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The story is there, waiting to be written. It's been a while since I sent my last manuscript to the publisher and the itch has returned. The story that is about to be unfolded wants to be put on paper, no other way about it. I will take you to Andalucia, my beautiful Andalucia, also spelled as Andalusia. That beautiful Southern part of Spain. Where agreements are sacred and respect is an important virtue. Where friendships are more important than self-esteem and the men leave the land at the end of the day with the pick over their shoulder, greeting each other on their way to the bar. That Andalucia. White villages in the blinking sun, with the tight blue sky as far as the eye reaches. Where superstition and religion go hand in hand. Come and follow me, the time has come and the village draws closer, quickly join in and find the salvation.

––––––––
[image: ]


Can you hear him, can't you see him in the distance, reflecting on life?
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[image: ]


San Tronco is about to reach the state of enlightenment at his table next to the village pub. He'll suck the joint, his porro with all his might and he will spread wisdom like a candle in the dark.
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San Tronco, blew out a puff of smoke and pointed at a passerby, 'You bloody bastard,' he shouted, 'your father was a whoring maniac.' Yes, without any hesitation we can conclude that Tronco had reached his state of enlightenment.
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"Asshole", Tronco shouted out over the quiet square and he took another draw from his joint, called a porro in our village. The man who was apparently an asshole, turned around and waved cheerfully at Tronco. "I can see you, you scumbag, you're not working, you do nothing all day, you only pocket money, you rotten bastards" and with his index finger he now pointed accusingly at the town hall. "Worthless sons of bitches." His voice rose a pitch and filled every corner of the square opposite of the terrace. The local police officer was in the doorway of the town hall and laid his finger over his lips to remotely bid Tronco to be quieter.
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"It's getting worse every day," Michel said to me, "he needs his shot again." "Hmm," I replied, Michel was right. As a bartender, you see such things much quicker. 'I'll see him in a minute and then I'll talk to him," I replied "Hey San," it sounded behind me, it was Pedro, the electrician, "come and have a coffee, boy is Tronco ever having his day."
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"Normally I take him for his shot once a month," I said, "but you're right he seems well past it." Tronco was schizophrenic and if he took his medication, he was quite normal, as far as you can measure normality in humans. "Oh," my friend said, "he drinks, he smokes pot and occasionally when he has a chance, he takes a snort, not so strange that his injection loses effect." "Two barrechas," I said to Michel, and he poured the locally brewn poison, where the first swig would burn your esophagus and the second went down well, because by now your esophagus had gone numb and you immediately felt the effect hit home.
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"I'm the one to do it," I said, "if he's in such a mood he only trusts me, God knows why, he thinks people talk about him and that they want to kill him, he is convinced that his mother wants to poison him. He will come to the center with me, but he is almost impossible to handle. " He trusts you because you are a vintner, "said Pedro, "like him and because you live next to him." "Hmm," I replied, took another sip and made a gesture with my finger to the two glasses for Michel to have them replenished again.
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Tronco looked around and experienced a sense of well-being. Everything was nice, this was his village. He heard how the dog next to the tree greeted him, it seemed to him that the dog had a deep voice. He smiled at the dog and waved to the policeman in the doorway.
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The policeman saw how Tronco threw his beer glass at the dog and called out, " shut your festering gob", and then shook his fist at the officer.
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"Enough is enough," thought Gabriel, I did not go to the academy for 2 years to be insulted in public, by some idiot. I deserve respect and with great strides he crossed the street.
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Michel came in with some empty glasses which he had picked up from the tables. "If I were you," he said, "I'd go to Tronco and take him home before he gets into serious trouble."  "Gaby's already on to him." "I'm going," I said to Pedro, downing my glass and stepping outside.
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"San," roared Tronco, "there you are my friend, my only friend, the rest is nuts." "It's okay Gaby," I said to Gabriel, "I'll take him along and then everything will be fine." "I knew it," Tronco shouted, "listen, the street stones are calling it out." "I hear and heard a lot Tronco," I said, "but it's time to go, let's get you to my car" and we left Gaby behind shaking his head. "Dickhead," cried Tronco to no one in particular. "God be praised," he continued as I urged him to the car.
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"Tronco," I started when we were in the car, "you should not be screaming at people. Sooner or later it will cause problems." He looked surprised, "do you not hear the voices," he asked? "Are you hearing voices again," I replied. "Yes," he simply said, "and then you have to do what those voices say? "Tell me," I continued as I drove cautiously through the narrow streets. "Just," continued my neighbor, he looked a little desperate, "last night when I stood outside at my front door having a leak, I knew I had been seen."
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His old farmhouse did not have a toilet or shower and Tronco washed himself at the well, that was when he was "normal" and I smelled now how he smelled of dried up sweat and how the beer was on his breath and it seemed like everything around Tronco, exhaled tobacco and pot. It seemed to come out of his pores. It was clear he had been at it for a couple of days. "Have you eaten today?" I wanted to know. "He shook his head," you know what my mother does to my food. " No, I said, I would not give him space for poisoning stories. "She wants me to lie with her brother." I shivered just involuntarily, the only brother she had had, died a year ago, and lay in the old cemetery in a niche with a marble headstone and fresh flowers. "Yes, she wants that," he continued, "he's so alone, so terribly alone." "Does she say that or do you think so?" I wanted to know, just to say something while I left the hill with the village behind me and steered my old car towards the bridge over the narrow stream.
