me, and sets out for home. But would you believe it, the old witch must have called up the sorgin-aizi [the witch-wind] for the storm begins to rise and the rain it comes down in buckets: I could hardly mount my mule Benitillo. The poor beast was as scared as I was and kept shying at his own shadow. We plodded along the lonely road but then the thunder began to roll and there was forked lightning criss-crossing the sky: I clutches the piece of hawthorn. The storm was raging around me and above the moaning wind all of a sudden I hears behind me a harsh laugh: looking back I swear to you I saw the old hag above in the air riding on a broomstick after me. I then puts my thumb between my two fingers, crying out “Pueyes!” to ward off her spell and on I rides as if old Satan himself was after me: but Benitillo was more scared than I was and he begins to zigzag and cavort about the road like one daft. On comes the witch. Holy Smoke! She’s right above me, and I can see she’s trying to sweep down on me: in her hand I see a knife bigger than the one I carried in my bag. I then pulls one of them knives out of the bag and when she swoops down I slashes out at her. Suddenly the mule plunges and throws me off into the ditch and all fades away... Devil a thing I remember after that.


    “The boys from the village found me some hours later lying in the ditch as if I was stone dead. As for Benitillo, he never budged, but stood stock-still above me with his ears still twitching with the fear. Next morning when I awoke I hears the church bells tolling mournfully, and Patxi comes to see me, and says he: ‘Nemesio, man, what do you think happened at my home last night? When I returned I found the house all shut up and not a soul about. I knocked and knocked, but could get no answer. When I did break in I found the old aunt lying dead as a door-nail in her bed.’ As sure as I’m telling you, my friends, the old hag died in the night and ’twas myself gave her the savage uppercut with the knife I was carrying, even if it was the ghost of the old witch herself was after me on her broomstick. She’s a good riddance, thanks be to God, for she had Patxi and the whole neighbourhood scared out of their wits with her curses and her spells.”


    I was not surprised to hear that Nemesio came from Ataun—a characteristic old Basque village, which has an unenviable reputation among the Spanish Basques, for there is a local proverb which says: Tonto como uno de Ataun (mad as one from Ataun). In 1931 when I had visited the neighbouring village of Ezquioga where people had seen visions, I met a visionary from Ataun who assured me solemnly that he had seen the Devil in person. “He was,” he said, “a tall figure dressed in black with red hair and long teeth like a wolf.”


    Don Florencio, our host, had grown uneasy as Nemesio went on telling his tale, and I saw him frowning and turning about uneasily in his chair. I am sure he wished to exorcize the wild butcher and his accursed spooks and witches, for as soon as Nemesio finished he called the accordion player and the saxophonist to start the aurresku, in order, as he said, to bring a little sense back into the party:
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    Once the company began to dance the aurresku, which might be called the national symbol of the Basque race, we were back on firm earth again. The dance of collective security brought us all back to normal life and lulled the Dionysian god, the duende, the demon or whoever he is, to sleep.

  


  
    


    CHAPTER 7


    


    

  


  
    PUENTE LA REINA AND LENTEN CAROUSAL


    


    AS Pamplona is on the other Jacobean route from Ostabat via il Roncesvalles, I rejoined my own road from Aragon at the lonely little church of Eunate, which is one of the strangest survivals of the ancient pilgrimage. It is octagonal in shape and recalls the Church of the Holy Sepulchre in Jerusalem. It reminded me of the Church of San Marco in Salamanca and the Templar chapel at Segovia. In the body of the church, above the shafts in the corners of the octagon with their capitals, rose others, smaller in size, which sustain the dome. Around the church outside is a mysterious octagonal cloister which has puzzled all the experts. Lamperez believed that the arches had been originally covered by a roof resting on walls that have disappeared, but Miss King believes that the cloister never had a roof, as no traces remain of the walls, and she recalls how the Holy Sepulchre at Jerusalem was from the tenth century the goal of pilgrims and crusaders, and the Military Orders, born under its shadow, built after its fashion. Moreover, in the twelfth century King Alfonso Sanchez in his will left the inheritance of his kingdom to the Military Orders, and it was likely that they would evoke in Spain the Sepulchre to which they were dedicated, and they would remember how St. Jerome speaks of an uncovered, concentric atrium constructed around the Holy Tomb, ‘so as not to intercept the space by which the Lord rose unto Heaven’.* In the fourteenth century there existed here a confraternity of local nobility presided over by the Prior of the monastery of El Crucifijo of Puente la Reina, and recent research has revealed that around the church there were tombs in which shells of St. James were discovered.*


    From Eunate, which incidentally in Basque means the house of the hundred doors, I plodded on to Puente la Reina, the town where the various pilgrim roads from France meet and become the single Road of St. James. Puente la Reina had always been important because it lay on a main road, at the crossing of the River Arga, but its importance grew when the bridge was built and the pilgrimage reached its zenith in the eleventh to the fifteenth centuries. In those days the small town gathered people from all over Europe. Lombards, Provencals, Normans rubbed shoulders with English, Irish, Italians, Dutch, Hungarians and Turks. The crowds that gathered in the long narrow streets were not all pilgrims, for the town was known universally as a mart for goods from distant parts of Europe and the pedlars leading their donkeys laden with bales had come from the great commercial cities in Italy and France, following in the footsteps of the Jacobean pilgrims.


    At the entrance to the town I halted at the church of El Crucifijo, where there used, in ancient days, to be a hospice of St. James. Today there is a college run by the German order of Padres Reparadores, who restored the building. I was offered hospitality by a bright-eyed young monk, who showed me all over the college. It is a flourishing residential college and boards ninety students from all over Spain, and it will expand in the near future to one hundred and fifty. The church was originally of the twelfth-thirteenth centuries but, according to Miss King, was not finished until after 1487. In 1448 the Chancellor of Navarre founded a hospital of Frailes Comendadores to undertake the pilgrim relief work which had been originally performed by the Templars. The crucifix is the most celebrated in all Spain, I was told, even more famous than the Santísimo Cristo de Burgos. It is the X-shaped cross of St. Andrew and the raised arms stretched out give great poignancy to the representation of Jesus.


    As I strolled through the streets of Puente la Reina I felt as if I had suddenly been spirited back to the Middle Ages, for the calle Mayor is the actual ancient Road of St. James and the crowds walking along it in the evening towards the bridge at the end of the town make us think of the ancient pilgrims. Then at nine and ten o’clock at night when the church bell rings forty times, the illusion of living in the heyday of the pilgrimage becomes complete, for the forty peals were in the Middle Ages to warn the lonely pilgrim plodding wearily in the night that a haven of rest was at hand. The bells also perpetuate the ancient legend of La Chorí, which is connected with the statue of Our Lady in the Church of San Pedro. According to the legend, a bird, after moistening its wings in the river, flew one day into the Church of San Pedro and dusted the statue of the Virgin. Hence the title La Virgen de la Chorí (chorí in Basque means a bird).


    I had brought from Pamplona notes of introduction from Don Matías Anó and his crony Manolo Huici, so I found no difficulty in entering the society of Puente la Reina. My neighbour at table in the inn was a very energetic young doctor, who had just qualified at the University of Saragossa and was eager to raise the health standard in the town, his first post. He told me that today Puente la Reina had a population of two thousand, only half its population in the past. The town had always been famous for its wines and every house possessed huge cellars that were centuries old, but twenty years ago the phylloxera had ruined the wine industry. Today, however, just as in south France, there is too much wine and the people cannot obtain a big enough market for it, with the result that many farmers are pulling up their vines and planting wheat. “And why not,” added the young doctor, “seeing that the name of Puente la Reina was originally Gare, a Basque word, which means ‘wheat’.”


    At this point, one of the other guests at table chimed in with the remark: “Don’t forget that our celebrated Virgin is called the ‘wine-producer’ or Arnategui.”


    While I was in Puente la Reina I made great friends with the local schoolmaster, Don Maríano la Tienda, who accompanied me on my expeditions to the neighbouring villages. Every afternoon we strolled the full length of the calle Mayor to the old bridge, which dates from


    11 oo and is one of the most beautiful I have ever seen, with its six arches sloping from each bank up to the very high arch in the centre. In the sunset as we lingered on the far side of the bridge the whole countryside became suffused in a deep glow, and through the arches church steeples, houses and trees were reflected in the still water as in a mirror. Over the bridge towards us came a large flock of sheep followed by the shepherd and his dog: behind the bleating multitude the long, narrow Road of St. James stretched away into the distance through the town. Along that road century after century the unending procession of pilgrims in their broad-brimmed hats and cloaks had passed. Onwards with their long staffs they pressed fatalistically, and as far as the bridge with them went the gaily dressed lads and lasses of the town to cheer them on their way. As the dark line of pilgrims departed and wound its way through the valley into the shadows the sounds of their chanted hymn of farewell still echoed faintly in the breeze.


    As it was Spy Wednesday, Don Maríano took me next to the Church of Santiago. Here I saw the finest image of St. James I have ever seen, with the exception of the sculptural masterpiece of Master Mateo on the Pórtico de la Gloria in Santiago. But whereas the seated image of the Saint in the portico shows him when he has already reached his abode of everlasting bliss, here in Puente la Reina, on the Jacobean Road, the image shows him as a pilgrim who has halted by a wayside church to pray. Although his feet are bare and his habit ragged, his expression is one of strength, majesty and severity. He has long, tousled hair and beard like one who has slept out under the stars many a night, and his staff is not the usual long slender staff of pilgrims, but a short stout one, such as wandering Gypsies carry, his broad-brimmed hat has three shells on it and is kept in place by a chin strap, but in his left hand he holds his book, the Protevangel, and at the same time grasps the folds of his cloak. The statue is made of wood and is undoubtedly one of the finest Jacobean works of art of the fourteenth century.*


    My most vivid memory of the days spent in Puente la Reina was the party given in my honour by Don Maríano’s friends in one of the huge vaulted cellars or bodegas, black with the grime of centuries. By the glimmering light of candles and the traditional candil we sat amidst the giant casks of the Dionysian Phalanx, quaffing the celebrated wine of this ancient town, which makes my brain nimble and imaginative. I found myself hovering at first between macabre visions a la Edgar Allan Poe suggested by the monstrous regiment of casks stretching into the gloom beyond our radius of candlelight, and Sancho Panzesque memories of the bodegas of La Guardia and Toboso in La Mancha evoked by a row of huge, bloated pigskins near me, some of them so bursting with wine that they stood up, ears first, looking like live pigs leering at me maliciously.


    This is not an atmosphere conducive to Lenten fasting,” said I to our host, the owner of the cellar and one of the wealthiest men in Puente la Reina.


    To which he replied solemnly: “Remember what the Hebrew psalmist has said, my friend: ‘He causeth the grass to grow for the cattle and the herb for the service of man: that he may bring forth food out of the earth; and wine that maketh glad the heart of man, and oil to make his face to shine, and bread which strengthened! man’s heart.’ Remember that pilgrims have always been great wine-bibbers: that’s why for a thousand years they have been calling here at this town of Our Lady of the Vineyards.”


    Then he shouted to his faithful cellarman and escanciador, Isidro: “Hola, Isidro! bring the lomo, the bread and the olives: good wine needs a little blotting paper.”


    Although we were filling ourselves with wine, the conversation was mainly about water. My friend, the schoolmaster Don Maríano, an expert on pilgrimages, was obsessed by the problem of the dangerous rivers which lay between Estella and Logroño.


    “The celebrated Aymery Picaud,” he said, “tells us in his Guia del Peregrino, that there is not a single safe river between Estella and Logroño; they are all deadly both for men and beast: even the fish of those rivers may not be eaten.”


    “The only river I have ever known,” I answered, “where they warned me not to eat the fish was at Bocigas, near Valladolid. There the fish were so full of arsenic that it actually preserved them and the people used to hang them up in their houses as ornaments. I am sure Aymery Picaud knew what he was talking about when he warns pilgrims again and again to beware of certain rivers, and a proof that his remarks are not mere moonshine comes from the English ex-Carthusian pilgrim of the sixteenth century, Andrew Boorde, who was a doctor. He and his companions were safe as long as they drank wine, but on the return journey his English and Scottish friends died, because they drank the water.”


    Our host became impatient at so much talk about water.


    “Water rots your boots,” he cried. “To talk of water in a bodega is sacrilege. It’s like mentioning a rope in the home of a hangman, and, outside, the tavern-owners are always baptizing the wine for the love of God and their own purses. Here we have nothing but vino del moro (wine of the Moor). Old! Isidro! Bring another brace of bottles. I’ll give you my private theory about those accursed rivers between Estella and Logroño you all are talking about. Logroño is the greatest wine capital in Spain, surrounded by the earthly Paradise, the vineyards of Rioja. The Riojanos have always had an eye for business— Son gente lista—it is they who invented the legend of the poisoned rivers as a precautionary measure against their worst enemies, the craven water-drinkers, agua-fiestas, and rascally knaves who baptize the wine God has given us.”


    That night as I lay in bed in my alcove the restless sensation of spring was almost overpowering: even the moon-rays slanting across the street became a disturbing presence. The air was impregnated with the sap of spring, the scent of new cut grass and the fragrance of thyme and mint. I heard a lamb bleating in the distance and the occasional barking of a dog. Then in the green light of the dawn one cock after another crowed and there was a heavy rumbling of carts, the ghostly patter of countless sheep and the sound of bleating.


    Before leaving the hospitable town of Puente la Reina, Don Maríano la Tienda showed me the celebrated Black Santiago, who is called el Beltza (the word is Basque and means black), a tall bronzed figure with very high hat and a face as swarthy as that of a Romanichal. We also visited the sacristy of the Church of Santiago to see the ancient portrait of the most famous son of Puente la Reina, the Archbishop of Toledo, Rodrigo Jimenez de Rada, who carried the silver cross of Toledo and led the Christian hosts to victory against the Moors at the Battle of Las Navas de Tolosa in 1212. On the portrait itself an account is written of the battle, describing how he captured the chains of the Moors and hung them on the bridge at Puente la Reina.


    


    

  


  
    ESTELLA TO LOGROÑO AND NÁJERA


    


    My friends saw me off at the bridge, but Don Maríano tramped with me along the first stage of my journey. We followed the banks of the River Arga, avoiding the main road and keeping to the track which marks the original Road of St. James. On that sunny spring morning it was invigorating to step out at a good pace through the undulating valley; the birds were singing, butterflies were flitting in the sunlight and there was the buzzing of myriads of bees. We exchanged greetings with the shepherd, whom I had met on the bridge the day before, and later passed a goatherd who was lying under an oak tree surrounded by his flock. We soon came to a rustic fountain where, according to Maríano, the pilgrims used to wash themselves in the early morning before continuing their journey. After a stiff climb we reached the ancient houses of MaSeru, which belonged for three centuries to the Order of St. John of Jerusalem. Don Maríano then turned left off the main road on to a bypath which was the Jacobean road to the beautiful Romanesque church of Cirauqui perched on a hill. I said farewell to my wise mentor Don Maríano la Tienda and proceeded on my way alone.


    Soon I reached the River Salado and crossed by a picturesque bridge with two uneven arches. Here, Aymery Picaud warns pilgrims not to drink the water or allow their horses near it (quia flumen letiferum est). He describes how when he reached the bridge he saw two Navarrese sharpening their knives in readiness for skinning the pilgrim mules or horses who would drop dead when they had drunk the water. And when Aymery asked them whether the water was fit to drink they replied in the affirmative. ‘And so’, he continues, ‘we watered our horses, and two of them straightway died, and the two men skinned them.’ I tasted the brackish water without any sinister results.


    This is a very lonely spot and gave me such an attack of the blues that I was glad to hasten away and mount the hill towards the village of Lorca, where, according to Lacarra, there was in 1209 a hospital dependent on the Monastery of Our Lady of Roncesvalles. At Lorca I rested in a tavern, where I met a Good Samaritan: he gave me a seat beside him on his van and we soon reached the city of Estella.


    According to Aymery Picaud the third stage of the Jacobean journey by road ends at Estella. These stages vary in distance, but most of them are calculated for horsemen, for the fourth stage from Estella to Nájera is seventy-six and the fifth from Nájera to Burgos is ninety kilometres, both far beyond the day’s tramp of the most ambitious foot-slogger.


    Estella was universally popular among the mediaeval pilgrims, because there they found excellent bread, wine, fish and meat. According to Aymery, it was full of every blessing. The thirteenth-century writer, Peter the Venerable, Abbot of Cluny, in his book, De Miraculis, describes the town thus: ‘In the land of Spain there is a noble and famous castle, which, owing to its fair situation, and its fertile fields and its numerous inhabitants, surpasses all other castles in the neighbourhood. It is called Estella.’ In the fifteenth century the minstrels, who were always good judges, by experience, of the comparative virtues of the towns in which they sang and fiddled, praised the town calling her Estella la bella and the roguish Picara Justina quotes the proverb: Camarra y campanas: Estella la bella, Pamplona la bona, Olite y Tafalla, la flor de Navarra, y sobre todo, puentes y aguas (sheepskin and bells; Estella the fair, Pamplona the wealthy, Olite and Tafalla, the flower of Navarre, and above all, bridges and water).


    The pilgrims in the early centuries mostly sought their lodgings in the district of San Martin which was reserved for the francos—namely, the specially privileged foreigners, and this became the shopping and trading centre.


    There is an interesting story of how Estella came under the patronage of St. Andrew the Apostle. About 1270, the Bishop of Patras arrived at Estella carrying in his scrip in a casket a precious relic, which was a shoulder blade of St. Andrew who had been martyrized in Patras. The bishop arrived on foot, without any servants, for he was resolved to humble himself and mortify his flesh. At Estella he fell ill, and as he did not declare who he was, he lay among the crowd of poor pilgrims in the hospital, where he died after a few days, with the box containing the relic attached to his body. He was duly buried in the cloisters of the Church of San Pedro, and on the night following the funeral the sacristan noticed lights on the grave of the pilgrim bishop. On the following nights the same light was observed by the clerics of the church. When they exhumed the body of the bishop, they discovered next to his body the casket containing the relic of St. Andrew and other relics, such as the head of a crozier, two wine vessels for the Mass and silk gloves. The relic of the Saint was placed in a reliquary of gold by Charles II the Bad in 1374.*


    The pilgrims entered the city by the gate of San Agustín, where there was in the twelfth century a hospice, and they crossed the river Ega, one of the sweet-water rivers recommended by Aymery Picaud. The shopping street was called in the Middle Ages Rúa de las Tiendas, and today is called calle de la Rúa. This and the plaza San Martin constituted the economic centre of the city, which was full of francos or free men, many of whom were from across the Pyrenees. There were many Jews, too, in this quarter of the city settled by the sands of the riverside, which was called El Arenal. The Jews were driven out in 1266 from this quarter and established themselves in a ghetto around the castle which they fortified. It is interesting for Jewish historians to note than in 1492, when the Jews were expelled from Castile and Aragon, the King and Queen of Navarre, Catherine and Juan de Labrit, wrote to the city council of Estella, urging them to give the exiled Jews free passage and help, and recommending them ‘to settle as many in Estella as possible, for they are a docile people, easily subject to reason’.* Unfortunately the council had to give way to the general anti-Jewish feeling and drive them out. They were too prosperous, and the townspeople coveted their wealth. Also noteworthy was the Tabla de Cambio or Exchange Table of Estella, which was common in the thirteenth and fourteenth centuries in Europe. The merchants lived in the palaces built by the Jews above the river and the Church of San Salvador was constructed there. Estella was, in the thirteenth century, a city of merchants, and its fueros were proverbially liberal. So wealthy, in fact, was the city in the fifteenth century that King Charles the Noble introduced a law against the display of excessive luxury in dress, recommending the ladies of Estella to copy the austere example of the ancient Kings of Castile and Aragon and refrain from wearing gold and silver ornaments.


    After saluting the thirteenth-century statue of Our Lady of Roc-amadour, I made my way as a dutiful Jacobean pilgrim to the church of San Pedro la Rua, where there is an altar of St. James at which it was customary, even in the eleventh century, for pilgrims on their way to Compostella to leave an offering. Two wings are extant of the Romanesque cloister where Jacobean pilgrims were buried in the Middle Ages. As St. Andrew’s relic, which was brought by the bishop from Patras, the former’s place of martyrdom, is preserved in this church, the Saint is represented on the sculptured capitals in the cloister. On one he is conversing with devils; on another the artist follows the golden legend and we see the Apostle preaching and facing his judgment and martyrdom, when he said: “If I doubted the gibbet of the Cross, I would not preach the glory thereof.”


    One of the most striking works of art in Estella is the round-arched door of St. Miguel, which belongs to the thirteenth century, though the porch enclosing it belongs to the fourteenth or fifteenth century. The earliest figures are the eight apostles on either side of the arch. In the tympanum we see Christ amid the tetramorph, between Mary and St. John the Evangelist. The mandorla within which He sits is four-lobed and He holds a book marked with the chrism. In the archivolts are gathered all the hosts of blessed souls: six angels are musing and eighteen of the twenty-four Ancients are in pairs, holding their musical instruments.


    Before leaving Estella I revisited the church of El Santo Sepulcro, for the beauty of the Gothic portal quite dazzled me. The big sculptures of the side are older than the delicate figures in the tympanum, which are of the fourteenth century. Above is the Crucifixion, which
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    shows Longinus blinded and another figure as well as Mary and John. Beneath that we see the sepulchre with soldiers sleeping, an angel sitting above, the three Marys, Christ bringing up the patriarchs from hell, and the Noli Me Tangere. On the lintel there is a very beautiful representation of the Last Supper with a tragically expressive Christ.


    From Estella I walked to the great Abbey of Irache, which is about three miles away, in the hills on the Road of St. James. According to Yepes, the historian of the Benedictines, who lived here, it was one of the most ancient monasteries of the Order and went back to Visigothic times. Here the King, Don Garcia of Nájera, built a celebrated hospice for pilgrims and endowed the abbey, which by the end of the Middle Ages could claim most of the land in Estella. The abbey was called after its most famous patron, St. Veremundo, the Saint of Charity, who not only founded monasteries, convents and churches but worked miracles. In the Renaissance its university ranked with Salamanca, Alcalá and Valladolid, and lasted until 1851. The church, which bears a striking resemblance to the cathedrals of Zamora and Salamanca, was built in the twelfth century. Lampérez thinks that the strange dome, which resembles that of Zamora, may be due to some Syrian architect who arrived like so many others by the basin of the Ebro to seek the Camino francés, or French Way, as it was called, to Compostella.* The doorway is of interest because of the capitals which have scenes from the life of St. Martin of Tours. It is noteworthy that St. Martin was a rival of St. James, even along the road to Compostella. There were many reasons why he should have made such a strong appeal to the pilgrims. For one thing, he was an international saint: born in Hungary, educated at Pavia, then a cavalry officer, he became celebrated for his benevolence to soldiers (even drunken ones), and his charity to the poor (as is proved by his gift of half his cloak to a beggar in Amiens on a wintry day). He was so modest and unassuming that he hid from those who came to escort him to Tours to be installed as bishop, and he thus became the first exponent of Nolo episcopari. The intelligent young Escolapian who showed me round described some of the ancient traditions of Irache. When a monk died, each of his brethren said seven Masses for his soul, and those who were not in Orders recited ten Psalters; on the day of his death they fed thirty poor men, and during the thirty following days of mourning they entertained a poor man in the place of the dead monk in the refectory, and gave him the dead monk’s portion. In later days, according to my informant, the poor man was given either food or money, but not invited into the refectory. This is an adaptation of the ancient pagan custom of speeding the parting soul with gifts of food and drink. The custom survives in Galicia, where at a wake the friends of the dead eat and drink, for every piece of bread they eat and every glass they drink means a sin the less in the load the deceased carried on his back into the next world.


    Logroño, where I next halted, has always been important in history as it is situated at the crossing of the Ebro, and it is the beginning of a new kingdom. Purchas, the English pilgrim, who went to Compostella in 1425, calls Logroño the last town in Navarre saying:


    


    There to the Gruon in Spayne,


    That is the last toune certaine,


    Of the Realme of Naveron.


    


    Laffi, the Italian traveller, calls it the first city of Castile. In the early days of the pilgrimage, in the beginning of the tenth century, when Sancho Garcés I of Navarre linked his forces with those of Ordoño II of León, the capital of the Kings of Navarre was Nájera which became the principal halting-place of the pilgrims. Logroño only rose to importance when in 1076 Alfonso VI incorporated Rioja in Castile, and Logroño remained the frontier city with an important bridge over the Ebro, which had to be defended. The bridge was built by St. Dominic of the Causeway (Santo Domingo de la Calzada), and rebuilt by his disciple St. John of the Nettles (San Juan de Ortega), in order to facilitate the journey of the pilgrims to Santiago. The bridge lasted until the nineteenth century with its twelve arches and three defensive towers, and was one of the finest examples of the twelfth and thirteenth century architecture. Even as late as 1829 every year the inhabitants of Logroño used to give public thanks to the Almighty for all the benefits which they had received from the architect saint, and they prayed to the image of the saint in a little shrine beside the bridge.*


    In the mediaeval Logroño there were two streets, the Rúa Vieja and the calle Mayor in which were the two celebrated churches of Santiago and of Santa María del Palacio. Afterwards came the two other churches of St. Bartolomé and St. María la Redonda. Many travellers refer to the lofty towers and steeples of the churches of the city. Enrique Cock, the guardsman, writing in the sixteenth century describes ‘the lofty belfries that make a fair view from afar’,* and Lope de Vega evidently had in mind the beautiful fourteenth-century spire of St. María del Palacio, when he wrote the lines:


    


    Esa ciudad que superior preside


    a estas amenidades,


    y con sus torres las estrellas mide,


    gloria de España, honor de las ciudades.


    


    That spire is undoubtedly the most beautiful in Spain and has been compared with that of Salisbury Cathedral. The most curious church is La Redonda, which, in addition to its fine late fifteenth-century Gothic has a kind of oval hall at one end, like a salon in a ducal palace, which gives a note of incongruity to the whole building. Far more interesting is the Church of St. Bartolomé of the thirteenth, but rebuilt in the fifteenth, century. The façade is crowded with dramatic carvings in grey stone of the history of St. Bartholomew, which follows the account given in the Golden Legend. St. Bartholomew, like St. Francis Xavier, was a great traveller and went to India where he healed the sick and destroyed the idols. Whereupon the king had the saint beaten with staves and flayed alive.


    As the day of my arrival in the city was Holy Saturday, I resolved to attend the Ritos de la Vigilia in the Church of Santa María de Palacio. As a rule the rites of Easter Saturday are celebrated in the early morning, but this year in Logroño, as an experiment, they were performed at night. In this way, after the Midnight Mass the bells of rejoicing were rung at the right moment instead of on Saturday morning in anticipation of Easter Sunday. I had hitherto seen the Easter Saturday rites, which possess such deep significance, celebrated in the early morning in sparsely filled churches, after the crowds on Good Friday, and I was surprised to find the church at Logroño crowded to the doors. The congregation were given booklets explaining the significance of the ritual, so that all might join in the responses. When it came to the kindling of the fire, the lights in the church were all extinguished except that of the Paschal candle, which gives light to the whole world. The priest then went to the door of the church and made fire with flint and tinder. And when he had blessed the Holy Water he divided it in four parts and sprinkled it to the four parts of the world, signifying that all men are called to baptism. Then he breathed three times on the water to impart to it the immortal spirit of the Holy Ghost, and after the font had been blessed the congregation renewed its baptismal vows.


    As I watched the huge congregation devoudy following step by step the complicated ritual and, joining in the responses, I wondered why a far greater attempt is not made by the priests in their churches to inspire their congregations more actively to participate in the less-known rituals of the Church, which are so dramatic and so beautiful. After the Midnight Mass I met in a neighbouring café a number of factory workers who had been my neighbours in the church. They all agreed that they had never attended a more beautiful or more devout religious celebration, and what moved them was the feeling that they were taking part with the priest in the ritual of their Church with its kindling of the Fire, blessing of the Holy Water and its Prophecies.


    


    

  


  
    THE HORSE OF ST. JAMES


    


    The church of St. James in Logroño fascinated me, for above the portal rides the most defiant St. James the Moor-slayer I have ever seen. He is in full panoply of war and is about to sweep down from the clouds on destruction bent, and his warlike spirit reflects itself in his charger, a thundering stallion who snorts as aggressively as the Bucephalus of Alexander or the Grani of Brunhilde the Valkyrie. Gazing at the massive Jacobean steed I realized how the spirit of the warrior reflected itself in the horse he rode into battle. How intimate was that relationship between master and steed, we can learn from the mediaeval ballads describing the death of Spain’s national hero, the Cid, at Valencia. On his deathbed the hero commanded that his body be carried ‘in full armour upon his war horse Babieca to the church of San Pedro de Cardena near Burgos’. Another ballad describes the sad procession of knights and retainers tearing their hair, beating their breasts, throwing ashes on their brows, as they followed the corpse of the Cid, clad in full armour, mounted upon the loyal Babieca, and another ballad tells us ‘that the horse himself understood his sad mission and looked as crestfallen as the mourners’.


    According to Spanish chivalry the horse prolonged the legs of the knight, and such was the companionship between the steed and cavalier that the mediaeval warrior would tether his horse in the tent where he slept with his wife. Whereas the dog was considered the emblem of fidelity and was represented on the tombstones sleeping at the feet of his master, the horse was regarded with deeper comradeship, as we know from Cortés and Bernal Diaz del Castillo, who in their chronicles say again and again: ‘After God we owed the victory to the horses.’


    The prolonged war against the Moors influenced the Spaniards in their attitude towards the horse, and they learned more from the Moslems than the Moslems learned from their Christian conquerors. The ancient riding style of the knights was called a la brida and the horseman sat erect, riding with long stirrup leathers. The Moorish method was called a la gineta and when the Moors were expelled from Spain they left their saddles and their style of riding with short stirrups and legs bent backwards, for, as the Inca Garcilaso de la Vega says in his chronicle of the Conquest of Peru, ‘my country was won a la gineta, that is, by men riding in the fashion of the Moors’.* Nevertheless the Christian knights mastered both ways of riding, and it became the highest praise to say of a cavalier that he could ride well in both saddles, and as the great expert Don Roberto Cunninghame Graham tells us, the fact was even cut upon men’s tombstones.*


    The horse of Santiago above the portal of his church at Logroño made me think of the stalwart horse of Gonzalo de Silvestre, whom Hernando de Soto, the Conqueror of Florida, considered the best in his army, for he could carry sixteen stone and kept straight on the trail as if he had an invisible Pole Star to direct him. The mediaeval knight, when wearing his full weight of armour, needed such a passive stallion to carry himself and his shield, and for that reason, when not engaged in combat, he rode his palfrey and let his squire lead the warhorse carrying the heavy armour. Hence the monstrous size of Santiago’s horse, which recalls the steed of the Condottiere Colleoni. I thought I noticed a glint in his eyes and I remembered the ancient proverb: Uno piensa el bayo, y otro el que le ensilla (the horse thinks one thing, and he who saddles him another). He, I am sure, does not see eye to eye with his master. He frets and fumes on his pedestal, for he is thinking of his brother roans, greys, blacks, chestnuts, piebalds, tordillos, moros and ruanos who are careering through Spain and galloping the Americas to the cry of Santiago y cierra España. Motionless on his pediment in rampant boredom, he dreams enviously of the mettlesome horse (muy rixoso, Bernal Diaz calls him) of Ortiz, the magician, which when it was in heat struck terror in the Indians by its neighing and its grey eyes; of Motilla, likewise, the incomparable bay with the white star on its forehead, greatest horse of the conquest and prized by the Emperor Charles V; and highest of all, Morzillo himself, the black horse of Cortés, which became under the name Tziunchan, the god of thunder and lightning, the equine Boanerges of the Indians. He may, however, in his loneliness today console himself with the thought that he alone of all the horses perpetuated in stone along the Road of St. James, is a charger worthy of Santiago Matamoros.


    


    My next halting-place was Nájera, which I reached after a very uncomfortable journey in an overcrowded bus. I secured a seat by offering to hold two small children on my knees—an offer which was accepted with alacrity by a harassed mother who was trying to rock a screaming baby to sleep. In the bus I met an old friend from Logroño called Ochagavia, whom I had known in past years when I used to lecture on folklore subjects for the Cultural Society of Logroño. Ochagavia is a characteristic Riojano, practical, progressive and full of pride in his native city. He believes in the colonizing talents of his countrymen, who he says know instinctively how to make the earth yield its products, because they grew up in the vineyards of Spain.


    “Wherever you go in the world—to western America, China, or Australia, you will always find in some corner or other a Riojano, who is busily engaged in planting vines or in making a desert into garden. We know fertile earth by the feel or the smell of it.”


    My friend was one of the leading spirits of a club in Logroño called La Becada (the Woodcock) which held its seances and dinners in a vaulted cellar of the eighteenth century. The members did their own cooking in the Basque co-operative style and prepared the Rioja national dish, lamb with artichokes, which forms an admirable foundation for the generous vintages of the locality and the ensuing poetic improvising contests. Ochagavia and his friends, too, belonged to an old charitable organization called Cocina Económica, which was founded in 1840 by a colonel of artillery, called Santa Barbara, to give meals to the poor at a minute nominal cost and a place to sleep for a night. The three tariffs charged for the three meals in the day were: sixty céntimos, eighty céntimos and one peseta, and the bed cost five pesetas. The leading spirit in that organization was a young priest, who had given away all his wealth to the poor and lived in the hostel, devoting all his life to the waifs and strays that arrived daily at this haven of rest, which reminded me of the ancient Jacobean hospices. Moreover, Ochagavia and his friends, whenever they met together, or whenever strangers came to the city, would make them give small subscriptions to the Cocina Económica. Before I knew my friend Ochagavia, I had visited Logroño accompanied by Gypsies, whom I had met on the road from Estella, and I always wondered why the Romanichals were unanimous in their praise of Logroño as the most charitable and hospitable city in all Spain. The reason was the Cocina Económica, where for over a century they have eaten their fill, drunk their Rioja wine, slept their night and passed on their way.


    When we reached Nájera I went with Ochagavia to visit the Church of Santa María la Real, which was the burial-place of the seven kings of the tenth century who ruled Nájera as a separate kingdom from Navarre. The first of those kings was Sancho Abarca (905-26), who won back most of the Rioja from the Moors: his son, Don Garcia, who was known as Él de Nájera, for he was born there and, considering the court of Nájera gayer than the court of Pamplona, resolved to build a great basilica which would consecrate the capital of his kingdom.


    The people describe the foundation of the church in the following legend. One day Don Garcia was hunting on the banks of the river Najerilla; a dove crossed his path and the King released his hawk, which pursued the dove, and the two birds disappeared into a cave on the opposite side of the river. The King followed them, and when he entered the cave he was surprised to see a brilliant light coming from a niche at the back.* There in the niche in the rock he saw a statue of Our Lady and at her feet the dove and the hawk rested in perfect amity. In front of the statue was a pot (terraza) of lilies and a bell. After such an omen the King resolved to build a church over the cave, and it was consecrated in 1056. The pot of white lilies inspired the King to found the earliest order of chivalry in Spain—the Order of La Terraza, whose emblem was the pot of white lilies. Nothing remains of the eleventh-century church, but it was rebuilt in the fifteenth, and the cloisters and the royal burial-place in the sixteenth, centuries.


    To recapture the spirit of the Kingdom of Nájera it is necessary to visit in turn the three great abbeys of Rioja: La Cogolla, the home of the great San Millán de la Cogolla, which is called the Escorial of Rioja; Valvanera, the valley of the silver veins, the shrine of the Virgin, the patroness of Rioja, whose image was discovered amid a swarm of bees in the branches of an oak tree: and lastly Nájera itself with its royal tradition. Although there is nothing extant of the early centuries I have a devotion to Santa María la Real because of the magnificent tombs of the Counts of Haro. The most famous of them, Don Diego, was called El Buen Conde de Haro and left a reputation, even after his death, like that of Aristides among the ancient Athenians, for when in later years the new city council of Nájera had to be elected, the citizens gathered around the tomb of Don Diego the Good and the Abbot asked the dead Count in a loud voice three times whether he confirmed the nominations. Diego the Good did not reply, but the worthy citizens of Nájera returned to their houses convinced that he had given his assent.*


    It is necessary to travel with one’s copies of Froissart and Ayala, the two great chroniclers of the fourteenth century when visiting Nájera, for on the wide plain between that town and Logroño took place the great battle between Pedro the Cruel of Castile and his bastard brother, Henry of Trastamara. With Pedro and his Spaniards was his ally, the Black Prince, and the English knights; with Henry was Bertrand Du Guesclin and many knights of France and Spain. Even in English translation Froissart reads like poetry on a spring morning on the bridge of the town, where part of the fierce battle took place. Froissart, as his biographers have described him, was in youth and old age one who rejoiced mightily in dances and carols and in hearing minstrels and poems. He was inclined to love all those who loved dogs and hawks and ‘he pricked up his ears at the uncorking of botdes’. He was pleased with good cheer, gorgeous apparel and joyous society, and his pages were written with gusto. Even the names of the Franco-English lords with their romantic tides read like a rhapsodic poem: The Captai de Buch, Olivier Clisson; the Bègue of Villiers, L’Allemant de St. Venant, the Souldich de l’Estrade.