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"That's when my uncle calls, he has the loudest voice, the dead watch over the village and always seek their people out." 'Stop Tronco', I ordered him, the fine hairs on my arms were standing straight up. "You love Andalucia, we all know that," he smiled now as if he found that comforting, somehow. "Certainly," I admitted as I drove past snake corner, where every summer you'd find dead snakes, flattened by passing cars. "I'm Andaluz but born in The Netherlands," I grinned, glad that I could give the conversation a different turn. "And so we're going to bury you here later," Tronco went on undisturbed, "and then you can watch over the village, and then we will sing hyms at your grave on all Saints." He was far gone, I realized.
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"Take note of what I am saying Tronco, Amigo mio," I said, "you leave the car, promise me you won't touch it. Tomorrow I will come and take you to the medical center for your shot." His car was an old C15, a car that was particularly suitable for the farmland. It was a workhorse, two chairs in front and for the rest only loading space. "I'm going to sleep, I'm dead tired," he reported. That made me feel comfortable. After his injection he would sleep a lot and then he would be like reborn.
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I drove up the old dirt road to his cortijo. The old building had known better times. "I have no glass in my window sills," my neighbor went on. "That's very annoying with the flies in the summer." I could picture that. He broke into a tobacco induced cough and went on, "therefore they can reach me, you understand." I did not say anything, what can you answer to such a remark? "Yeah," he said as if he shared a deep secret, "you're in touch with the whole universe at night" I knew what he meant, if I was outside at night, then I could see infinitely far into the unclouded night past the stars and I had felt vulnerable.
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"I was peeing," he repeated again, "and from the stones and out of the ground, they spoke to me, from all sides. They are coming. Yes, yes and every day a bit closer. ' "Ok Tronco," I resolved, "it's getting dark. I'm coming to see you tomorrow. " 'Nos vemos y gracias,' answered my neighborly friend. A little later I passed snake corner again, I drove over the bridge while the darkness fell, up the hill and into the village. I parked my car opposite the town hall and entered bar 'Shandy.'
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"He's at home," I said to Michel, who was rinsing some glasses, "just do me a cafe solo please." A foolish grinning next to me made me turn, It was Ricardo the village idiot. "Hola San, you're going to buy me a drink." "Always begging for drinks," I thought, "but then again, what sort of a life did he have anyway?" "What should I do Richi," I teased him while I was looking for my wallet. "Que cojones, San," he exclaimed, "what big balls you have." "Like a bull Ricardo," I answered and gave him the euro he had been waiting for. "We like you, you know," Richi said, "we're going to bury you here." A shiver went over my back. Was this coincidence? But the next thing he said helped me out of the dream. "They are coming, you know, really, they are coming," and he chuckled in a funny way. "Who Ricardo," I almost whispered.
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But he simply repeated again that I had big balls and walked away from me... "Take your coffee and go outside Ricardo," said Michel kindly, "you know I do not want you to bother our customers." And I? Just out of nowhere, I had an uncomfortable feeling as if something dark was looking for our village. A hand reaching through the streets, a hand and an eye searching its way. I felt it in my toes, if something announced the hand of evil, then it was this feeling.
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"Hey, you're far away," Michel said, "You know Richi and Tronco are good people, but often confused." Gorge Pompom came in and disturbed what Michel would have liked to say, "hey," he asked, "has a priest just been past, what a silence." "Beware," he continued, "pay attention, this will not happen often, I am going to give you all a round, I had a winner on the Once." Pom found a place at the bar and made a circular movement with his finger, "drinks are on me," he laughed, "good luck must be shared. "Que cojones pompom," it sounded from the street and Ricardo's head peeked through the door. "Like a bull, laughed Gorge Pompom" and Michel, do not forget Amigo Ricardo. " It was another nice half hour and I felt happy when I walked back to my old car. I would have been a lot less comfortable if I had seen Tronco in his living room with the keys in the hand of the C15.
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With robotic steps he walked through the doorway into the dark night, straight to the car. "I have to sleep," he murmured, but the stones, and the palm tree and the 20 meter tall pine tree next to his house, his dog, all encouraged him, each with their own voice. He pushed his hands against his ears and dropped the keys. The cacaphony of sound was like a choir gone crazy encouraging him, urging him on. His heart went beserk in his chest and the voices went only quiet when he closed the door of the C15.
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He took a porro from of his shirt pocket and lit it and inhaled deeply. He decided to drive to his neighbor, to San. Sometimes we decide what we want to do, but that does not always mean that such a decision is being followed. When he put the radio on he knew he had been found. "Good evening friend Tronco, your days are blessed, you are in Enoch's day," it sounded from the old speaker on the dashboard, "that has taken some time." With a suppressed nervous chuckle, Tronco pushed the radio off button. But the voice went on, undisturbed, "start the engine and do exactly what we say ..."
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.-&-.
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Father Julio had only been appointed as a priest recently and he looked at his church with a feeling of satisfaction. It had been a long way full of pitfalls before he eventually had sworn the celibacy. He loved the village. Time had stood still here, as in so many mountain villages that were somewhat remote. He smiled in himself, his parish actually consisted of the whole village, but the only ones who attended the mass in his church were the old women. Not that the men lacked respect, but they simply did not come in through the centuries old church doors. The confession you could completely forget, that were once again the same old women who worried about their soul and the young children who had just done their first communion. But when the young ones became teenagers, their numbers dropped. The weekend cried out to them with all her enticements.
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He always saw it coming, the somewhat more thoughtful boys would mumble a few weeks in the confessional chair about unclean thoughts, and conclude that with "por mi culpa, mi maxima culpa." He would them absolve them and would send them for prayer in the side chapel "a Pater Nostrum," just 10 times for unclean thoughts, it could never do any harm. "Certainly not because the phrase in the prayer," ... and do not lead us into temptation and deliver us from evil, "was very appropriate. But yes how evil is evil and how attractive is a temptation? Why would the Lord let you make the choice to be lead or not into temptation, and if you were led or seduced, was it or was it not your fault?