    How different is the style of Froissart to the balanced periods of the great chronicler, Pedro Lopez de Ayala, the satirist of society, who was taken prisoner by the Black Prince in this battle! He, like the proverbial Vicar of Bray, was an expert at changing sides, but on that occasion his intuition failed him. He has described his own character in an immortal phrase: ‘And King Pedro’s affairs were now in such a state that those who left him made up their mind not to come back.’ For this reason, his account of Pedro the Cruel, whom he had betrayed, is suspect.* As we gaze at the tranquil river the words of Froissart come to our minds: ‘Than the Englysshmen and Gascons lept a horsebake, and began to chase the Spanyards who fledde away sore discomfyted to the great ryver; and at the entry of the bridge of Navaret, there was a hideous sheddinge of blood, and many a man slain and drowned, for divers lept into the water, the which was deep and hideous, they thought they had as lieve to be drowned as slain... and it was said, as I heard after reported of some of them that were there present, that one might have seen the water that ran by Naveret to be of the colour of red, with the blood of men and horse that were there slayne.’


    So vivid was the conflict, as described by Froissart and Ayala, that, as I walked in the evening through the plain by the river, where it took place on April 3, 1366, I became like the traveller in the ancient legend who fell asleep in a valley where a battle once had been fought, and in the moonlight heard all of a sudden the neighing of horses, the sound of trampling, the faint clarions, the clash of steel, the ghostly whirr of coundess goose-winged arrows and in the dusk faint figures thronging the banks of the river on either side.

  


  
    


    CHAPTER 8


    


    ST. MILLÁN OF THE COWL AND HIS MINSTREL*


    


    


    ‘LET me have a companion of my way’, says Sterne, ‘were it but to j remark how the shadows lengthen as the sun declines.’ Alas, there was no sun, but heavy clouds and a piercing wind to speed me on my way out of Nájera, and not a soul to be seen for miles as I plodded forlornly through sleet and slush. My next halting-place would be the Monastery of San Millán de la Cogolla, which nestles in a mountain valley, three leagues to the south of the Road of St. James from Pamplona to Burgos, a mere bagatelle of a deviation to a hardened Jacobean foot-slogger, but the leagues in this part of Spain, I must remark, are as capricious as the French leagues of Rabelais, for though the signposts marked sixteen kilometres to San Millán’s shrine I counted twenty-four by the time I reached the monastery. However, it is all for a good cause, for no true Jacobean pilgrim would dare to face the Apostle in Compostella if he had neglected to call upon the ‘Twin Moor-Slayer’, who likewise rode a white charger through the clouds and hurled destruction upon the enemy beneath.


    


    Now he that bore the crozier, and the papal crown had on Was the glorified Apostle, the brother of Saint John;


    And he that held the crucifix, and wore the monkish hood,


    Was the holy San Millán of Cogolla’s neighbourhood.*


    


    Such was the description given by San Millán’s biographer, Gonzalo de Berceo, the father of Castilian poetry, who grew up in the shadow of the monastery, founded by the Saint near his birthplace, Berceo.


    At the village of Arenzana I halted at a tavern and roused my drooping spirits with a couple of chiquitos of raw aniseed brandy. I was in luck, for standing at the counter was a jovial carter, who became my Good Samaritan.


    “You look as if you’d been sleeping in a cemetery,” said he as I shook the water from my coat and hat. “Come on, cheer up, and help me to drink up this porrón of Rioja.” The rich dark wine thawed me rapidly: first my feet felt warm, then my head and then my heart. The carter and the bartender laughed as I gulped the wine, sputtering and spilling a good deal over myself, for a porrón is a squat-bellied glass vessel with a long spout, and it needs practice to drink from it without letting one’s lips touch the spout and without spilling the contents over coat and shirt. Soon I ceased to be a sorrowful pilgrim and became a roystering minstrel.


    “Give us a tune,” said the bartender. I took out my fiddle and played a jota for the company. The wine gave me new heart, but did not give me new legs; my legs, in fact, were the only part of my body that lacked steadiness and they refused to bear me.


    “Now that you have taken away the use of my legs,” I said to the jovial carter, “you’ll have to carry me with you.”


    “I’ll carry you to Kingdom Come,” said the carter as he raised his eyes heavenwards and allowed the wine from the porrón to gurgle down his throat. His cart was a big dray drawn by two mules, and piled sky-high with branches and twigs for firewood. The carter’s young son, dressed in oilskins, was perched aloft on the top of the twigs, while he himself sat on the diminutive driver’s seat. “Jump up,” he called gaily as he broke a hole in the twigs to make a place for me. I was encased like a Zulu in an African jungle, and I felt the twigs stick into every part of my anatomy. My knapsack hung from the big beam that projected above my head. We were a funny sight, for the great, lumbering dray lurched forward jerkily, making my position precarious, as I had only squeezed half a buttock on the seat next the driver, and the front part of my body kept slipping down on the rear mule’s tail, against which I had to use my fiddle-case as a buffer. It was a disturbing experience, for as the dray bumped along the rough road there was grave danger of being pitched sideways or else of falling forwards, fiddle and all, on to the mule’s rump. Our exhilarated inebriation, however, did create a certain sense of confidence and devil-may-care, and the boy perched in the twigs above sang at the top of his voice to cheer us.


    The two mules, the carter told me, were called Perico and La Gaona. Perico the leader was a small mule and plodded ahead steadily and patiently; La Gaona following behind was what the Italians would call biricchina; there was a sly humour about her and she lashed me playfully in the face with her tail, as though to attract my attention; then she snorted contemptuously, and.when I was half-dozing she gave vent to her feelings unceremoniously and dunged copiously over my fiddle-case.


    “Arre Gaona! You she devil!” cried the carter, cracking her viciously with his whip.


    Soon the effects of my intoxication wore off and I began to feel cold and despondent again, and as we ascended into the mountains snow began to fall. The carter, however, left all direction to Perico and snored beatifically with his head resting on my shoulder.


    When we reached the village of Berceo he awoke with a start, saying, “A mala cama colchón de vino [when the bed’s lousy there’s nothing like a pillow of wine]! Come on, compañero. There’s a good tavern nearby where they don’t baptize liquor!”


    We ensconced ourselves in a dark corner of the tavern among farmers and workers from the village, who were friends of the carter. They sat in silence waiting for their turn with the porrón of wine, which passed from one to the other. The air was thick with the smoke of cigarettes which each man rolled mechanically.


    Here, in the home village of Gonzalo de Berceo, I felt in my element, for these farmers and shepherds were the same as those I had known in former years when I used to trek over the Castilian meseta. Unamuno had said that the men of the Poema del Cid and the Romancero and their stock were like oak trees and rocks belonging to the Castilian landscape. No people in the world possess more courteous maimers than the Castilian peasant, who is conscious of being a desert-dweller in the midst of this immense brown steppe and lives his life like a lonely watcher. He neither offers nor seeks pity, because he wants to be nada menos que todo un hombre, a man of flesh and bones, who can stand on his own feet and fight for himself. The silent, austere men of that tavern in Berceo weighed and tested me and found me to their liking. After the offer of wine came a few discreet questions. Was I a commercial traveller? A músico ambulante? When I said I was a pilgrim, a small hawk-eyed old man began a long monologue on Berceo, the biographer of San Millán.


    “He too was a pilgrim and tramped the thorny mountain paths sacred to the memory of San Millán,” said he, quoting the lines of the thirteenth-century poet:


    


    andaba por los montes, por los fuertes lugares


    por las cuestas enfiestas, e por los espinales;


    


    allí daba a Dios de sus carnes derecho,


    martiriándolas mucho e dándolas mal lecho.


    


    No sooner had the old man declaimed the lines than his neighbour, wild-eyed, with tousled hair upon which was perched a greasy boina, interrupted, saying: “Don Gonzalo was more of a minstrel than a pilgrim and he would always call himself the Juglar of his favourite saint, San Millán, and Santo Domingo de Silos. Although he was a priest, such was his humility that he said on one occasion that he was not learned enough to write in Latin and contented himself with the ordinary speech in which honest homely people converse together. You would always find him roaming through the lonely mountain valleys hereabouts, mixing with the shepherds, always ready to get his earfull.from the minstrels who turned aside from the Camino francés to visit the tomb of his saint in the monastery beyond.”


    The little hawk-eyed man who was the apothecary of the village then began a long argument with his rival hedge-scholar of the tousled hair, the saddle-maker, and they went at it hammer and tongs, while the rest of the company listened gravely, adding from time to time their pithy comments, mostly in proverbs. So living a memory was the thirteenth-century patriarchal author to these sons of the soil that I felt as if at any moment the ghost of the poet himself would appear before us and cap the quotations that were bandied about.


    The scene in the tavern reminded me of a similar one in Don Quixote when the innkeeper, his wife, his daughter and even the cross-eyed wench Maritornes argue in learned fashion about the books of chivalry. Here in the village of Berceo I felt as if the Father of Spanish poetry had only died the day before, for the older men had created his personality in their own image out of the fragments of his works they remembered, and he lived on as a ghostly presence inspiring a perpetual obituary.


    In his days seven hundred years ago there were two kinds of poets in Castile: those who were wandering minstrels, whose untutored lays were called the mester de joglaría, and educated poets who wrote in monorhymed Alexandrine quatrains called the cuaderna via and whose poems were called the mester de clerecía, or clerkly measure.*


    Berceo spent all his life among the Benedictine monks of San Millán, who owed their allegiance to their mother-house at Cluny, and made of their monastery a cultural oasis in these mountains. He wrote mostly about devout legends and the lives of the local Saints, such as San Millán and St. Dominic of Silos, the founder of the celebrated monastery near Burgos called by his name.


    In Berceo’s day the countryside of Castile rang with the deeds of Christian warriors against the Infidel, and so saturated was he with Spanish epic poetry that he continually introduces into his life of San Millán references to the Poema del Cid, calling his patron saint Cid-wise El buen Campeador and Santo Domingo, the hero que nascio en buen punto (who was born in a lucky hour). Then when he warms up to his subject and discovers, as folk-singers would say, his duende or demon, he ceases to be a cleric and calls himself Juglar de Santo Domingo (minstrel of St. Dominic), and like the juglar of the Poema del Cid he reminds his audience that a glass of good wine would be most welcome.


    Even today the recitation of rhapsodic poetry produces thirst in minstrels and their audience, and very soon our friend the saddle-maker in his harsh, guttural voice called for ‘Wine of the Moor’, and our host himself brought a fresh porron, saying that the wine was ‘on the house’.


    The apothecary, after quenching his thirst, began in a singsong voice to recite the beautiful rhythmic cantica or ‘Watch Song’, Eya Velar, which was probably suggested to Berceo by some of the muineiras, which he might easily have heard intoned by Portuguese or Galician pilgrims on their way to Santiago de Compostela.*


    The apothecary’s voice with its chanting made me dream of the early thirteenth century, when the pilgrims thronged the road to San Millán’s tomb before continuing their way towards Santo Domingo de la Calzada, the next stage on their journey. The verses were intended to be sung in the open air and the refrain eya velar was chanted by the chorus of pilgrims in response to the minstrel:


    


    Keep watch, keep watch, keep watch,


    Keep watch on the Council of the Jew,


    Keep watch;


    That they steal not God’s Son from you


    Keep watch!


    To steal Him off they are set upon;


    Keep watch,


    Andrew, Peter, likewise John,


    Keep watch


    Lie not in your trust so long,


    Keep watch;


    Hearken rather to my song Keep watch;


    All of them light robbers are,


    Keep watch.*


    


    To my ears the chanting with its intonation rising to the reciting note on the dominant of the mode, followed by the mediating cadence at the end of the first half and the final cadence, sounded like a church litany, but the rhythm imparted to the words and the refrain were like primitive folk music.


    I made a strange discovery during that evening gathering at Berceo Among the party was a young guitarist from the village of Rueda in Castile, near Medina del Campo, which prides itself upon producing the best wine in the region. When the apothecary had recited Eya Velar, I played on my fiddle the celebrated song which Salinas quotes in the sixteenth century as having been sung by the people describing the decree of expulsion against the Jews in 1492:
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    Come now you Jews


    and make ready your bags;


    the Kings now ordain


    that you cross o’er the main.*


    


    No sooner had the young guitarist heard the tune than he cried that it was from the region of Medina del Campo and sung to ballads, and played as a dance even today. This little discovery was yet another link in the long chain of music telling the story of the Jews in Spain.


    As a climax to our evening of minstrelsy the saddle-maker recited for my benefit the quaint poem ‘The Drunken Cleric’ (El Clérigo Embriagado), one of the Milagros of Berceo, which describes the miraculous escape of the monk who drank himself insensible from noon to vespers at sunset, and was attacked by the devil in the form of a mad bull when he was tottering unsteadily to church. But Our Lady watched over him and when the fierce animal was about to gore him, she, like a consummate bull-fighter, drew the bull away with the fold of her cloak.34


    Next morning, as I wended my way along the bank of the river Cárdenas towards the monastery of San Millán, which is in sight of the village of Berceo, I reflected on the destiny of the humble thirteenth-century village priest whose works were not even printed in their entirety until the end of the eighteenth century, and very few Spaniards, outside a small circle of scholars, had ever heard his name. But in modern days his name has been established after Menéndez y Pelayo stated that Berceo’s simple poems had more charm than most of the alembicated poems in the Cancioneros of the fifteenth century.35


    It was when the young writers of the so-called ‘Generation of 1898’, whose minds were concentrated on the idea of rebirth after disaster, began to make war on false values that Gonzalo de Berceo became a consecrated figure among the poets. Rubén Darío, Azorin and Antonio Machado loved old towns, where life still preserved the eternal qualities of the Middle Ages, and they rediscovered the poet of the mountain valleys of the Rioja who sang of his local saints with all the naive innocence of a child of nature: of footsore pilgrims resting in a green meadow full of flowers under a tree whose branches housed countless birds singing their melodious madrigals; especially of Our Lady, whose supernatural intervention he describes in twenty-five ‘Miracles’ (milagros).36


    Like St. James, she saves the robber who prays to her, even when he hangs on the gallows, by holding him up with her hands; and a lustful friar, who died in a state of sin, she raises from the dead in order that he may have an opportunity of repentance, even though the devils have already claimed possession of his soul. One of the most beautiful of these milagros and one that seems to have influenced even El Greco in his masterpiece, ‘The Vision of St. Ildefonso’, describes the apparition of Our Lady to the Saint when she presents him with a chasuble.
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    To understand the spirit of the miracle as expressed in childlike simplicity by the folk-minstrel Berceo, we should visit the picture by the Cretan master, which hangs in the convent church of Illescas, on the way to Toledo. As the eminent German critic Meier-Graefe said, ‘that one picture would repay the journey to Spain, even if one had to go there in a tartana’. And he describes it as follows: ‘The Saint with the dark brown cowl sits at a jewel of a table, which is decorated by a blood-red cover hemmed with orange, and he is writing; his eyes raised to the small Madonna. The miracle is here and by El Greco. It is not the man who sits there in a chair, his face lifted and lost in thought, but the moment which he experiences. He might be a simple poet. This little Madonna by his side, on her golden pedestal and clad in a white garment with its gold lace, in front of a background woven of grey and orange, is so overwhelming that you need not be a saint in order to pray to her. And thus the miracle becomes human. A genius invented the representation of this poetic ecstasy. The moment is to be found in the turn of his head which does not gaze at the Virgin, but stares into emptiness, where he discovers an even more beautiful image. It lies also in the hand which holds the pen with unconscious grace, ready to write down the gentlest prayer.’*


    Rubén says that Berceo’s verse has both freedom and dignity and like the gerfalcon returns to his master’s wrist bringing from the blue sky rhymes of gold:


    


    tiene la libertad con el decoro


    y vuelve como al puño el gerifalte,


    trayendo del azul rimas de oro.


    


    And Machado writes of the mediaeval poet:


    


    His verse is grave and gentle; monotonous rows


    of winter poplars under a leaden sky,


    row after row like furrows in brown fallow land,


    and in the distance blue Castilian mountains....


    And it was he who said; no minstrel song is mine;


    what I have written is true history.


    


    So absorbed was I in my thoughts of Gonzalo de Berceo that I plodded up the road towards the monastery in a dream and paid no attention to the wind and the driving snow. When I arrived at the monastery gates I felt as if I had arrived at a mansion of the dead, for there was not a soul about. I rang again and again, but there was no answer. The wind moaned through the porch and the drifting snow covered me. “I have arrived at the wrong time,” said I to myself. “The whole community is at Mass in the chapel.” At length the door was opened by a lay brother and I was presented to a charming young monk who accompanied me round the monastery.


    The monastery was originally Benedictine in the thirteenth century, but it now belongs to the Recoletos, a branch of the Augustinian Order. The young monk and the Abbot, to whom I had a letter of introduction, showed me the ancient library, which contains incunabula and manuscripts of the ninth, tenth and eleventh centuries, also the celebrated Becerro which is as venerable as our Domesday Book and contains the early history of all this part of Spain. There are also documents signed by the Catholic monarchs, and by Philip II and Philip III. I also visited the seminary of a hundred students who lead Spartan lives in this Escorial of Rioja with its chilly halls and draughty passages. Here, however, in the cloisters where once St. Dominic of Silos had studied, there has always existed a high standard of humanistic learning, and we remember how in the eleventh century the other Dominic, whom we call St. Dominic of the Causeway (Santo Domingo de la Calzada), when he sought admission here and in Valbanera, was denied for alleged illiteracy.


    The Abbot explained to me that above hi the valley was the original hermitage of the Saint and the first monastery called San Millán de Suso, and the surrounding hills were studded with caves which in the seventh century were inhabited by the hermits who gathered around the sanctuary of the Saint when San Braulio, Bishop of Saragossa, wrote the life of the great miracle-worker in the year 630. That upper church with its two narrow naves and its massive horseshoe arches, is a striking example of Mozarabic art and it was originally the burial-place of San Millán. Sancho El Mayor, King of Navarre, however, after driving out the Moors from all the land lying between the Pyrenees and the castle of Nájera to enable pilgrims to journey in peace along the road to Santiago, transferred the relics of San Millán to a more imposing monastery which he built lower down in the valley and gave it the name San Millán de Yuso.


    The Kings of Navarre and those of Castile conferred great privileges upon the monks of San Millán and gifts of land which became farm settlements, and villages were built under the protection of the great abbey. In the heyday of San Millán the towns and villages of pjoja, Castile, Navarre, Biscay and Alava enriched the monastery by their gifts in kind: some gave sheep, others oxen, wine, wheat, fish olive oil, wax and iron. It was said that every peasant and nobleman in Castile was a taxpayer to San Millán and contributed to the votive offerings which corresponded to the votive offerings to Santiago.*


    The monastery of San Millán possessed the most celebrated scriptorium in north Spain in the tenth century, and how high was the standard exacted from the scribes and limners appears in the admonitions of the renowned Velasco and Sisebuto taken from a manuscript of that century. Idleness was severely castigated, for any copyist who stopped work for half an hour was suspended and received two stripes, and the master adds jocularly: “My friend, if you are capable of copying and limning twice, three times or four times better, you must do so if you want to become a good scribe. If you are capable of understanding when you are, hold your tongue; that is my rule. A copyist cannot abide having a chatterbox by his side.”


    Sisebuto was a bishop but whenever he could he laid aside his episcopal pomp and spent much of the day and the night helping Velasco his chief scribe. Velasco was the head of the scriptorium and had been appointed with all the solemnity that was customary in ancient monasteries.*


    In the eleventh century life in a monastery was governed entirely by ritual and even the humblest appointments had their symbol. When an archdeacon was ordained, he was given a rod (ferula) and the abbot said to him: “Brother, here is your rod of office, which must be for you the emblem of your dignity and one instrument of authority.” When a sacristan was appointed he received a ring from the abbot, who said to him as he put it on his finger: “Be guardian of the holy vessels, porter in the porticoes and principal of the subdeacons.” And when a scribe had to be appointed to look after the books and the copyists, all the monks gathered in the sacristy, and the bishop handed the chief scribe the ring with keys for all the presses, saying to him: Be the custodian of all the manuscripts and master of the copyists.”*


    The most precious treasure in the monastery of San Millán, and one which attracted the Jacobean pilgrims from all over Europe in the Middle Ages is the casket of the eleventh century containing the relics of the Saint. It is Byzantine in style and of rough and primitive workmanship, but adorned with plaques of ivory on which are carved the various miracles of the Saint. Even in the seventh century San Braulio in his biography describes how pilgrims visited the tomb of San Millán and miraculously recovered their health, and San Eugenio, in his hymn De Basilica Sancti Aemiliani, refers to the multitude of blind, lame and leprous pilgrims who cured their bodies as well as their souls after praying before this casket. The carved ivories of the casket not only show his encounter with the devil, who is a fearsome monster with tail, claws, two horns like the satanic goat king of the Basque aquelarre, or Sabbat, and a witch’s face, but there are also country scenes such as we read of in the poems of Gonzalo de Berceo. It is interesting to note that the natives of Navarre and Rioja represented on these ivories are dressed in Scottish kilts, coarse woollen smocks and hairy sandals, thus confirming the accuracy of our friend Aymery Picaud in his Guide, which was written a century later.


    On my return to Berceo, I called in at the shop of my friend the apothecary and listened for an hour to his rhapsodic minstrelsy while I drank his Riojan wine and consumed a tasty cocido before continuing my tramp to Santo Domingo de la Calzada.


    


    

  


  
    THE MYSTERY OF THE COCK AND HEN


    


    As the sun was shining and spring had returned, I tramped along the road gaily singing to myself a hymn to St. Dominic of the Causeway, the prince of Spanish roads. There is not a single peón caminero or road-mender in all the length and breadth of Spain who does not daily hymn the praises of that saint whose name deserves to be engraved in letters of gold, for he was the great protector of the kings and counts as well as the humble pilgrims who trudged along the Camino francés to Santiago in the eleventh century, when there were few roads and many forests. According to recent research he was born near Belorado on the Road of St. James and after having being rejected by the Benedictine Order he became a hermit and settled down by the pilgrim road where the forests were thickest, and where pilgrims ran most risk from highwaymen and wild beasts. Here he built a cell and chapel in the midst of the woods and bramble bushes on the banks of the River Oja.*


    After clearing the jungle he laid a causeway between Nájera and Redecilla and established hermitages where the pilgrims might halt and be refreshed before continuing their journey towards Burgos. Even today the road-mender one meets along the road pays tribute to the memory of St. Dominic who not only fed and clothed the poor but nursed the sick and buried those who died by the wayside. As he had been a shepherd in his childhood, he knew all the highways and byways of the region, and necessity drove him to become a bridge-builder as well as a road-maker. Nobody is a prophet in his own country, and St. Dominic had to overcome constant resistance on the part cf the inhabitants who refused to collaborate in his schemes for opening communications. When the bridge was finished the Saint built a hospital nearby, where he personally attended the pilgrims, and around this hospital grew the town which later took from the Saint the name, Santo Domingo de la Calzada. Kings vied with one another in dowering the town of St. Dominic: Alfonso VI gave money and land, which the Saint devoted to land reclamation and road-building; the Bishop of Calahorra and Nájera consecrated the original church and Alfonso I, ‘the Battler’, Alfonso VII and Alfonso VIII bestowed many privileges upon the city.*


    As soon as I arrived in the town I went to the cathedral whose majestic belfry towers over the city and can be seen as a distant landmark by the pilgrim approaching along the road from Nájera. Its work was begun in 1168 and was ready for religious services in 1180, and it is thus one of the first Gothic churches in Spain and is influenced by the architecture of the pilgrim roads of southern France. Inside a number of pilgrims were gathered round the shrine of St. Dominic which stands in the south transept. It is richly ornamented and has wrought-iron railings and the carvings represent scenes from the Saint’s daily life and his miracles: we see him building the bridge over the River Oja with the help of the people who are carrying the bricks on their shoulders, and among the miracles we see the celebrated one of the boy hanging from the gibbet, while his mother and father carrying their pilgrim staff stand forlornly by the side of St. Dominic: in another we see the cock and hen flying up off the table in vindication of the miracle.


    So important have the white cock and hen been to the Jacobean pilgrims arriving in Santo Domingo de la Calzada for the past four hundred and fifty years that they deserve explanation. Aymery Picaud, as we have shown, when describing the miracles on the Road of St. James in the second book of the Codex, refers to the German pilgrims, father and son, arrested at the instance of a rascally innkeeper at Toulouse who had planted a silver cup in the knapsack of one of them. After arrest, one was condemned to be hanged and the son who sacrificed himself for his father was resuscitated by St. James. That miracle, which was also related in the Speculum Historiale of Vincent de Beauvais and the Golden Legend of Voragine and was called ‘The Great Miracle’, assumed a more dramatic form in the fifteenth century by the introduction of the miracle of the white cock and hen. The first pilgrim who mentions the fowls was Nompar II, Lord of Caumont de Castelnau, who wrote a diary on the pilgrimage to Santiago he made in 1417. The story, which has been told and retold by every Jacobean pilgrim from 1417 to the present day, has been sung by minstrels and embroidered by poets down to the nineteenth century, when Robert Southey made it into a facetious Christmas tale for children. Of all the versions the quaintest and raciest comes from the pen of our good old friend ‘Merry Andrew’, Dr. Andrew Boorde, who tells it in his quaint sixteenth-century language:


    ‘There is a mother towne called saynt Domyngo, in the whyche towne there is a churche, in the whyche is kept a whit cock and a hene. And every pilgreme that goeth or commyth that way to saynct James in Compostell, hath a whit feder to set on hys hat.


    ‘The cock and the hen is kept there for this intent. There was a yonge man hanged in that towne that wolde have gone to saynct James in Compostell; he was hanged unistly; for ther was a wenche the whych wolde have had hym to medyll with her carnally; the yonge man refraynyng from hys dysyre, and the whenche repletyd with malice for the sayd cause, of an evyll pretence conneyed a sylver piece into the bottom of the younge mans skrip.


    ‘He wyth his father and mother, and other pylgrims, going forthe in theyer Jumey, the sayde whenche raysed offycers of the towne to persew after the pylgrims, and take them, fyndynge the aforesayd peace in the younge mans scryp; wherefore they brought to the towne the younge man; and [he] was condemned to be hanged and was hanged by-yonde see, shall never be cutte nor pulled downe, but shall hange styll on the galowes or Jebet.


    ‘The father and the mother of the yonge manne, with other of the pylgryms, went forthe in theyr pilgrymage. And when they returned agayne, they went to the sayed galows to pray for the young mans soule.


    ‘When they dyd come to the place, the younge man did speke and sayd: “I am not ded: God and his servants saynt James hathe here preserved me alive. Therefor go you to the iustis of the towne, and byd him come hyther and let me down.” Upon the which wordes, they went to the Justice, he syttyng at supper, havyng in his dyshe two greate chykens; the one was a hen chick, and the other a cock chyk.


    ‘The messengers shewyng him this wonder, and what he should do, the iustice sayd to them: “this tale that you have shewed me is as treue as these two chekenes before mee in thys dysshe doth stonde up and crowe.” And as sone as the wordes ware spoken, they stode in the platter, and dyd crowe; where upon the Justice, wyth processyon, did fetche in alyve from the galows, that sayd young man. And for a remembrance of this stupendyouse thynges, the prestes and other credyble persons shewed me that they do kepe styl in a kaig in the church a white cocke and a hen.’


    And Dr. Andrew Boorde, whom we discovered to be so sceptical a pilgrim and who denied the presence of St. James’s body in Compostella, does not, as we should have expected, express incredulity at the miracle of the cock and hen, for he adds gravely: ‘I did see a cock and a hen ther in the churche, and do tell the fable as it was tolde me, not of three or IIII parsons, but of many.’


    The Seigneur of Caumont, who was the first to mention the fowls, says of the pair in the cage: ‘Je les ay veuz de vray et son toux blancs’,37 and in 1495 the German pilgrim Hermann Kiinig writes that God, he believes, may perform miracles, and he adds: ‘I know it is not a lie that they escape from the roasting-jack, for I myself saw the room where they were roasted.’* And even Manier the peasant pilgrim from Picardy, in the age of Voltaire, asserts that the shirt of the pilgrim was preserved in the church as a pious relic and he gives a drawing of the wooden gibbet which hung on a wall below a window.


    While I was examining the carvings on the shrine of the prince of road-menders a French pilgrim with cloak and water-bottle and carrying a stout stick came up to me excitedly and asked me in a loud whisper to tell him where were the cock and hen of St. Jacques: to which I replied:


    “Au fond de l’église en haut derrière la grille.”


    “Mais Monsieur la cage est vide!”


    “Pas possible!”


    “Venez voir vous même. Ah! quelle désillusion! Tout le long du chemin avec nos compagnons je frédonnais la Grande Chanson des Pèlerins de St. Jacques.”


    With that the worthy pilgrim began to hum in a low voice:


    


    “Quand nous fûmes à Saint-Dominique,


    Hélas! mon Dicu,


    Nous entrames dedans l’église


    pour prier Dieu;


    Le miracle du pèlerin


    par notre adresse;


    avons ouï le coq chanter


    dont nous fûmes bien aise.”


    


    I led the French pilgrims to the cage on which the two fowls are painted, expecting to hear the two of them inside the grating clucking and scratching to their hearts’ content, but to my surprise on this occasion, the cage was empty. I then went up to one of the priests, a rosy, jovial old man and enquired what had happened to the miraculous chickens of Santo Domingo. The old priest looked at us quizzically and said: “Come with me.” He led us along a passage out into a courtyard where a number of white fowls were preening themselves in the sun.


    “Aquí los tienen Vds,” said he, “you may make your choice. Surely you don’t think we would be so cruel as to shut the poor cock and hen in the dark cage while the weather is so cold and the mountains are covered with snow. When May comes round and the weather is nice and warm you’ll hear them clucking and crowing during the Mass itself in celebration of the Saint’s feast on May the twelfth.”


    I learnt many details about the sacred fowls from the good-natured old priest. He told me that the fowls lived seven years and that it was customary to renew them on the twelfth of May, the feast of the saintly patron of the city. His information tallied with that given by Philip II’s guardsman, Enrique Cock, who in his Jornada de Tarazona (1592) says that every seven years a new cock and hen are produced for the cathedral ad perpetuam Dei memoriam.*


    The priest, to make up for our disappointment at not finding the fowls in their accustomed place, brought us over to the side wall and showed us hanging below the window a piece of wood which was supposed to have formed part of the gallows from which the youthful pilgrim was hanged. As I was the only one in the party who spoke Spanish I expressed my gratitude to our good-natured cicerone for showing us round, but there were black looks from my French companions. They were unimpressed by the piece of wood from the hanged pilgrim’s gibbet and did not consider it adequate compensation for having been defrauded of the miracle of the white cock and hen.


    “Pendant tout le pèlerinage nous n’avons rêvé que de cela,” they cried again in querulous chorus.


    “He might at least have given us white feathers from one of the fowls to put in our hats,” said the leader who had hummed ‘la Grande Chanson’.


    The real reason for their disappointment, I then discovered, was that it had always been the tradition among French Jacobean pilgrims to push crumbs of bread with the tips of their staves into the church cage for, according to their superstitious belief, if the cock and the hen ate the crumbs the pilgrims would arrive safe and sound at Compostella, but if the fowls did not eat them the pilgrims would die on the Road of St. James.


    “At last I have met pilgrims who are more superstitious than I am, and yet they come from the country of Voltaire!” said I to myself as the French pilgrims continued to denounce the cathedral clergy for failing to observe their local ritual. As for the inhabitants of Santo Domingo de la Calzada, they accept the miracle as an article of faith, and in May for five days they live under the ‘demon’ of their tribal hero who has done more good and made more money for the town by the myth and ritual that have spread from his tomb in the past eight hundred years than he did during his lifetime when he cleared the forest, laid the road and built the bridge.


    The cock and the hen miracle was a godsend to the town, for it led to a revival of pilgrim interest in the Saint’s old road from Nájera to Burgos on which traffic had diminished in the fourteenth century, when many of the foreign Jacobeans followed other routes, and certain sceptical historians attribute the spate of miracles that took place at the tomb of St. Dominic in the fifteenth century, especially that of the white cock and hen, to the propaganda campaign of the innkeepers on the road who needed more rich pilgrims to fleece.


    Miss King, in her account of the miracle, says that the story of the chickens offers a very delicate instance of a mytho-poetic process and was probably invented après coup to explain some Roman relief discovered in the twelfth century somewhere along the Roman street near the town, and she refers to the Roman relief discovered in the Rhineland which shows all the dramatis personae of the Spanish legend including the roasted fowl on the table. The tablet, she suggests, belongs to the cult of Mithras.*


    There are, it is true, elements in the story which show ancient precedents. The silver cup, which was secredy slipped into thë pilgrim’s scrip, has its precedent in the Book of Genesis where Joseph does likewise to his brother Benjamin. There have also been many precedents for the man cut down while alive from the gallows. As to the resuscitated cock it is not necessary to go to Mithraistic ritual for a precedent. We have one in the widely spread story of the cock that rose from the dead to crow against Judas Iscariot, and there is also the cock whose crowing made St. Peter weep bitterly. But these precedents are just as miraculous as the story told at Santo Domingo of the roasted fowls and do not help us to explain the story.


    For an explanation we have to go to a rare Spanish pamphlet of the sixteenth century entitled Probadas Flores Romanas which the bibliophile son of Christopher Columbus bought at Valencia for two reales in August, 1513. The pamphlet, however, is older, for the Spanish text is a translation from the Italian.*


    The pamphlet is a hotchpotch compiled, as the author tells us, for ‘health and comfort in human life’ and begins with a list of the current mediaeval remedies for the plague, which had reached its climax in 1348. It also includes tricks and games that must have amused many a home circle or gathering of guests in an inn on a winter evening when they drew their stools round the fire and mine host passed round the porron of wine. Among the tricks described by the author is one which resembles the cock and hen miracle. The author defines the trick as follows: ‘How it is possible to make a chicken or a roast capon jump at the table.’ He then gives the following directions for carrying it out: ‘Take a drop of brandy, a chip of celery and a crumb of bread and soak the crumb well in the brandy. Then put the chip of celery on the soaked breadcrumb and feed it to the chicken and it will immediately fall to the ground as though dead. Then you must pluck the fowl and smear it all over with honey and saffron, which will give it the appearance of having been roasted. When you wish the fowl to jump at table, all you have to do is to moisten its beak with strong vinegar and straightway the bird will stand up in the dish, as has been proved.’


    My friend the late Sir Henry Thomas, celebrated British Hispanist, who had visited Santo Domingo de la Calzada, was convinced that this characteristic mediaeval parlour trick was the origin of the miracle of the white cock and hen, and he adds that if the trick is tried on a rooster, the monarch of the barnyard, when suddenly roused from his alcoholic slumbers, finding himself glared at by a table full of guests would probably rise up in protest, and with chanticleer indignation crow loudly and repeatedly, thus converting the game into a miracle.*


    In the evening, when I met some of the young men of the town in the Bar Deportivo and as my repeated glasses of Rioja wine had given me a little dose of devilry, I broached the subject of the chickens, saying: “You people evidently do not believe any longer in the miracle of the white cock and hen: the cage is empty.”


    ‘The church is too cold: they will be put in the cage on our Saint’s festival on May the twelfth. Then you will hear the cock crow.”


    “I wonder the Bishop allows the chickens to be put in the cathedral at all. After all, the whole chicken business was originally a commercial traveller’s racket and one as old as the hills.”


    “What do you mean?” said one of the young men sharply.


    As I told them the story of the trick I saw the storm rising and there was hostility in every eye. To remedy matters, I called for a further round, but instead of pouring oil on troubled waters I was fanning the flames, and there was an uproar when I finished the story. I had, they said in chorus, called in question the good name of the town: I had falsified history and insulted the memory of the Saint.


    “You Englishmen are all heretics,” said one. “The English are a nation of innkeepers and shopkeepers,” said another paraphrasing Napoleon: “Why don’t you give back Gibraltar?” a third said fiercely.


    I tried to stem the tide of abuse, but in vain, and I realized that I had stepped on a hornet’s nest and that the modern inhabitants of Santo Domingo de la Calzada, living in the age of the radio, the aeroplane and the atomic bomb, still treated all the traditions, legends, myths and miracles connected with the history of their town as articles of Holy Writ. I had, however, one ally among the party, a middle-aged Asturian commercial traveller who intervened in the debate saying that he was as good a Catholic as any of them, but he believed many of the Jacobean pilgrims were impostors and told tall stories which were received with open-mouthed astonishment by ignorant clod-hoppers and beatas who had no education. “The whole trouble,” he cried, “is lack of education: we live in the age of science and men are no longer satisfied by fairy stories and old wives’ tales.”