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If you could not withstand the temptation, because of your human deficiencies, could you be held responsible? It was only in recent years that Don Julio, as he was called everywhere, weighed the words and tried and tried to really understand them. Don, Don Julio, he had become Don Julio, and he fought with unclean thoughts, he the counselor, who had to lead everybody over the narrow long path to salvation, he was tormented by unclean thoughts. It was impossible to deny it, he was at times horny for days on end. Was this the temptation, was this evil, were this the demons trying to lead him astray? He made a cross and nodded at the crucifix as he strode through the church. A thunderstorm formed around the village, "summer rain, sweet blessing," thought the man of God. He felt how the ground trembled under his feet and saw the candlesticks shake on the altar and just not fall over. The ground trembled a second time. "On the third day, the gates of hell were unlocked and from there he will come to judge ..." "Oh," he thought, "that's what studying does with you, at last you see symbolism everywhere, in bible texts or common events like these.
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He walked towards the altar along the painted portraits of his hero's last days, the man of sorrows looked at him from the portrait, Jesus, his savior, and he felt watched and really uncomfortable in his own church. The third quake was actually a smaller shock but one of those which moved under his feet. "The third day opened the gates of hell ..." he did not come any further, he had just thought, "what's hell then and who or what unlocks those gates then," when he saw the crack appearing in the wall above the altar. A crack that travelled up and the bolts that kept the cross on the wall, lost their hold and slowly the cross began to tilt forward. It cut Don Julio's breath. He was at the last station when he saw how the Roman soldier who whipped the Mesias moved his lips and Don Julio stopped midway in his stides, he heard what the soldier said, "We are back again, blessed are the days of Enoch."
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Don Julio collapsed with his hand grabbing where his heart would have been and he hit the hard ground simultaneously with the crucifix that broke the Mesiah into a hundred pieces. There he lay like a 'tableau vivant' towards the altar and the cross and the broken man of sorrows pointed at the fallen priest as if they were an axis of good together in a straight line surrounded by evil.
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The sweet summer rain surrounded the village and punished her inhabitants with torments of shattering rain, alternated by hail. Soon the water sought its way through the streets to the lowest point and poured into the dry river bed that sucked it up like a sponge. Lightening filled the sky and houses trembled under the violence of reverberating echoes in the valley.
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Tronco had arrived at the high plains overlooking the village and brought the C15 to a standstill. Oriental music accompanied with a dark unintelligible rythm came out of the speakers. Did he imagine it, or did he smell goats and the scent of herbs growing on mountain slopes? He felt the vibration that was going through the ground under the tires of his old car. The lightning flashes now changed the thunderstorms. "What a horrible weather," thought Tronco, and suddenly there was silence, an ominous all-encompassing silence prevailed. He felt a second shock and the third shock was accompanied by the dazzling light of a flash that scattered the sky. "They are there," he thought, and he started walking in the rain, leaving the door of C15 open, straight to the light.
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.-&-.
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"Just in the church," Michel said, looking around for someone to order something. "Who or what in the church," asked Gorge Pompom who had walked in. 'Padre Julio was in the church, with foam on his lips, all streched out,' my neighbor informed him. "The ambulance has just left." "My sister found him," Michel picked up the thread, "she cleans the church a few times a week and puts flowers on the altar and so on." Everyone nodded, of course someone had to do that. It was early and this was the moment of commentario. The farmers took an early coffee and a glass of barrecha that turned your stomach and made you lose any hunger feeling after the first sip. The TV blurted out the news every half hour, like in each bar, and then closed down with the weather forecast, an advertisement pause and the news again. After 8 o'clock there was a breakfast review on the tube until eleven, where experts gave comments on the news. That was followed by games and then the soaps. A monotonous backdrop that continued throughout the day. After a while it is no longer noticed.
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Occasionally, a farmer delivered his commentary on a subject shown on the TV. This was usually the case with a jihadist attack in a remote country. 'Gran Hijo ...' such a farmer would call out, 'un gran hijo con todo de respecto por su madre ..' Everyone understood that there was a son of a whore that had been on. (A big son ... with all respect for his mother.) All that had to do with jihad was just as condemned as the ETA terrorists, by the coffee-cheering and barrecha drinking men. Some spit on the floor when cursing the cowardly bastards. This also applied to politicians who were suspected of corruption and were already shown on screen with name and station and for footballers who had missed a goal. 'All were big sons ...'
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Especially when a goal against Barça was missed. The hatred in our area against everything that came from Catalunya could be called immense. In the 1970's when the great drought struck Andalusia and the rain stayed out and left and scoured the germinating crops under the merciless sun, many farmers were drawn to Germany and the Netherlands as guest workers. There they were employed in factories in jobs that we did not want. They saved what they could and lived with many in a guest house or in a few rooms. They looked at the luxury in the Northern countries and when they returned, they were "the men." The exchange rate from the hard Dmark or guilder to peseta made them a bargain buyer.
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With the money they had saved, they opened a bar, a shop or bought a tractor. Some had a well struck and bought more land. They always talked about the years of loneliness and "sufrimiento" (the great suffering). Working far away from your family, from your country, from your village, without controlling the language.
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Others had not gone quite so far but were working in the heavy industry in Cataluña, Barcelona had a lot of industry and there were also jobs that the Catalans preferred to have others do. The Catalans treated the Andalucians badly. They were continually mocked for their southern accent and if they did not order a coffee in their 'Catalan', they were just not served. They were exploited and put down as stupid farmers that were thick', these men who had left house and fireplace, wife and children to stay alive. That was real sufrimiento. Being treating by your own countrymen as a bunch of inferior stupid dickheads.
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Those stories had come back with the savings and the money and did not undo the hardship and the insults There was more dislike for the Catalans then you could believe, on a scale of 1 to 10 of hate to hatred, you probably end up in our village around 8. So products from Cataluña were not bought. Barça the football club was seen as an exponent of Cataluña and Catalans could not be trusted. "Because then my grandfather ... or when my dad... or my uncle who was treated so badly ..." A village has a long memory, very similar to the Dutch who still look down on a completely new generation of Germans 70 years after the war.
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"Another barrecha for San," said my neighbor and he pointed to our two empty glasses. "Gracias Alejo," I said, and watched the beverage change color through the touch of oxygen when it left the bottle. Alejo raised his glass, Salud, 'he spoke' y fuerza al canut '. It was the usual farmer's toast. (Health and strength in the rod) If there were ladies present in the pub then only a party was expressed; 'Salud y fuerza hey.' (Health and strength, hey!)
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What are you going to do today, Alejo, "I asked? "Clean up the fields," he answered as he thoughtfully sipped his dark brown colored glass. "And you," he wanted to know. "A bit of irrigation, but first with Tronco to the medical center for his shot," I said. "Yes, it's time again," Pompom intervened. I nodded, "I brought him home yesterday," I continued, "and he seemed very confused to me. The first light broke out and the men emptied the glasses, and the dew would evaporate as snow before the sun and a long working day waited. "You're a better person than me," laughed Alejo. "It is not a problem," I replied, not knowing then that life would never come without problems with Tronco again.
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I was one of the last to leave the bar. Morning had broken and a vast array of colors lit up the sky. "The light comes from the East," I thought, "the new day has come." Leaving town, I had to wait for a farmer with a hand tractor descending the steep hill to the bridge. The hill was called Questa de la Mina, it was the hill that descended to the caves and iron mines, just outside the village. If you knew that, you immediately realized why a lot of rock had an oxide red color. A little later I drove over the bridge towards snake's corner and yes there was one. A long flat and dead snake. Brownish and green, a culebra. "Silly animals," I thought when I passed him. They liked lying with their heads on the hot asphalt and then when they had gone sleepy and not moving out of the way, they were usually run over.
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I turned down the sandpath and had to hold in immediately. They would not believe me at Shandy's. A whole family of rabbits came my way and that could have happened any day of the week, but at a different time, everybody knows that they are easily scared and hide during the day waiting for the dusk. I slowed down and approached in low gear the longeared family. At the next turn, I not only saw rabbits but also a couple of big toads hopping towards me, and in the lawn I saw field mice hurriedly dribbling past me.
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Then the realization, the terrifying realization, grew that they did not simply pass me, but were fleeing the lands behind them like animals who run away from a forest fire. That is how they looked, rushed, fleeing. A reversed ark of Noah's event. These animals were frightened of something and were leaving it behind them as quickly as possible. When I reached the last turn that led to Tronco's cortijo, I had to stop. Beetles, a snake, mice and rats, everything came over the sandy country lane towards me, clusters of bees and clumsy butterflies floated above the lot. Suddenly it was over and I pulled up slowly, driving again at normal speed over the old sandy road.
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In the distance I saw Tronco. He was seated at his favorite place, under the big pine at a table. From there he could overlook the whole valley, he turned slowly and there was something different about him, I could not give it a name. Then I saw it, I had left a very excited schizophrenic person last night and Tronco now radiated peace and serenity.
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"Hola Tronco," I greeted him when I got out, "did you sleep well?" "He observed me from head to toe as if he was reading me and then broke into a laugh. "I know you," he said, as if that reassured him, you're still the same. "Yeah?" I said, "because ..." "Not everything is always the same," Tronco said solemnly, sometimes something that looks the same is not the same. " I looked in surprise at him. "I was different a while back," he continued, rolling a porro thoughtfully. He looked at it and sniffed it. Then he smiled gladly, "still the same," he said, lighting the joint.
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"So you've caught up on sleep, have you," I asked again. "I've come from the light," Tronco said kindly as if that explained it all. I had often seen him strange but this was strange, strange with a foundation, as if there was a method behind the madness, a method that he could and I couldn't see. "There's no hurry," my neighbor continued, "we're going in a minute, I'm just checking everything." He looked at the valley, "still the same," I heard him say. He then looked past the table at the ground and I followed his gaze. A row of black ants came from their anthill and it was not surprising to me anymore that they marched away from us. It was not the ordinary activity of ants that come and go. All these ants went, they left their home and their supplies for what it was and they left. Without questioning it, I knew beyond the shadow of a doubt that these ants would never return.
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"It's too early for ants to fly out," I said, "moreover, they'll first develop wings." "They have changed," said my quiet neighbor. " Now they can never be of service to us anymore. " Tronco, what's going on, "I asked," on the sandpath I also saw all kinds of animals on the run. " "Not everyone can face the power of glory," answered my neighbor and shrugged his shoulders. "Their departure changes everything, now nothing is the same and I have to look at everything again, how can you make arrangements if everything changes all the time."