    As we argued I found myself taking sides against my Asturian champion who was a complete materialist and admired the British for their least lovable characteristics. At length peace came when I explained that I had not personally insulted St. Dominic of the Causeway or his tribe, or the white chickens, but had merely quoted from the writing of an anonymous Spaniard of the Middle Ages who described a trick which commercial travellers used to perform in the inns on a winter night to amuse the company. We toasted one another in glasses of aniseed brandy and the Asturian commercial traveller and I were invited by the rest to the casino where a dance was in progress. Before I returned to my inn my host said to me: “When you come to the Saint’s festival you will see the white cock and the hen in their accustomed place and we shall give you one of their white feathers for your hat to bring you luck on your pilgrimage to Compostella.”


    The Asturian, as we walked back, said to me scornfully: “Son muy bestias! Not even the Civil War nor a world in flames would wake them out of their superstition and ignorance.” Then he added confidentially: “By the way, could you give me the exact details of that trick with the chickens? Would aniseed brandy have the same effect? I’d like to try it some day. It might get me business.”


    


    

  


  
    ST JOHN OF THE NETTLES AND THE WHITE BEES


    


    I set off at sunrise in the direction of Burgos. The weather was fine and after a brisk walk of about five miles I reached the village of Grañón, the birthplace of St. Dominic of the Causeway. While I was resting in a bar I made the acquaintance of a group of strolling players who were travelling in their own Thespian chariot, a bone-shaking van piled up with their stage properties, to barn-storm in the small towns in the Burgos-León region. The leading player was a swarthy individual with tousled hair and eight days’ beard on his chin, but jaunty, loud in manner and gesture and puffing a big cigar. His party consisted of two highly-painted stars: a Byronic-looking male lead with side-whiskers, curly black polished hair, evidently the Don Juan Tenorio of the company; and a bird-faced little man with wrinkled face and pince-nez who evidently played character parts. There were, in addition, a few nondescript supers and stage hands, and a stolid youth who drove the bone-shaker, did the odd jobs and acted as shock-absorber to the choleric director of the company. The director was evidently well known to the barman, for when he shouted for ‘the usual’ the latter handed him three chiquitos of aniseed brandy, which he tossed off one after the other in rapid succession, rapping the empty glasses on the counter.


    “You are killing the worms early this morning,” said the barman. “If I don’t take my aguardiente on an empty stomach,” said the bearded man, “I have the devil in me for the rest of the day. I must have my medicine.”


    “Give me an aguardiente, too,” I said to the barman, but looking at the actor. “ Yo también mato el gusanillo: I learnt the habit years ago in Andalusia among the shepherds of Loja. It invigorates and gives appetite for the morning meal, which should not be eaten until five or six miles at least have been accomplished.”


    The leading actor looked me up and down haughtily, then thawed at the sight of a confederate, and finally shook me by the hand, saying: “Don Eusebio Cántelo at your service, sir. Let me have the honour of toasting you, señor, and of introducing you to our party: my wife Doña Virginia, first lady in the company, my partner Don Miguel, and his wife Doña Casilda, our primer galán, as you say in classical theatre parlance, Don Ricardo, and some of our collaborators.”


    After bowing to Don Eusebio, I called for another round of drinks and we soon became fast friends. We all then packed into the van and


    I found myself wedged in between the piled-up stage sets and Don Eusebio. Though his overcoat with fur collar was shabby and patched in several places, Don Eusebio had all the dignity of the old-fashioned ham actor who goes through life performing even off-stage the parts he has seen in his youth played by celebrated stars.


    As our rickety van bumped along the road, its solid tyres making our teeth chatter, Don Eusebio gave me a grim picture of the life of modern actors and actresses who hit the high road and go from village to village. “The cinemas have driven us out of business,” he said, “even in the small villages. The people want novelty all the time, and the only chance for me is to copy cinema technique in stage production, change the scene often and give potted versions of well-known plays of which even out-of-the-way villages have heard, such as Dracula, La Dame aux Camélias or Magda, or else blood-and-thunder plays of Echegaray or the Juan José of Dicenta.”


    While Don Eusebio rambled on about plays, the rest of the party kept up a bantering conversation among themselves. Doña Virginia, when she was not making up her face in front of her pocket mirror, spent her time in twitting the other actress, who was older and more ill-favoured in countenance. The little character actor in the pince-nez tried to make peace between the two women, but was crushed by them in turn. As for the Tenorio gallant, he sat aloof and did not condescend to talk. When we reached Belorado we parted company and they went off to erect their marquee and stage for the evening show.


    As my next halting-place was the shrine of San Juan de Ortega, or St. John of the Nettles, I left the main Burgos road at Villamorico and followed the rough road to the right which skirts the stream of Roblegordo and eventually reaches the upper pilgrim road of St. James at Quitanapalla.


    No shrine on the Jacobean road is as difficult to find as that of St. John of the Nettles. On every occasion I have visited it I have lost my Way, but I console myself by reflecting that the seasoned traveller, Laffi, in the seventeenth century lost his way in these oak woods and had to feed himself on the mushrooms he found by the wayside. In some parts the road becomes a mere path or a series of tracks which mislead the traveller. To add to my distress on this occasion there was a thick fog through which I wandered aimlessly, guiding myself from oak tree to oak tree, vainly searching for the village. No landscape is sadder than the lonely upland of San Juan de Ortega and not a single person did I meet after leaving Villamorico. I had resigned myself to bivouacking all night in the open when all of a sudden I saw lights through the haze and I came upon the tiny hamlet of the saint which today consists only of thirty-six buildings and about seventy-three inhabitants.


    Nowhere in all the course of the pilgrimage did I receive more generous hospitality than in the house of the parish priest, who keeps alive, in that remote spot in Castile, the spirit of St. John of the Netdes, for St. John, even more than St. Dominic of the Causeway or San Millán de la Cogolla, possessed the gentle and childlike spirit of Il Poverello of Assisi, who called Poverty his bride.


    St. John of the Nettles is less of a legendary figure than St. Dominic or San Millán, for we may follow his life step by step in documents. He came from the tiny village of Quintana Ortuno near Burgos and his father and mother were of noble stock. After being ordained he became a disciple of St. Dominic of the Causeway and helped the latter in his building and in charitable work for the pilgrims and the poor. After St. Dominic’s death' he left Spain and went on a pilgrimage to the Holy Land and on his return his ship was wrecked, but he was saved, by the intercession of St. Nicholas of Bari, the Saint of his particular devotion.


    When he arrived back in Spain he retired to a lonely spot on the Road of St. James full of brambles and nettles (urticae) which had been hitherto the hiding place of highwaymen. Here with the help of two nephews he built a Romanesque church to St. Nicholas of Bari and founded a college of canons of St. Augustine.


    All his family fortune he spent on the poor and, when he had nothing more to give the pilgrims, it was said that God used to replenish his larder that he might succour them.


    So spontaneous was the welcome given to me by the parish priest of San Juan de Ortega when I arrived that night weary, footsore and famished that I told him of my foot-slogging adventures in South Italy in 1919, when I had plodded along the Via Appia to Brindisi and on to the shrine of St. Nicholas at Bari, where I obtained the oil of the saint which cures soul as well as body and which is known as the Manna di San Niccola.


    “If you are a devotee of St. Nicholas,” said the parish priest, “you have come to the shrine of his greatest disciple who inherited many of his attributes.”


    “At Bari they believe,” I said, “that St. Nicholas always appears to ships in distress as a white-robed figure at the helm guiding them safely to port.”


    “That is how he appeared to his devotee, St. John of the Nettles, or, as he called himself, Senior de Hortega,” replied the parish priest.


    “St. Nicholas,” I said, “like St. George, the Greek patron saint of the Gypsies, was always helping the underdog. He didn’t turn a deaf ear to picaroons and thieving vagabonds whom we used in the days of Shakespeare to call St. Nicholas’s clerks, and knowing their tricks he protects us against robbery if we invoke his name. And more than once when I have had to pawn my watch and chain I’ve prayed to him with his three golden apples which have become the emblem of his devotees, the pawnbrokers. In northern countries we give the greatest importance to him as the saint and protector of little children and we call him Santa Claus. And because he gave his gifts to men secretly we leave our presents where the children may find them and say that Santa Claus has brought them down the chimney.”


    “Have you not wondered why so many women are always praying at the tomb of the Saint?” said the benevolent priest winking at me.


    “They want a son.”


    “St. John of the Nettles, too, is the Saint and Protector of little children, and the reason why the great Queen Isabella the Catholic came here to pray for a son was that in 1450, when the tomb of the Saint was opened by the Prior of the Augustine fathers, Fray Gómez de Carrión, a swarm of white bees with fragrant odour rose from it and hovered above the tomb. As the ancient philosopher Porphyrins said, the souls of those who flit down on earth from the moon do so in the form of bees. It was said that the miraculous white bees of St. John of the Nettles were the unborn souls of children stored away by the Saint in readiness for the women who came to pray for a man-child.”


    “It is a very ancient belief, Father, for I have been told by Indians that in their country the bee is the symbol of the soul, the hive is the body and the fragrant honey a happy life. The ancient Greeks linked the bees with Zeus, the king of the gods, and fertility, and on the funerary vases the soul is represented as leaving the body in the form of a bee. The Romans too, had the same belief, for in the Georgies Virgil makes them rise from the putrified entrails of an ox”.


    “Diós mio! We have had too many pagan quotations,” said the parish priest, raising his hands to his head. “It suffices to know that the women who came here to pray at the tomb of our Saint for a son imagine that they will return to their homes with one of those white bees which will become the soul and body of the child they hope to have. And the great Catholic poet Dante knew of the white bees for in the Paradiso he describes the swarm of white bees humming and hovering around the ‘White Rose’:


    


    Le fácce tutte avean di fiamma viva,


    a l’ali de oro, e l’altro tanto bianco


    che nulla neve a quel termine arriva.


    


    The shrine of San Juan de Ortega stands in the chapel which he built in thanksgiving to St. Nicholas, but it was rebuilt by Isabella the Catholic in 1474 under a Gothic canopy surrounded by a wrought-iron grille. Around the base of the cenotaph some of the miracles of the Saint are carved, recalling those around the tomb of St. Dominic of the Causeway. The parish priest pointed to one of the carvings, saying: “See what has happened to the robbers around these parts who stole the Saint’s cows. They were caught in a fog and wandered about all night helplessly, and in the morning found themselves, cows and all, at the door of the Saint’s hermitage. You, too, were caught last night in the same fog of the district, but at least you turned up at my door with an easy conscience!”


    Another carving represents St. Nicholas appearing to San Juan de Ortega in a ship at sea; a third delightfully naïve subject shows the Saint reviving a man who had fallen asleep by the roadside and been run over by a loaded cart. The parish priest then showed me precious relics of the Saint, including his will, which was drawn up in 1152 and states how he had built the church of St. Nicholas for the protection of paupers on the Road of St. James, as these were infested with robbers who by night and by day killed Jacobean pilgrims and plundered many of them.


    As we walked up and down the grass plot under the dark trees near the church, the priest told me the story of the ivory crucifix which King Alfonso VII gave the Saint. He cherished it so much that he carried it about with him, often conversing with it, and one day when he had no acolyte to assist at Mass, the crucifix responded until the end of Mass.


    “After his death,” said the priest, “the village was called San Juan de Ortega from the thirteenth century onwards and people came from foreign countries because of the number of miracles that took place at his tomb. One of the well-known miracles happened to one of your own countrymen when an Irish married couple went on a pilgrimage to Santiago, bringing with them their little seven-year-old son who was mute from birth. They held the child near the tomb on which some women had thrown apples. As soon as the child saw the apples he began to speak, saying he wanted to eat them. But, alas, my friend, those great days have passed, though up to the eighteenth century this village with its church and hospital was thronged with pilgrims and its hospitality was proverbial, for pilgrims arrived at every hour of the day and night. Today nothing remains of its former greatness but the church and the tomb to remind the world of St. John of the Nettles.”

  


  
    


    CHAPTER 9

  


  
    burgos


    


    MANY a Jacobean pilgrim through the centuries must have sighed with relief and said a prayer to the Apostle when he saw from the top of a hill the lace-work spires of Burgos Cathedral, peering above a green slope in the distance. Those spires made King Philip II exclaim, “It is the work of angels!” and to the weary, footsore pilgrim they betokened rest, food and the relief from anxiety. In the Pyrenees, in Navarre and Rioja his ears had been filled with tales of attacks by bands of malefactors lying in wait for the unwary. Henceforth, between Burgos and León, the two great cities of the Jacobean road, he would travel without fear of molestation.


    Burgos had for me a deep significance, and my memories stretched back to 1921, when my wife and I had spent three months of our honeymoon there and we had taken part in the celebrations in honour of the seventh century of the cathedral and had witnessed the remains of the national hero of Spain laid to rest beneath a red marble slab before the high altar in the presence of the King of Spain and a vast concourse of nobles.* Burgos in succeeding years after 1921 had been always a haven of rest in the intervals of many expeditions on foot over Castile and León. And when I visited Spain during the Civil War, Burgos, like Salamanca, Valladolid and Saragossa, had become a great military base supplying the armies, but even in those tragic years there was always nearby the monastery of Santo Domingo de Silos which became a posada del alma or ‘inn of the soul’ with its Romanesque cloister to remind one of life’s pilgrimage.


    Burgos possesses two histories that run parallel to one another, a political history and a pilgrim history. The city was built at the end of the ninth century and peopled by the retainers of Count Diego de Porcelos, whose name, derived from the Latin porcelli or little pigs, according to tradition commemorated his own birth, for his mother bore him and his six brothers in her womb, just as pigs bear a litter of seven. After his successor, Fernán González, the city became the centre of the epic poems of the Cid Campeador and his quarrel with King Alfonso VI, and no more fitting symbol of the city could have been chosen than the magnificent figure of Spain’s national hero mounted on his charger, Babieca, by the modern sculptor Juan Cristóbal, which was unveiled in 1953 in the square beside the cathedral. My thoughts turn to the Cid as I walk through the streets near the cathedral, the square and out on to the crowded Espolón with its trees and flowers skirting the river. I think of him not as Roland, who was godlike in his magnificence and could always call upon the supernatural to aid him in the fight, for Spain’s national hero, unlike Roland, did not belong to the highest aristocracy but to the squire class and derived his income from his mills on the River Ubierna. Instead of an arrogant hero we find a tender husband and father driven into exile by an ungrateful monarch, and one of the most pathetic passages in all the epic poem is the description given of the hero riding with his men sadly through the streets of Burgos on the first night of his exile. No one will open his door or receive him for fear of the King’s wrath, but he meets a child of nine years who consoles him and wishes him godspeed; and he turns Babieca round and rides down to St. Mary’s to say a prayer before camping with his loyal kinsmen outside the city gates in the dry river-bed of the Arlanzón, where Martin Antolinez El Burgalés conplido brings him bread and wine.


    In spite of the great political events that took place in Burgos in those early centuries, the city from the ninth century onwards was one of the principal stages on the pilgrim road to Santiago de Compostela and was thronged with pilgrims, because it was at the junction of the two great routes, the Aragonese road by Puente la Reina, Logroño and Nájera, along which I had travelled, and the upper road by Bayonne, Miranda de Ebro and Pancorbo. But although the pilgrim history of Burgos stands apart from its political history, the Cid was from early youth a devotee of Santiago Matamoros and is even represented wearing at his belt the scallop shell for he had been among the warriors at the Siege of Coimbra in 1064, when the Apostle came to the rescue of King Ferdinand I who had made a pilgrimage to Compostella to beg his aid in the crusade against the Moslems.


    After the incorporation of León with Castile in 1037, Burgos under Ferdinand I became the capital of a great kingdom, and through the influence of successive kings such impulse was given to foreign trade that pilgrims and merchants began to arrive in their thousands, and the primitive city of the eleventh century nestling beneath the castle began to expand on both banks of the River Arlanzon. Then in 1221, under Ferdinand III the Saint and the most learned Bishop Maurice (who according to Burgos tradition was an Englishman), was laid the foundation stone of the stately Cathedral which was to take the place of the small Romanesque basilica.


    At the eastern entrance to the city a little bridge leads over the moat beneath the ancient walls to the place where the first hospital for Jacobean pilgrims was established under the patronage of St. John the Evangelist. To strengthen the influence of Cluny, Constance, the Burgundian wife of Alfonso VI, persuaded him to call in 1091 the saindy Benedictine monk, St. Adelelmo (called St. Lesmes in Castile) from France to be abbot of the Chapel of St. John with its adjoining hospital. The chapel changed its name to St. Lesmes, and at the end of the sixteenth century was rebuilt beside the principal gate leading into the city so that pilgrims might step aside from the street to pray there, without interrupting their progress through the city.* Of the Benedictine monastery all that remains today is the cloister and the chapterhouse, both of which date from the sixteenth century. The second hospital founded by Alfonso VI was called ‘The Emperor’ to distinguish it from that founded by Alfonso VIII, which is still known as the King’s Hospital. After the thirteenth century the former declined and the kings bestowed greater favours upon the Hospital del Rey, which still stands amidst pleasant trees about a mile outside the city on the pilgrim road.


    On my arrival at Burgos, after visiting the chapel of St. Lesmes, I followed the traditional pilgrim street of St. John to the Cathedral of Santa María. It was noon and the streets were hot, and I was glad to take refuge in the cool. At this hour the sun shining through the beautiful fourteenth-century stained glass of the great rose-window creates a mass of dazzling jewels mingled with an all-pervading amber glow. The sunbeams create capricious rhythmic patterns here and there upon the grey granite walls and bring to life statues and carved reliefs hidden away in their dark corners. It is at the mystic hour of noon that the silence deepens, eyes become gifted with clearer vision and minds, too: we penetrate into the secrets that the centuries have hitherto concealed from us, and we enter into communion with the figures of the past. One by one the tombs deliver up their dead to us, and in the distance we see a ghostly band of prelates and lords in coat of mail; their crosses and weapons gleam as they pass from shadow into sunlight for a brief moment and disappear in a grey haze.


    At this hour there is only a sprinkling of people praying in the immense edifice, but their voices echo through the nave.


    There was one visit in the cathedral which no pilgrim to Santiago from the early centuries up to today would omit and that was the visit to the Santo Cristo of Burgos. The pilgrims of the past refer to that crucifix in their diaries and it arouses as great devotion today as it did in the fifteenth century. Its chapel was, as usual, packed with worshippers and among them I noticed a number of pilgrims. The Santo Cristo, according to the people of Burgos, performs miracles, and they pray to it whenever they are in trouble. Certainly no more terrifying representation of the Passion of Christ could be imagined. The figure on the Cross, which is nearly life size, is said to be covered with human skin and to possess real hair and nails, and real thorns in the crown on its head. The bleeding wounds have been so well imitated by the artist that it is believed that the statue bleeds and the flesh sweats, and there was even a tradition mentioned by Manier in the eighteenth century that it needed to be shaved every eight days.38 In the light of the candles the eyes move, the leather skin shines and the whole body seems to quiver in agony on the Cross. The embroidered petticoat, in which the figure is draped, by its ridiculous incongruity, increases the effect of horror, and recalls the mummified martyrs dressed up in satin and brocade with white gloves on their skeleton arms that I had seen in some of the Italian churches.


    According to tradition the sculptor of the crucifix was Nicodemus, and it was said that it had been found floating in the sea by a merchant from Burgos who was returning from Flanders, and who presented it to the convent of St. Augustine.39 The first Jacobean pilgrim who mentions the crucifix, Baron Rozmital, in 1466, describes how the priests touch His limbs with the greatest reverence, singing and ringing all the bells.40 Travellers in later days mention the hundreds of lighted lamps of gold and silver and the three curtains concealing the crucifix, which are drawn aside after the appropriate ritual.


    No sooner did I appear in the Espolón, which in the summer months is a paradise of thousands of children, reminding me of the frolicking multitude of Titian’s cupids in the Prado, than I came across a number of old friends. One wanted to drive me in his car to Santo Domingo de Silos and Covarrubias; another offered me a long siesta under an oak tree after a Lucullan banquet. As I was adamant against temptation they insisted upon toasting me in a neighbouring tavern, and, fortified by this stirrup-cup, I made my way to Las Huelgas and the Hospital del Rey, which lie about a mile out of the modern city, beyond the Leper’s Bridge (Puente de los Mulatos) where a lazar-house existed in 1165.


    No monastery along the road so completely embodies the historical significance of the Jacobean pilgrimage in the Middle Ages as the royal abbey of Las Huelgas. It is, as a modern historian calls it, a precious album preserving the memories of epic deeds and the splendour of solemn ceremonies. From this abbey kings and knights entered the pages of history.*


    Here in 1219 Ferdinand the Saint, the grandson of the founders, Alfonso VIII and Eleanor of England, received the Order of Knighthood: here in the same century the Infante Don Fernando de la Cerda was married to Doña Blanca, daughter of St. Louis of France: here in 1331 was held the coronation of Alfonso XI, the victor of the Battle of Salado.


    Las Huelgas, which Miss King neatly translates ‘Les Loisirs’, was a country lodge of Alfonso VIII in the forest by the river Arlanzón, which in 1187 he gave to be a convent of Bernardine nuns, whose first abbess, Doña María Sol, came from Tulebras in Navarre. Although it was formally incorporated in 1199 in the Cistercian Order it was of no diocese but held obedience directly from the king who granted the convent complete exemption from taxes and the rights of free grazing m the royal pastures. These privileges the kings increased and eventually the abbess had power over sixty-four towns and could confer benefices, impose discipline upon secular clerics and receive instructions directly from the Holy Father. So eminent was she, in fact, that on one occasion Cardinal Aldobrandini is said to have exclaimed:


    “If the Pope were to take a wife, he could not find a fitter one than the Abbess of Las Huelgas.”* It is evident from the account given in the Crónica General of Alfonso X the Wise that Alfonso VIII wished to create a religious house which would outstrip in wealth and grandeur all other monasteries and convents. Thus Las Huelgas did not in anyway conform to the rules laid down by St. Bernard for the Cistercian Order, which had been waging a campaign in favour of simplicity, humility and poverty as against the pomp and splendour of the churches and monasteries of Cluny. St. Bernard had cried: “Vanity of vanities! The walls of the church glitter in a splendour but the poor are in rags: with the money of the needy it flatters the eyes of the rich!”*


    Las Huelgas was in complete antithesis to all other Cistercian convents, for it was destined to be the residence of queens and infantas and to minister to the glory of a pomp-loving monarch who wished to create a kind of feminine principate that would emulate the glories of the Cistercian Order.*


    In the foundation of the royal convent with all its splendour and ceremony it was the Queen rather than the King who was the dominating influence. Queen Eleanor was the daughter of Henry II Plantagenet, King of England, and sister of Richard Coeur de Lion. She was born in Gascony, the land of troubadours and jongleurs, and at fifteen years of age was married to Alfonso VIII in 1170 at Saragossa.


    She was a feminist and a lover of ceremony. When she came to Burgos she planned the building of Las Huelgas, which her husband resolved to create near the royal hospital for Jacobean pilgrims, as Alfonso the Wise tells us in one of the Cantigas de Santa María:


    


    E pois toumous a Castela


    De sí en Burgos moraba


    E un hospital facía


    El, e su moller labraba


    O Monasterio das Olgas.


    


    Walking up the road which is called ‘the path of the dead’ I reached the walls which enclose the entire monastery with its many buildings, its cloisters, its flower-garden and its wide meadow. The entrance called the Gate of Alfonso XI was created on the occasion of the marriage of that King in 1331 and passes through a tower where it is believed that Pedro I the Cruel was born. In later years, when the Abbess of Las Huelgas possessed civil and criminal jurisdiction, the tower was used as a prison—a grim entrance to an abode of peace, and even inside the open space of the compás the square tower of the church resembles a fortress, in spite of its open belfry. Through the eighteenth-century porch is a vestibule of Romanesque transitional style with pointed arches, which is called the Nave of the Knights, because in it lie the tombs of the Knights of the Ribbon and Cala-trava. Through the vestibule we pass into the church of St. Catherine by a door above which are the three golden seals with the carved image of the King on horseback.


    The transept and chapels and the claustrillos are earlier in style than the rest and were built, according to Miss King, in 1180-1215; and the nave and the great cloister about 1215-30. On the left of the nave lie sixteen royal tombs, some of them polychromed, others bas-relief; some Romanesque, others Mudejar in style. In 1942 and 1943 a commission was appointed by the Spanish Government to open these tombs, with the result that the Museum of Las Huelgas has become one of the richest in all Spain, owing to the jewels, crowns and priceless materials which had adorned the royal mummies. In the centre of the nave is the tomb of Sancho III, the father of Alfonso VIII the founder of the abbey, whose coffin was lined with an Arabian cloth full of inscriptions. Down each side of the nave lie the tombs of Infantes and Infantas belonging to the royal house.


    In the tomb of Alfonso el Sabio’s son, the Infante Don Fernando de la Cerda, the commission discovered a windfall, for it was one of the few not profaned during the Napoleonic invasion. Inside the tomb lay the pinewood coffin, on the lid of which was a cross of silver and several medallions of gold, and over it was spread two magnificent pieces of Persian brocade. The coffin itself was lined with Arabian silk and the mummified body of the Infante was clothed in a light green tunic, over which was draped a rich cloak' decorated with symbolic lions and castles and fastened at the neck by cordons and ribbons. Upon his head he wore a cap embroidered with the arms of Castile and.León in coral, gold and mother-of-pearl; his face was covered with a piece of green brocade and whereas his left arm was folded over his breast, in his right hand he held a mighty broadsword. On the third finger of the right hand he wore an elegant ring set with precious stones. Over his tunic lay the baldric of his sword ornamented from one end to the other with the shields of the Order of the Ribbon and the heraldic leopards of the arms of England. His feet were bare for all vestige of footwear had disappeared, but the spurs remained.


    Thus was the eldest son of Alfonso the Wise, Don Fernando de la Cerda, apparelled when he was buried in the very monastery, where on November 30, 1269, he had been married at thirteen years of age to Blanche, the daughter of St. Louis of France and Margaret of Provence. Only six years, alas, passed before he was laid in his tomb, and by his death the course of Spanish history was changed, for then began one of the great betrayals of history when his brother the Infante Sancho defied his father, turned his family, his friends and prelates against him, and drove the distracted King to seek aid from his enemies, saying with tragic realism in his letter to Alonso Ruiz de Guzmán: ‘If my sons are my enemies, no course is left to me but to make my enemies my friends.’


    After passing through the great cloister, which was built in the reign of Alfonso’s father, St. Ferdinand, and through labyrinthine passages with barrel-vaulted ceilings covered with Mudejar ornamentation in plaster, I went in search of the little rectangular chapel of St. James which stands by itself in the garden in the shadow of the church. It is one of the finest chapels in the convent and Moorish in style. The entrance to this holy of holies of the Patron of Spain is a horseshoe arch which, according to Miss King, was influenced by the Byzantines of the sixth and seventh century.


    In this chapel stands the statue of Santiago of the thirteenth century with polichromed tunic and movable arms which gave the accolade to St. Ferdinand, John I and other Kings of Castile and León, thus consecrating them to his apostolic crusade with its war-cry of ‘Santiago y cierra España’.


    Before leaving Las Huelgas I went to the chapter-house to see the noble relic which the founder left to the convent—the royal standard which was captured from the Moors at the celebrated battle of Las Navas de Tolosa on July 6, 1212. According to tradition, the Moorish King Miramamolin ordered it to be hoisted over the entrance of his tent which was surrounded by three thousand negroes in chains, who were to witness the historic battle. And it was the valiant Sancho of Navarre who broke through and captured it.


    After a walk under the trees of El Parral I came to the Hospital del Rey, which the charitable Alfonso VIII founded for poor and sick pilgrims who were on their way to Santiago de Compostela, and, in order to carry out the intentions he and his wife had in creating the monastery and hospital, he placed the latter under the direct administration of the Abbess of Las Huelgas.


    The two great contemporary chroniclers, Archbishop Jimenez de Rada known as El Toledano and Don Lucas of Tuy known as El Tudense, are loud in their praises of the richly-endowed building. Poor pilgrims were welcomed at any hour of the day, but they had to show documents justifying their pilgrimage and when on their return they called at the hospital they were asked to produce the Compostellan certificate proving that they had made the pilgrimage. Pilgrims were allowed to rest only two days in the hospital and during that time they were given bed and full rations, including bread and wine. After the two days the pilgrim continued his journey. The ordinary ration consisted of twenty ounces of bread, twelve of meat with bone or ten without, and sixteen of red wine. For breakfast they were given two ounces of bread or soup. For lunch nine ounces of bread, six of meat, one and a half of chick-peas, half of bacon and eight of red wine. For supper, nine ounces of bread, six of meat or four of stew with potatoes and eight of red wine.*


    Alfonso VIII appointed thirteen knights of the Cistercian Order from the Monastery of Calatrava to supervise and attend in the hospital. They were given the title of Freires, but they were not necessarily nobles nor were they in Holy Orders, but they made vows of obedience and chastity to the Abbess of Las Huelgas, which they renewed every three years. The women pilgrims were looked after by the nuns who were Comendadoras of Calatrava and wore a white habit with the Cross of Calatrava, ample veil and a long train which they gathered up, but allowed to trail after them on solemn occasions.


    The principal entrance to the Hospital del Rey is called the ‘Pilgrim Gate’, which was reconstructed in the reign of Charles V and is one of the finest examples of plateresque style in Burgos. Over the gate under a huge scallop shell we see St. James seated, holding in his left hand a book which he is reading. Above the vaulted niche in which the Saint is seated and over an impost decorated with nine scallop shells rises the triangular tympanum in which is the bust of King Alfonso VIII grasping in his right hand the sceptre and with the inscription underneath: Buen Rey Don Alfonso VIII, Fundador Desta Casa. It is sad to visit this great building, which was full to overflowing in the ancient days when foreign pilgrims went to Compostella. It has a forlorn and neglected air in comparison with Las Huelgas, which has soared into the public eye owing to the opening of the tombs of the kings and queens. Their mummies have shed their gorgeous regal robes and crowns to enrich the glass cases and have been clothed uniformly in the austere white habit of the Cistercian.


    


    

  


  
    SANTOYO AND THE HARVESTERS


    


    The journey from Burgos to Castrojeriz is dull and not much has been written about it by the pilgrims of ancient times, with the exception of the Italian Laffi, who evidently suffered from the heat and the lack of shade as he trudged over the meseta. He mentions the villages of Hontanas hidden in a dry river bed where there were shepherds living in thatched huts surrounded by palissades to keep out the wolves. All he could find to eat was bread and garlic and little wine, and he had to sleep on the ground.


    The Castle of Castrojeriz, however, a little further on played a noble part in the Moorish wars of the ninth century and its fortified position was as important as that of Burgos. After Fitero the pilgrims crossed a great plain well supplied, according to the Gula of Aymery Picaud, with wheat, but completely treeless. When I passed it in the sweltering heat of the summer I recalled the words of Menéndez Pidal when he quotes the ancient Gaul, Trogus Pompeius describing Castilian rigid sobriety as dura omnibus et adstricta parsimonia. ‘Even today’, says Don Ramón, ‘the Spaniard contents himself with little, and we continually see around us examples of that austerity allied to hard work to which Trogus referred. The humblest of all is the reaper in our fields—an astonishing specimen of dura et adstricta parsimonia.’*


    At the entrance of village after village I saw the inhabitants working away on their threshing floors without any refreshment but the lukewarm water of their porous alcarrazas. Women worked in the fields as well as the men; in fact the women seemed to me to be the moving spirit, for it was they who sat upon the wooden board, studded underneath with sharp nails, and drove the mule round and round, crushing the ears of corn that lay scattered on the threshing floor. Great advances have been made since the end of the Civil War in 1939 and machinery has been introduced into harvesting, but the Castilian small farmer still clings to the biblical methods of Boaz, and many a Ruth did I see gleaning at sunset, while the men and women chanted folksongs that echoed liturgically from past centuries.


    When I reached Frómista, which in ancient days called itself Frómista del Camino, to assert its claim to be a station on a Jacobean road, I came across the most graceful church I had yet seen on the Camino francés. It was founded in the eleventh century by Doña Elvira, the widow of Sancho el Mayor of Navarre, for monks she had imported from Asturias, but in 1118 it was handed over to the-monks of Cluny. It is built of a lovely pale yellow soft stone which harmonizes with the golden wheat piled up on the threshing floors and the all-pervading brown immensity of Castile and Visigothic Tierra de Campos. With its three vaulted naves and its amazing variety of decorative corbels it belongs to the new Romanesque style which was initiated in Spain in Jaca Cathedral.* Its two strange little towers and its octagonal lantern which was brought, like that of Irache, along the pilgrim road, give an impression of extraordinary originality.


    I was very fortunate in Frómista, for I made a new friend. I had been told by a pilgrim whom I met at Estella to call on the parish priest of the church of San Pedro as soon as I arrived. When I knocked at the door of his house in the plaza and asked to see him, it was opened by the priest’s sister, a good-looking girl who answered gaily, “Está echado.” Not wishing to disturb a priest’s siesta, least of all in those sultry regions, I was preparing to depart, when the girl put a gigantic key in my hand telling me to open the church of San Pedro opposite, adding: “You can have a little snooze there until my brother awakes: it is as cool as a crypt.”


    There was not much of interest in the church, except for a fine statue of Santiago with his big staff, his scallop shell and his scrip: just a humble pilgrim, without a trace of the Matamoros. While I was drowsing in the cool church I was joined by the priest.


    Father Bustillo was a sturdy, handsome man with the black hair and sallow skin of the true Castilian. One look at his open, manly face convinced me of his integrity and we straightway became friends. He had all the virtues of a parish priest: he was the life and soul of Frómista, for he came from the neighbouring village of Santoyo and knew every soul in the town. He was jovial and light-hearted but knew how to put the fear of God into those who tried to deceive him. He had no physical fear and in the tragic years of the Civil War he played a valiant part as a chaplain at the front. His attitude towards enemies who sent him threats resembled that of a Sevillian priest I knew, who on one occasion, when he had received a death threat from an enemy through an emissary, said: “Tell him to mind his step. I act as all men do, and in addition I say Mass.”


    Father Bustillo and his sister killed the fatted calf for me, and in the cool of the evening the priest and I set out on foot for the neighbouring village of Santoyo, but first of all he made me visit the church of Sta. María del Castillo which had been the fortress of the town in 1379. From the church I had a wonderful view of the huddled roofs of Frómista below and the fertile panorama of Tierra de Campos which in the golden sunlight resembled a huge brown quilt patched up here and there in brown and yellow but fading in the distance to the colour of straw. As we descended towards the plain the priest strode along preceded by his greyhound—a magnificent dog whom he intended to show at the forthcoming international competition in Madrid. Father Bustillo is a sportsman and enjoys roving the countryside with a gun, but he is an intellectual too, and he told me with pride that he had been at school with my Benedictine friend from Santo Domingo de Silos, the celebrated mediaevalist and poet, Fray Justo Pérez de Urbel, and the present Abbot of Silos, Fray Toribio Ramos, who was a native of Santoyo. When we reached the little village of Santoyo the priest stopped to speak to the men and women harvesters, who were still threshing busily. The sun had nearly sunk behind the horizon, leaving in its wake a red furnace in the sky, and the workers on the threshing floor amidst their hillocks of golden wheat looked in the half light like phantom slaves of an invisible Midas piling up his gold in the shadowy spaces of the underworld.


    The priest told them it was time to stop their labours and he gathered the men and the women into separate bands and made them sing for me. First the men sang a copla in unison—a solfemn liturgical song which made me think of the Middle Ages when kings and bishops passed along this way towards imperial León. Then, as a contrast, the women sang a rhythmic baile redondilla and danced round us. In the background was the pueblo of Santoyo nestling in the shadow of its majestic church. The houses and hovels were of a deep ochre colour and made of adobe, in contrast with the yellow hillocks piled on the threshing-floors.


    


    

  


  
    SANTA MARÍA LA BLANCA DE VILLASIRGA


    


    From Frómista I followed carefully the map traced out by the hospitable priest. After passing Población with its small Romanesque shrine of St. Michael; Villavieco with its shrine of St. George patronized by the French; Arconada winch was given in fief by Alfonso VII to his vassal Don Gutierre and became a junction for pilgrims from north Palencia, with a hospital, and Villamentero with its church of San Martín de Torres which has a Mudejar ceiling of the fifteenth century, I arrived at the important church of the Knights Templar at Villalcázar de Sirga, or Villasirga as it is more commonly called.


    The church of Santa María la Blanca of Villasirga is a stately building of the thirteenth century, and was, according to Ponz, the celebrated eighteenth-century travel writer, the third in Spain possessed by Templars. The church was originally fortified and had a lofty tower which was pulled down, and the magnificent porch recalls that at Las Huelgas. From the porch we enter the chapel of Santiago which though rebuilt in the fifteenth century contains a sarcophagus standing on six lions, and the effigy lies with a falcon on his wrist and three dogs at his feet.


    There are, however, two even more interesting tombs in the choir of the church, those of Prince Philip, the fifth son of Ferdinand the Saint, and his wife Leonor Ruiz de Castro, a Princess of Portugal. I was fascinated by the tomb of Philip, the most restless of the sons of the saintly conqueror of Seville, who was one of the quixotic personalities created by the age of chivalry. He had been a pupil of the great Archbishop Roderick, who made him Canon of Toledo, Abbot of Valladolid and Covarrubias and, when Seville was captured in 1248, he was made an Archbishop. Then after the death of his father the Infante left Holy Orders and chivalrously took up the cause of the forlorn Princess Christina of Norway: she had been brought to Spain as bride for Alfonso X, who wished to repudiate his wife Doña Violante on the score of her sterility. At the last moment the King decided to keep his old wife and Don Felipe married the cast-off princess, but she soon pined away and died. He married again, this time Doña Leonor Ruiz de Castro, but he never forgave his brother Alfonso the Wise for the wrong the latter had done to Christina of Norway and he became, like Alfonso’s son Sancho, a thorn in his flesh, stirring up one kingdom after another against him.


    Here in Villasirga, however, in spite of the presence of the Infante Felipe and his wife in their elaborately carved tombs, it is the spirit of the minstrel King Alfonso X, El Sabio, which bewitches me, for this is the shrine he celebrated again and again in his ‘Canticles to Our Lady’, in preference to the shrine of Santiago de Compostela against which he was prejudiced. There was here in the thirteenth century a miraculous Virgin who worked so many extraordinary cures that her shrine became a rival for a time to that of Santiago. Indeed many pilgrims, who had failed to be cured at the Apostle’s tomb in Compo-stella, regained their health here at Villasirga, and the Wise King tells us many tales of those miraculous cures in the Canticles. There was, for instance, the rich merchant from Germany who, owing to a long and painful illness, was reduced to beggary. One day seeing a great procession of his fellow countrymen setting out for Santiago de Compostela he begged them to take him with them, and they, knowing his great honesty, took pity on him and brought him along with them. But God did not allow him to be cured at Santiago. On the return journey the hapless pilgrim went blind and his companions forsook him and went on their way. But Our Lady heard his prayers and he was miraculously cured in this shrine of Villasirga.


    In Villasirga, even more than in Las Huelgas or in Toledo or Seville, I felt nearer to the spirit of that great king whose immense learning and science did not dim the naïve poetic vision he shared with lois humble subjects. Whenever he heard of a miracle that had happened to a pilgrim on the road to Santiago he would immediately see that it was turned into folk poetry in his beloved Galician-Portuguese dialect, which appealed to his lyrical nature, and then it would be set to music, not slow-moving chanting but to the dancing, dactylic measures of the Muiñeira which the people would sing, for in that way they would draw nearer to God.


    So long did I linger in the lovely church of Villasirga that I lost all notion of time, and I felt like the monk in the Canticle of Alfonso the Wise who was so enraptured by hearing a bird sing that he stayed listening to it in a garden for a hundred years.


    


    

  


  
    THE OLD PILGRIM


    


    My meditations were disturbed by a man who slipped noiselessly into the church and knelt down in the gloom in front of the statue of Our Lady. For a moment I thought that I was suffering from a hallucination, for in the dim light of the flickering candles his face had an unearthly pallor and his matted grey hair and straggling beard made him look like a figure of Gregorio Hernandez. He was dressed in a rough unbleached habit and walked barefoot: by his side was his long staff and his broad-brimmed hat with the traditional shell. He remained for a long time absorbed in prayer, murmuring ejaculations in a voice that echoed through the silent church. When he rose to leave I followed him and asked him whether he, too, was on his way to Com-postella.


    “Yes, I am,” he answered, “but I hope my two feet will carry me there, for I’m getting old and feeble and there are days when rheumatic pains pierce me like knives.”


    “Where have you come from?” I asked.


    “Today from Burgos, but I’ve been a long time on the tramp, for I started in Bayonne.”


    “Where are you making for this evening?”


    “Carrión de los Condes.”


    As my next halting-place was Carrión we walked the road together. The old man was so much the embodiment of the mediaeval pilgrim with his habit, his broad hat, his long staff and bare feet that I felt ashamed of my modern clothes and my well-shod feet.


    ‘You made me ashamed of my self-indulgence,” I said, “for you are old and feeble, yet you martyrize your flesh and make your pilgrimage an expiation. You remind me of Alfonso El Sabio’s story of the good man from Toulouse who made a vow to carry on his journey a pilgrim’s staff weighing twenty-four pounds which he would place on the Apostle’s grave, but when he reached Villasirga and prayed to Our Lady for forgiveness of his sins the staff crumbled into fragments. His sins were forgiven and he was released of his burden.”


    “God grant me release from my burden some day,” said the pilgrim, sadly, “but it will not come yet, for I must continue my pilgrimage of expiation.”


    The old man then told me a rambling story of his life. He had been a well-known lawyer in Budapest, highly respected by his fellow-citizens before 1939, but the Second World War had broken up his life, his wife had died of privations when the Russians had entered Budapest, two of his sons had been killed, and he and his remaining son had fled from the Communists through Austria into Germany. “Since then,” said he, “I have only one thought—to wander ceaselessly from one pilgrim shrine to another.”


    “But surely expiatory pilgrimages were imposed in other days by the Church upon those who committed grave sins, whereas you have been one of the innocent victims in the general holocaust.”


    “My life,” said the old man, “is not long enough to expiate the sins of my former existence when I lived thoughtlessly. I have nothing left; my wife and two of my sons are dead and the last one who escaped with me has disappeared and forsaken me. I must move on restlessly, mortifying my flesh and doing perpetual penance, for then I feel that I draw nearer to them on my journey towards death. As I make this pilgrimage towards Santiago I imagine at night when I look up at stars on the Milky Way that among the countless white souls making their pilgrimage after death are the souls of my dear wife and sons. The reason why I have travelled as a penitent four times to Compostella is that this is the only long pilgrimage which again and again reminds me of the last journey which does not end with the death of the body, for when that happens our liberated souls will join our dear ones in the shining cavalcade and continue the journey through the shadowy land.”


    “You remind me of the belief among the folk in Asturias that St. James suffered from loneliness in his grave in Ultima Thule, but God said to him: ‘Don’t be downcast; all those who do not visit you while they are alive will come again after death,’ and in many places the people believe that a shooting star is a departed soul hastening on its long journey and they speed it with the prayer, ‘May God guide you and Mary Magdalen.’ ”


    We walked towards the town of Carrión de los Condes at snail’s pace, for the old man had twinges of rheumatism in his legs and I noticed that his feet were lacerated. When I asked him if we could share lodgings together he said that he would not sleep in a bed, nor would be accept money from a pilgrim, for he had made the vow to walk barefoot, sleep in the open and live by charity.


    “Most of the convents and monasteries know me,” said he, “and they are so charitable that I do not have to beg. It is enough for me to say here in Spain that I am a fellow countryman of my revered Cardinal Primate Mindszenty for them to open their doors and fill me with hospitality, but I never say this, for I am on an expiatory pilgrimage.” When we arrived in Carrión I said farewell to him at the gate of the Monastery of San Zoil. Putting his arms round me he embraced me, saying, “We shall meet, brother-pilgrim, at the tomb of the Apostle.” Carrión de los Condes today is a prosperous small town in the fertile land of Tierra de Campos, but in the Middle Ages when it was the residence of the warlike Condes de Carrión it played a great historical part in the days of King Alfonso III the Great, when it acted as a bulwark to the Kingdom of León. Charlemagne passed this way, when he fought his campaign to clear the Jacobean road of Moorish invaders and in the epic poem La Prise de Pampelune when they saw Carrión they cried:


    


    “Par Dieu che tout justice,


    Sur le cemin Saint Jaques somes sens gaberise.”


    


    In the days of the Cid, Santa María de Carrión was governed by the powerful family of the Beni-Gómez (sons of Gómez), the descendants of the Count of Saldaña, son-in-law and ensign of the great Count of Castile, Fernán González. The Infantes of Carrión were the arrogant sons-in-law who ill-treated the Cid’s daughters and were challenged by the latter as traitors before Kings Alfonso VI, and he later sent his vassals to fight the Infantes in the vale of Carrión, where they were defeated. As a result the Infantes were branded with infamy and their town passed to the Crown.


    Near the entrance to the town stands the ancient church of Santa María del Camino, which belonged to the pilgrim road. In Ponz’s day, in the eighteenth century, a feast was still held there every year to commemorate the liberation of Spain from the shameful tribute of the hundred maidens which King Mauregato was obliged to pay to the Moors and which, according to tradition, continued to be paid until the victory of Clavijo.


    According to tradition, too, the tribute of maidens was annually paid to the Moors at the spot where the church stands and on one occasion, when the maidens were about to be handed over to their Moslem masters, a herd of bulls violently attacked the Moors but did not touch the maidens. Every year according to Ponz a traditional sermon was delivered on that day called Doncellas y Toros (Maidens and Bulls). On the Romanesque façade of the church there are strange images which were supposed to be the Mithraistic bulls, which are never far from the incidents in the Jacobean story.*


    Near the Plaza Mayor in the calle de la Rúa is the most interesting church in the town, that of Santiago with its magnificent Romanesque porch above which there is a frieze of the thirteenth century with a majestic Christ in the centre accompanied by the tetramorph, and on each side in two rows the Apostles in their niches. The door is reminiscent of those at Estella and San Juan de la Peña, but it is more grotesque. The twenty-four miniature figures are not members of a heavenly orchestra as at Santiago in the Portico de la Gloria: although one of them is playing his harp like a minstrel eager to discover his duende, others are busily working like smiths or potters, and two more belabour each other with clubs, and a woman tears her cheeks in raging despair. The interior of the church is modern, for it was burnt in the War of Independence and no tiling is left of the ancient hospital for pilgrims next door but a pointed arch which gives access to a lane.


    After crossing the bridge over the River Carrión I came to the Benedictine monastery of San Zoil which was originally built in the eleventh century to house the relics of St. Zoil which were sent from Córdoba by the son of the founder. San Zoil was a great miracle-worker and for this reason attracted numbers of pilgrims. A contributory reason for the popularity of his hospice may also be that the Jacobeans here were given free bread and wine.


    At Carrión I discovered a small inn where I met a maternal landlady who made me feel as if I belonged to the family. She enters the little recess in my memory where I preserve the comparatively few good landladies I have known on my travels, for she was neither a shrewish virago, nor querulously slattern, but a buxom housewife with a smile that radiated kindness upon her guests. She called me at 6.30 a.m. and I was able to set out on my journey before the town was awake.


    At Calzada de los Molinos I was fascinated by the striking image of Santiago Matamoros on the Italian Renaissance retable of the church. The Saint is dressed like a Moor in a flowering gilt burnous with arabesques in green and blue; his cloak waves in the wind as he gallops upon a spirited white Arab horse which literally tramples on the heads of two Moslems.


    After Calzadilla de la Cueza I came to two villages, Las Tiendas and Ledigos, each nestling in a tiny valley paradise; the latter village was given in 1028 by Doña Urraca to the Apostle with all its buildings, meadows, orchards and vineyards.


    Sahagún is always a disappointment to the modern Jacobean pilgrim who has read of the immense wealth and power the celebrated abbey possessed in the days of Alfonso VI. So haughty were the monks in those far off days that though they did obeisance to Cluny they did more to Bishop, King and Pope, and Fray Prudencio de Sandoval says: ‘as the monastery of St. Peter of Cluny gave name to that religion, so this house gave its name to its monks, calling them of the Order of Sahagún.’ In the eleventh century Sahagún was the greatest power in Spain, and the centre of French influence and the symbol of Roman domination, for it ruled ninety monasteries and the Pope gave it all the privileges of Cluny. But the power of Sahagún was shortlived and it fell as rapidly as it rose when the Cistercians, following the ascetic teaching of St. Bernard, preached their puritan doctrines to the world. The French pilgrims in the early Middle Ages were attracted to Sahagún because there the monks were fellow countrymen and a great proportion of the population of the town were Francos or privileged foreigners.41


    The exaggerated influx of the privileged foreign tradespeople led to the serious fights which took place between them and the monastery. Sahagún was the obsession of Alfonso VI: he had lived there when disinherited by his brother and it was always in his thoughts. Although he died at Toledo, he was buried in Sahagún, and so, too, were his two French wives Doña Constanza and Doña Berta of Lombardy.


    Of the gigantic abbey, which must have rivalled Cluny in size and Jaca in simplicity and grandeur, nothing remains. Incidentally, the architect, according to the expert authority, Gómez Moreno, was Guillelmus Magonerius, a wandering Englishman, who was also architect of Jaca.* Even the countryside disappoints those who have read in the ancient romances of the plain of Sahagún, which could be compared with that of Granada, and our good mentor Aymery Picaud, after saying that Sahagún possessed every blessing of nature, tells us the story of the great batde which was fought in this plain against the Moor in which the spears of Charlemagne’s warriors, who died that day on the bank of the River Cea, were found next morning to have sprouted with leaves—a sign that the warriors had entered Heaven as martyrs.


    As Juan Uría Rúa explains in his masterly analysis of the Codex, this is the last war episode on the pilgrim road described by the Book of St. James, for Turpin knew more about Navarre and Castile than about León and Galicia, with the exception of Compostella. The deeds of Charlemagne and Roland were stressed by him in order to please the French pilgrims. After Sahagún the epic warrior spirit disappears, the descriptions of places are more laconic, as though both the Archbishop and Aymery had at last become wearied of telling us tales of miracles. A contributory cause, according to Uria,* was the monotony of the Leónese steppe and the lack of important villages on the Jacobean road in that region. Between Sahagún and Mansilla de las Mulas the villages such as Burgo Ranero and Reliegos were poverty-stricken settlements, even in the seventeenth century, for Laffi describes finding on the road, one league from Burgo Ranero, the corpse of a pilgrim on which wolves were feeding. He and his companions chased away the wolves and fetched a priest from Burgo Ranero to bury the dead man. They found lodgings in the village, but so poor that they had to sleep on the ground.


    


    

  


  
    MUMMERS AGAIN AND A GHOST STORY


    


    At the venerable walled town of Mansilla de las Mulas I found myself among friends again. Near the entrance to the town I saw a big marquee. What good luck, I thought, I’ve caught up with the Thespian chariot. A few minutes later I met Don Eusebio and Don Miguel in the main street.


    “Vaya la coincidencia!” cried the actor, embracing me effusively, “Long live the wandering life when friends meet again and again along the road. Only this morning I said to my wife: ‘I wonder where the pilgrim with the fiddle is.’ Now that you’ve found us it is time to wet our whistle: I’ve a thirst on me that will wait for no man.”


    “Caballo que vuela no quiere espuela (a willing horse does not need to be driven),” said the perky little Miguel as he trotted behind us towards the tavern.


    Over a porrón of wine, I had to listen to a full account of Eusebio’s theatrical, managerial and domestic troubles since our last meeting, punctuated with laconic comments by Don Miguel, whose mission in life seemed to be to divert his chief from his main topic into irrelevant side issues.


    “Business has been pretty lousy since you saw us in Belorado,” said Eusebio, taking a long swig at the porrón. “The cold weather didn’t give us a chance at Burgos and we made damn’ all. Things brightened up a bit in Villadiego, but in Castrojeriz the rain ruined our show on the opening night, as it came through the tent and drenched the front six rows of the best paying seats. I had to return the money.”


    “That was the night,” said the beady-eyed Miguel, “that you had the row with Ricardo.”


    Don Eusebio’s eyes flashed fire and Ms face flushed with anger. “Don’t mention the name of that sinvergüenza Ricardo: I wish I had cut his throat that night.”


    “You nearly did, Eusebio,” said the little character-actor. “I was afraid you might have cut your wife’s too, had it not been for the police.”


    “Wasn’t I in my rights?” cried Don Eusebio. “Do I look like a man who would let a whipper-snapper of my company blatantly make love to his wife in public? Do I look like a consentido, my friend?” “You are like Canio in I Pagliacci, Don Eusebio,” I said, laughing, “or better still the husband in Calderon’s play, El Médico de su Honra: you should be more modern and welcome the piropos to your beautiful wife.”


    “Piropos do you call it? There’s nothing wrong with piropos: they are the flower and essence of Andalusia and don’t mean a thing, but I had been watching Master Ricardo....”


    “Your outburst wouldn’t have mattered that night, had it not been for the police,” said Don Miguel dryly.


    “What right had the police to interfere?” shouted Don Eusebio. “I was in my own theatre and I was settling an account with one of my actors.”


    “You closed his eye and broke two of his teeth, not to mention the cut you gave him on the wrist,” said the other imperturbably.


    “Come now,” said I, trying to turn the conversation on to a peaceful plane. “All that is finished. Tell me about your present prospects.” “What’s done can’t be remedied,” said the actor sighing and mopping his brow. “Patience; and let’s shuffle the cards. I’m well rid of that swaggering castigador, who was as dangerous to a decent self-respecting company as a cat among a flock of pigeons. Good riddance, I repeat; besides I believe he was gafe and brought us bad luck. Ever since he went I’ve had peace and quiet at home and at night I sleep like an angel.”


    Don Miguel then handed me a leaflet announcing the opening performance of the company, which was fixed for the morrow. “Leaflets are no good, Miguel,” said Don Eusebio. “Far better to spend a bit more on the town crier and get him to beat his drum and announce the show. Propaganda, my boy, that’s what we need. Get the company round tonight to the casino and we’ll do some turns for the mayor. Doña Virginia and I will recite and you, Miguel, do one of your sketches, El Morao will give us a guitar solo, and you, amigo, must play to us and tell us a few stories.”


    After accompanying Don Eusebio and Miguel to their fonda, where they retired for their siesta, I explored Mansilla of the Mules, which the sixteenth-century German pilgrim, Kiinig, dignified, calling it a city which all could enter freely, for no tolls were exacted. By the eighteenth century it had declined in status, for Manier calls it a township of scanty importance surrounded by high walls which are made only of yellow clay.


    When I arrived at the casino in the evening it was crowded. Doña Virginia, the wife of Don Eusebio, was dressed in light red, and over her shoulders she had draped a yellow shawl which added lustre to her dark skin and ebony hair. She was more of a femme fatale than ever: she ogled me provocatively, simpered and pouted, making me so uneasy that I longed for the return of the banished Ricardo and thus save myself from becoming the target of Don Eusebio’s jealous crises. He, however, was busily engaged ordering drinks and giving instructions to his minions, who were preparing the platform at the end of the room which had to serve as a stage.


    The habitues in the casino were stolid and unmoved at first and none of us discovered his duende for a long time, in spite of repeated libations of cazalla and brandy. The guitarist El Morao was a squint-eyed old man who thrummed his instrument in the monotonous style of one who had always developed his art in noisy bars as a faint background to excited conversation. Matters improved, however, when Miguel gave an exhibition of his powers as a conjuror, bewildering the audience with his tricks with coloured handkerchiefs and balls, and enlivening his turn by his grotesque mimicking and patter. He not only took everyone into his confidence, but he enlisted help from among the audience who, in spite of their sheepishness, had to stand on the platform and become the butt of general laughter as the little actor pulled rabbits out of their hats and chickens out of their pockets.


    Don Eusebio, the ham actor, then did a scene with Doña Virginia out of Maríana, one of Echegaray’s blood and thunder tragedies based on jealousy. Maríana the wife victim in a long narrative recalls her childhood and draws sobs from the audience before she calls in her husband, who kills her. The rustic audience were deeply moved by the old actor’s exaggerated emphasis as he tore passion to tatters. After this ‘high spot’ of the performance I was suddenly called upon to tell a story. I racked my brains, and as we had been talking about ghosts, I resolved to tell a ghost tale by Lope de Vega Carpió, which George Borrow used to say, was the best one ever written.


    First of all I told Don Eusebio to have the lights lowered, and when the audience had been hushed into silence I began as follows: “When a pilgrim sets out on his long journey towards the shrine of Santiago the Apostle he must take the rough with the smooth and he must be prepared to suffer the ache of loneliness, aye, and he must have lost his father, mother, children, friends or never have had them, to wander leisurely over the habitable globe. Can we wonder if he suffers at times from terrors and delusions, so that men think he has the windmills of La Mancha in his head? One day some years ago I set out from Saragossa on foot. The first stage of my journey was to Calatayud—a long, weary journey through deserted country. After many hours of tramping the bypaths I determined to halt in one of the small towns. When I asked for a shelter nobody would give it, for they distrusted me. My shoes were worn out, my feet were bleeding, my hair was tousled and my face scorched by the sun. Everyone shut the door in my face, and so I wended my way to the last refuge of the poor man—the asylum. It was night time when I arrived, but to my surprise not a light did I see in the building. Neighbours told me that nobody would stay there because strange noises had been heard at night.


    “ ‘The house is haunted,’ said they, ‘ever since the stranger died there some time ago.’


    “One pulled me aside and told me to go into the building and straight to the chapel where a holy man was praying. ‘He will tell you where you may sleep without danger.’


    “I passed through the door into a long, dark passage and groped my way with my stick towards a tiny flickering light in the distance, calling out the name of the holy man.


    “ ‘What do you want with me, evil spirit?’ said he.


    “ ‘I am no evil spirit,’ said I. ‘Open to me, friend, I am a traveller seeking a shelter for the night.’


    “The door was then opened and I saw a very strange old man. He was of medium height, middle-aged, with long hair and a thick, matted beard. He was dressed in a rough habit which reached to his feet. The chapel was small and the old man slept on the marble step before the altar. His pillow was a big stone and by his side lay a staff and a skull to remind him of the vanity of human life.


    “The hermit then addressed me:


    “ ‘You must be a brave man to come in here. Has no one told you that this house is haunted?’


    “ ‘Yes, they told me,’ I said, ‘but I have had so many knocks and been in so many tight comers that nothing will starde me.’


    “The old man then lit a candle from a lamp that hung before one of the statues and told me to follow him.


    “We passed through a garden, so overgrown with rank weeds that it resembled a jungle, then between a row of cypress trees until we reached a building. The hermit unlocked the door into a vast room and said:


    “ ‘There is your room: you are a strong man and toughened by the world. Make the sign of the Cross and go to sleep in peace.’ He then closed the door and slipped away.


    “There was a bed of sorts in the room, but it was a luxury for me, for I had slept many a night on the ground. I took off my clothes and slipped on me one of the two nightshirts which my dear wife put into my knapsack when I left home. I had hardly time to review the events of the day when sleep covered me over with a thick cloak as she does all tired pilgrims.


    “How long I slept I do not know, but I woke all of a sudden hearing the sound of horses galloping in the distance. At first I imagined that I was still walking, for the bed seemed to move like a ship or a horse, a phenomenon that always happens to those who have tramped overmuch during the day. But then I remembered that I was in the asylum, and as I had been warned that the place was haunted I opened my eyes. To my amazement I saw some men enter the room on horseback with long tubes in their hands. They rode over to the candle which I had left lighted and lit the tubes from its flames. Then they threw them up to the roof of the room where they stuck and shed flames over my bed and my clothes.


    “I covered myself up as best I could in the bedclothes, keeping all the while a watchful look-out. The flames suddenly went out. The men then sat down at a table and began to gamble with cards. They shuffled and dealt and staked money as if they were in deadly earnest. Soon a quarrel broke out among the gamblers, weapons were drawn and so many blows were given that I began to pray to Our Lady of Guadalupe, whose sanctuary is the only one I have not yet visited.


    “However, the quarrel soon ceased and all the noise died down for half an hour, but I assure you my whole body was bathed in sweat. Just when I thought that the men had gone for good, I suddenly felt someone tugging at the extremities of the blankets and sheets and pulling them gradually away from me. Now I was really frightened, for without the bedclothes I was defenceless. I saw a fierce-looking man with a torch in his hand followed by two others, one of whom carried a big metal basin while the other was sharpening a carving-knife. My hair stood up on end: I tried to speak but could not. As soon as they had come up to me, the man with the torch blew it out. ‘I am lost,’ said I to myself. ‘They will cut my head off and that basin is to catch my blood.’ I stretched out my hands in the dark to ward off the knife. They were gripped, I shouted. At once the torch was lit again and I saw that two big dogs had seized hold of my hands.


    “In desperation I called, ‘Jesus Christ.’ At that name the ghosts retired, but they raised my head and propped it up on fresh pillows and smoothed out the sheets and blankets.


    “For a while I was left in peace and I began to recite to myself some lines of the psalm of David which I remembered. This gave me some confidence and I thought they would now leave me alone. But then to my horror I perceived that the ghosts beneath the bed were gradually lifting it on their backs and hoisting it up to the roof. There a big hand from a rafter caught a hold of me by the arm. The bed fell to the ground with a frightful crash and I found myself dangling in mid-air from that gigantic hand. Around the room a great number of windows suddenly opened and many men and women gazed at me, laughing shrilly and kept squirting water at me from syringes. Just then the bed caught fire and the flames dried the moisture on my body, but I was more afraid of them than I had been of the water. The fire soon went out and the arm lowered me into my bed and settled the bedclothes over me.


    “For about one hour I was left in peace, then I saw the ghosts ferreting in my knapsack where I kept my worldly belongings, and they scattered them all round the room. Without a moment’s hesitation I jumped up to rescue them for, though I had been terrified at first, my blood was now up.


    “The ghosts flitted out of the room into the garden and I rushed after them. I saw them pass between the cypress trees and on to a well, where they threw the belongings and disappeared after them.


    “I did not pursue them any further, so I turned back to the hermit’s chapel. He opened the door and, seeing me pale and distracted, he cried:


    “ ‘The ghosts have given you a bad night.’


    “ ‘So bad,’ said I, ‘that I have not slept a wink. I’ll leave my ragged cloak as payment for the night’s rest I have not had.’


    “The hermit then took me into his resting-place and while we waited for dawn to appear he told me stories of others who had spent the night in the haunted room.”


    


    The ghost story worked like a spell.


    Don Eusebio was the first to toast me in copitas of aniseed brandy, but I was unprepared for the bombardment I received from individual members of the audience, who wanted to catechize me on duendes, fantasmas and espectros—all the infinite varieties of ghosts that haunt the northern kingdoms of Spain, even including the xanas of Asturias and the Santa Compaha of Galicia. I then realized that my pilgrim route henceforth would become still more of a shadowy journey among a people obsessed by the cult of souls, who have to be released from the torments of Purgatory by the prayers of the living, but who may wreak harm among the latter if they are not propitiated.


    Long after our show was finished and Miguel had accompanied the two actresses to their fonda I sat arguing with Don Eusebio and two members of our audience about ghosts. Don Eusebio, being neither a Galician, an Asturian nor a Basque, did not believe in ghosts and had read Calderon’s play, La Dama Duende (The Ghostly Lady), which ridicules the belief in such superstitions. The two members of the audience held opposite views. One, an Asturian, held strongly that ghosts were inoffensive spirits who haunted houses which had been for a long time untenanted and were probably the product of unhealthy vapours which rise in such places. People may hear sounds coming from those houses, but will never see them. Often they can be heard at night time playing bowls, firing pebbles, and rattling chains. Occasionally they may even feed the cows in the stall, and even milk them, too. The other man who was a Maragato from Astorga took a much more serious view of ghosts, and he became excited as he gave instances of the way in which they persecuted people in their sleep. “I’ll not be able to sleep a wink this night after the story you’ve told us,” he said. “As it is I’m always afraid ghosts will attack me when I’m asleep and that they will smother my face and prevent me from breathing, or else suck my blood, and I knew a tramp in the mountains, a queer fellow he was, whom they would catch when he was by himself, and beat him black and blue: but when they were at him he could neither shout, nor speak nor move.”


    “What’s wrong with you, my son,” said Don Eusebio in his booming voice, “is that you eat too heavy a meal before you go to bed and you have nightmares.”


    El Morao, the cross-eyed guitarist, who had been strumming nonchalantly his guitar as a faint background to our arguing, suddenly stopped, leaned forward and said to Don Eusebio in his wheezy voice:


    “Señor Eusebio, give the poor devil this higa made of jet: ’tis infallible against the evil eye. I bought it in the azabacheria by the cathedral, when I was on a pilgrimage to Compostella in 1944.” Pulling out of his pocket a little jet hand, he handed it to Don Eusebio, who gave it to the superstitious Maragato, saying: “Take my advice, señor, when in trouble with ghosts best of all is to follow the words of wisdom written in the Great Book of St. Cyprian, who says that when persecuted by unholy spirits you must go to the nearest church, fill a bottle with holy water and keep it handy by the head of your bed at home, and every morning pour a few drops of it into the water in which you wash your face. If you do that you can ‘fig’ all the ghosts, trasgos and devils in hell itself.”


    


    

  


  
    PULCHRA LEONINA


    


    Toledo en riqueza,


    Compostela en fortaleza,


    Y León en sutileza


    (old proverb)


    


    ‘Everyone has his own way of killing fleas (cada uno tiene su modo de matar pulgas)’, says the Spaniard tolerandy, alluding to the vagaries of human nature and thereby implying that he is fatalistic about his fleas. In the old days when I roamed through Transylvania I developed such fatalism, but in recent years pampered living in Spain has made me thin-skinned, and a thin-skinned man is one who has bad fleas on him (tiene malas pulgas) and would exaggerate and make an elephant out of a flea (hacer un elefante de una pulga). The night I spent in the fonda in Mansilla de las Muías convinced me that my skin was thin, for Satan’s horses, as Gypsies call the fleas, banqueted upon my flesh. Having neglected to include Flit in my pilgrim scrip, I rose betimes and set out for León my next halting place.


    I was not the only traveller on the road in the early morning, for at the corner of the street I ran into a young pilgrim dressed in grey trousers and brown coat carrying his pack on his back, a guitar strung across his shoulder, and striding along singing.


    “You’re up early,” I said, “Quien canta, sus males espanta (singing drives away sorrows).”


    “Why not? The morning is the best for tramping, and I sing to get an appetite.”


    “How far are you going?”


    “All the way to Compostella, eventually, but in León I hope to meet my friends and we’ll all go on together.”


    The youth was a seasoned pilgrim, for he had walked all the way to Rome from his native city of Barcelona in the Holy Year. During his tramp through France and Italy he had picked up a surprising number of popular songs which he sang, accompanying himself on the guitar. He gave me graphic descriptions of mountaineering expeditions he had made with his companions of the alpine club in Barcelona. “I hate travelling alone,” he confided, “for we Catalan students always go hiking together, and at night we light the camp fires and sing Catalan folksongs. Donde hay música no puede haber cosa mala (where there’s music there’s no evil). For us a pilgrimage means above all nomadic life and adventure. We students lead too supervised a life and we need to liberate ourselves and live closer to nature. Quod Natura non dat, Salmantica non praestat.”


    “You remind me,” I said, “of the youth Don Quixote and Sancho met on the road, who went along with his bundle of clothes slung on his sword, singing seguidillas to enliven the boredom of his journey. When the Don asked him why he travelled so lightly he replied:


    


    “I’m off to the wars for the want of pence,


    If I had any money I’d show more sense.”


    


    “Today,” said the student, “I’ve no money and there are no wars for me to go to. Our great war ended when I was three years of age, but all I know about it is that I lost a father and an uncle in it, and many of my companions are in the same position. We children of the Civil War are a restless generation. We long to break away from our narrow life and become pioneers in the great world. If I were not an engineering student I should like to be a missionary in the East, for we Spaniards have always been a missionary race. That is why some of us who live in residential colleges join up in these pilgrimages which remind us of the great days when Spaniards were dynamic and roamed the world as conquistadores.”


    After the village of Valdelafuente we reached the hill of Portillo, from which we had a wonderful view of León dominated by the majestic silhouette of Pulchra Leonina, the loveliest cathedral in all Spain.


    The country around León is even browner and more undulating than Castile; and even more primitive, for the pueblos scattered over the plain look as if they were molehills that had risen out of the ochre earth, but as a contrast there was the wide river bed with its vast stretches of grey pebbles relieved by interminable avenues of poplar trees. In spite of motor buses and touring cars, we might be back in the sixteenth century, for the essential scene had not changed. Along the road we met peasants riding donkeys, shepherds with their flocks, like ragged regiments on the march, muleteers chanting in dreary monotone as they lay in the bottom of their carts, gazing up at the blue sky and leaving the patient animals to plod along at their own sweet will. The student pilgrim insisted on stopping to speak to every shepherd or goatherd he met. “They fascinate me,” he said, “for they are closer to nature than we are, and they have not stunted their souls as we have by mechanistic civilization. That is why I talk to them, for I am a pilgrim and belong like them to the brotherhood of the road.”


    


    Aymery Picaud calls León urbs regalis et curialis, cunctisque felicitatibus plena, and today it upholds its ancient reputation of being one of the cities on the Jacobean road most hospitable to pilgrims. Even in the ancient world it had been noted for its foreign population, for under the Romans it was the garrison town of Legio VII Gemina, which was recruited in the Cantabrian mountains. Then in the early Middle Ages, as a sixteenth-century poem says, León had twenty-four kings before Castile had laws. Only at one period—namely, in the second half of the ninth century, when the fortunes of Oviedo were in the ascendent —did León sink into obscurity, but after Alfonso III the Great, when Ordoño II came to the throne, it became the most important city in Christian Spain.


    It is significant that among the many Roman remains unearthed at León are a number of funeral steles carved with Syrian emblems and horseshoe arches. These, according to some scholars, have talismanic value and allude to Mithraistic and other Oriental rituals which the Seventh Roman Legion, like the Crusaders of the Middle Ages, brought back to western Europe.*


    As a pilgrim in León my first visit was to the shrine of St. Isidore built by Alfonso V over an earlier church of St. John the Baptist, which had been sacked by Almanzor. In 1063 the relics of the Saint were transferred there from Seville by order of Ferdinand I and buried with extraordinary pomp at a ceremony in which no less than five saints, including St. Domingo of Silos, took part. Immediately the fame of the church spread through Christendom, owing to the number of miracles performed by the Sevillian saint, and Lucas Bishop of Tuy, El Tudense, as he is called, wrote a book describing how, through the intercession of the ‘Egregious Doctor’, paralytics and deaf and dumb people were cured, and in war the scholar saint had proved himself as great a Moor-slayer and Thunderer as St. James himself, for he had enabled the King and his successor, Alfonso IX, to win resounding •victories. He was supposed to have helped the Christian hosts in the battle of Las Navas, and according to some of the chronicles supernatural agency was given in the form of a shepherd, who showed the Christian kings the way across the hills, and Luke of Tuy calls him divinitus quídam quasi pastor ovium.* The Crónica General, however, considered the man a highlander who knew the by-passes, for he had been a cowherd and had snared rabbits and hares.* As Miss King shows, St. Isidore was in some miracles substituted for St. James as the successor of the native bull-god and was connected with bees, for there was a tradition that as an infant he was taken by his nurse into the garden and forgotten among the olive woods. Some days later when his father was mourning his loss in the garden he heard and saw a swarming of bees and when he approached he found his baby son lying on the ground with bees going in and out of his mouth, and others on his face and all about him. The father seized the baby and the bees flew away. The story reminds us of the Cretan Zeus, who was nourished by the bees with honey on Mount Ida, and also of the white bees that rose from the tomb of St. John of the Nettles. St. Isidore’s feasts were kept at solsticial times in the year, on July 25 and December 30, though he died in April. It is significant to note that in the thirteenth century St. Isidore produced a doppelganger in the ploughman saint, patron of Madrid, St. Isidore, whom the angels helped in his husbandry to enable him to say his prayers.*


    The Church of St. Isidore, which is a masterpiece of Romanesque art, owed a great deal to the efforts of two queens, Doña Sancha, the pious wife of Ferdinand I, and to their daughter, Doña Urraca, in the days of Alfonso VI. It was completed in the reign of Alfonso VIII. The carvings on the tympanum are primitive but dramatic and represent the sacrifice of Isaac. There are other fine carvings, of the Zodiac, and of musicians playing various instruments; these and indeed the whole church would seem to have been modelled upon Jaca Cathedral. The interior, too, with its primitive ruggedness, reminds one of Jaca and has the same atmosphere of austere meditation.


    Even still more austere is the mysterious pantheon of the kings, one of the most hallowed spots in Spain and the shrine which more than any other enables us to understand the true significance of the Jacobean pilgrimage. The pantheon, which was built between 1054 and 1067 by Sancha and Ferdinand I, the Great, consists of a narrow basilica with three naves to which a majestic portico gives access. The groined vault is supported by cylindrical columns, on which are capitals with primitive carvings showing biblical themes, gryphons, doves, serpents, and lions. The main interest in the pantheon centres in the wall paintings which, according to Post,* are the finest examples of Romanesque art in Spain. They are in tempera on a white background in sober colours adapted to the solemnity of this monument of death. There are blues, yellows, greens and crimsons, but these are harmonized owing to the prevailing tones of ochre, black and rusty red. These paintings were completed between 1167 and 1175, or, as other experts believe, in 1181 and 1188. In the vaulted ceiling of the porch we see Christ in a mandorla seated on the rainbow with a book, and at the four corners the Evangelists who have the heads of the Apocalyptic beasts; on the right vault of the same space the Angel communicates the glorious tidings of the Saviour’s birth to the shepherds: on the left vault our Lord appears as in the Apocalyptic vision of St. John with the double-edged sword handing over to the Angel the book with the seven seals, and we see the Evangelist prostrate, the seven candlesticks, and St. John receiving the Book of Revelation. In the corners of the painting are the seven churches of Asia.