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"That's no-one's fault, you must realize that one mustn't feel quilty ever, it's a useless emotion " He even lost his serene facial expression while saying this very emphatically. "If you think someone is guilty of a change then you create your own way of life." That's how I'd never experienced him, if it was madness then there was a structure in it. "You will only find peace in our lives if you accept that everything in your area is affected by you and your actions." "Do you understand that, I mean really understand that?" "I think so," I muttered, "it seems all pretty rhetorical to me." But amigo mio, we're going to the center because I understand that the psychologist wants to talk with you too. " Tronco looked at my old car with interest and got in, "still the same," he said, "hopefully the psychologist has not changed too much. How can I weigh and guard him when he changes, say for yourself. " I just drove away, "this was not the usual schizophrenic talk that I was used to, what should I have answered? Now I know, I should have asked and questioned until I would have known.
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.-&-.
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'Gran hijo,' roared a farmer and he spat on the floor as he looked at the screen with a barrecha in his hand. "Great sons they are, all of them, they are robbing us blind." A few men nodded in agreement. "Big sons of their mother," he cried now. "Has anyone seen San yet," Oreja asked in a moment of silence. "He's gone with Tronco for his shot," replied Michel, as he poured a bent farmer a glass of land wine. "Hmm," said Enrique, called Oreja, in the village because he was always busy with hard rock music. "Hmm, just my luck," sighed the ear "the one time I can do something for him he is not here. "Is it urgent," Michel asked? "I have something for him, but I'd rather tell him myself." "Something fun," asked the bartender? "Ask him to see me, I have something he will like," answered Oreja.
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The television now reported that Señor Chaves was taken to court, for granting millions of subsidies to companies that were in the name of his children. "No," roared the old farmer, whose red nose betrayed that he was a lover of the morning drinks, "it's not enough if you're president of Andalucia, over 8 provinces, no, you're gonna be pinching our pennies as well. His successor now came to light, Señor Griñan who had been the right hand of Chaves for many years. He also had to appear in court for the embezzlement of millions of euro's meant for re-educating the unemployed.
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"Hang them or against the wall and shoot them," an old man called out, "Franco would have known how to handle this." The next point concerned inheritance taxes in Andalusia. ' Suzanne Diaz, who had two illustrious mentors, Mr. Chaves and his successor, Griñan, came up on the screen, she was now the new president of Andalusia. "No," she assured the reporter, "the rich tax remains as it is."
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"Are we rich then," called a red-headed farmer. "It is a shame that there are different legacy taxes in a country such as Spain, per region."
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"Why," said Michel quietly, but with a loud voice, "If you are to register in Madrid before you inherit any estate, you will only pay 1000 euros, here death duties are 80% of the estimated value of your property. The only ones who benefit are politicians. Your daughter inherits your home but can not meet the taxes. Say a house is valued at 100 000 euros. Of course, she can not put those 80 000 euros on the table. There is crisis and young people do not get mortgages because there is no work. So she sells it with great urgency. The value is estimated at 100 000, but just try to pocket that. Who will put that sort of money down, with so many houses in supply that have been taken back from the bank? With a bit of luck she'll not be left with tax liability.
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"Simple," said the Socialist president Suzanne Diaz, from the tv screen, whose predecessors had stolen Andalusia blind, wealth must be shared, hence the tax for the rich. "
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I just heard that fragment when I entered the 'Shandy'. Commentario was still in full swing.
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An emotional farmer rose from his chair and waved his fist at the screen. "Bastards," he roared, "crooks," does Mrs Diaz or her fellow party members know how it is to defy the freezing wind when it's cold in the winter, has she ever worked the land? And in the summer when the sun burns you and and you keep going untill the sun sets to raise your crops? Has she ever lifted a pick or shovel? Does she know what it is like to scrape a living together, to save and to deny yourself everything to keep your bit of land? What it is like that if the harvest is lettuce, that you eat lettuce, every single day? How you cannot afford to give your children the chances you would like, to get them a better life than you've had? That you walk on worn down shoes and in old rags so your kid can go to school without being laughed at?
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"No, she wouldn't know that sort of life, nor her honorable friends, labour party, my ass, party of tee working man, don't make me laugh, we work, those people have no idea what we do to stay alive. And then when we drop out of our shoes we leave nothing behind to even support the lives of our children. Because what we have built up with 7 days a week, in sweat and tears, goes for 80% to the tax office. To pamper and favor the governors so that they can bathe in luxury and discuss the flow of wealth."
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It fell silent. "Quiet down Juan," said Michel, the bartender, soul searcher, keeper of the inn and wise man. "You're right, but if you vote for scum, you'll get scum. So if you want to change something you should not vote stupidly. Here we vote Psoe or PP and those are national parties, what do we care about national politics? What does Madrid care about me?
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Everyone can vote what they want, but if you live in Andalucia, with its 8 provinces the largest cluster in Spain, then you have to vote for an Andalusian party. Who has voted Partido Andalicia here? " "I know it," he continued, "you can see the day after the elections in the newspaper how your village voted. 3500 people live here and only 4 people voted for the Andalusian party. The rest were PP or PSOE and a few voted for the 'be nice to the bulls party.' The Socialists have been running Andalusia for 35 years, is that healthy? Of course that brings about connections and corruption and friends groups and connections and corruption and black money and paybacks and back handers. ' He picked up the remote control and put on the sports channel, "that's better," he said, "at least they won't steal from us."
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"I'd like a solo please," I ordered. "San if you'd like to look up Oreja, he's got something for you," Michel said, walking to the coffee machine. The coffee glass was too hot to handle and I put it down. "How did it go with Tronco," asked our bartender. A Barça goal came on the screen. "Grand hijo," called the indignant farmer, with all due respect for your mother, all Catalans are son of bitches. " "Well," I said, "he blessed the nurses and blessed and healed Don Bernardo, the psychologist." "Were they sick then," Michel asked. "I would not know," I smiled, "but as we walked out, Tronco called out to him that he was now healed and free from demons, that kind of hassle." We both had to laugh, but that would soon change.
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.-&-.
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The day passed as days pass in Andalusia. You work on the land to maintain it, or you plant the vegetables you want to eat for the next few weeks. You feed the chickens and if you have turkeys then you let them out of the night coral. The turkeys make gobbling sounds and eat insects all day around the house. Remarkably enough, they do not suffer from scorpions. They are the dinosaurs among the chickens and they come at an average of 25 kilos, foxes avoid these big birds and I cannot blame them, an aggressive turkey can really scratch you open. I prepared the water locking system for a planned irrigation round and was satisfied after a few hours, with the work done, but tired. The sun had become a big meanie that had burned my energy and it was almost 11 o'clock.
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I got into my old jalopy and let it coast down the falling sandpath with the engine off and the clutch in, and in the 2nd gear, with the contact already on. At the height of the horses, I let the clutch come up. The old diesel shocked a couple of times and then started and then rumbled and brought me purring and snoring to the paved road where I had to turn right to the snake bend.
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"I ought to, replace the battery someday or buy a pair of new glow candles," I thought while nearing the snake bend. Just past the bend lay two flat snakes. "poor critters, I thought, "no ears," "they only feel vibrations, and if they feel the vibration, they are dead." It was again that time of the year, "I realized, the heat built up and made the air thick and the snakes left the high mountains and descended to the valley. It was a sure sign that the temperature would soon rise even more.
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It was around eleven o'clock, time for desayuno, the breakfast, which consisted mostly of a glass of cognac or another stiff drink and a little ham or a tostada, tomato and tuna on a half-roasted baguette. Then you pinched holes in it with your fork and you poured olive oil over it out of a jar. Except for the eternal drinking, one lived a healthy ife in Andalucia.
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It had taken me time to get used to it, my neighbors did not consider wine or beer as an alcoholic drink and drank all day long. It was also not that the beer was slack, with its 5% alcohol it was commonplace. The wine was strong, but pure, right out of the barrel, without dyes or preservatives. You could drink a liter and it did not affect your thinking. But the 18% would settle in your legs. So, do as the Andalucians, you eat small bits all the time, but you do not drink more than you need and you do not drink a liter of vino del pais, because then the day is done. You have your desayuno with a few glasses of wine, which also differ from the wine glasses in the rest of Europe, they are just like small lemonade glasses, and then after desayuno you go back to work.
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Working on the fields is a lonely business, your dog might walk along, but you speak to no-one for hours and your thoughts slow down under the burning sun. Desayuno was and is a good habit, from a time when there were no mobile phones yet. You work and after a few hours you meet again in the Shandy bar, you eat something and talk a bit, you drink your glasses of wine and return to the land. If a farmer did not show up, then it might be that he was too busy with work, but at the second break around 2 o'clock, for lunch, with your neighbor still missing, then you'd ask, If no one had seen him, it might be that he was in his fields, with a heart attack or whatever. The farms are big with ravines, apart from a heart attack, someone might have been attacked by wild boar in the mating season, or someone might simply have sprained their ankle.

Everyone knows and knew the right time, by looking at the sun, because at a certain time, you'd find the sun at a certain angle above the mountains or by the church bell that chimes over the valley, there is a system to the bells. Before a whole hour, three short passes followed by a break and then you could count the strokes. It is not important if the church clock indicated the right time, it is the time that applies to the valley, a time you go by. If it's the heavy bell, then it's the bell of death that announces that someone has died, and then you will hear later in the bar who has changed the temporary life for the eternal one.
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The diesel raced over the bridge and immediately followed the 'cuesta de la mina', the last steep hill before hitting the village. The square was reasonably abandoned, which was logical, who wants to sit in the sun if you can have the coolness of the bar. You instantly recognize the tourists that want to soak up every sparkle of sunshine to take it home to their northern countries.
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The doors of the Shandy were open, inviting us in, and that is what I did, I went in.
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I was greeted by a cozy hustle and bustle. "Hola San," I was greeted by whoring Manolo who sat at a table near the door. "Buenas," I greeted him as I walked past the slotmachines who eagerly devoured the coins and rewarded the gamblers with light flashes and tunes. "How is it possible," I thought, "everyone knows that the slotmachines take more in than they pay out?" It seemed innocent but I knew the men who threw a lot, really poured a lot of money into the machines and only stopped when they ran out of money. "Mas buenas," I said as I approached the bar and so wishing everyone the best, I crossed the bar. In the meanwhile, you touched a shoulder here and you tapped someone's arm there and you gave a clearer friend a hand. That's how it is in the South. Male friendships and respect are important. The moment someone does not greet you or acknowledges your presence, something is wrong, and then you have to think deeply about what it could be, because the village has circles within circles of friends. You never make one enemy, but immediately a whole bunch of them if you are not careful.
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Alejo was near the beer pump and stuck his hand out, "Hola San," he greeted me, pumping my hand, "you fancy a wine?" "That's always good," I laughed, "it has got vitamins in it." 'Michel,' called Alejo over the heads of the customers to the bartender, 'Dos vinos del pais.' Michel nodded remotely, signaling that he had heard it and put down two coffees in front of some old farmers and dumped a shot of cognac in them. "Right gents, your carajillo," he laughed and wiped the two euros from the table in his palm. "I stopped with the carajillo's," said my friend, too many wheelbarrows are dangerous when you're on the tractor. Many people have ended up under the tractor. "Yes," I admitted, "It's the cognac, it's pure poison," he distills it himself, the coffee takes the sharpness away, but it is and remains 60% proof."