    The most striking fresco of all is the central composition in the pantheon representing the Last Supper, which is a triumph of artistic adaptation to the limited space available in the vaulted ceiling. The painting of the gigantic Christ is both mystical and intensely dramatic and the grouping of the Apostles is most original. There is a pathos in the repetition here of the stylized cock which appeared in the neighbouring painting of the betrayal of Jesus, where we see St. Peter weeping. There is a touch of naïve realism in the details of St. Martial bringing wine and St. Thaddeus fish. It forms a dramatic contrast to the rustic scene painted in the porch, of the shepherds listening to the angel’s announcement, where goats are butting playfully and cows are quiedy grazing and a big sheep dog drinks from a cup the shepherd holds for him. I had seen a similar pastoral scene in the fields as I plodded along the road to León.


    The paintings do not strike me as being French: rather do they remind me of the Magian mosaics of Byzantine churches in East Europe or of those in the baptistry of Ravenna Cathedral. What makes them so impressive is that we see them in a diminutive enclosed space. Indeed I felt as if I had entered a cave and all at once in the dim light saw a series of visions floating up out of the tombs, like the white bees from the shrine of St. John of the Nettles. So spectral are those paintings in spite of their naïve primitiveness that they seem to be emanations of the spirits of the dead kings and queens—Ferdinand I the Great, Queen Sancha, the tragic young victim, Count Garcia, Alfonso V, Sancho I, Doña Urraca, and at the head Vardente spiro of St. Isidore himself, the supreme musician, who arranged the Mozarabic office and brought it from Seville to Saragossa, Toledo and León with the monastic rule which later was dispossessed by the Augustinian from Italy and the Cluniac from France.


    Kneeling in that silent vault, I thought of Isidore’s disciple San Ildefonso in his chair at Toledo with his pen in his hand, about to write a prayer, but suddenly wafted away on the wings of his celestial vision; then I recalled that other unearthly halting-place on my pilgrimage, the crypt and cloister under the ledge of rock at San Juan de la Peña, which was the cradle of the Kings of Aragon and the sanctuary of the Holy Grail.


    That eerie sensation of the supernatural which a humble pilgrim feels even today in the church and pantheon of St. Isidore must have been overwhelming in the twelfth century, and, according to tradition, the stones before the high altar sweated three days before the death of Alfonso VI. Forty-six years later the chroniclers relate that Alfonso VII the Emperor and his sister Doña Sancha were inspired to reconstruct the church, owing to the apparition of St. Isidore on his charger at the Battle of Baeza, and Alfonso in consequence felt impelled to establish the saint in imperial León as a rival to counteract Santiago in rebellious Galicia, just as Alfonso X, el Sabio, tried to do at Villasirga a century later. The crowning instance of supernatural intervention came when there was the mysterious knocking on the door of the Church of St. Isidore on the night before the Battle of Las Navas de Tolosa in 1212, and the people heard in the streets a distant, measured tread of an army marching by. The sacristan who was watching in the church cried out: “Who calls?” and he heard a muffled voice answer that Fernán González and the Cid Ruy Diaz Campeador had come to summon St. Isidore to the batde, just as St. James had been summoned at Compostella to help the hosts at Coimbra.


    What greater antithesis could there be than to walk out of the dim church and vaulted pantheon of St. Isidore into the sunlit streets and then into Pulchra Leonina, the fairest cathedral in all Spain, rising like a priceless monstrance in its Plaza de la Regia? Here, in contrast to the rugged austerity and endless chanting of saints and warriors carved in stone by the Romanesque artists, we have the airy elegance (sutileza is what the Leónese call it) and daring polyphonic patterns which Gothic craftsmen imported from France along the pilgrim road. Their spirit is divinely symbolized by Nuestra Señora la Blanca who, seated on her throne at the door of the cathedral with the Infant in her arms, welcomes us graciously into her garden within, where all the colours of the dawns and sunsets of Paradise are contained in the heart of the Mystical Rose and where we can listen to the angelic choir. As Gertrude Bone says in her imaginative description written for her husband’s wonderful dry-points, ‘the Spanish genius adopted for its own a sumptuous Romanesque and the Romanesque gives little opportunity for the magical wandering of light through painted transparencies. So that if Burgos, León, and Toledo had never been attempted, Spain would have lacked its full measure of this fragile and lovely art.’*


    On each side of the smiling figure of Our Lady, the work of an anonymous artist about 1250, are statues of the Apostles and above the canopies are archivolts adorned with a bewildering variety of figures representing the Last Judgment, which occupies all the tympanum. The angel is weighing the souls as in the portal at Sangüesa: the elect are crowned by angels and proceed joyously towards Paradise, where they are welcomed by St. Peter, and just as in Dante’s poem there is hierarchy in Heaven, for we see people of all conditions and classes in society, from noble lords to humble vagabonds. On the other side, in terrifying contrast are the damned, who are being initiated into the torments of Hell by huge ghoulish monsters: they devour their lower limbs and gleefully dip their naked bodies into billowing cauldrons perched over flaming furnaces. Above tins Dantesque vision, in the upper part of the tympanum, appears our Saviour as universal Judge, surrounded by angels displaying the attributes of the Passion, and St. John and Our Lady sorrowfully interceding for the sinners.


    I was particularly fascinated by the southern façade, for it shows how aerial is the structure of this miraculous cathedral with its immense expanse of stained glass and its wall space reduced to the minimum. Looking at this façade, I understood the significance of the phrase quoted by Lady Bone, ‘stained glass is the greater part of Gothic’, and I blessed my stars for the golden sunlight of Spain shining upon this delicate glass house, filling it with wonder which reflects itself in the figures of the twelve Apostles conversing in pairs on the tympanum and writing at lecterns, and in the minstrel kings who play all the strange instruments described by the fourteenth-century Archpriest of Hita in his Golden Treasury of Song, the Libro de Buen Amor. Again and again I have seen these minstrel kings carved on the portals of churches along the Jacobean road, and they all seem to illustrate the canticles of the greatest minstrel king of all, Alfonso the Wise, who failed as a man of action to keep his home or his kingdom in order, but lives eternally as a dreamer, whose career reminds me of the lines W. B. Yeats wrote in Fergus and the Druid:


    


    A King is but a foolish dreamer


    Who wastes his blood to be another’s dream.


    


    One is amazed at the miracle that the thirteenth-century architect consciously attempted by building his basilica of glass on the city walls, over the ruins of the church of Santa María de la Regia which was sacked by Almanzor in the tenth century. The latter had replaced the palace of King Ordono II, constructed in its day over the thermae or baths of the seventh Roman Legio Gemina, which had given its name to the city. On this spot hallowed by time rose the cathedral, thus reminding us of Shelley’s metaphor:


    


    Time, like a dome of many-coloured glass,


    Stains the white radiance of Eternity.


    


    I stood inside the door gazing entranced at the sunlight of noon streaming through the six-light triforium windows and clerestory vibrating in colour harmonies upon the long, slender central nave and mingling with the medley of slanting sunbeams converging from the stained-glass windows above the distant high altar. The miracle is enhanced today because there is High Mass and the organ’s solemn harmony, the echoing polyphonic responses of the choristers and the chanted liturgy of the celebrants in their white and gold vestments add the miracle of sound to those of colour and form, and I feel as if the whole edifice of ancient stone had dissolved into a symphony of coloured and musical harmonies and had become airborne, bearing us all aloft into another world.


    Each chapel in the apse is in exact proportion to the general plan and the naves are devoid of any ornamentation. Nothing distracts the eye from the impression of slenderness, loftiness and light. As Miss King says:* ‘León is the only church where you move as in the heart of a jewel.’


    Some of the stained-glass windows are by artists of the thirteenth century, who worked in the cathedral, Adam and Fernán Arnold, Pedro Guillermo and Johan Pérez, such as the rose-window of the principal façade, and a wonderful window called la cacería (the fifth of the high windows on the north of the central nave). It is a mediaeval hotchpotch representing castles, knights hunting in the woods, falconers, fair ladies, symbols of Trivium and Quadrivium, the obligatory subjects of the mediaeval schools, such as Grammar, Rhetoric, Poetry and Dialectic. According to tradition, that lovely window belonged to the royal palace of King Ferdinand III, the Saint, which was destroyed in the fifteenth century, and thus its subjects are more apt for a palace than a cathedral.* The fifteenth century is represented by many famous artists, such as Master Johan Burgalés, Masters Lope and Valdovin, and the famous painter Nicolás Francés. In the sixteenth century the great master was Rodrigo de Herreras, whose masterpiece crowns the central chapel in the apse.


    Many fascinating examples of thirteenth to sixteenth century sculpture and mural painting are to be seen in the cloisters by Juan de Badajoz, Nicolás Francés and others. The carved capitals on the columns give fascinating scenes from the life of the people; tavern scenes of brawling drinkers, wandering musicians, struggles between Moors and Christians, men and women picking grapes, killing pigs for Martinmas, mingled with scenes of the expulsion of Adam and Eve from Paradise, the Last Judgment and a charming illustration of the story told by Alfonso el Sabio of the monk in a garden who listened to a bird singing for a hundred years.


    When I returned to the central nave after a long visit to the library and the sacristy, the deeper glow of the setting sun had woven more elaborate harmonies of light and shadow, and before leaving I paid as a Jacobean my respects to the shrine of ‘Our Lady of the High-road’ behind the sumptuous thirteenth-century tomb of King Ordoño IL This chapel has beautiful stained glass windows of the sixteenth century, and at this magic hour their amber, red and blue panes are cut by the slanting sunbeams into rubies, topazes and sapphires as they dance on the sculptured figures beneath.


    No wonder the artificers inscribed upon the stone near Nuestra Señora la Blanca the proud epigram:


    


    Sint licet Hispanis ditissima pulchraque templa,


    Hoc tamen egregiis omnibus arte prius.


    


    León, like Burgos, was exceptionally well provided with hospitals and hostels for pilgrims. The canons of St. Isidore instituted a hostel for the poor, which in 1597 they entrusted to the care of the Franciscans, and later to the Crown, and they had another hospital near the riverside which received pilgrims on their arrival. The most celebrated hospital was that of San Marcos, which was built near the bridge of that name in 1171. The ancient hospital is of simple, austere architecture and in complete contrast to the magnificent Renaissance Baroque monastery which has nothing directly to do with pilgrims, though Manier in his account makes no distinction between the two institutions, and says that the whole edifice was ‘comme une maison royale pour recevoir les pèlerins qui vont à St. Jacques’. He also says that the pilgrims on their way to Compostella were housed and fed in San Marcos, but on their return they were sent to a hostel in the city called Hospital de San Antonio. León in the heyday of the pilgrimage was one of the great rallying places, for, in addition to the numbers of pilgrims who came by the main Jacobean Road, there were all those who came from the south of Spain and arrived at León by the Valla-dolid-Mayorga road, and there were those who after making the pilgrimage to Compostella by the coast road by Irún, San Sebastian, Bilbao, Santillana del Mar, and Oviedo, returned by León.


    Even today Leon becomes, in the month of July, a city of pilgrims, and on the four occasions on which I have made the pilgrimage I have always met many pilgrims there, especially in the Holy Years. At night in its picturesque old plazas and narrow streets Leon possesses a subtle, evocative poetry of its own that speaks of the past centuries.


    Here one moonlit night I met my student-pilgrim friend and a group of companions. After roaming through the narrow calle de Don Gutierre with its sinister nooks and corners that evoke the tragic days of Alfonso XI, and the crazy, twisting calle de Azabacheria, which perpetuates the memory of the artisans in the Middle Ages who fashioned for Jacobean pilgrims their jet keepsakes, we gathered in the plaza and while I fiddled and my friend the student thrummed the guitar, the rest of the Jacobeans awoke the echoes of the plaza by their pilgrim songs. My most lasting musical memory of that night was the mediaeval Catalan pilgrim-song (Els Cants dels Romieus) which my young friend sang as a song of farewell:
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    CHAPTER 10


    


    

  


  
    THE ASTURIAN DEVIATION


    


    Qui a esté a Sainct Jacques


    Et n’esté a Sainct Salvateur


    A visité le serviteur


    Et a laissé le seigneur.


    


    THE Jacobean road to Compostella has never been a straight, undeviating path through France and Spain, for even at an early date other saints appeared as offshoots and disciples, of the Apostle and so impressed the pilgrims by their saintly virtues and their miracles that the latter turned aside to visit their shrines, provided the deviation was not too great. Among those deviation pilgrimages the most important of all was that which the Jacobeans made to the shrine at Oviedo to venerate the relics contained in the ‘holy ark’ which lay in the Cámara Santa. Indeed the local cult of the Oviedo relics is as old or even older than that of the tomb of St. James, and internationally it became in the Middle Ages the most important pilgrimage in the Peninsula after that to Compostella. The shrine must have been important in the eleventh century, even before the state visit of Alfonso VI in 1075, but no mention is made of it in the Book of St. James.*


    According to modern scholars, such as Juan Uria, the pilgrimage to Oviedo became definitely associated with the Jacobean in the latter years of the eleventh century. Nevertheless, many refused to attempt the arduous journey of deviation, as we know from Antoine Lalaing, Seigneur de Montigny, who accompanied Philip the Fair on his state visit to the Catholic monarchs in 1301, and afterwards made the pilgrimage to Santiago. Lalaing says that the pilgrims dreaded the road to Oviedo because it was thinly populated, barren and more mountainous than the main Jacobean road by Astorga and the Bierzo.


    On two occasions, in 1944 and 1951, I have made the deviation by Oviedo, and in this chapter I shall describe my memories of that route on those two occasions.


    The pilgrim road from León to the north passes between the river Bernesga and the river Torio and after the pueblos of La Sica and Cascantes reaches La Robla, where the road begins to ascend to La Collada and then descends to Villasimpliz, where in 1548 a pilgrim hostel was founded by Don Fabián Bayón, a canon of León.


    After the pueblo of Villamanin the road crosses the bridge over the River Tuero and continues on its right bank to the church and hospital of Arbas, which was founded at the end of the eleventh century, according to tradition, by Count Fruela, brother of Doña Jimena, the wife of the Cid. The monks of Arbas followed the rule of St. Augustine and, because of the services they rendered to Jacobean pilgrims, they were given many privileges by the kings, and in 1214 Alfonso IX, King of León, ordered a church to be erected there.*


    After Arbas comes the Pass of Pajares, which even today in the winter months is often blocked with snow, and cuts off the Asturian highlands from the south. There are many references in the pilgrim songs to the sufferings of pilgrims who plodded their way through the sinister pass.


    


    Jamais nous n’eûmes si grand froid


    Que quand nous fûmes au Mont d’Etuves


    Étions transis jusqu’au coeur,


    Ne voyant soleil ni lune,


    Le vent, la pluie nous importune,


    Mon Dieu, le vrai Médiateur,


    Nous a délivrés de la pluie


    Jusques dans Saint-Salvateur....


    


    After negotiating the Pass of Pajares, we arrived at Vega de Ciego, which is mentioned in the old itineraries, and on the right of the road perched on a hill are the ruins of a small church of Santa Cristina de Lena, which dates from the period of Ramiro I.


    After Pola de Lena, one of the mining towns of Asturias, we arrived at Ujo, where the valley expands and we passed through Santullano and Mieres, where a hospital for pilgrims was built in the twelfth century beside the bridges over the River Caudal, which lasted until the eighteenth. Further on, at Copián, there was also a twelfth-century hostel, and, as Jovellanos tells us in his detailed diaries, the people believed that the place had belonged to the Templars.*


    The summit of Pachán which separates the valley of Mieres from that of Olloniego used in ancient days to be infested with bandits who ambushed the pilgrims and robbed them of their possessions, for the country was desolate. Further on we saw the ruins of the castle of Tudela perched on a height above the road. In the Middle Ages the lords of that castle exacted toll dues from the helpless pilgrims, who had just run the gauntlet of the bandits at Olloniego. The pilgrim road after this passes on the left bank of the River Nalón and ascends to Santiago de la Manjoya at the top of a hill, which is less than two kilometres from Oviedo. The name Manjoya is supposed to be derived from the mediaeval French war-cry, Monjoie, which was uttered by the Jacobean pilgrims when at last they saw from the hill of San Marcos the steeples of the Cathedral of Santiago de Compostela, and consequently this hill from which we can see the slender spire of San Salvador is called by the same as the hill outside Santiago.42


    The, arrival of caravans of pilgrims must have been red-letter days in the monotonous lives of the inhabitants of the ancient city of Oviedo, which in the thirteenth century had not more than a population of nine hundred. The pilgrimage to the Cámara Santa was the only event in the year that linked Oviedo with the outer world and gave its cathedral prestige and the fame of being called Sancta Ovetensis.43


    Today Oviedo is an attractive city with new buildings and pleasant gardens and parks, which give it an air of prosperity and comfort. I remember, however, the gloomy day in December, 1937, when I arrived there in a car driven by a Press officer of the Spanish Army. From Pola de Gordon on to Oviedo there was hardly a town or village that was not a shambles of gutted houses; bridge after bridge had been blown up and even in the country the isolated farm houses were gaping ruins. Mining towns like Villamanín, Busdongo, Pola de Lena and Mieres with their sullen, war-stricken populations camping amidst their ruins prepared us for the macabre panorama of destruction that awaited us at Oviedo. After passing seven lines of trenches, we entered a city of the dead. So appalling was the ravage by fire, bombs and artillery that, according to information, only fourteen buildings out of this city of sixty thousand inhabitants were undamaged. We passed street after street of ruins and it seemed to me incredible that human beings had been able to live through such a siege with no windows in their houses, no electricity, no water. Yet within a stone’s throw of the mutilated cathedral of El Salvador, I discovered the Paredes Restaurant, which miraculously kept open day and night during all that siege. The owner used in the morning to join his companions in the trenches defending the city and return to serve his customers their lunch and dinner, and he showed me with pride the menus he gave them daily during the months when the besieged city was under continual bombardment. At the end of the siege there were only thirteen thousand inhabitants in the city, but among them were children who used to play in the streets; their ears so highly trained by the siege that they knew by the sound whether the shell was a seven and a half, a ten and a half or a fifteen and a half and took cover accordingly.


    In Oviedo today there are few external traces of the sinister autumn rising of 1934, the prelude to the Civil War, and the siege of 1936-7. Its modern cosmopolitan air contrasts with the old-fashioned Oviedo I used to visit in 1924-8, and which is immortalized in the pages of the celebrated Asturian novelist, Ramón Pérez de Ayala.


    As I am forever fascinated by tradition, I went off in search of the ancient chigres or cider taverns, El Tuto and El Piñero. In the first I met a picaresque old vagabond called Pedrin, whom I had known before the Civil War when I had roamed through the villages between Oviedo and Gijón and Oviedo and Grado. Pedrin, who is an expert cider-taster, no sooner saw me enter than he gave a whoop, raised his bottle above his head and poured the liquid from behind bis ear with unerring aim so that it foamed into the slanted glass he held in his other hand.


    “A toast, a toast,” he cried, “in well-beaten cider; that will bring you luck, my friend. Where have you been all this time?”


    “I am on a pilgrimage, Pedrin, and I’ve no time to go gallivanting with you.” I drank off the cider and threw the last drops on the damp floor according to the ritual of all chigres.


    The old vagabond puckered up his wrinkled face and winked roguishly, saying: “So we’ve reformed at last and we’re collecting the indulgences, are we?”


    “None of your blasphemies, Pedrín. I am serious, and I’ve come to Oviedo to see the Cámara Santa and pray before the statue of El Salvador before I follow the road towards Compostella.”


    “Ah! You’ve remembered the old refrain,


    


    Quien va a Santiago


    Y no a Salvador


    Sirve al criado


    Y deja al señor,


    


    and that’s what brings you to Oviedo, but why go rainbow-chasing after old Santiago Matamoros, the Thunderer? He’s outmoded and worn out. Today we have stream-lined saints who move quicker and obtain quicker returns. We live in a mechanical age, amigo. Why the other day a beata showed me a little statue she had bought at Lourdes which you can see in the dark like a faint white vision. After you have said your prayers I’ll introduce you to a wonderful curandero who lives in Cudillero, and people come from all parts to be cured by him.”


    The old rogue pulled out of a voluminous pocket an amulet made of horn which he solemnly gave me, saying as he rummaged in his pocket: “I have also an old gacepa made of vellum which I’ll let you have cheap: it describes where hidden treasure may be found.”


    My expedition through the streets of Oviedo with Pedrín ended at the celebrated restaurant of Casa Modesta, where we had the local bean feast or fabada asturiana, whose praises have been sung by many a hungry Jacobean pilgrim who turned aside to visit the relics of the Cámara Santa. It is a hotch-potch of white beans, ham, pork, bacon mixed with Asturian sausages and blood puddings and seasoned with saffron, pepper and slices of pimientos morrones, or sweet capsicums. After this Don Gaspar insisted on the extra delicacy of Asturias—• lacón con grelos, or pigs’ feet with young turnip leaves which have a slightly bitter tang. During our repast Pedrín told me mythological stories about Asturias—of the trasgu, a little black goblin with bright eyes who rivals Puck in malicious ingenuity, dresses in red coat and red cap and breaks the kitchen crockery to spite the housewife; of the guaxa who sucks the blood of plump babies, and the busgoso who haunts the lonely forests. “You’ll meet them all, my friend,” said he, ‘along the old pilgrim road by Muros, Cudillero and Luarca.”


    


    

  


  
    THE CÁMARA SANTA


    


    After saying farewell to Pedrín, I went to the cathedral of El Salvador, which I had not visited since the Civil War. Few sanctuaries in the world are so small and modest in proportions and yet contain so many priceless treasures as the Cámara Santa, which is embedded in the Cathedral of Oviedo. It comes as a surprise to pilgrims to discover that this incomparable little shrine sums up the history of Asturias, which in early days was closely connected with world as well as with Spanish history, and is a museum of works of art and a reliquary of the heroic period of the history of the Church.


    According to historical tradition as explained by Bishop Pelayo in his Liber Testamentorum, the ‘Holy Ark’, containing the relics, which was constructed by the disciples of the Apostles, was taken from Jerusalem to Egypt after 614, when Chosroes, King of Persia, persecuted the Christians, destroyed the churches and removed the Cross of our Saviour. The Christian refugees were hospitably received by John the Almoner, Bishop of Alexandria, but soon afterwards the Mohammedan raids in Egypt and North Africa drove them again into flight, and they crossed the Mediterranean to the Spanish port of Cartagena, whence the relics were taken to Seville and later to Toledo. When the Arabs invaded Spain, Bishop Julian and Prince Pelayo brought the ‘Holy Ark’ to the mountains of Asturias in 735, out of range of the invader, and it was deposited in the Church of St. Michael, which was built on the north side of San Salvador.


    It was in the chapel of St. Michael built by Alfonso II, the Chaste, that the ‘Holy Ark’ was opened at the solemn ceremony of March 6, 1075, in the presence of Alfonso VI, King of León, Doña Urraca, the Bishops of Oviedo, Oca, Astorga and Palencia and other dignitaries, among whom was the Cid. In commemoration of the ceremony, the King ordered the ark to be covered with plates of silver, and he made many valuable donations to the church and converted the nave of the original modest chapel into the shrine we see today. In order to preserve the relics in greater safety and free from damp, he built the little chapel above the ancient vault of Santa Leocadia.


    According to the expert authority of Dr. Schlunk, the German archaeologist, the Cámara Santa follows the type of funerary chapel which was current in the later Middle Ages, and according to Kingsley porter the sculptured figures of the twelve Apostles grouped in pairs with their backs to the columns are of the twelfth century.


    On a stone pedestal stands the ‘Holy Ark’ which for the past eleven hundred years has been the veneration of pilgrims. It is made of dark oak and covered with plates of silver. According to the inscription, it was made at the order of Alfonso VI in 1075 and was, judging by the Cufic band and the ornamentations in plaster (atauriques), the work of Andalusian craftsmen.* On the cover a Calvary is designed with the symbolic figures of the Sun and the Moon. On the front of the ark are two rows of six Apostles, one row above the other with Christ in the middle, within an oval circle upheld by four angels. On the sides there are scenes of the Annunciation, the Visitation and Flight to Egypt. So great was the eagerness of the pilgrims in the Middle Ages to touch the relics and kiss the ‘Holy Ark’ that the monks had to keep an ever watchful eye, and on one occasion when the wife of King Alfonso IX and her sister were suspected of casting covetous eyes on the relics in the ‘Holy Ark’, the Abbot quickly closed the casket and it was not opened again.


    The presence of the figures grouped at the foot of the columns like eternal watchers round a holy tomb impresses the modern pilgrim even more than the relics in the glass cases, for the features of the Apostles were carved by an artist whose vision transcended our vale of tears, and to their apostolic faces he imparted an expression of peace and serenity which comes from the contemplation of Divinity. And many a pilgrim has been haunted afterwards by the face of that St. James with his pilgrim’s staff and scallop shell, who stands beside his brother Thunderer in the Cámara Santa. There is no trace of Santiago Mata-moros in him; rather is he the St. James of the Portico de la Gloria at the end of our pilgrimage.


    After leaving the Cámara Santa, I followed a group of pilgrims to the cathedral to make my obligatory visit to the celebrated statue of our Saviour which stands at the epistle side of the high altar against the column of the central arch. Its pedestal is adorned with scallop shells and in the Middle Ages many miracles were ascribed to it. With right hand raised and uplifted finger the image seems to give blessing to us pilgrims. In a niche in the wall near the chapel of Alfonso the Chaste is the relic which most attracted the ancient pilgrims—the hydria or water jar which tradition ascribes to the Marriage Feast at Cana.


    The pilgrims whom I met in the cathedral had come by the coast road from France, entering Spain at Irán. With them were some Spaniards, among whom I recognized an old friend from the days when I used to visit Santillana del Mar. “Hola! Enrique,” I said. “I never expected to see you tramping the Jacobean road; I imagined you on the beach at Santander, or else playing golf at La Pedreña or tennis in Santillana.”


    “Good Heavens! Nor did I expect to see you. Have you become a pilgrim or what? As it’s the Holy Year, I’m going to hear Mass in Compostella on July 25. I’ve got my car and can give you a lift if you like.”


    But my next halting-place was Grado and he agreed to drop me there. As we drove along, my friend Enrique and two French journalists to whom he was giving a lift to Compostella talked about the pilgrimage. “This year,” said Enrique, “there will be even more people at Santiago than in past Holy Years, because Generalissimo Franco himself will be present and will make the offering to the Apostle.” “We want to see the opening of the Hospital del Rey,” said one of the French journalists. “They say it has been transformed into the finest hotel in Europe today.”


    “Wonders will never cease,” I said. “Why only a year ago I remember visiting the Hospital del Rey with friends who were doctors. Whoever did the transformation must have rubbed Aladdin’s lamp!” “That was Franco,” replied the Spaniard. “Obstacles do not exist for him. In less than a year patients have been moved to other hospitals and the ancient building founded by Queen Isabella has been transformed, as if by magic, into the last word in guest-houses for the crowds of North and South Americans who are arriving every day. You foreigners never thought that we Spaniards could hustle; you always thought of Spain as the country of mañana.”


    

  


  
    MUROS, GEORGE BORROW, XANAS AND SIRENS


    


    From Pravia the road ascends to the little old-world town of Muros del Nalon, which is perched in a picturesque position above the river estuary. Muros was one of the halting-places on the Jacobean Road and there was a hospital for pilgrims there in the eighteenth century, according to the map of T. López of 1777.* Muros had often been a halting-place for me, too, on the journeys by car to Galicia and Compostella, where in past years I have enjoyed the hospitality of my dear friend and colleague Mrs. Carmen Wiggin, the granddaughter of the Marqués de Muros whose bust is in the plaza. According to the late Felix Fierro, who wrote an interesting history of Muros, the dominant family in the town in the late Middle Ages was that of the Marqués of Val Carzana who owned the castle which stands at the entrance to the town. Portions of the castle, which are of the twelfth century, are embedded in the mansion which was built in the sixteenth century by the Val Carzanas. The gateway is imposing and recalls the Gate of Burgos of Charles V with its two little turrets. The coat of arms on the gate with the emblem of the hundred flames belongs to the Cienfuegos family.


    Muros had a grim couple of days in the Peninsular War when in 1809 Marshal Ney entered it on May 27 and stayed until May 29. During die two days’ terror several citizens were executed.


    I was delighted to be able to locate the house in Muros where George Borrow, or ‘Jorgito el Inglés’ as he is still called in Spain, spent the weird night which he describes in The Bible in Spain.* Halfway down the road on the right of the church called Cuesta de Arango there is an ancient two-storeyed house with a big roofed balcony and a dilapidated stable, opening on to the street. That house was called El Mesón in 1857, and was the inn at which George Borrow stayed after his fatiguing ride over the seven hills in Asturias called the Bellotas from their resemblance to acorns. Borrow describes it as a rather singular place: ‘Just one of those inns which romance writers are so fond of introducing in their descriptions, expecially when the scene of adventure lies in Spain.’ Certainly the two guests whom he met in that inn were singular personages, for according to the innkeeper one was tall as a giant, with a full tawny moustache like the coat of a badger, and the other was diminutive and looked like a jorobado (hunchback), “but Válgame Dios!” cried the innkeeper, “such eyes like wildcats! So sharp and full of malice.” The innkeeper, like my friends the Basque fishermen, no sooner saw a hunchback than he considered him the Devil in person. George Borrow adds a touch of mystery to his description of the giant servant in riding boots, who slept on the floor outside his master’s door and talked an unintelligible lingo, and the hunchback master himself who spoke good Spanish. The mysteries deepened when next day, after the strangers had departed, the innkeeper was arrested for having harboured spies and emissaries of a foreign power, but Borrow, the linguist, from the word Batuschea, which the innkeeper had heard the giant continually saying to his master, ascertained that they were Russians. Borrow’s story of those Russian spies at Muros is typically Spanish, and even in our present day, a little over a hundred years later, a Russian visitor seen in a Spanish pueblo could cause even still greater commotion, as happened two years ago when the rumour spread like wildfire all over Spain that Beria, the dreaded chief of the o.g.p.u., after his fall from grace, was seen peacefully walking along the road into Algeciras.


    In Muros I had plenty of opportunity to indulge one of my pet hobbies—namely, collecting stories about Xanas. Many of the older inhabitants of the town are as obsessed by Xanas, as we in Ireland are by the banshees, who are much more forbidding and sinister than the litde fairy-like princesses of Asturias, who haunt fountains, caves and rivers, washing their clothes in the foam of cascades in the misty Asturian dawn and spinning their gold when the sun shines on the neighbouring fields. One old woman, the owner of a little shop in the plaza, told me stories of the Xana who haunts the Aguilar beach.


    The cave of the Xana is covered at high tide, but at low tide I was able to walk into it from the shore. It is a big cave with five entrances opening out into a secret little cove which must have been an ideal hiding-place for smugglers and pirates.


    The Xanas in Asturias are believed to be the daughters of kings, who for some fault have been condemned by enchantment to live in fountains, caves or rivers. Thus the Xana of Aguilar was the daughter of a powerful king who, as a punishment for some fault, condemned her to live in the cave under enchantment, like Briinhilde the Valkyrie, until the day should come when a brave man would carry her in his arms from the cave to the sea without stopping on the way or letting her fall to the ground. The man capable of performing this feat would become the owner of untold wealth, for the Xana would bestow upon him the treasure lying in the cave wrapped up in the hide of a dappled ox. The poem says:


    


    En Castiellu de Aguilar


    dónde trigo se mayaba


    hay un pellejo’ güey pinto


    lleno de plata labrada.


    


    (In the Castle of Aguilar


    where they used to grind the wheat,


    there is the skin of a dappled ox


    full of chased silver.)


    


    The Xana played bowls on a golden bowling-alley, and she spun the gold thread that poured out of the fountain near the cave and laid her tiny washing out to dry on the slope of the mountain. Year after year the Xana waited disconsolately for the deliverer, but no man brave enough to disenchant her appeared on the scene. At last one day when she was trimming her cloak at the entrance to the cave a man passed by who asked her who she was and why she lived in such a place! The Xana told her sad story and explained what he would have to do to release her from her enchantment. The man then offered to disenchant her and took her up in his arms and started to carry her towards the shore. As he moved away from the cave the Xana began to be released from her enchantment, and as she became disenchanted she became heavier and heavier. The man pressed on as fast as he could, for he saw that the miracle of disenchantment was beginning to work, but the sky darkened, the waves billowed and foamed and a mighty tempest suddenly arose. Owing to the bursts of thunder and the flashes of lightning and the weight of the Xana, which increased and increased, the young man in terror dropped her. Immediately, as she had warned him, she fell again under the spell, this time forever, and she returned weeping to the cave. And never since that day have the inhabitants of Muros seen the Xana of the Castle of Aguilar playing bowls on the seashore, but many fishermen say that she can sometimes be heard wailing at night in her cave.


    Such is the story of the Xana as it is told by the people of Muros, but my Asturian friend, Juan Antonio Bravo, who does not believe in such things and always tries to find a positive explanation of the supernatural, says that the story arose in the first instance from the wailing cry of the foxes and vixens who have their lairs in the caves which are studded along this coast. The cry of the fox, he says, resembles the banshee wailing of the Xanas.


    The Xanas have attracted the notice of Spanish folklorists. Menéndez Pidal believes that the supernatural beings of Asturian folklore have their origins in German myths, and compares the Xanas to the Valkyries of the Edda, but this is contradicted by Giner de Arivau, who says that whereas the Valkyries, the daughters of Odin, are sent by their father to pick up dead warriors on the field of battle and carry them on their steeds to Walhalla, where they are given mead to drink which will bestow upon them eternal life, the Xanas, on the contrary, live apart from the world under their spell of enchantment and take no part in battle or in wars, nor is it known if they have any influence in the world beyond the grave.* They resemble rather the Greek nymphs and naiads who try as sirens did with Odysseus, to lure human beings into pools and drag them down to the bottom, where they have their palaces. My old friend, Constantino Cabal, whose book gives the most systematic account of these elusive fairy creatures, stresses the irresistible appeal of their voices which attract human beings towards their caves and grottoes in beaches and rivers, and Cabal describes a conversation he had in 1919 with an old woman of ninety-two from the village of Balmori who told him that she had heard songs coming from the fountains and caves of the Xanas, which sounded as though hundreds of birds were warbling as they disported themselves in the water.*


    The great difference, however, between the Xanas and the sirens, the Vilas, the Valkyries, the banshees and other supernatural beings of folklore is that the former, in spite of their magic voice and song and their treasures, suffer even greater disabilities than human beings, for they are prisoners of the spell cast by their parents, and they have not even the free will of the human soul: they must linger in their golden captivity until they are disenchanted by a human being who is brave enough and clever enough to break the spell. Like the Celtic banshee, they comb their hair with a golden comb and sing, but unlike the banshee they do not announce the death of a human being by their sad song. Like the leprechauns, they collect gold, and like the Irish fairies they may sometimes steal a healthy human child from the cradle and leave in its place an ugly deformed changeling, but they are only allowed one day in the year on which they may appear in all their glory, and that is midsummer morning, or the day of St. John, when the sun dances in the sky and the Xanas too, dance on the dew-covered meadows in the golden sunbeams before their fairy queen.


    On the way from Muros to Cudillero I met an old friend of many years ago, Pepin Claviños, who has a farm in the Asturian mountains near Somiedo. Pepin belongs to the strange nomadic race of Vaqueiros, or cowboys, who resemble the Cagots or Agotes in the Basque provinces and the Maragatos in the province of León. The cowboys wander with their cattle from the lowlands of the coastal regions up to the high peaks in the summer months. In the winter they leave some of their number up in the snows to guard the huts of their settlements, while they and their families descend to the coast and live in the villages. Although they have lived in these highlands since time immemorial they have always been considered a ‘race maudite’ by the Asturians, and in former days there was as much hostility shown to them as to the Cagots, Agotes or the Gypsies, and I have seen inscriptions in stone on the pavements inside the churches saying that the Vaqueiros were not allowed to stand in the main body of the church with the rest of the congregation; nor were they allowed to be buried in the same part of the cemetery. Jovellanos in his ‘Diaries’, when referring to the attitude adopted by the people and the church authorities towards these nomads, adds that in some villages the priests would not administer Holy Communion to them at the altar rails, but only at the door of the church.*


    With Pepin Claviños I played truant on the road to Cudillero, for he gave me a lift in his friend’s milk-van and brought me off to San Martín de Luiña, where we were joined by another Vaqueiro called Pachin Parredo, and soon I was ensconced in a dark chigre listening to the wild yodelling Vaqueiras which express the proud, self-centred primitiveness of this race of shepherd kings, who boast that they are descendants of the celebrated ancestral families of the country. One of the coplas they sing:


    


    Antes que Dios fuera Dios


    y el sol diera por los riscos


    ya los Feitos eran Feitos


    y los Garridos Garridos.


    


    (Before God was God


    and the sun shone over the rocks,


    the Feitos were Feitos


    and the Garridos were Garridos.)


    


    It is the most exciting music in Spain and the most romantic if we hear it on the outskirts of the villages perched in the mountains above San Martín de Luiña, at sundown, for the Vaqueiros yodel at one another from neighbouring peaks and their wild shouts echo and reecho in the mountains, suggesting barbaric war-cries. They also accompany their yodelling songs or vaqueiras with large-sized castanets and with a saucepan which they strike with a key. The two characteristic words braña and alzada explain the destiny of this mysterious caste of mankind, whose characters and customs are so different from those of the prevailing population that they were shunned and ill-treated. The word braña (derived from vernum, summer) means the damp summer pasture land of the upper slopes, and the word alzada expresses the annual migration (haciendo alzada) of the cowherds with their wives, children and chattels to the highland settlements. The little hamlets of the Vaqueiros on the mountain slopes reminded me of the west of Ireland, for the Vaqueiros live in primitive thatched cottages.


    It was difficult to tear myself away from Pepin Claviños and his picaresque friend Pachin Parredo, for they wanted to carry me off to Somiedo. In the end it was the parish priest who delivered me. With him I visited the church of San Martín de Luiña and he pointed out to me the inscription on the granite pavement penalizing the Vaqueiros, saying: “Things have changed since the old days. Today it is the Vaqueiros who think themselves the lords of creation. Has Pachin Parredo not sung to you the characteristic song of the Vaqueiros?


    


    Los Vaqueiros son Vaqueiros


    eyos mismos lo xuraron


    y vale más un Vaqueiro


    que veinticinco aldeanos.


    


    (Cowboys are cowboys


    they themselves have sworn it,


    and one cowboy is more than a match


    for twenty-five villagers.)


    


    

  


  
    THE HIDDEN TOWN


    


    The panorama of sierra and the estuary of the Nalon from the village of Somao through which I passed on the way to Cudillero is one of the finest I had seen on my pilgrimage and this region deserves the name of ‘balcony of the Asturias’ which is given to it by the local inhabitants.


    Arrival at Cudillero conies as a surprise, for the town is built in so deep a hollow that it cannot be seen either from the sea or from the land. I stood on the edge of the cliff overlooking the town which is built in a vast natural amphitheatre with the houses rising tier upon tier in serried rows. I could also look down upon the wide stretch of countryside glowing in the setting sun and upon the sea which flashed like burnished copper. Deep below me in the abyss, however, dusk had already fallen and the lights in the houses began to sparkle here and there in the amphitheatre like restless fire-flies. A road curled round and round the face of the cliffs as it ascended from the town to the cemetery perched on the headland to my left, but there were countless steep bridle paths criss-crossing the face of the cliffs and terminating in steps descending to the lower town lying in a kind of well.


    In the Middle Ages its invisibility from the sea made it a refuge from the Norman pirates who swept the northern coasts of Spain. There must, however, be a Norman strain in the population, for one often sees in the streets red-headed fishergirls who look like Vikings’ daughters. It was the hand of nature that carved the hidden town, for Cudillero, as the name shows, was the result of the capricious twisting of the River Cudillero which today elbows its way under the town into the sea. As I gazed at the sparkling sea over which the shades of evening were gradually descending, I saw the fleet of fishing boats returning to port—some already clustering around the jetty, which was black with fishermen and fisherwomen unloading. In the dusk the myriads of lights quivering through the mist in the vast amphitheatre and the distant hum of countless voices rising and falling like a tide, reminded me of the bees of St. John of the Nettles and the swarm of singing souls with golden wings circling about the Mystical Rose.


    Cudillero, ‘the Hidden Town’, used to be one of my favourite places of refuge in Spain, and at the back of the little house where I used to stay runs the earlier pilgrim road to Compostella along which, according to local tradition, travelled Charlemagne and later the pilgrims who had come to Oviedo to worship the relics in the Cámara Santa before continuing their journey to Compostella. Most of my knowledge of this region I derived from my Asturian friend, Don Juan Antonio Bravo, and his sisters who inhabit the princely house of Villademar surrounded by woods and gardens on a hill above Cudillero. Here in his town of Cudillero he is regarded with great affection because he has devoted himself always to improving the lot of the fishing population.


    When I arrived I found a gay party in progress, and among the many guests was Don Pío Ahujar, the doctor of Cudillero. Though seventy-six years of age, his tall, commanding figure and Ins bushy white moustaches give him the air of an old French guards officer en retraite. He had a brother a priest and two sisters nuns, but he never puts foot in a church. I asked one of the guests why this was so. “Because,” he answered, “Don Pío went suddenly bald and had to wear a cap even in the house because of draughts and he refused to go to church because he was ashamed to let people see he was bald. But he hears Mass by radio. For over fifty years he has dominated the people of Cudillero like a benevolent tyrant.”


    “He does not charge any fees,” said my friend, “and is a devoted doctor, but his methods of treatment are original. As he knows all the family histories of his patients, he generally does not need to see them in his dispensary. Living as he does in the lower part of the town, which is built like an amphitheatre, he has only to walk out on his balcony to get into contact with his patients like a quack doctor on a stage, and possessing as he does a booming voice they gather in groups below in the plaza and he shouts their prescriptions to them one by one. Most of the men patients with minor ailments he treats summarily, saying to them: ‘Go away and wash yourself; all that’s wrong with you is dirt—inherited dirt, too, for your parents lived like pigs (guarros)!’ If one of them needed medicine he would shout the directions and throw him down a piece of paper with the prescription written on it. Every afternoon at three o’clock, after his dinner, he passed through the village carrying his huge white párasol and on his way women would waylay him asking for advice. One would roll up her sleeve and show him a boil, another would raise her skirt and show him a cut on her thigh. The doctor would pause, shout a few directions and plod onwards under his large parasol.


    Pepe Argüelles, on the other hand, had in Pravia a more ingenious method of dealing with his patients who lived in the tiny hamlets in the valley around the town. He worked out for them a system of semaphore signals, by which they hung sheets out of the window, a signal that someone in the house was very ill. Or else they put out a coloured skirt or petticoat—red for fever, blue for bronchitis, yellow for colic, and so on.


    It is an eerie experience to walk up the winding ‘ghost way’ through the town and up the cliff to the cemetery, and I never cared to do it alone, but I did it several times accompanied by an old fisherman called Xuanín in order to hear his stories. Xuanín, whom I used also to visit, was a tough, weather-beaten old salt who lived with his wife and five children in one of the rough old houses in what I used to call the ‘upper circle’, in the amphitheatre of the town. It was a surrealistic house and might have been designed by Heath Robinson. There were two entrances, a lower and an upper, for the path down to the town circled above the roof, twisted round the house and ran in front of the main door below. Through the upper door in the roof Xuanín’s mules on their return at sunset from the pastures entered into the loft of the house which was their stable, and by the hall door the family entered their kitchen and main living-room. Xuanín on ordinary days was inclined to be morose and self-centred, but on feast days, especially at the feria of San Pedro on June 29 and the feast of Santa Ana at the end of July, he became ecstatically drunk and beatifically indulgent and open-handed.


    Xuanín’s wife was extremely superstitious. When I asked her whether she believed in the Evil Eye she showed me a number of ciguas winch she used to sew on her children’s clothes when they were small She told me a story of a woman in Cudillero whom she knew: “a fine, plump, good-looking young woman she was until she came up against someone who was jealous and who cast the Evil Eye on her. She then began to get very ill, and we all told her to go and see the parish priest—Don Sixto it was, an old man, older even than Don Bernardo, but one who was said to exorcise the Evil Eye. When she went to him he said, ‘Surely you do not believe in such trumpery,’ but she replied that people had told her that she was under a spell. The priest then said to her: ‘Well, it can’t do you any harm to have my blessing and a few prayers por añadidura.’ So the priest put on his stole and blessed her, whereupon she felt better immediately, and did not have to seek the services of the local witch-curer, Doña Eugenia. Now, Doña Eugenia was a friend of the young woman and she said to her when she met her: ‘I see that you don’t need me to cure you, but I’ll tell you how you may recognize the woman who cast the Evil Eye on you. You must go the next fair day to Pravia and buy in the market a big new pot and bring it home with you to Cudillero holding it in your left hand close to your side. When you get home fill the jar with water and put it to boil. When the water boils the person who bewitched you will appear!’


    “The young woman did as she was told, and when the water began to simmer in the pot sure enough a neighbour came rushing into her house, saying:


    “ ‘What are you boiling here—the house will go on fire.’ ”


    “In this way the young woman recognized who had cast the Evil Eye upon her.”


    I could rarely persuade Xuanín to walk up the calle del trasgu or ‘ghost way’, for he would always find excuses, and I believe he was afraid we might meet the Santa Compaña or ‘Holy Brotherhood’. There came a day, however, when he had to walk up the road in the funeral of two fishermen who had perished in the great storm of 1951. As we walked up slowly at the rear of the procession he told me a strange story which illustrates the profound effect that superstitions have upon these primitive men of the sea. Among the Asturian, as among the Basque fishermen, it has always been the custom for those who possess a share in the ownership of their trawlers to pay a pension to the widow if one of the men dies. Each fisherman pays a percentage of what he earns in money. One of Xuanín’s friends, who was part-owner of the boat, died and the men all contributed to the pension of the widow, with the exception of one fisherman who objected, saying that it was an intolerable burden to go on all his life paying to the widow, seeing that the dead husband had only been part-owner a short time.


    “Now, listen, señor,” continued Xuanín, “to what happened. On nights when the boats go out to fish it is the custom for someone to walk up the town by the Tolombreo path knocking at the houses and shouting out the names of the crew of the boat that is putting to sea. The fishermen then get up and hasten down to the quay. On a certain night the fisherman who had objected to paying heard his name called, so he got up, dressed and went down to the quay. To his surprise he found that no one else was going down, but when he reached the quay there was a great bustle of excitement and to his horror he saw standing by the boat the ghost of the dead fisherman, who said to him: ‘You will have to come out and fish with me so that you may never henceforth complain that I am robbing you in order to give a share to my wife who is still alive.’ The fisherman was so terrified that he fell to the ground in a dead faint and he was found lying there by his companions in the morning.”


    “I suppose he has joined the Santa Compaña,” I said.


    “If you see the Santa Compaña,” replied Xuanín, “you die within the year. The Holy Brotherhood come from Purgatory after twelve o’clock at night and wander through the world to remind men of the prayers they promised to say to relieve the souls from their sufferings.” “Can one see them at night?” said I.


    “One rarely sees the Compaña, but you know when they pass you by, for you feel a cold breath down your spine and you smell the wax of the burning tapers they carry. You know they are coming, for you can see the leader, who is a living man, carrying the cross and the vessel of holy water.”


    “Surely no living person takes part in those processions. I cannot imagine you walking down this ghostly street followed by a band of spectres; you would run away and throw yourself into the sea.” “Thanks be to Almighty God I’ve never been handed the cross and the holy water by the Santa Compaña,” said the fisherman, hastily making the sign of the cross, “but my cousin—God have mercy on his immortal soul—once met them in this very calle del trasgu on a windy night when there was no moon and not a human being in sight. As he walked along he heard a faint sound of wailing—so faint was it he could hardly hear it, but he became paralysed with fear. In the distance he saw a man coming towards him carrying a cross and a pot of holy water. It was a man he knew in the town—a tailor he was. He came up to him and without a word handed him the cross and the pot of holy water, making signs for him to move on in the same direction. And on he had to go for what seemed to him an eternity, while all the time he felt the cold air on his back and he smelt the burning wax, but not a sound did he hear. The procession continued until it reached a house, when it stopped, and all of a sudden stones were thrown on to the roof.”


    “Why did the Holy Brotherhood do that?”


    “To announce that the owner of the house was about to die.” “Could your cousin not avoid taking part?”


    “Yes; if he had only remembered to trace with his stick a circle on the ground and stand within it before the leader had time to hand him the cross and holy water. Otherwise he had to go on blindly following the whispered orders of the Santa Compaña until he would have the good luck to meet as big a boob as himself to whom he could hand over.”


    “Surely you do not believe all those superstitions.”


    “I’m too old, señor, to change my beliefs. It was my grandmother taught me about ghosts of the Santa Compaña when I wasn’t two feet high, and when I go to church below on Sundays I pray for the souls in Purgatory and I give the priest every year money and gifts for them.”


    I can understand the fascination the local legends, miracles, myths and superstitions must have had for the pilgrims in ancient times who plodded along this road which is still haunted by relics of past beliefs. The modern pilgrim who is a receptive, not to say an inquisitive, traveller absorbs them no less than his Jacobean pilgrim ancestors and he revels in the shrewd traditional wisdom of the fishermen, mountaineers and especially of the nomadic populations he meets on his journey through the north of Spain. And my journeys have taught me the truth of the Shakespearean phrase: ‘He’s gentle, never schooled, and yet learned, full of noble device.’ Fishermen like Xuanín received their only education from nature itself. His wisdom sprang from the soil and was independent of the written word. Anyone who wanders through Spain even today will gradually absorb this ancient philosophy of nature.

  


  
    


    CHAPTER II


    

  


  
    THE ROAD THROUGH THE BIERZO AND GALICIA


    


    IN July of the Holy Year, 1954, after passing the Hospital of San Marcos and leaving the city of León, I followed the pilgrim road across the bridge of San Marcos over the river Bernesga and, continuing to Trobajo del Camino, ascended to the noble church of the Virgen del Camino with its beautiful loggia, which overlooks the plain. According to tradition Our Lady appeared in 1505 to a shepherd, Alvar Simón by name, and instructed him to tell his bishop to have a hermitage built in her honour in that spot. The shepherd, fearing that his story would not be believed, asked Our Lady for some sign that would manifest the miracle, and she, asking him for his sling, fired a stone six hundred paces from where they stood, telling him the stone would be a testimony of the miracle and that it would be easily recognized by him and his companions, because it would grow in size. At the place where the stone fell, a hermitage was erected and later on the church was built nearby.*


    The image of Our Lady of the Wayside worked other and even more famous miracles, as, for instance, the truly Jacobean one which was performed on a certain Alonso de Rivera seventeen years after the former miracle in 1522, when he was a captive of the Moors in Africa. The sacristan told me the story as follows: Don Alonso de Rivera had great devotion for the Santísima Virgen del Camino and when the date of her festival came round he prayed that he might be allowed to take part in her romería, so he asked his Moorish master for leave to go, and promised he would return to captivity after the festival. The master, a true Moro de la Morería, refused, whereupon the Christian knight answered that if it was Our Lady’s will that he should go, go he would, Moors or no Moors. On the eve of the romería the Moor locked him in a chest, fastened it with heavy chains and sat upon the lid, jeering at his captive within, saying: “Now I shall see what your Virgin will do.” The captive meanwhile prayed to the Mother of God, and that night the chest with the Christian inside and the Moor sitting on top were miraculously transported through the air and deposited in a place near the shrine. Early next morning the Moor awoke, rubbed his eyes and cried: “What bells do I hear?” and the Christian answered joyfully: “Our Lady heard my prayer. These are the bells of my church and we are now in my fatherland.” The Moor was baptized and died a saint, and on one of the walls of the church today hang the chains which fastened the chest in which the Christian knight was imprisoned.


    After Valverde del Camino I passed Villadangos, where the parish church is dedicated to Santiago, and in the central niche of the retable above the high altar there is a figure of the Apostle Santiago on horseback.


    


    

  


  
    THE HONOURABLE PASSAGE OF ARMS AND THE ANCESTOR OF DON QUIXOTE


    


    Five kilometres after the village of San Martin del Camino I reached the celebrated hospital and bridge of Órbigo, the scene of the ‘Honourable Passage of Arms’, where Suero de Quiñones and his knights for thirty days jousted with all comers. The hospital, which was on the Jacobean road on the west bank of the river, was built by the Knights of St. John, and according to local tradition it stood where are now the houses of calle Alvarez Vega. The bridge over the River Órbigo is a magnificent example of mediaeval architecture and four of the broad pointed arches of the original structure remain and part of the fifth, but some of the other arches were blown up by Sir John Moore as he retreated towards Galicia in 1809.


    It is important to realize that ‘the Passage Honourable’ took place in 1434, a Jacobean Holy Year, and the Leonese knight, Suero de Quiñones, resolved to hold his tourney by the Jacobean road in a field near the bridge, over which thousands of pilgrims would wend their way towards Compostella, and he arranged that the jousts should start on July 10 of that year and continue on thirty successive days. Suero de Quiñones presented his petition to hold the tourney to King John II when the latter was at Medina del Campo, surrounded by his court, and when the King had given his sanction, Don Suero de Quiñones ordered the herald to read out the twenty-two conditions of the chivalrous enterprise, and then handed a letter to the king-of-arms of the King of Castile and León, which he was to read out to all the courts in Christendom.*


    The fifteenth century witnesses the death-agony of chivalry which was rich in dreamlike exploits. In the case of Quiñones these amounted to madness. In the Orlando Furioso of Ariosto and in other earlier works it had been usual for an adventurous knight to station himself at some pass or bridge, compelling all those who passed to acknowledge the superiority of his mistress. Suero de Quiñones, as he declared in his proclamation of the Paso Honroso, had lain for a long time imprisoned by love for a lady, in sign whereof he wore every Thursday an iron fetter around his neck. Such exploits as those of Suero de Quiñones obsessed the mind of Don Quixote and he, too, did penance for love in the Sierra Morena.


    There, beside the Camino francés, where there was a forest, lists were constructed for ‘the Passage Honourable’, one hundred and forty-six paces long, and enclosed by a palissade of the height of a horse. Seven galleries were built around the lists; one at the end near where Suero de Quiñones and his nine companions were to enter; another whence they might view the jousts when they were not taking part. Two more galleries were for the foreign knights when not engaged: two more were set at opposite sides, one for the judges, king-at-arms, heralds, trumpeters, and scriveners, who were given the duty of keeping an exact record of all that took place, and the seventh for famous foreign knights.


    At dawn on July II, 1434, the musicians gathered on the sandy earth of the lists below the bridge, and the first notes of the fanfare were blown by the Chief Trumpeter Dalmao. Straightway the church bells of the Hospital of St. John chimed noisily and out of all the coloured tents pitched in the river bed emerged gaily apparelled knights, who with their ladies and duennas went to Mass, which, according to the instructions of Suero de Quiñones, was said in the church of the Jacobean pilgrims, in this way signifying that his enterprise was linked with the cult of the Apostle.*


    Every day the tilting continued followed by banquets given by each jouster to his rival, and day by day more knights arrived at the bridge of Órbigo and fair ladies, who were asked by the knights-at-arms for their gloves, which knights would offer to redeem. Some days produced exciting incidents. On July 15, Suero de Quiñones was challenged by the Catalan knight adventurer, Mosen Per Davio, who for the occasion put on his double armour, in order to match so expert a tilter as the Captain. But Quiñones, scorning danger and throwing all caution to the winds, donned light armour, and over his coat of mail put on a woman’s white chemise embroidered with wheels of St. Catherine, which as he manoeuvred his prancing, curvetting horse, made him appear, said the chroniclers, like a whirling fleck of foam. Even lightly armed as he was, Suero was more than a match for the Catalan, who floundered about helplessly. Blind with rage at his discomfiture the latter pierced with his double lance the helmet of his rival who fell to the ground. There was a gasp of horror from the crowd, who believed their doughty Captain of the Lists was slain, but Suero rising from the ground cried out: “It is nothing, it is nothing. Quiñones! Quiñones!”


    Eusebio Luengo, whose excellent biography of Suero de Quiñones is the best modern study of the Paso Honroso, suggests that the chemise worn over his armour by Suero de Quiñones in his tilt with Per Davio was one sent to him by his love, the mysterious lady for whom he wore the fetter round his neck and the device on his right arm worked in gold:


    


    Si a vous ne plait de ouir mesure,


    Certes je dy,


    Queje suis


    Sans venture.


    


    In mediaeval chivalry it was customary after the contest for the knight to return the garment to his lady, and she would henceforth wear it, even though it was torn and stained with her champion’s blood.*


    More serious were the incidents which took place after July 20, when the Knight Gutierre de Quijada arrived with nine companions, who were travelling as pilgrims to St. James of Compostella. They were all of them famed for their skill in tilting and were equal in numbers to the Knights Defenders of the Paso. Next day Suero defeated one of the Quijada’s companions, Gonzalo de Castañeda, who loudly proclaimed that in all the dangerous breaking of lances in which he had taken part hitherto none had ever beaten him save Suero de Quiñones, and he rejoiced to have been defeated by so valiant a knight. Gutierre de Quijada, however, resented that one of his nine champions should have been defeated, and felt a growing rancour and desire for revenge. Twenty-four years later he was to find his opportunity. A final procession was held in the lists on August 9, 1434, and Suero de Quiñones appeared, still wearing his iron fetter, and addressed the concourse, saying: “Most Honourable Lords: Know ye that heretofore I was a prisoner of a most virtuous lady, and in sign of my captivity I wore tins iron fetter around my neck every Thursday, and I won my ransom by three hundred lances broken off at the haft, and by remaining on guard in this Passage for the space of thirty days, awaiting the arrival of knights who would deliver me from such ransom.” Amid the applause of the multitude the Knight-at-Arms and his assistant went down into the lists. Suero dismounted from his palfrey and bowed before the Judges, whereupon they took the iron fetter from his neck and placed it on a tray, which they carried up to the judges, amidst fanfares of trumpets and flaming torches.


    From Puente de Órbigo Suero de Quiñones rode in a cavalcade of knights to León, and, amidst the plaudits of the people thronging the streets and balconies, he rode slowly up the Rúa Nueva past the church of St. Isidore and on to the square of the cathedral from whence he retired to the palace of his father, Diego Fernández de Quiñones.* Now that he was released from his vow he resolved to journey along the Camino francés as a humble pilgrim to Santiago de Compostela. When he reached the basilica of the Apostle he deposited at the feet of St. James a broad golden bracelet as a reminder of the iron fetter he had worn in his slavery.*


    In later years we hear of Suero de Quiñones plotting with his elder brother, Don Pedro, and other nobles against the tyranny of the Grand Master of Santiago, Don Alvaro de Luna, and at Olmedo in 1445 he fought on the side of the rebellious nobles. Then came years of exile, until one day in 1458, when unexpectedly in the open field between Castroverde and Bardal de la Loma in Navarre, he came face to face with his former challenger of the Paso Honroso at Qrbigo, Don Gutierre de Quijada. Don Gutierre had not forgotten even after twenty-four years his discomfiture that day in the Passage Honourable. Now was the heaven-sent opportunity for his revenge. The two knights armed cap-à-pie charged each other with lances couched. There was a clash of armour, the horses reared up on their hind legs and one of the knights fell from his charger to the ground and lay motionless; blood trickled through his visor. It was Suero de Quiñones. The chronicler adds: As he was always among those in the front line of battle, so he was the first to perish.’


    I am always fascinated by the strange coincidence that Don Gutierre de Quijada was the ancestor of that Alonso Quijada of the early sixteenth century, who was the model Cervantes had in mind for his Don Quixote.* Alonso Quijada, who was an uncle of the wife of Cervantes, entered the Benedictine Order and lived in Toledo, but he was as fantastic an eccentric as his ancestor Don Gutierre, and he became so absorbed in the books of chivalry that he believed that the deeds told of Amadis and his knights were Gospel truth. And so we may link the Passage Honourable of Suero de Quiñones through Gutierre de Quijada with the exploits of the Knight of the Rueful Figure, and Cervantes himself in Chapter 49 of Part I admits his hero’s ancestry.


    The bridge, whose oldest arches, according to Gómez Moreno, belong to the thirteenth century, became celebrated all over Christendom when Suero de Quiñones, the spiritual forerunner of Don Quixote, conceived his fantastic notion of running seven hundred and twenty-seven courses a Voutrance against all knights in the world. The Passage Honourable, however, possesses for us a deeper significance, for it illustrates the pundonor and self-respect that have always been, as Richard Ford said, the keystones of character in the individually brave Spaniard, who is ever ready, when personal considerations are at stake, to find a quarrel in a straw and think it but an easy leap to ‘pluck bright honour from the pale-faced Moon’. And Richard Ford, quoting the well-worn proverb sanan cuchilladas pero no malas palabras, criticizes the touchy sensitiveness of the Spanish hidalgo, whose quixotic porcupine fretfulness, he says, is a drawback to social intercourse.*


    Nevertheless, the vast majority of foreign travellers and pilgrims have always paid tribute to the Spaniard for his courteous manners. The reason for this national trait I believe springs from his innate individualism. So conscious is he of his own solitariness that he respects it in others. He knows that he is a desert dweller in the midst of his immense meseta and that he must live out his life like a lonely watcher. Hence his cult of manliness and his particular concept of honour: the honour of the Spaniard, as many have shown, is the pathos or passion of the lone individual. He neither seeks nor offers pity, because he wants to be, as Unamuno says, ‘nada menos que todo un hombre’, a man who can stand on his own feet and fight for himself.


    As I plod through this parched land with its yellow earthen pueblos I feel that the first-century geographer Strabo’s book on Spain was as useful as Richard Ford or Borrow, so little has the fundamental matriarchal civilization of this strange region of León, wedged in between Asturias and the mountains of the Bierzo, changed in two thousand years. For matriarchal its civilization remains today, in spite of the Romans, the Visigoths, the Moors, the Jacobean foreign pilgrims and the jousters of the Paso Honroso itself. In the fields through which the road passes I see women, not men, working under the blazing copper pall of the noonday sun. When I expressed surprise to a beady-eyed, talkative old man to whom I stood a glass of wine in the pueblo of Órbigo he replied: “Señor, you are in the country of the Maragatos where it is Eve who ploughs, sows and reaps, and it is Adam who stays at home and spins. Here we have a proverb which runs:


    


    Hace la mujer en León


    del hombre la obligación.


    


    (The women in León


    do the work of men.)


    


    “Don Suero was a smart lad, I’m thinking, and he must have been a Maragato, for he left his wife at home, and he came here and posted himself by the bridge, where he knew he would meet the noblest and richest pilgrims on their way to the tomb of the Apostle. He knew, too, that if they were able to stomach the miracles of St. James they would believe any moonshine, and so he spun them the yam about the iron fetter his lady had clamped on his neck. Ah well, señor, God works by devious ways, and man lives not by bread alone.”


    Shaking his hand and muttering to himself, the old man hobbled away tapping his stick against the kerb.


    After leaving Puente de Órbigo the road ascends to a height whence one can see in the distance, throned on an eminence, the city of Astorga. In Roman days it was an imperial colony and the centre of Roman legions. Later it became the spoil of the Barbarian and the chattel of Almanzor who mutilated, but did not destroy it. Later still it was the bone of contention between Castilians and Leónese. Today it does not preserve even the shadow of its former greatness: even its castellated fortress fell in ruins, and so did most of the impregnable walls from which the arrogant Alvar Pérez Ossorio, Marquis of Astorga, shouted his device:


    


    “Do mis armas se posieron


    Movellas jamás podieron.”


    


    But, though the former greatness of the city has crumbled into dust, nobody today can approach the majestic city perched on its hill and wander the narrow streets without feeling the mysterious presence of the primitive inhabitants, whose name Arnacos or ‘excellent warriors’ has descended to us with their emblem, the branch of the oak tree which adorned their shield.


    As I walked along the street I heard my name called from a neighbouring bar: it was a lawyer friend of mine from Astorga named Julio Francisco Ogando. He became my guide and at once initiated me into the life of Astorga. We went first to the narrow Street of Santiago by which the pilgrims went to the cathedral to pay their respects to St. James, whose statue clad as a pilgrim is on the battlements. The pilgrims entered the city through the barrio de San Andrés and stopped at the convent of St. Francis where there was a hospital. The cathedral was built in 1471 on the site of an older building but has been restored at different periods. The exterior is mostly in the style of Churriguera. Inside, the most striking work of art is the huge altar-piece by Gaspar Becerra known as the Spanish Michael Angelo.


    Next to the cathedral is the ancient Hospital of St. John which was mentioned in documents of 1187. It was burnt down in the eighteenth century but reconstructed in 1764. There is a tradition that St. Francis fell ill at Astorga and was a patient in that hospital. The Bishop’s palace of cold grey granite, which stands in striking contrast to the yellow-toned stone of the cathedral and the hospital, fascinates by its eccentricity: designed by the modern Catalan architect Gaudí, it is a kind of pastiche rhapsody all’antico. Below the pleasant garden, which is attractively laid out along the summit of the city walls, stretches the vast panorama of the Maragateria.


    According to my informants the Maragatos inhabit a number of pueblos within a radius of three hundred and fifty square kilometres and live exclusively among their own tribe. My friends in Astorga scouted the theory given to me by the old man of the Puente de Órbigo that they were descended from the mythical King Mauregato. Nor did they believe that they had sprung from Mozarabic settlers who had penetrated at an early date into the southern León. Others, on the other hand, were of the opinion that the Maragatos came of Berber stock. After wandering through the streets of Astorga and watching the men in the taverns in the evening and the women in the market place in the early morning I came to the conclusion that George Borrow’s description of the Maragatos in The Bible in Spain, written in 1843, contains more probability of truth than many of the conflicting theories given to me by the natives of Astorga. He was convinced that the Maragatos were a remnant of those Goths, who sided with the Moors in their invasion of Spain and adopted their religion, customs and manner of dress, which until recently the people wore every day in the villages. They wore leather tight-fitting jerkins, a broad leather belt in which they kept their pouch, zaragüelles or wide billowing bloomers, like those worn by the Valencian peasants, brown cloth gaiters or polainas, and a big slouching hat.*


    Borrow was certain that their blood had at no time mingled with that of the wild children of the desert, for scarcely amongst the hills of Norway, he says, would you find figures and faces more essentially Gothic than those of the Maragatos. They are strong athletic men but loutish and heavy, and their features, though for the most part well-formed, are vacant and devoid of expression.... They have, he adds, a coarse, thick pronunciation, and when you hear them speak, you almost imagine that some German or English peasant is attempting to express himself in the language of the Peninsula.*


    The true explanation I am sure is that given by Julio Caro Baroja, the most eminent of modern Spanish ethnologists, who says that the Maragatos are the descendants of an ancient Asturian tribe possessing marked conservative tendencies and resembling in certain ways the Pasiegos of the Santander province and the Vaqueiros of Asturias. Up to comparatively recent days the primitive custom of the covada or ‘cou-vade’ as described by Strabo existed among the Maragatos as among the Vaqueiros. In personal appearance the peasant men and women I saw in the streets of Astorga and in the neighbouring villages were mostly squat, ruddy-complexioned, sleek-haired, with square faces and snub noses, and reminded me of the people in the West Riding of Yorkshire.


    One of the festivals which is celebrated here in the New Year illustrates the matriarchal basis of their civilization. A youth dresses up as a woman and drives a plough through the frozen fields. The plough is pulled by a team of youths, also disguised as women, called Zamarracos, and by others dressed in animals’ skins with little bells attached. While the youths plough the furrows, the rest taking part in the ritual, who are called Xiepas, declaim satiric verses which resemble those recited by the masqueraders in Asturias. These traditions which have continued century after century in León and Asturias, apart from the religious rites of the community, are, nevertheless, survivals of religious beliefs held in the dim past, even in the days of Strabo. According to Julio Caro Baroja, it would be difficult to discover in Europe a region wherein modern civilization is so finely balanced with the traditions of a remote past as León.* It is this projection of millenary rites on to modern mechanistic life that gives such poignancy to Concha Espina’s novel La Esfinge Maragata, which describes the life of the Maragato woman: the Maragata is a shy, silent and persistent sphinx, the matriarch of antiquity, ‘personification of a mysterious petrified people, peering like a rockbound isle out of the surging tide of history’. In a matriarchal society a woman of her own free will chooses her destiny: she may refuse to accept her wooer when, according to the strange tradition of the rastro among Maragato suitors, he lays the trail of straw on the ground from his home to the home of her parents, for she may slip out by night and continue the trail laid by her suitor, making it end in the river or the lake, a sign that she has rejected his suit. Once she has accepted her suitor and becomes a bride, however, she models her life on that of the stork, the bird so beloved of the Maragatos, which nests in the church tower beneath the Cross and presides over the women working in the fields. When I mentioned the storks of the cathedral to the wife of a Maragato friend she became sentimental and with tears in her eyes described how tenderly the stork and his mate behaved towards their nestlings. “Those birds identify themselves so completely with our lives,” said she, “that we Maragatas see in them the sum total of all Christian qualities, for they preside over our lives from the cradle to the grave: they are the bringers of good tidings at the birth of our children: they personify fidelity in marriage and the return home every year of our beloved mate, who is toiling in a distant country, and while we work in the fields, every now and then one of them will fly down and stand near us, perched on one leg, cocking its head on one side, watching us gravely.”


    Before I left Astorga I saw the Maragatos, dressed in their traditional costumes, perform their ancient folk-dances in one of the plazas. The women in their embroidered bodices and long aprons and their elaborate jewellery, the men in their broad-bottomed zaragüelles and polainas. Their dancing was measured and had the dignity of an ancient ritual, reminding me of the Danza Prima I had seen in So miedo. It was incongruous to see the ancient ritual performed unselfconsciously by these young members of the ancient tribe in the middle of a square crowded with motor lorries, and the music at times was submerged in the hooting of klaxons and the rattle of city traffic.


    


    

  


  
    THE CASTLE OF THE TEMPLARS


    


    Saying farewell to my friend, whom I had arranged to meet in Compostella on the day of the Apostle, I set out on the main road from Astorga to Ponferrada by the Pass of Manzanal and San Román de Bembibre. On my previous pilgrimage to Compostella I had taken the more primitive road by the Pass of Rabanal del Camino and Foncebadón, and had ridden by mule the distance between the latter place and Ponferrada, spending a few days at the charming little pueblo of Molinaseca—a little oasis in a dreary journey. On this occasion in 1954, however, I needed to ‘burn’ the stages in order to reach Compostella in time, so I made straight for the Pass of Manzanal, following the advice of the German Jacobean pilgrim of the sixteenth century, Hermann Kiinig, who emphatically believed that this road was easier. Jovellanos in 1722 chose this way by Bembibre, which in his day as today was famed for its excellent wine. By this road, too, retreated Sir John Moore in December 1809, when there was snow on the mountains. Bembibre with its pleasant valley was an oasis, but Ford says grimly that its vineyards were more fatal to Moore’s soldiers than the French sabres.


    At the Hotel Madrid in Ponferrada I met a big party of French pilgrims, mostly women, who were accompanied by two priests and a courier and travelled in their own motor bus.


    Ponferrada—the iron bridge—was built in the eleventh century by the Bishop of Astorga for the passage of pilgrims to Compostella, who travelled by direct route along the River Sil by Valdeorras and Orense. The town grew later, a little distance from the bridge, and belonged to the Templars who built a magnificent castle which dominates the town and all the country around. It stands proudly on the river bank and must have been impregnable, not only owing to its huge walls and massive battlements, but especially owing to the ingenious engineering device whereby the Templars were able to supply themselves with water from the river inside the walls. As I wandered through the ruins with Don Bernardo Castro, Juez de Primera Instancia in Ponferrada, to whom I had been introduced by my Astorgan friend, Julio Ogando, I questioned him about the Templars. Don Bernardo Castro is particularly proud of his Christian name, for it reminds him of the great Saint, whose famous letter to the Knight Templars is the noblest expression of the change which came over Christian society in the twelfth century, the century of the Crusades. With St. Bernard military valour became meritorious, and the gallant knight might hope for reward in the next world. It was St. Bernard, too, who gave the Templars their beautiful motto blending the ideal of the soldier and the monk, Non nobis, non nobis, Domine, sed nomini tuo da gloriam, and to their ranks flocked all men of highest courage and purest devotion. The Order of the Templars was the first to be established in the Peninsula and was in Calatrava in 1139, and at the height of their power in Spain they owned twelve houses in Castile alone.


    “Remember,” said Don Bernardo, “how they suffered at the battle of Las Navas de Tolosa. Their Grand Master, Gómez Ramirez, was killed, and in the Anales Toledanos we find the words: ‘There they died all.’ Even though the Order recovered and took part in the conquest of Seville in 1248, they began to decline, and they were expelled from Jerusalem. They declined because they forgot the ideals they had been given by St. Bernard at the Council of Troyes in 1128, and their wealth and pride brought down upon them the jealous hatred of the bishops, and their violent quarrels with their rivals the Hospitallers shocked the moral sense of Christendom.


    “And the Knights of Santiago,” he continued, “like the Templars, became wealthy and arrogant, a state within a state, and all the people were delighted to watch Ferdinand, who wanted their wealth, and Isabella, who wanted to be really Queen, finally abolish the Order of St. James, save as a label of distinction for nobles and courtiers.”