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"San San," it sounded behind me, "Do you have a euro for me?" It was the village fool who now put his hand on my shoulder. "Que cojones you have San," he reported. "Balls like a bull, Richie," I answered. Ricardo stayed there with his hand stretched out. I gave a bit of change to get rid of him and turned to Alejo again.
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Michel now put down the two wines, and Alejo took a thoughtful sip and he rinsed his mouth with it and then swallowed it while breathing in with protruding lips. " It's Antonio's sleeper's wine, "he thought, looking at the color that was more yellow than red, it was wine from a wine-farmer with little Carnage grapes, whose grape skins gave the dark color to a wine. This wine had had a lot of tempranillo grapes in the barrel which explained the yellowish color. I held the glass up, it was clear with some residue at the bottom. Along the edges of the glass, the wine climbed slightly, making the surface in the glass hollow. It was obviously a young wine that was still fermenting. It's a wine from Fuerte, I said while taking another sip, as I ran it around my mouth along the cheekbags where the tastebuds are situated and inhaled with pouted lips. The air mixed with the last residue of wine gave you a clear taste indication.
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Fuerte thanked his nickname, to his strength, as a young man he had been extremely strong. He became known as one of the strongest men in the region. He had the bad luck in his life that, at times, someone wanted to see if he was really all that strong and then smacked him in the face, when that person was completely demolished, Fuerte's fame was again reaffirmed. The many blows that he had sustained cost him most of his front teeth, now it was just an old almost toothless man who had lost much of his strength. But old or not he was  still a powerful man that you had to reckon with and everyone always avoided teeth as subject, because that was quite sensitive to friend Fuerte.
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"Salud Alejo," I said while taking a sip, "y fuerza a canut," laughed Alejo. "Yes," I said, "because if you lose the strength of you rod, it's done with you." 'Asi es,' mumbled a farmer next to me who probably spoke from experience. "Michel," Alejo asked, "from whom did you buy the wine?" "From the Fuerte," Michel replied, passing a tray and disappearing to the terrace. "Hombre, San," you were right, "said Alejo. "He has his fields close to my fields," I explained, "the ground is the same and the angle of the sun as well. But he mainly has tempranillo grapes and no uva negra and it's the black skins of the black grape that give the color to the wine during fermentation. '
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Alejo observed me and smiled. "That's why it's also called" vino tinto, "colored wine,", tainted wine, I continued, "and not red wine. When I arrived here, I thought red wine came from red grapes and white wine of white grapes, now I know better. " A few farmers began to laugh. I continued, "I also thought there were black and green olives, now I know that the black olives are just picked later."
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In the doorway a figure appeared with a staff who was difficult to recognize caused by the backlight of the sun that surrounded his form, but I recognized his voice with the first words. "Nothing changed," it sounded. "Hey," I said to no one in particular, "I thought Tronco was sleeping." "Guardians, sons of Enoch," said the figure, "where is my servant," and he tapped the ground with his staff. "Your priest is no longer, he has left us," it was followed with two short taps on the floor.
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It had gone quiet in the bar, the hand of evil had stopped outside the pub. The hand knew that nothing would be the same, everything would change and there was a shiver that ran over San's back, he did not know who he guardians were nor the sons of Enoch for that matter. However, he felt in his toes that Tronco had not walked to the village for nothing. He came with a message and the message was for those who had not changed, whatever he meant by saying so.
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"Where is my priest, my servant," he repeated more clearly now while he took the first steps inside the bar. Alejo looked at me and shrugged his shoulders. Richie moved between Alejo and me at the bar. "Help me," the village fool said with big eyes, "they are coming for me."
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Tronco stopped in front of us and he looked at Alejo from top to toe. "Not changed," he said in a monotonous tone. At that moment the death bell started to toll, the heavy bells that announced a deceased villager. " Hey, "someone said next to me. 'Who has died?' Gaby, the policeman, stepped inside the bar, "just so you know," he said, "our priest, Padre Julio, has passed away, mass is at 6 o'clock, have a nice day and he left again to repeat his message in the other bars.
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Evil had come on stocking feet, but gained momentum every second. "There you are," Tronco exclaimed and he pointed at Ricardo with a prickly finger. 'Que cojones Tronco ..', Richie tried, but Tronco silenced him. "You are my priest now," he spoke with flat voice, you will serve me, come here." Richie took a few hesitant steps forward and was literally shaking in front of  my neighbor Tronco. "On your knees," he ordered, then laying his hand on his head. You could hear a pin drop and I realized I held my breath.
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Tronco took his hand away and said, "Get up and serve me forever." After that he turned around and without saying another word he walked to the door, stood in the light for a second, and then stepped away in the direction of Questa de la Mina.
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"You've heard it, a drink for Padre Julio," Michel said. But Ricardo got up with nothing more of the fool about him. "Do you not have work to do," he asked, "the fields are waiting, do not let them lie abandoned, do this to my master's glory." He walked passed the slotmachines, "nothing changed," he said, and he stepped into the light.
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That night I went to Oreja, he lived in the old part of town at the end of a narrow street. I put my bike on the standard and walked up the road. The garage door was open and I walked through the door leading to the kitchen. "Buenas tardes," I said, and walked into the kitchen. Oreja sat with a friend of mine listening to heavy bass music. "Celema," I said, "I didn't expect you here" and stuck out my hand. Hardly anyone in the village knew that it was not his real name. He was called José and his father used to be a truck driver. He had not been born in our village but in a neighboring village. The truck that his father drove sported an advertisement, "Celema", and José became the boy of Celema.