    The imposing entrance to the castle with its remains of a drawbridge and moat, and the massive walls reminded me of the gigantic ruins of the pilgrim castle of the Templars at Acre recaptured by Richard Cœur de Lion at the cost of a hundred thousand men. This castle of the Templars at Ponferrada, too, was a pilgrim castle bestriding the pilgrim road to Santiago and reminding those who passed this way of the age of the Crusades. It is a castle of romance, and because of the scanty information in documents concerning the history of the Knights Templars in Spain, many legends have been associated with it, as is shown in thenovel El Señor de Bembibre by Enrique Gily Carrasco which describes the Templars at the moment of the extinction of their Order.


    In 1185 they were in possession of Ponferrada, which owed its increase in importance to the mighty castle. According to Don Bernardo de Castro, the Templars there protected the Jacobean pilgrims and enabled them to continue their journey unmolested into the highlands of the Bierzo. The pilgrims in the sixteenth century used to make their way from the castle to the church of Santa María de la Enema, which is so called because in the twelfth century a statue of the Virgin was found hidden in the hollow trunk of an oak tree where it had been hidden for five centuries.


    


    

  


  
    THE HIGHLANDS OF THE BIERZO


    


    From Ponferrada I came to the highland region of the Bierzo, which in the seventh century became a Thebaid in North Spain under San Fructuoso and his disciple San Valerio, who by their lives as Cenobites inspired generation after generation of monks amid these solitary mountains. More than twenty monasteries, most of them dating from the tenth century, are known, and though some disappeared, or else dwindled into small parish churches included in the diocese of Astorga, others became great religious centres during the later Middle Ages.


    Here and there throughout the Bierzo many of those Cenobitic centres were visited in turn by many of the Jacobeans, who deviated from the pilgrim road in search of alms or else to venerate the relics. One of such centres was Sta. María de Tabladillo, at the foot of the western slope of Mount Irago, which already in the tenth century helped poor travellers, and its charitable work was at a later date carried on by the hermit Gaucelmo in his hospice there.


    Richard Ford in 1845 paid a lyrical tribute to this fascinating highland country of the Bierzo, calling it one of the most interesting nooks in the whole Peninsula and wondering why it was all but unknown to the English antiquary, angler and sportsman: ‘here is scenery enough to fill a portfolio, and subject enough for a quarto; how many flowers pine unbotanized, how many rocks harden engeologized; what views are dying to be sketched, what trout to be caught and eaten, what valleys expand their bosoms longing to embrace the visitor, what virgin beauties hitherto unseen await the happy member of the Travellers’ Club, who in ten days can exchange the bore of eternal Pall Mall for these untrodden sites; and then what an accession of dignity in then discovering a terra incognita, and rivalling Mungo Park.’*


    Very different is the tone of George Borrow who, together with his servant Antonio, left Astorga on horseback with fever upon him and ran into a fierce storm on the mountain road on the way to Villa-franca in the Bierzo, which incidentally inspired him to write one of the most eerie descriptions in the whole of bis book. When he travelled through this region in 1836 the monastic settlements in the mountains were desolate because in 1835 they had been suppressed and the only inmates were owls and ravens. A peasant fellow-traveller, whose mule had been blinded by the lightning said to Borrow during the storm: “Were the friars still in their nest above, I should say that this storm was their doing for they are the cause of all the miseries of the land.”


    Today the mountains of the Bierzo have no terrors for the traveller and expeditions of tourists start daily from Ponferrada, which is a flourishing modern town full of activity now that the River Sil, which George Borrow saw emerging from the gloom of the precipice above, white with foam and dashing down with thundering sound like an avenging fiend, has been tamed into ministering to many works of peace and comfort.


    The Bierzo is shaped like an amphitheatre and is shut out from the world by the great Asturian Alps sloping to the south-west and dividing into two barriers, the eastern formed by the Pass of Rabanal and Foncebadon; the western formed by the Pass of Cebrero and the Pass of Aguiar; and to the south which is, as it were, the base of the triangle there are the mountain chains of Segundera, Sanabria and Cabrera. The Bierzo is thus a deep valley like the bed of a large lake, which is shut out from the world, and is a paradise for those who wish to lead a contemplative life. This was the reason why hermits and Cenobites came there in the seventh century and built so many sanctuaries that, according to Florez, God alone, who can count the stars of heaven, could enumerate them. St. Fructuoso, the founder, was a kind of shepherd king of the Bierzo, who preferred to become a shepherd of men and gave away all his wordly goods and founded the monastery of Compludo near the Pass of Rabanal. Soon the fame of the religious settlements spread so wide and the valley became so thronged with pilgrims that St. Fructuoso was obliged to flee from the importuning crowds like St. Gilles, and roam from cave to cave in the mountains. On one occasion he was nearly killed by a hunter who mistook him for a wild beast. When the Moors invaded the Bierzo many of the monasteries were destroyed and the monks dispersed, but in 890 came another founder, St. Genadio, who rebuilt the shrines and gathered the communities which had dispersed.


    On my way to Villafranca del Bierzo I was given a lift by a genuine Maragato of the old school, who was perched on the top of barrels of wine in his carromato drawn by mules, with an awning over it to keep out the sun. Underneath the cart were chains on which his bundles were attached. As the mules plodded on steadily the carter chanted in a drowsy oriental nasal tone punctuated by curses to the mules. He was on his way to Lugo from Ponferrada and he smacked his lips as he described with loving anticipation the empanadas or meat pasties and Ribeiro wine—‘dark red like the blood of the Moor’—he would consume. “Ponferrada la puertay Galicia la huerta (Ponferrada’s the gate and Galicia’s the garden),” he said proverbially as we descended into the fair town of Villafranca with its churches and palaces set like a gem in a Swiss paradise of green fields and woods. The carter set me down at the entrance to the town below the church of Santiago which rises on a spur above.


    The Church of the Apostle is Romanesque with a single nave and two doors, of which the northern is called Puerta del Perdón. According to local tradition it was so called because if a Jacobean pilgrim was prevented by sickness or by any other serious reason from continuing his journey to Compostella, he could by receiving Holy Communion at the Puerta del Perdón acquire the same spiritual privileges as if he had accomplished the whole pilgrimage.


    The Alcázar of Villafranca, which once belonged to the great family of Alvarez de Toledo, was burnt by the French in 1812. Villafranca was the eighth stop on the Jacobean journey, and in the reign of Alfonso VI the francos, or privileged foreigners, established themselves here at the King’s invitation. A church was dedicated to Our Lady of Cluny, which the people called the Cruñego. Cluniac monks maintained the cult and assisted the foreign pilgrims, most of whom were French.


    


    

  


  
    THE GALICIAN BAGPIPER


    


    On my way towards the Cebrero I met a young bagpiper who was on his way to Portomarín, and I felt as if I had been spirited across the sea to the wilds of West Cork or Kerry, for when he knew that I was on my way to Compostella he rambled on rhapsodically and auto-biographically describing pilgrimages to shrines in the country, where everyone went provided with wine-skin and tambourine, and where all danced beneath the oak trees to the piping of the gaitero. “Galicia is the paradise of the bagpiper,” said he, “and you will find them in every village. Many of them are blind, too, but they earn more money than many who have both eyes.”


    “In Ireland,” I said, “we have bagpipers as well as harpers and fiddlers, and many of them are blind, for a blind man is best at remembering songs. Consequently everyone in Ireland reverences the blind player, for they know that he possesses the last remnant of the great ancient tradition of the bards. In the past the blind singer in his songs was able to cheat the vigilance of enemy invaders and wander among the people, keeping alive the old songs.”


    “In Galicia,” said Eladio the bagpiper, “we have the minstrel tradition still, and in Pontevedra, La Coruña, Vigo and Orense you will hear as fine singers of alalds and pipers as in the old days.”


    Galician music is a fascinating subject of investigation for the musical historian as well as the folklorist, because there is an unbroken tradition of minstrelsy back to the period of the Cantigas de Santa María of Alfonso the Wise, and the Seven Love Songs of the Galician troubadour Martin Codax. In the manuscript the music is given as well as the poetry, and it is instructive to note that the poets of León and Castile of that period wrote in Galician dialect, because it was the language of the troubadours. And one of the chief reasons why the Jacobean pilgrim road fascinated me was that the further west I travelled towards Compostella the more I seemed to come under the bewitching influence of the music and folk tales I heard in the towns and villages. Each province possessed its own individual musical style which personified the people. In Aragon and Navarre it had been the virile Jota, in the Basque provinces the Aurresku and the Zortzico; in Asturias the Danza Prima, and now in Galicia the Muiñeira or Gallegada—‘the Dance of the Miller’s Wife’, with its lively six-eight rhythm into which the Galician bagpipers introduce as many trills and flourishes as possible.


    Ribera used very often to say that the influence of the Spanish minstrels extended far beyond Spain in the Middle Ages, even to Ireland, where one of the oldest traditions of music existed in Europe, for in the Middle Ages there was continual intercourse between the two countries. Spanish knights came over to the Purgatory of St. Patrick, and Irish knights went over to Spain as pilgrims to Santiago. For this reason I felt nearer home as I trudged up the road towards the great Pass of Cebrero with my Galician bagpiper who called me brother Celt.


    When we at length arrived in Cebrero we felt as if we had clambered to the summit of the world. The height which is 1,293 metres above sea-level makes it one of the most difficult mountain passes of the whole Jacobean road, and it may be compared with Roncesvalles, San Juan de Arbas in Asturias, Foncebadón and Manzanal. The view from the pass is awe-inspiring; peak after peak and valley after valley stretch before us to infinity and in the sunlight the undulating earth is like finely woven tapestry, varying in colours from brown to ochre and straw-yellow, or else from red to purple mingled with oases of green vegetation. Such is the panorama which the pilgrim sees in summer but it is difficult to imagine how forlorn this landscape must appear to any pilgrims who are rash enough to pass this way in the depths of winter, and yet Fray Antonio Yepes in his general chronicle of the Order of St. Benedict mentions the privileges given by Ferdinand II of León in 1166 to the hospital and monastery of Cebrero, which show how necessary the refuge of the hospital was considered in those far-off days.


    So bleak and desolate was this station that very few monks were found to brave the elements. Indeed, even today, so primitive is the pueblo of Cebrero that it is one of those that has attracted the attention of ethnologists, who studied its primitive pallazas or thatched hovels which are the same as those described by Laffi the Italian pilgrim in the seventeenth century.* They are oval-shaped with conical thatched roofs and low walls of rough stone. There is no chimney and the smoke from the fire escapes through the door and the walls inside are black. Around the fire on this hearth or lareira the family squats and the sleeping quarters are small compartments or bunks. These huts reminded me of the beehive tuculs I had seen among the Abyssinians in Axum and Makallé, and give us an impression of what the prehistoric castros of the Iron Age must have been in north-west Spain.


    In the fourteenth century a Holy Grail miracle took place in the Cebrero which spread the fame of the mountain village all over Christendom. The story, which was told by the Licentiate Molina, the Pelegrino Curioso and by Yepes, is also of interest because it illustrates the bleakness and desolation of this spot.*


    One day about the year 1300 a peasant from the village of Barjamayor arrived with great difficulty at the chapel in Cebrero during a fierce snowstorm. When the priest was about to consecrate the Host, thinking that nobody would come to hear Mass on such a day, he suddenly saw the peasant enter the church, and inwardly he scorned him (menosprecióle entre sí mismo), wondering how a member of the congregation could be so mad as to venture out in such a storm, just to see a piece of bread and a drop of wine. At that instant the priest saw that the Santa Forma had become flesh and the wine, blood.* This miracle, which recalls the more celebrated one of the six consecrated Hosts at Daroca, led to the granting of a Bull acknowledging the miracle by Pope Innocent VIII in 1487, and Isabella the Catholic presented a silver reliquary for the glass phials containing the particles.


    In Cebrero, where we rested for some hours, my friend Eladio took out his bagpipes and soon we had a big audience listening entranced to his skirling music. Outside the smoky cabins the women sat on rough stools of chestnut wood and after they had warmed up to the music, one of them shyly began to sing an ancient traditional alalá which was a harmonious lament and had a wailing chorus, alalá, alalá (which the women pronounced ailalá), reminding me of the description written by the Roman writer Silius Italicus, who says of the youths of Galicia that they were always ululantes or wailing. At the end of each verse the loud aturuxo, which differs from Asturian ijujú cry of the Vaqueiros, for rather than a savage shout it is, as Aubrey Bell calls it, ‘a kind of snort correcting the sentimental strain of the song, and somewhat resembling the neighing of a horse’.*


    After a feast of music in Cebrero, Eladio and I became like blood brothers and we plodded on towards our next halting place, Tria-castela, in high glee. Eladio was a fount of knowledge and as we walked he rambled on, describing the life in the villages and Galician countryside. I was fascinated by his strange mixture of melancholy and sly humour. In appearance he was a grotesque vagabond, for he had at least two weeks growth of beard on his swarthy face, his black hair with greyish streaks was tousled and he had a cast in one eye. He was long and lanky in figure, and, being double-jointed, he would twist his arms and legs into queer contortions. His massive head seemed too big for his thin scrawny wrinkled neck, which was so elastic that when he was downcast it nestled between his shoulders, but when he was excited it protruded inquiringly. He never walked but pranced spasmodically like a diminutive camel, making it well nigh impossible for me to keep up with him, but when we sat down he would wriggle, twist his legs, curl his neck like a goose, pop his bushy eyebrows up and down and stutter before speaking. Like the Galician climate he was very variable in temperament and loved to fly off at a tangent from one subject to another, as though in a perpetual monologue intérieur.


    On the way to Triacastela we met the parish priest who was out training his Labrador dog. He was a red-faced, breezy character, and welcomed me to Triacastela as a pilgrim on the Road of St. James and insisted on standing me several glasses of beer in the bar at the entrance of the pueblo. Triacastela, he said, had been mentioned as early as the tenth century as one of the halting-places of the Jacobean road. “As this is a Holy Year,” he said, “I feel worried, for so many pilgrims are arriving here in buses, cars and on foot that the village is unable to cater for them.” As he spoke a huge bus drove up and deposited about forty pilgrims, most of them French women, for whom meals had been prepared.


    Our next halting-place was Portomarín on the river Miño, but first of all we trekked through the beautiful narrow valley of Samos to the massive eighteenth-century monastery which occupies about an acre of building. It was celebrated in the seventh and eighth centuries, and harboured refugee monks from Andalusia, but litde is known of its relations with pilgrims in the Middle Ages. I had spent happy days there in earlier days before the Civil War through the kindness of Don Luciano Serrano, Abbot of Santo Domingo de Silos. Some years ago the monastery was badly damaged by fire and many of its priceless manuscripts were destroyed.


    After Samos we came to the fertile valley of Sarria, where Eladio and I halted for a meal at a small fonda. The small church of San Salvador belongs to the early years of the fourteenth century and in that century Pope John XXII from Avignon sent a Bull in 1332 conceding indulgences to those who in Sarria assisted pilgrims with bed and alms and administered the sacraments to them.


    At Barbadelo, which is situated on a hill, there used in the Middle Ages to be an important monastery but no trace of it can be found. The Romanesque parish church, on the other hand, is in good preservation, and is of exceptional interest, on account of the strange symbolism of the beasts and figures represented on its doors. There is the pine-cone which betokens fertility and in late Roman art represented immortality; the elephant, which stands for long life, reason and good sense akin to that possessed by man; and the gryphons drinking from a chalice, which motif also appears in the Pantheon of St. Isidore in León. Gryphons, however, as Miss King warns us, are also guardians of stolen treasure, and like the dragon, they also personify secret knowledge; the moon-face means good luck; the winged figure symbolizes Icarus, who shows the wisdom of his father Daedalus; the cock also is the sun’s servant, the bird of the future and the herald of rebirth. The Lion of Judah has as its black double—the witch’s cat—and Campo-manes, the authority on the Templars, tells us that one of the accusations against them was that they bestowed divine adoration upon a cat as idol on the altar.44 Like the carver of the door at Sangüesa, the carver of this door had given rein to his inspiration which was probably blasphemous.45 But surely he was not more blasphemous than the artists who carved grotesque sculpture in countless other mediaeval churches, in order to create a contrast to the figures of the blessed. Barbadelo, nevertheless, must have had a bad reputation in the Middle Ages, for Aymery Picaud tells us that it was one of the villages chosen by the innkeepers of Compostella as a preliminary centre for cheating pilgrims with fraudulent recommendations of inns in Compostella.


    From the highlands we descended towards the plain, and saw in the distance the church of Portomarín nestling on the banks of the River Miño. Although today a forlorn litde hamlet, lying so far from the modern world that life does not seem to have changed there for five hundred years, it was, nevertheless, an important stage in the Jacobean pilgrimage, and belonged to Count Gutierre Melendez and his wife, Doña Uduara, the parents of Saint Rosendo, who in the tenth century erected a monastery, and the Bishop of Lugo ceded to them the Church of Sta. Marina from which the village derives its name. In 993 Portomarín was given by the King to the see of Santiago,46 and its importance grew because it was situated by the ancient bridge over the Aliño, of which today only a fragment remains.


    


    

  


  
    THE VICAR OF PORTOMARÍN


    


    When we arrived in Portomarín my companion Eladio went off in search of friends, who would organize dancing in the evening. I went in search of the parish priest of San Nicolás, whom I had visited on previous pilgrimages. He had been parish priest here for the past forty-five years and rarely have I ever met a more characteristic old Gallego, or one more mellowed in the wisdom of his country. Red-faced, good-natured, slow of speech but with the characteristic rise and fall in tone, he radiated peace and serenity, but into his rhythmic speech would come a slight tang of satire, and Ins eyes would twinkle as he rounded off his comments on a note of grave irony. He reminded me of many an old parish priest I had known in Galway or West Cork. Like them he was a capitalist parish priest and, as he said, he was not ashamed to have the finest house in Portomarín with garden, orchard, vegetables, maize and vines. In addition he had built a fine new building and let it to the Guardia Civil.


    “With the police as tenants,” he said, winking at me, “I sit pretty in this village. There has been so much chaos in this distressful country that it is wise to stand in well with the local powers that be, and they help me to keep the lads and lasses in order. They prevent the urchins from stealing my apples, and in fact they get the lads of the village to thresh and reap for me, and keep my fruit trees and my vines tidy.” But Don Diego, as I called him, like many Southern Irishmen, is a complicated character. He strove to impress on me by his ironic comments that he himself was as tenacious and grasping as a Galician peasant, whereas I happened to know that he was quixotically generous and could never say no to his parishioners’ petitions. His one great hobby was his beautiful thirteenth-century church of San Nicolás which gives the pilgrim a foretaste of the shrine of the Apostle, for much of the decoration and the figures were copies from Master Matthew, who directed the work at Compostella from 1188 until 1217. Don Diego first of all brought me to the south door of the church where in the tympanum stands St. Nicholas with upstretched arms between two acolytes, who hold his pastoral staff and book. When I told Don Diego that I had been a pilgrim to his shrine at Bari and mentioned the manna of St. Nicholas for the sore feet of pilgrims, he replied: “You won’t find bottles of St. Nicholas’s manna on the road to St. James; there is, however, a cure that used to be given to Jacobean pilgrims, to harden their feet, namely a mixture of tallow-grease, brandy and olive oil. It is mentioned by a hardy French peasant who came this way in the eighteenth century.”


    After visiting the church and the remains of the ancient hospital I was entertained by Don Diego in his big rambling house. It was a hum of activity, for his niece was an excellent housekeeper, who kept plenty of bread baking in the oven, a good supply of hams and chorizo in the larder, and a bottle of wine on the table in the porch ready for the passing pilgrim. After I bad eaten a mammoth Galician fish pasty or empanada and drunk various glasses of red wine from his vineyard Don Diego gave me some interesting sidelights on the character of the Galicians.


    “It is a strange pilgrimage you are accomplishing,” he said, “for all through north Spain as you advance towards Galicia and the west you come close to the cult of death.”


    “I started off, Don Diego, in les Alyscamps, at Arles, with its avenue of tombs, but it was when I reached Asturias that I began to feel the sensation of travelling along the Jacobean road in the company of ghosts. I have always been fascinated by the cult of spirits, vampires who are endemic in some parts of Hungary, Rumania and Greece, but here in Asturias and Galicia the shadow world beyond the grave becomes an obsession which does not limit itself to the dark hours before the dawn.”


    “The people here, my friend, have always believed that the dead may leave their tombs at twelve o’clock at night and roam round the graveyards and churches. They leave purgatory to remind the living of the prayers they have promised but have forgotten to say for their dead relations. Sometimes they announce their presence by weird cries heard in the night or by the sound of clanking chains. In parts of Galicia the people believe that the souls take the form of stones on the road that groan when they are trodden on by the mule or ass of one who is their debtor in prayers, but commonest of all are the ghosts who take on strange shapes.”


    “In Asturias, I became so obsessed by the Santa Compaña that I could hardly walk up a lonely road by the cemetery without smelling the wax of their tapers.”


    “Here in Galicia,” answered the priest, “the people see lights flickering in the woods and even smell the wax. In villages in this province many women believe that it is a sin to sweep the cottages at night, for that would drive the souls away and prevent them from warming themselves at the fire. In Tuy, on the Day of the Dead, the people throw a big log on the kitchen fire to enable the souls to warm themselves. What is strange is that, though the souls in purgatory are burning in flames, whenever they visit the world they shiver with cold and always make for the fire.”


    “In Asturias, Don Diego, many people spoke to me about the Güestia—a group of ghosts in white shrouds who wander about at night holding torches that give a dim light, and they haunt the houses of one who is going to die.”


    “I’m afraid the old proverb quoted centuries ago by Correas in his Vocabulario: ‘the devil is at work in Cantillana and the Bishop is away in Brenes, still holds. We say today, ‘while the cat’s away the mice will play’. In spite of all that the bishops, parish priests and curates say, the people in Asturias and Galicia will go on believing in the Güestia or the Santa Compaña and in all the rest of their ghosts, spirits and crazy superstitions. They think when the moon shines they will see souls flitting down the mountains in the form of bees.”


    “I have heard a lot about bees on my pilgrimage: for instance the white bees that rose from the tomb of St. John of the Nettles and the singing souls that were seen by our Gaelic Maelduin and St. Brenda on their voyages.”


    “We, in Galicia,” said the old priest, “have a proverb: ‘He who kills a bee will have seven years’ sorrow.’ ”


    “I went to a wake, Don Diego, in Galicia years ago when I had to do a kind of bees’ dance. They called it abellón or abejorro. We all had to join hands and circle slowly round the coffin, making a buzzing sound, as though we were bees. And the man beside me told me not to stop buzzing while the dance lasted, otherwise I would die within the year.


    “It is a very old superstition. Bees and ants must not be touched, for it’s believed they may be souls journeying to the Apostle’s shrine after death. That is why many go on pilgrimage to San Andrés de Teixido in the north of Galicia, for they know that if they don’t make it during their lives, they will have to make it after death, and they think it would be a colder pilgrimage after life has departed.”


    “I now know why so many writers have said that the religion of the Galicians is a survival of ancestor-worship and revolves round the cult of souls. I know now why I have so often been asked for money for the souls, and why I have known farmers give gifts of rye and wheat to the priest at harvest time and similar gifts in grain, grapes and chestnuts. It is for the souls, not for the priest.”


    “And what would happen,” said the priest, smiling, “if the people of the village were not superstitious? Why I should not be able to save my hay crop, and desfollar my maize and trim my vines and gather my chestnuts for magosto. Even as it is, I need my friends, the Civil Guards, to give me a hand with the lads in harvest time. In these days of cheap newspapers and radio, superstitions are beginning to wear thin; all the more’s the misfortune.”


    “Talking of magosto, Father, an English traveller called Swinburne, who came here in the eighteenth century, says that on the first of November, the Eve of All Souls, the people run from house to house eating chestnuts, for they believe that for every chestnut they swallow with proper faith they will deliver a soul out of purgatory.”


    “You are dangerous company for me, my son, for you’re really as superstitious as the Gallegos themselves! I suppose an Irishman is the next thing to a Gallego.”


    “Yes; and I’m proud that when I was a boy I knew the tinkers, the Irish Gypsies, who were descended from the ancient Rivet-folk and were outside the ancient Gaelic organization. I learnt to play the fiddle from tinkers and they taught me many a wild tune and put a tinker’s curse on me too.”


    “What’s a tinker’s curse?” said the priest anxiously.


    “I’ll tell you in the words of a great Irish poet who roamed the roads in Ireland:


    


    “You build houses! Aye, like the crows, you put stick and stick together:


    May I see a scatter of sticks, and the kites a-chase through the wood!


    You live as man and wife, you say—like the goats two and two a-tether,


    For fear ye should reach to the hedge tops, and the wild taste get in your blood.”*


    


    The old priest looked at me quizzically as he poured me out another glass of wine, saying: “If you play too much of that wild music, the Meigas will kidnap you before you reach the top of the hill of St. Mark. Take my advice and mind that gaitero Eladio. I’m sure he’ll lead you astray. The women in the village say he has the Evil Eye.” “I’m immune, Don Diego: I have my jet figa and I have a clove of garlic in my pocket por si acaso!”


    “You’re a hopeless case,” said the old priest, slapping me on the shoulder as he pushed me out of the door. “I see I’ll have to say a great many prayers for your soul.”


    


    Next morning, rather tired, Eladio and I set out for Lugo; we had had a late night for there had been dancing to Eladio’s bagpipe under the trees and we were lucky to find a Good Samaritan with two places in his car. In less than an hour we arrived at Lugo, once the capital of Spain, the Lucus Augusti of the Romans, which was the scene of so many struggles during the Suevian domination and later the Moorish invasion.


    After saying an affectionate farewell to Eladio, I went to the cathedral to pay my respects to the celebrated image of the Virgin called ‘Our Lady of the Large Eyes’, patroness of the city, which arouses great popular devotion. Her lady chapel behind the capilla mayor was thronged with women in black. The cathedral for many centuries has had the privilege of continual exposition of the Blessed Sacrament on the high altar, and Lugo, in token of this high honour has on its escutcheon two towers supported on lions and the Host in a monstrance. One of the quaint saints, whose tomb is in the cathedral, is San Froilán, the patron saint of Lugo, whose mother Froila also is buried in the cathedral, and, according to Florez, is able to cure headaches. On the beautifully carved wooden choir stalls San Froilán is accompanied by a wolf carrying his books in baskets, for it had eaten the saint’s ass. Lugo, as early as the twelfth century, was the rallying centre of pilgrims, and there were five hospitals.


    After a comfortable night spent in the old-fashioned Hotel Lucense, which was full of pilgrims, I rose early for a walk round the Roman walls—a fascinating experience, for on either side one looks on to gardens and orchards, and the panorama of the countryside and mountains is the epitome of Galicia, whose rich colours rival those of Connemara. Even at this hour, the city was full of activity and I heard everywhere the rhythmic clatter of the sabots of the peasants on the granite pavements, and the tinkling of goat and cow bells. I followed the pilgrim road out through the Puerta de Santiago near the cathedral, and crossed the majestic River Miño where the road continues through the quarter of San Lázaro where originally there had been a leper house for pilgrims.


    


    

  


  
    THE KNIFE-GRINDER


    


    On the outskirts, I met an afilador or knife-grinder, who was pushing along his rickety contraption with its big wheel and blowing his panpipes to draw the attention of housewives. As he was on his way to Lestedo we jogged along the road together, and in two hours I learnt a lot about the strange nomadic guild of knife-grinders and, incidentally, picked up odd snaps of one of the many secret languages, which are still spoken by the nomadic groups living on the margin of modern society. He was about forty years of age, black haired and mahogany complexioned with strange, opalescent eyes, and I thought at first he was a Romanichal. He came, however, from the village of Carballo in the hills near Orense, and he informed me that in that mountain region, where the land is poor, most of the inhabitants of the villages have always practised nomadic occupations.


    “All my family are afiladores,” he said as he swallowed the glass of aniseed brandy to which I treated him after we had walked four kilometres together, “and you would be surprised to know how far we travel. My father not only went all over Spain, but also to France, Italy and Germany, and my grandfather went to South America, where he pursued his calling for years before returning to Carballo.” The knife-grinder then answered my questions about his nomad language which is called Barallete. At first he seemed disinclined to tell me about a language which is reserved for the initiates, but he relented when I spoke to him in Romani and explained that we were confederates possessing secret means of communication.


    “We Romanichals also use our language,” I said, “to warn our people of dangers ahead and to give one another information that cannot be understood by the stupid gorgios.”


    “We knife-grinders know the Gypsies,” he said. “We call them, in Barallete, Amieiros, and many a word we took from their language, for they are the past-masters and they know how to trick the Sinados.” “Who are the Sinados?”


    “Sinados is the word we give to people who are not of our calling and whom we consider ignorant.”


    I was fascinated by the knife-grinder’s music, which made me think of the panpipes of the Albanian shepherds in north Greece. His instrument was made of boxwood and was the classical flute of Pan with ten or eleven notes, and with this he was able to improvise variations. One of his tunes was the following:


    


    [image: ]


    


    To my surprise, he said that one of the important duties of a knife-grinder was to be a pig gelder (castrador de puercos) and in Galicia his panpipe was the sign of such a calling.


    As we tramped on he gave me many words and phrases which I added to my store of words from Calo and Germania. Barallete has borrowed a number of words from the Gypsies, such as the first personal pronoun menda, the word piltra for a bed, lima for a shirt and bato (father), but many come from Basque such as ardoa (wine), argena (meat), arrancios (eggs), guchi (little), gaurra (night). A number of words, to my amazement were evidently derived from English, such as jixo (fish), hote (hot) and doco (dog). When I asked him if he was married and had any chaboros, he uttered a resounding curse in his lingo:


    


    “Que os mircos da cabeza de meda


    os ticen na hora da felación.”


    


    which reminded me of a Gypsy Olojai. I understood from him then that his wife during one of his long absences from Galicia had run away with a basket-maker from the province of La Coruna, though his had been no ordinary tinker’s wedding. “I was,” he said heatedly, “apicholado (married) with bell, book and candle, before the caligo (priest) and never imagined my wife would turn into a whore (cigota). B ut the foolish girl has no shame (a sinada no ten coera): she was not one of our confraternity and does not speak our language. One day, please God, I’ll be revenged and slit that basket-maker’s throat with the knife I have here.” Before I parted from the knife-grinder at Lestedo we had a carafe of Ribeiro wine, which I called Wine of the Moor, because it had not been baptized, but he in bis jargon called it amece moro (pure wine).


    At Lestedo, which Manier in his eighteenth-century itinerary called Loutiede, the pilgrim road from Sanabria and the south of Spain joins that from Lugo, and the place is dedicated to Santiago and had a hospital in ancient days. A short distance further on I came to a rough turning to the north, which led to the ancient monastery of Vilar de Donas, bosomed high among its trees, about a mile of the Jacobean road. This monastery is of exceptional interest for the pilgrim, for it belonged to the Order of Santiago ever since the heyday of the pilgrimage in 1184, and it was considered the chapter house and general burial-place of the knights, who lived in the Galician monasteries. All that remains today is the Romanesque church, which is one of the most beautiful in the province of Lugo.


    I was most hospitably received by a youngish, athletic-looking priest, Don Victoriano Frade. He lives the ascetic life of the early Mediaeval Cenobites who tended the early shrines on the Jacobean road, and in this little Romanesque church with its striking stone altarpiece representing scenes of the Passion of Jesus Christ, the Descent ftom the Cross and the Resurrection, I felt nearer to the spirit of the early pilgrimages than elsewhere. I rejoiced at the discovery of such a hermitage at the end of my long journey and on the threshold of Compostella. The priest invited me into his cottage at the back of the church, and outside was a little yard where he had Ins hens and ducks. He gave me what he called a tente en pié, or snack: slices of smoked ham, bread and wine. We talked for hours of Spain and the Civil War, of the modern world and of the materialism which has sapped the spiritual strength of the people everywhere and weakened the moral law. Don Victoriano believes that there is no hope for the world until a spiritual alliance is made among the different peoples, but first of all there must be social justice to enable the Christians to take their full share in the struggle against the tyranny of the godless state and communism. Today every country is threatened from within by the fifth column of international communism, which is the writing on the wall. Destruction lies ahead if we do not heed the warning and gird our loins for the war against Anti-Christ.


    “In the ninth century,” said Don Victoriano, “Western Christendom was in a similar state of chaos and despair, but then came the miracle of the discovery of the tomb of the Apostle Santiago, which lifted up the hearts of man and gave new hope to Spain and spiritual leadership for the crusade. But in those days men felt themselves to be nearer to God and His saints than we do today: even the stars did not seem far away in the distant heavens, but flickering near the earth just above the wooded hills, and even the humblest folk set a place at their table for the Heavenly Guest, as if He might miraculously appear. Today in our age of disillusion and unbelief we need to rediscover that spirit and draw nearer to God’s angels as men did in earlier times.”


    The priest showed me in the chapel the remains of fifteenth-century frescoes on the walls representing St. James, St. Peter, St. Paul, and St. Andrew with his cross. According to him the monastery was called after the donas or dueñas, the noble ladies who tended the sick in the hospital attached to the church. On one wall I could make out the figures of two youngish ladies wearing big pink head dresses and veils, and on the wall at the other side was the very expressive face of another lady with golden hair. “They are all very attractive,” said the priest, “and they were great ladies who retired to this desolate spot to succour the poor and tend the sick pilgrims who passed this way.”


    After leaving Vilar de Donas and joining again the main road I ascended to the top of a hill called El Rosario from whence I could see in the distance to the west the Pico Sacro which overlooks Compostella.


    At Libureiro the Jacobean road runs slightly to the south of the main road through a wilderness called the Magdalena and at the bridge over the small River Purelos there is a house with a porch and an ancient arched doorway which used to be called the Encomienda. By turning aside from the main road on to this little abandoned portion of the original Jacobean road with it settlement for pilgrims, I slipped back instantly four centuries, for the causeway had not changed since the days when Andrew Boorde, Rozmital and Lalaing, Seigneur de Montigny, had passed that way and the population, living in the hovels by the wayside, were poor and ragged. Although the children were now well fed and healthy, they mobbed me for perras chicas in good old pilgrim style.


    At Mellid I emerged on to the main road and found myself amid crowds of merrymakers, for today was the annual Feria del Carmen, and every street in Mellid was hung with pink and yellow flags. Drums were beating, trumpets blaring and tracas were exploding everywhere. I went to the Fonda de Calvo, whose owner was a friend of mine of former years. After a festive meal shared with some fellow pilgrims I set out to see the churches in this town of five thousand inhabitants which in the Middle Ages was an important pilgrim centre, as is shown by its castle, its churches of San Pedro and Sancti Spiritus, its two important hospitals and leper house. Its importance arose because it was situated on the junction between the main Jacobean road and the other which came through Asturias from Oviedo, and because many pilgrims halted here on their return from Santiago de Compostela, which they would reach by Oviedo, in order to visit the Cámara Santa.


    After Mellid I passed Castaneda, which used in the days of Aymery Picaud to be called Castaniola, the place where the pilgrims used to deposit the stones they had brought from Triacastela from which cement could be obtained for the Cathedral of Santiago. After Arzua I passed Ferreiros, a tiny pueblo set in a pleasant valley, and after Sabugueira, I came to the stream of Lavacolla, which by its name perpetuates the place where the Jacobean pilgrims halted to wash their necks. What exactly these purificatory ablutions meant in the Middle Ages is explained more fully by Aymery Picaud, who calls the spring Lavamentula because in it the French pilgrims to St. James washed their private parts, and also all the dirt from their bodies, for love of the Apostle.* When I reached the spring I contented myself with following the instructions given by the modern name Lavacolla, and I washed my neck in the spring and drank some of its fresh water.


    


    

  


  
    MOUNTJOY


    


    Upon a hill stondez on hee


    Wher Sent Jamez ferst schalt thou see,


    A Mount Joie, mony stonez there ate.’


    (Purchas His Pilgrim, 1425.)


    


    Less than a mile after Lavacolla I came to the ‘Monte Gaudi’ or Mountjoy, so called because from its summit the pilgrim for the first time sees the towers of the Cathedral of Santiago. And so, to be precise, on the fifteen of July, 1954, the Holy Year, at sunset, I hastened up the road to the crest of the hill of St. Mark. Below me outlined against hills and the flaming sky in the west I saw clearly and unmis-takeably the three bell towers of the Cathedral of St. James. Like the French pilgrims of the Middle Ages, when in the joyousness of their hearts they saw the portus quietis and the end of their long toiling, I, too, cried out, “Mon Joie! Mon Joie!”


    I looked round for a band of pilgrims to echo my ritualistic cry; alas, there was no one but an old peasant riding a donkey. He halted and the donkey flapped its ears and brayed dolefully.


    “You’ll soon be there,” he said encouragingly as he prodded his beast into a trot.