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"I heard you'd probably come here," laughed Celema, "and I wanted to talk to you. You're always where I do not meet you in a bar where I don't go, or on the fields or helping foreigners who don't speak the language. " I grinned, "and you Amigo mio," You never pick up your cellphone. " "Soon there'll be a peña again and you have to be there." He nodded, "I work a lot and can hardly take the nights off, my mother." I knew it was true, his mother suffered from Alzheimer's disease and had to be supervised, his wife did that during the day, and when Celema came home he took over her. "Anyway," I said, "it's still on Thursday and this week it's in bar Carbonato."

"That is," I said, and Oreja leaned forward, "Black Sabbath." "Yes and further," asked my hardrock friend. "I bought this Lp in 1969, I said," it was a hit album, it was called, Paranoid, "I suddenly knew it again. "The number is," I had to dig deeply, "Yes, I reported triumphantly," War Pigs, "it is about Vietnam." "I would not know," Oreja replied, "but I'm addicted to the bass, which rolls out like in" come as you are, "of Nirvana." He drew on the joint between his lips and held the smoke tight. "Nirvana," Celema asked, "who is that." A grunge band with Bird Cocaine, "I laughed. Oreja laughed out loud and Celema looked at us sheepishly. "It's a language joke," I explained, "he was called Curt Cobain .. but used quite abit of coke, hence." "Nice to hear," said Celema, "I'm totally out of all this." You must never explain jokes," said Oreja, you must understand them. "
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"It's fun only if you know what it's like," I said to Celema, "but you wanted to talk to me, what can I do for you?" "You and I are going to Rumberto," he simply said. "Who may this Rumberto be," I said surprised. "You'll see," said Celema, "the day after tomorrow we will have dinner with him and some friends from my native village." "So we are going to Albanchez," I asked? "Where else, where men are men and wine flows like water." "And they know nothing about good music," Oreja replied. "How are we going?" I asked. "You're coming with me, and I'm ready for it," cried Celema, "and I'm going to introduce you when we get there." He emptied his glass in one swig and walked out the door. "Have a nice evening," Oreja called after him.
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"So amigo mio, what keeps you busy?" Oreja pressed on the remote control and poured me a land wine, it remained as quiet and then the sounds of 'Angie' came rolling from the speakers. "The Stones," I said, enjoying the beautiful old song. "Los Rollings," said Oreja with a glorified face. I always had to get used to it, Spanish people turn in the sentence structure the place of an adjective and an independent name, a nou, around. So one says: ' a house big,? una casa grande. With the Stones we focus on the noun and name the group the Stones, where they call them the Rollings. I smiled. "Hey man," said Oreja, "the Rollings are coming to Andalucia." "Wow," I said, "that's great," where exactly, "I wanted to know. "Beware I'll only show you this one time" and pulled his wallet out of his jacket and searched for it and then held two tickets up.
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"El Ejido, a bit above Almeria and do you know who's going there," he laughed and took a good suck of his porro, "do you know who San?" I looked at him with big eyes. "You and I campeon," you and I from this village we are going to the fucking Rollings. " Una Broma, a joke, "I began, but he interrupted me," look, he called out and he kept the tickets up but he did not let them go. "You San, have given me a lot of business with the English in the neighborhood and you're coming with me." I noticed that the tickets were 120 euros a piece. "That's too much honor," I called out, "Oreja man, let me share in the cost." "Drink your wine, how else can I pour you a second and not a single word more." I laughed at my Rolling-loving friend, the only one in our village who had experienced the hippie time during the Franco era.
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"Talking about work," said Enrique who was nicknamed Oreja. "Yes," I said, "I'm listening." "I worked in church all day today, we painted the first coat of paint." "Hmm, I said and then asked," a lot of damage. " "Only to the altar," Oreja replied, "and we have to stumble around the cross." I nodded and took another sip of wine and a few olives from a saucer. "Do you know what was strange," asked my hard rock friend. "No," I said in all honesty. The only building with damage to the quake is the church and then only parts of the church as if a small epicenter took place exactly there. " I felt a new shiver run down my spine. The pleasant evening had disappeared, evaporated, "you know Oreja, strange things are happening lately," I began. "I know that," he replied, that is why I tell you this. And so we opened a second bottle of wine, and spent time discussing whether the events were coincidental or that something was changing in our village.
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'Change, change, do you know who's changed,' mumbled Enrique? "Ricardo, he suddenly looks clear and walks around with a notebook as if he is keeping an inventory and then says "changed or not changed " and then records the time and place in his notes." I could not suppress a second shiver, I knew there was cohesion but simply did not see the connection.
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"I've got to go," I said, "thanks for the wine and the conversations and such .. and .. and for the tickets, yeah the Rollings," and I put my thumb up. A moment later I got on the bike and looked unconsciously over my shoulder, just suddenly without a reason, as if something or someone had sat down behind me. "The wine," I decided, "does that to you," but I knew it was a bad lie.
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The bike came to a standstill and I got off and walked to the old farm. A figure came out of the darkness and I froze in my tracks but then I saw who it was. It was Ricardo, the former village fool. "Hola Ricardo," I said, "you scared me, don't you have to go home?" He looked at me for a moment without understanding me and I saw him again as the fool, "I'm at home everywhere," he replied, as his eyes became clear again. "not changed, not changed," he muttered and walked to the stables. "Where are you going," I asked. "To have a look at the horse," Ricardo cried, "horses and people are the same, you know." He stood there half turned around and looked at me. "Who knows his horse knows himself." "I just want to see what he has got to say," he continued. "You're doing no such thing and you're going home," I said in a determined voice and I opened the front door. Charly who would normally jump out to greet me, froze at the threshold, he growled deeply, first
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