    In the ancient days there was always a race between the pilgrims to reach the summit of the hill of San Marcos, and he who reached it first was saluted as ‘King’ by his companions. Our Italian clerical companion of the seventeenth century with whom we have travelled in spirit becomes emotional when he reaches the summit of Mountjoy and says: ‘When we saw the long-desired Santiago but half a league away, we threw ourselves on our knees, and such was our joy that tears fell from our eyes and we began to sing the Te Deum; but after two or three verses we could continue no more, such were the floods of tears we shed and the sobs that choked our song. Only when we had exhausted our weeping did we take up the Te Deum afresh and we went on singing as we descended Mountjoy and until we reached the outskirts of the city.’*


    The pilgrims who arrived at Mountjoy on horseback used to dismount and walk on foot the rest of the road to Compostella, following the example of the saintly Queen, Isabella of Portugal, who made the pilgrimage to the Apostle in July 1324. According to Uria many of the pilgrims walked the last miles of the pilgrimage barefoot.


    According to the Historia Compostelana, in 1105, Archbishop Gelmirez built a church on Mountjoy and yearly processions went thither from the basilica of Santiago on the day of St. Mark. On the way down Mountjoy the pilgrims were accustomed to enter the shrine of San Lorraine who had been miraculously carried through the air by St. James on his charger and deposited at the gates of Compostella. The eagerness of the pilgrims old and young to reach the gates of the holy city is described in the following French pilgrim song:


    


    Quand nous vinismes à une mille


    Près de la fameuse ville,


    Monsieur Saint Jacques le Grand,


    Je me sentois plus habil


    A cheminer que devant.


    


    As I walked down the slope alone towards Compostella, I cast my mind back twenty-four years to my first visit to the city of the Apostle. On that occasion I had plenty of company, but we had plodded on past San Marcos like blind men, through fog and mist, singing Irish and Galician songs to warm ourselves and keep our spirits up. In those days the Camino francés was a magic road full of romance and adventure for which I craved. Santiago had always been the favourite saint of vagabonds, for he had been the Far-Wanderer and he knew their failings and could sympathize. And looking back, my various journeys along the Jacobean road became a huge rambling peregrination through life with many deviations into side roads and bypaths in quest of other shrines, but always with the firm intention of picking up again the trial to the tomb of the Apostle.


    At last I reached the Francigena Gate where the Camino francés, which begins in the Rue St. Jacques in Paris, ends. At the door of the neighbouring church of Santo Domingo, I found myself surrounded by a mob of pilgrims, and among them Galician friends into whose care I committed myself. We proceeded along the narrow streets to the offices of the confraternity of St. James and I was given my scallop shell, which for eleven hundred years had been the badge of kings, prelates and beggars alike. Armed with my emblem I joined the throng of pilgrims who were slowly making their way through the crowds to the cathedral. The two celebrated streets Rúa Nueva and Rúa Villar were thronged with visitors from many countries and I heard more French, English and German than Spanish. Inside the cathedral the pilgrims marched up one of the side aisles towards the high altar in order to give the traditional embrace to the bust of the Saint before descending to pray in the crypt.


    Not feeling in the mood for company, I left my companions and went over to the little chapel of La Corticela, which in early days had been the special gathering-place of the foreign pilgrims. At this hour of the evening there were few worshippers. Here I was able to recapture the memories of the many years since my first pilgrimage to St. James. On four occasions I had visited this shrine and the Road of Santiago had at times loomed largely in my life, but it now seemed to me as though all my years in Spain had been in some strange way associated with my wandering over the pilgrim roads. As Irishman and Celt I had set out from my island following the pilgrim way, but every now and then I had deviated from the road of the Apostle, whether to pay homage to the shrines of other saints or else to follow paths alien to the world of the spirit. And now in the fullness of my age I had followed the road once more in an attempt to gather up the memories of a lifetime. As I sat meditating in the silent chapel, the murmur of the crowds of pilgrims in the cathedral and outside in the streets came to me like the gentle roll of the ocean tide, and I repeated to myself the lines of Sir Walter Raleigh:


    


    Give me my scallop-shell of quiet,


    My staff of faith to walk upon,


    My scrip of joy, immortal diet,


    My bottle of salvation,


    My gown of glory, hope’s true gage,


    And thus I’ll take my pilgrimage.

  


  
    


    CHAPTER 12


    

  


  
    THE STAR-PAVED CITY


    


    My field a universe,


    The Milky Way the pathway where I walk


    With stars for flowers.


    


    THE fifteen bells chiming from the Torre de las Campanas of the cathedral awoke me from my uneasy slumbers, and I was glad to escape from the stifling room which I shared with another pilgrim.


    Santiago de Compostela is famed for its wet weather and the natives glory in their damp climate, saying that there are only thirty fine days in the year, and they claim that its mediaeval buildings and granite-paved streets display their full beauty only in rain and drizzle. This day, however, the sun was shining and the dancing sunbeams and mellow bells roused the colourful crowd of peasants who thronged the narrow street at an early hour; and some of them had spent the hours before dawn huddled in doorways under the arcades. Many of the women had handkerchiefs of red, yellow or green draped round their heads and their menfolk, dressed in brown and black, added to the riot of colour with their red and orange waistcoats. The chimes reverberated above the clattering of the countless sabots on the granite pavement, and there was a continual dialogue between the booming bells of bronze and the strident clattering bells of brass.


    The bells of Compostella are more melancholy than those of our northern countries with their merry carillons; they remind us of our long pilgrimage through history, for these are the bells that, when Almanzor sacked Compostella in 997, were carried on the backs of the captive townsfolk all the way to Córdoba to serve as lamps and perfume censers in the great mosque until the day of Christian reckoning when they reappeared at Santiago de Compostela on the shoulders of the captive Moors.


    As I threaded my way through the crowded Rúa Nueva towards the cathedral to make my musical offering to St. James, to my great surprise I bumped into the lame Jacobean pilgrim and his father whom I had met in the spring at Carcassonne.


    “All roads end in Santiago,” I said. “Now you have earned your rest.”


    “It was hardly earned,” said the old man. “At one time I was certain we should never get here. My son fell ill in Burgos of pneumonia and had to go to hospital. That delayed us a whole month.”


    “I recovered rapidly,” said the young man testily, “but my father does not believe in the miracle of penicillin and he would not believe that I was cured.”


    “Where are you going with your fiddle?” said the father.


    “I am going to make my musical offering to the Apostle in my own traditional way, but you two must come and help me.”


    When we reached the Plaza del Hospital we ascended the majestic double stairway beneath the Portico of Glory and saw in front of us, in all its unearthly beauty, the Gate of Glory which for the past seven hundred years has been the Portus Quietis of countless pilgrims after their weary tramping along the Jacobean road.


    Often, on my pilgrimage, I had thought of this moment. As I gazed at the great central tympanum where Christ sits enthroned and surrounded by angels, saints, and the rest of the glorified company, the words of the Apocalypse came to my mind: ‘And I saw a new heaven and a new earth; for the first heaven and the first earth were passed away; and there was no more sea. And I John saw the holy city, new Jerusalem, coming down from God out of heaven, prepared as a bride adorned for her husband.’


    Christ in all His majesty extends His arms, showing the wounds in His hands and in His side. A remote, impressive Christ in stature, crowned with diadem; wide-eyed, with noble brow, flowing hair and venerable beard, but the impression of a stern frown is mitigated by a touch of gentle thoughtfulness. Draped round Him is the classical pallium, which leaves the right shoulder bare. He wears the long white robe girdled in accordance with the words of Isaiah, ‘and righteousness shall be the girdle of His loins and faithfulness the girdle of His reins’.


    At the feet of our Lord sits St. James the Apostle leaning on a tau-staff. His throne rests on the backs of lions, but under his bare feet is green grass, and in contrast to the remote majesty of the Saviour, he is benign in expression.


    “Quelle beauté dans son regard: quelle simplicité,” cried the old Frenchman. “On dirait qu’il a survécu a toutes les faiblesses de ¡‘humanité.”


    “How different he is to the Santiago Matamoros we saw riding his fierce warhorse at Logroño, or the other ‘sauvage’ at Calzado de los Molinos, trampling upon the heads of Moors,” said the young man excitedly.


    “Kindliness, nobility and elegance,” I said, “are the attributes of the Great Wayfarer who at last has reached Ins haven of rest in the New Jerusalem.”


    “Surely the stick the Apostle leans on is not the usual pilgrim staff,” said the young Frenchman.


    “Here,” I said, “Santiago has become the interceder and ‘Guide of Souls’ the tau-staff is no pilgrim staff, but a magic wand like that which according to the ‘Great Passion’ in the Book of St. James, he gave to the magician Hermogenes to protect him against the demons who had been his disciples before his conversion.”


    “Now I understand,” said the old Frenchman, “why you are so eager to make your musical offering. Why, this whole portico echoes with music. This is indeed music frozen into stone. Even our Lord in all His majesty softens His expression as he listens to the chanting angels, and St. James leaning on his magic wand seems to be waiting for the heavenly orchestra of the twenty-four Ancients of the Apocalypse to begin.”


    The four and twenty Ancients, ‘having everyone of them harps and golden vials full of incense, which are the prayers of the saints’, are seated across the archivolt of the great central arch about to begin their heavenly symphony. Two by two they converse quietly and some of them prelude abstractedly or tune their instruments in the traditional manner of orchestral players who are waiting for the conductor to rap his desk. Most of the instruments are like the citólas which we meet in the Canticles of Alfonso the Wise and the Galician minstrels, the citóla trotera or vagabond instrument of the Archpriest of Hita. Another traditional instrument here is the sinfonia or zanfoña, or hurdy-gurdy, which is being played by two of the Ancients. One turns the handle and the other plays the instrument, which in the Middle Ages was used by the juglares to accompany epic poetry, and today I have occasionally heard it played by blind men in the highlands of Asturias and Galicia. In addition to the harp there is another ancient Oriental instrument called the salterio or psaltery of trapezoidal shape, evidently the ancestor of the zither. The twenty-four Ancients wear a kind of ducal diadem of gold and are dressed in white tunics embroidered with gold and they are seated on a long sofa winch runs the entire perimeter of the semi-circle.


    The astonishing vividness and animation of the Divine Orchestra is reflected in the thirty-eight tiny figures of the elect clothed in white, all wearing their crowns (two of them are in the process of being crowned by the angels), which show every variety of gentleness, and we feel that their eyes are not fixed on the earth but upon the heavenly city, and though carved in granite, such is the miraculous lightness of touch of the artist, that they all seem about to soar with the whole dream fabric of the portal into the empyrean, borne aloft by the choiring angels and the divine orchestra.


    At each end of the tympanum stand two angels each of whom presents to the Saviour a small figure: that on the left represents the Jewish people, that on the right the Gentiles. And next to the two angels on each side of the tympanum are two other angels who guide small children towards the centre with tender solicitude, according to the words of St. Paul, who said: ‘Are they not all ministering spirits, sent forth to minister for them who shall be heirs of salvation.’*


    The symbolical figures on the archivolts of the left arch represent great law-givers such as Moses, Samuel, David and numbers of figures, half-hidden amidst the exuberant foliage, show by their excited gestures and animation that they are eagerly expectant of their salvation. Those on the right arch lead us away from the House of God towards those ‘who are dead in trespasses and sins’, whom St. Paul in the Epistle to the Ephesians calk ‘the children of wrath’. On two of the archivolts on that side we see four hideous devils. The first is in a kneeling posture and has horse’s hoofs, and from his mouth hang two figures whose hands are caught between his teeth: the second has thrown two lean figures on his shoulder and holds a third between his teeth while with his hand he grasps a fourth by the hair. Around his waist hangs a monstrous lash and through a yawning hole in his belly he voids his guts. A third monster has claws instead of feet and from his neck bang four figures as from a gibbet. The monster with feet of a human being has two figures hanging from his mouth and holds in his hands two men, one of whom is swigging a wine-skin and the other guzzling a Galician pasty.


    “It is the Divina Commedia in stone,” murmured the young Frenchman.


    But the spirit of Master Matthew was different and he did not, as Dante did a hundred years later, stress the idea of the Final Judgment. The harmonies that the artist evokes here with those beautiful angels carrying the instruments of the Passion resemble the ethereal tones of Palestrina’s music full of divine melancholy reflected in their white robes that seem woven of floating clouds, and the faces of the Evangelists and the noble Prophets of the Old Testaments haunt us.


    All the human race past, present and future, appear in this Gate of Glory, which is both a divine drama and a symphony sculpted in granite, and the artist portrays sub specie aeternitatis the history of the Middle Ages, and coming after the Byzantine basilicas and before the Gothic cathedrals his portico embodies the passionate aspirations towards unity of mediaeval Christendom, when men dreamed of heavenly bliss, when the blest would sing to the accompaniment of the Divine Orchestra of the Apocalypse the words of St. John: Vidi Civitatem Sanctam Jerusalem novam discendentem de caelo a Deo.


    With the help of my two French friends we gave our little concert of homage to the Apostle and his orchestra of Ancients. First of all I played as invocation the Hymn of Pilgrims to Santiago from the Codex Calixtinus and according to the readings of Canon Tafall, who said it was genuinely Galician in feeling:


    


    [image: ]


    


    Re-gi pe-ren-nis glo-ri-ae sifc can-ti-cum lae-ti - ti - ae, qui tri-um-phumVïc-to-ri - ae Ja-co-bo de* dit ho-die


    The old Frenchman declaimed the Latin words with great gusto and at the end his son said to me: “Why don’t you now play the lovely old song of the thirteenth-century troubadour from Vigo, Martin Codax, which you played for us at Carcassonne?”
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      Then, as a personal offering, I played the ancient Irish lament composed on the death of Owen Roe O’Neill in 1649, which I had been given by my old friend the patriarchal Francis O’Neill of Chicago:
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    Quite a crowd of country people had gathered on the steps of the cathedral and no sooner did I finish playing than one of the young peasant girls started to sing in a high-pitched voice the plaintive alald of the church bells of Bastabales:
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    As she finished her song I saw a band of youths approaching, led by a Galician piper, and in a moment the plaza resounded with the rousing rhythms of the Muineira. The young girl who had sung then came back into the porch and laid her right hand at the base of the Tree of Jesse and put her five fingers into the five hollows worn away by pilgrims through the centuries, and said the traditional five Ave Marías for her wish. Her novio, followed by two students, went to the back of the sculptured portico and knocked his head against the kneeling figure of el Santo dos Cloques (the saint of the bumps), who is no other than our artist, Master Matthew, who kneels in prayer with his back to his portico and gazes at the distant high altar. Students have always believed that by bumping their heads against the head of the ancient master they can acquire some of his genius, or at least the power of passing their examinations. The statue, which is supposed to be a self-portrait, shows a pleasant-faced, youthful man with curly hair. He was the Master of Works in Compostella before he began the Gloria in 1168, and he had built Puente Cesures, the noble bridge near Padron.


    Now that the centre choir has been removed, the spaciousness of the great cathedral is much more impressive than the basilica of San Sernin at Toulouse, and in spite of its size it is the most homely of all cathedrals except that of Seville. The aisles are crowded with every variety of worshipper: market-women with baskets and buckets, beatas in black with black mantillas and large prayer books, women with squealing babies, peasants with clattering sabots, noisy schoolchildren, crocodiles of tourists and pilgrims following murmuring sacristans from altar to altar. Here and there, acolytes carrying little glowing censers dart through the crowd, groups of foreign visitors kneeling patiently waiting their turn outside the confessionals. Here and there devout worshippers, lost to the world, kneeling apart with hands outstretched like a cross. Everywhere priests, canons, monks and nuns from all the surrounding country gather here as it is the eve of the feast of the Apostle. As we advanced slowly towards the high altar we found crowds waiting for confession outside the confessional Pro Unguis Germanica et Hungarica, a reminder of how international a place Santiago has always been. Near the confessional lies the tomb of the Archbishop of Cashel in Ireland, Dr. Thomas Valois, who died May 6, 1654.


    When we descended the narrow steps to the crypt beneath the high altar, I felt a sense of disillusion as I recalled the description given by Aymery Picaud of the fairylike subterranean church, ablaze with lights and flashing jewels and fragrant with oriental perfumes. But Ambrosio Morales in Inis Viaje Santo in 1572 writes that it was Archbishop Gelmirez himself who closed up the entrance to the crypt where the Apostle lay, that none might penetrate, and closed it remained when Drake came to La Coruña, for when the Archbishop of that time, San Clemente, began to open up the tomb in order to remove the relics, he had to give up the attempt, for there came out of the tomb a great wind and a great light, and the Archbishop then said, “Let us leave the Apostle; he will take care of himself and take care of us.” As Miss King shows, Compostella, like Santa Sophia at Constantinople and the church of St. Francis at Assisi, must have had three churches one above the other, and the Holy of Holies deep underground with its blazing lights, fragrant perfumes and its mystical silence was modelled originally on the Holy Sepulchre at Jerusalem. Above the crypt rises the great Capilla Mayor, so hidden by its wealth of seventeenth-century Baroque ornamentation and Salomonic columns that we can hardly discern the Romanesque structure beneath. The altar is of silver and above in its camarín, under a lofty baldachin, is the painted granite statue, periodically repainted, of St. James, belonging to the school of Master Matthew in the thirteenth century, which resembles that of his mother, Mary Salomé, nearby. Owing to its gilded beard, the image is affectionately called by the people ‘The Saint with the golden beard’.


    At the back of the altar we followed the other pilgrims who ascended the steps to the camarín, in order to carry out the mediaeval rite of embracing the Apostolic image. Behind the statue hanging from the roof is the lamp given by the Great Captain on the occasion of his visit to the Apostle’s tomb in 1512. Even the candles that are kept continuously lighted around the altar have historic significance, for they recall the Battle of Salado in 1340, when Alfonso XI invoked the protection of the Saint and made a donation to the cost of keeping them alight in perpetuity.


    


    

  


  
    THE DAY OF SANTIAGO


    


    Thirty years ago when I made my first pilgrimage to Santiago, the festival on July 25 was a more intimate affair than today because it was confined chiefly to inhabitants of Galicia and North Spain. It was more colourful, too, because the Galician majority dressed in their bright costumes and there was little of the drabness of the modern international crowd of pilgrims. Early in the morning, the crowds gathered in the great Plaza del Hospital, the balconies of which were hung with red and yellow. The city resounded with the booming of church bells, the crackling of countless whizz-bangs, the firing of salutes. From the crowded plaza we could see through the wide open doors of the Obradoiro façade the ethereal splendours of the Portico of Glory which seemed to belong to another world. I remember the Feast of Santiago in those days as one of song, for the streets and the great plaza were thronged with choirs which entered the great basilica singing.


    In 1954, the Marían and Jubilee Year, the Feast of the Apostle drew so huge a crowd of Spanish and foreign visitors that it recalled the great pilgrimages of the Middle Ages when Compostella became for a few days the centre of the Christian world. It was fascinating to stand at the Puerta Francigena near the Church of Santo Domingo and watch the hordes of pilgrims arriving by road in huge buses, touring cars, all shapes and sizes from the princely Rolls Royces and Packards sailing past the ramshackle bone-shakers that chugged their way noisily along the road.


    At Lavacolla, where in the ancient days the pilgrims used to wash their necks and spruce themselves up before entering the city, there is today the airport of Santiago, and plane after plane disgorged its pilgrims. Along the roads came bands of athletic young men dressed in shorts and open shirts who belonged to youth organizations and had tramped all the way from Madrid, Valladolid, Burgos and Barcelona. Some of them were cripples and I noticed an ex-serviceman with only one leg, who with incredible skill and energy had come all the way from Madrid hobbling along with the aid of his stick. One of the most striking groups of pilgrims was the squadron of policía urbana all in navy blue and white ducks who had ridden on horseback all the way from Madrid. The station was crowded to suffocation with relays of pilgrims arriving by train every few minutes.


    As I was a delegate to the Congress of European and American Hispanists that was being held in Compostella, and was wearing my official scallop shell, I felt sure that I should find my place without difficulty, but as I fought my way through the crowded Rúa Nueva leading to the cathedral my heart sank, for there was not a hope of piercing a way through the densely crowded Plaza del Hospital. As the Generalissimo and his suite were to enter by the Portico of Glory, there were cordons of police who pushed me back into the crowd, though I showed my official invitation cards. While I was standing disconsolately in the crowd and wondering what to do I saw standing near me the decrepit old pilgrim I had met at Villasirga. He looked even sadder and more woebegone than when I had seen him last.


    “What shall we do?” I said. “We shall never get into the basilica.”


    “Follow me,” said the old man, “and let us try to get in by the door in the Platerías." The head of the police, I was told, gave orders to close the doors of the cathedral, for he was afraid it might be difficult for them to protect General Franco, owing to the enormous crowds. But there has always been an unwritten rule in Compostella never to shut the doors of the cathedral to any worshipper, even the humblest, during the celebrations of the Apostle, and it appears that the canon in charge of the arrangements refused to close the doors, saying that if the police ordered this he would also close the Puerta del Perdón by which the Generalissimo was to enter. The police chief then ordered the arrest of the canon, but the latter went away and returned a few minutes later in all his purple vestments, saying to the policeman: “You may arrest me now.” The policeman did not dare. This was the story we were told as we pushed our way towards the door leading from Las Platerías into the Basilica. Here we followed a number of humble pilgrims and had no difficulty in getting in and with the help of friends ascend to the lofty triforium gallery from which I had a magnificent view. After witnessing the procession I went round to the two antiphonal choirs.


    In the dim distance the main altar was a blaze of lights and an apotheosis of baroque ornamentation with its twisted lamps, Salomonic columns, chubby angels, scrolls, escutcheons and riding high above the Churrigueresque extravaganza the ‘Moor-slayer’ in full panoply. Even the venerable thirteenth-century stone statue of the Apostle was so bedizened with shells and scrolls and precious stones that he looked like a heathen idol. The procession of cardinals, archbishops and bishops in their red and purple vestments and gold and silver mitres attended by the canons of the cathedral, who used to be called cardinals, and the colourful sequence of the Generalissimo and his suite, the ministers and distinguished foreign guests was imposing and it became a pageant of sound as well as colour, for the two vast choirs on both sides of the main altar responded to each other in strophe and antistrophe, while the organ pealed triumphantly. I could see the acolytes in black and scarlet gather below in the crossing of the cathedral and by a rope over a pulley, they pulled down a great hook called the alcachofa or ‘artichoke’, to which they fixed the botafumeiro, the gigantic silver censer, after the incense had been ignited. The seven men then pulled the ropes, raising the great censer off the floor. At first it moved slowly and it seemed as if it was being pushed by the men from one to the other as in a game, but then it began to gather momentum rhythmically and the men disappeared into the crowd as it mounted higher and higher while flames and trailing clouds of fragrant incense became, as it were, the emanations of the soaring music from the choirs and the organ. It swept exultantly above the galleries to the very roof of the basilica and then rushed vertiginously down like a flaming meteor just above the heads of the watchful multitude. Meanwhile the organ rang out and I heard the choir and the massed pilgrims’ voices singing the mediaeval hymn of Santiago from the Codex of Pope Calixtus and towards the end of the hymn the flights of the monster censer became gradually slower and shorter, as its breath grew fainter, until at last it sank lifeless to earth, whereupon it was seized with amazing skill and rapidity by its custodian dressed in scarlet wool and his assistants, who bore it away to its lair in the library of the chapter house.


    I started dreaming of what the pilgrimage must have been in the twelfth century, the golden age of the great Archbishop Gelmirez, when the doors of the cathedral stood open day and night during the feast days and the vast basilica was illuminated with myriads of quivering wax tapers, for it was then the custom for pilgrims to group themselves by nations and sing songs to the accompaniment of their instruments. They would stay in their thousands all night jostling and struggling perpetually to watch as near as possible to the entrance to the crypt containing the body of the Apostle, and many a time fierce battles raged and so much blood was spilt that the basilica had to be re-consecrated. Every part of the cathedral, even the galleries above, were thronged with people who bivouacked there for days and nights, and so foul did the atmosphere become that braziers of incense were lit in the corners and, according to the Codex Calixtinus, a great botafumeiro was fashioned of silver to swing through the transept from the northern to the southern portal shedding incense and purifying all the upper church.


    Today the solemn pontifical Mass, the singing of the antiphonal choirs and the glowing colours of the scene reminded me of the pictures of Bellini I had seen in the Accademia in Venice. It was a Renaissance scene on this occasion, but I continually recalled responses from the wonderful mediaeval Mass which is the climax of the first book of the Codex Calixtinus and proclaims the majesty of the two sons of Zebedee, and I longed to hear the dramatic declamation of the celebrant and the bellowed responses Usque Jacobi and Usque Boanerges from the choirs. Today there is pageantry and ceremonial but we miss the fierce and primitive heroism which existed in the twelfth century and is the dominant note in that astounding Mass of Bishop Fulbert of Chartres.


    The national offering to the Apostle for 1954 was made by Generalissimo Franco in an eloquent speech describing Spain’s crusading spirit on behalf of the Church in the great days of her Empire and in the recent Civil War, and at the end he presented the national money offering in a gold cup, in accordance with the tradition instituted by Philip IV in 1646.


    After the Head of the State, the Cardinals and the great dignitaries had filed out slowly through the crowded basilica into the sunlit plaza we then witnessed a further traditional Spanish ritual which gave light relief to the ceremonies in honour of the Apostle—the arrival of the giants and the equally monumental Coco and Coca. The Gigantones wore eighteenth-century heads on top of their wicker-framed bodies but the Coco who was dressed in a kind of petty officer’s uniform resembled a longshoreman on the docks of Liverpool. The giants preceded by their pipers in yellow stood in the background whilst the Coco and the Coca danced the Muiñeira in front of the Apostle below the main altar, after which they retired with the giants and paraded around the cathedral and the Square of the Quintana before returning to their cupboards. The Gigantones and Cabezudos, as they are called, and their bagpipers and drummers are very popular with the country people, for they add a touch of quaint humour to the solemn ceremony and recall the ancient miracle plays and moralities with their grotesque scenes in which the devil and Herod played the parts of the buffoons and roused the rough humour of the masses.


    After the ceremony I walked out into the great sunlit square which is still traditionally called the Plaza del Hospital after the great institution founded by Queen Isabella the Catholic when she visited Compostella with Ferdinand in 1496. She herself had tirelessly tended the sick and wounded through the war of Granada and one day she made a vow to erect a hospital close to the shrine of the Apostle who had led the Spanish troops to victory. The Royal Hospital which was built by Enrique Egas in 1501, became one of the greatest medical institutions in the world. The last page in its long history was written in the autumn of 1953 when the Generalissimo decided in view of the forthcoming Holy Year of 1954, to transform it into one of the most luxurious and up-to-date hostels in Europe. Two thousand workmen were employed day and night from September, 1953, to July 1, 1954, in order to carry out the transformation in time for the Jacobean celebrations. The Royal Hospital will henceforth be known as the Hostel of the Catholic Monarchs (Hostal de los Reyes Católicos) to remind the world of the famous historical tradition of the building. The modern mechanical efficiency, luxury and artistic finish of the new hostel impressed me as a fine illustration of Spanish modern enterprise, but I left its brilliantly lighted saloons and cocktail bars with a profound feeling of sadness. Outside in the Plaza del Hospital the great open space is devoid of shops, cafés or aught that could disturb the everlasting dialogue in four-part architectural harmony between the Baroque, the Plateresque, the Neoclassic and the Romanesque, of cathedral, Royal Hospital and archiépiscopal palace, but I thought of the countless pale spectres of the Santa Compaña, led by the ghost of the Catholic Queen, who would henceforth haunt the passages and patios of that Royal Hostel when the mists hang low over Santiago and the thousands of tormented souls of pilgrims who would remind the living of forgotten prayers for las ánimas.


    I fled for relief across the plaza to the twelfth-century Romanesque palace of the Archbishop Gelmirez which he rebuilt in celebration of the Pope’s decree raising the see of Compostella to an archbishopric. The palace had been half burnt in the ceaseless civil disturbances, but the archbishop transformed it into a dwelling fit for kings, and today in the noble banqueting hall with vaulted roof resting on clustered columns down the middle, we can recapture the court atmosphere of the greatest of all archbishops of Santiago because thirteen of the corbels on which the vaults rest are carved to represent scenes of festivity given by him in that very hall. We see the guests at table washing their hands before the banquet, the priest in the act of saying grace before meal, two guests at table clasping hands between their plates in token of friendship, the musicians playing bowed viols, bandurrias plucked with quill and the hurdy-gurdy of the wandering minstrels, all bearing testimony to Archbishop Gelmirez as a master of Gay saber.


    While I lingered in the banqueting hall a group of Spanish and South American poets joined me, led by my friend Jose María Castro-viejo, the modern reincarnation of a mediaeval Galician troubadour, who, in addition to being poet, hunter and fisherman, has sailed before the mast to the Gran Sol. The vaulted hall soon began to echo to his Celtic voice intoning like a shanachie the beautiful ballad celebrating the pilgrimage of Gelmirez’s beloved friend, William X, Duke of Aquitaine, who died in the Cathedral of Compostella on Good Friday in the year 1137, before the tomb of the Apostle:


    


    Where will yon lonely pilgrim wander,


    Where will my ancient pilgrim roam?


    Away on the road to Compostella,


    Who knows when he’ll reach his goal?


    His weary feet are stained with gore


    And he can tramp no more.


    


    One of the favourite halting-places of weary pilgrims in the late afternoons was the small Plaza de las Platerías, where in ancient times, as today, the silversmiths had their shops. Near the wonderful Romanesque portal is a long stone bench on which my companions and I used to rest and watch the passing crowds. Here I saw many pilgrims with whom I had associated in various towns along the road. One of them was an earnest Jacobean from Burgos, who had tried in vain to convince me of the authenticity of the battle of Clavijo in 842, when it was believed that the Apostle St. James helped the Christians to defeat the Moors and by that victory ended the shameful tribute of the hundred maidens.


    Here in Compostella when we met we resumed our argument but while we were arguing an old Irish priest whom I had known at the Eucharistic Congress of 1932 came up to greet me. In a moment I forgot all about Clavijo and the maiden tribute, for the priest and I started a long discussion about Our Lady of Walsingham whose statue tins year had been brought all the way from England as a tribute from the Norfolk Catholics to the Apostle of Spain. The gesture was a charming one, for it renewed associations with the Middle Ages, when in England the Milky Way was called ‘Walsingham Way’, so famous internationally was the pilgrimage to Our Lady’s shrine. The August-inian Priory there was founded in 1016, and was visited annually by pilgrims from all over the world. Even Henry VIII himself walked barefoot as a penitent to Walsingham and Erasmus the sceptic went there, as he describes in his Peregrinatio religionis ergo. But my priestly pilgrim would not talk about Henry VIII, for this would lead to St. Thomas Becket and the destruction of all records of the pilgrimage to Canterbury.


    “Don’t mention Henry VIII, absit omen,” said the old priest, smiling “Here, in the house of the Apostle, I do not wish to harbour uncharitable thoughts. Let us rather speak of our most beautiful English record of a soul’s pilgrimage, ThurkilVs Vision.”


    Now Thurkill was a ploughman who lived in a village near London in the thirteenth century, and one Friday afternoon, while he was working in the fields, he was visited by St. Julian the Harbourer who ordered him to prepare himself for a journey. That same night the Saint called at Thurkill’s house and took him away to Santiago. For two days and night the ploughman’s body lay in his bed at home senseless, and it was his spirit that travelled with St. Julian to Compostella and back. When they arrived at the basilica they were received by St. James and his warden, St. Dominic of the Causeway, they saw the ‘weighing of the souls’, the sufferings of the souls in purgatory, the flaming torments, the Bridge of Dread, and the white souls of the Blest waiting at the Portico of Glory. But while Thurkill was in the earthly Paradise St. Michael the Archangel said to St. Julian: “Take this man back to his body, or the cold water, which his family at home are pouring into his mouth, will choke him to death.” And lo, in the twinkling of an eye, Thurkill was back at home in his body again, and, sitting up in bed, he called out to his family, “Benedicite!”


    Such was the story the old priest recited to me in a quaint rhapsodic voice, as though it were a cantefable, and he then insisted upon leading me to the Obradoiro façade of the cathedral, and mounting the steps to the western door, so that we might see how the Portico of Glory in all the splendour of the setting sun tallied with that described in ThurkilTs vision.


    


    On this last evening of the pilgrimage the great west doors in front of the Portico of Glory were open, and at the head of the long flight of steps the setting sun shone full upon the arches of Master Matthew, producing the effect of a sudden transcendental vision. In the golden light the figures seemed to vibrate with life as Santiago the Apostle welcomed us into the presence of our Lord and His glorious company.


    After the short-lived moment of radiant sundown the shadows enveloped the figures, and we entered the vast cathedral, which lay in darkness, except for faint glimmering of candles in the distance.


    Many of the pilgrims had followed our example and sought the tranquillity of the basilica at dusk, the hour of meditation before the lights on the high altar are lit for prayers and Benediction. Near me kneels the old, decrepit pilgrim whom I had met at the shrine of Villasirga. He, too, like the priesdy pilgrim, has followed the double journey of soul and body, but unlike Thurkill he has no one in the world who will now awake him from his dream. Nevertheless, on his pilgrimage of expiation he has derived comfort from his hardships and sufferings, for his soul has become tempered in sorrow, and the pilgrimage has drawn him closer to the beloved ones he has lost.


    Many pilgrims I have met on my journey have undertaken the pilgrimage as a promesa, or vow, and their experience has been one of fasting, travelling barefoot and wearing the hair shirt. Their attitude, which is so characteristic of Spain today, nevertheless recalls the beautiful passage in our Bunyan’s Pilgrim’s Progress: ‘Now I saw in my dream, that the highway up which Christian was to go was fenced on either side with a wall, and that wall is called Salvation. Up this therefore did burdened Christian run, but not without great difficulty, because of the load on his back. He ran thus till he came at a place somewhat ascending; and upon that place stood a Cross, and a little below in the bottom a Sepulchre. So I'saw in my dream, that just as Christian came up with the Cross, his burden loosed from off his shoulders, and fell from off his back, and began to tumble; and so continued to do, till it came to the mouth of the Sepulchre, where it fell in, and I saw it no more.’


    


    In spite of the ancient warning Qui multum peregrinantur raro sanctificantur, in spite of the slim feasting smile of Erasmus the sceptic, the boisterous derisive laugh of Rabelais, and the condemnation by scores of pessimistic modern writers, pilgrimages possess even more significance today than they did in the Middle Ages or the Renaissance. Today in the age of easy and rapid globe-trotting we are apt to forget that pilgrimages in the religious sense sprang from a primitive instinct of mankind, which expressed itself in journeys to the shrine of an Egyptian god or a Greek or Roman goddess, or in an annual excursion to the Temple at Jerusalem. In Chaucer’s day the pilgrimage to Canterbury, as described by Chaucer, took place when the sweet showers of April fell and the small birds began to make melody, for then people longed to visit foreign lands and sanctuaries of far-off saints. The desire for holiday travel, genial companionship, knowledge of different people and places inspired not only the monk who loved hunting and had many a horse in his stable, the merry friar and the buxom redfaced Wife of Bath in her scarlet hose, ‘who thryes hadde been at Jerusalem, in Galice at Seint Jame and at Coloigne’, but also the Prioress who was all sentiment and tender heart, whose greatest oath was only “by St. Loy”.


    Nevertheless, my own experiences in pilgrimages to Rome, Lourdes and Fatima have convinced me that modern enterprise, by facilitating rapid mass travel and eliminating dangers, discomforts and delays on the way to the shrines of the saints, has created the cult of ‘pilgrimages without tears’ for the million, which is in complete antithesis to the original idea of pilgrimage transmitted by the saints to the Middle Ages. The mediaeval pilgrimage was not only an act of grace bringing the believer into close contact with the saints and martyrs of his religion, but also an act of atonement for his past sins.


    Pilgrims today are even more gregarious in spirit and more robotlike than they were in my younger days, thirty years ago, and such attention has been paid to their personal fads and fancies by the confraternities who supervise their prayers and the tourist companies who plan their journeys that no unforeseen adventure happens to the pampered pilgrims of today while they are on their travels. So watertight, in fact, are the arrangements and the supervision, that at the end of their conducted tour to the tomb of the Apostle every one of them feels justified in claiming in return for his inclusive ticket the sum total of spiritual grace winch used in the past to be granted only to the forlorn footsore pilgrim, who prayed like the repentant Tannhauser that his pilgrim staff would sprout leaves on his arrival in the Eternal City.


    Nevertheless, even today, there are still in every country a number of lonely pilgrims who forsake the rapid-moving supervised pilgrimages and make the long journey guided solely by the myriads of wandering souls in the star-dust of the Milky Way—that galaxy which, as Dante tells us, the common people call ‘the Way of St. James’.


    When, however, those lonely waifs and strays turn their faces homeward after praying at the tomb in Compostella and reaching the misty land of the Dark Star where the ebbing and flowing tide murmurs at the foot of the World’s End, their mental plight resembles that of the monk in ancient times who lingered in the wood listening entranced to the divine song of the bird in the tree. When the bird ceased, he heard the monastery bell calling him to prayer, but all the world had changed and none of the monks recognized him, for the bird’s entrancing song had lasted a hundred years.
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