

    
        
          Santiago de Compostela, the Sacrifice

        

        
        
          San Daniel

        

        
          Published by San Daniel, 2021.

        

    



While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

––––––––

SANTIAGO DE COMPOSTELA, THE SACRIFICE

––––––––

Previously published under: 1627729844, 9781627729840

––––––––

Second edition. November 15, 2021.

––––––––

Copyright © 2021 San Daniel.

––––––––

Written by San Daniel.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Santiago de Compostela, The Sacrifice

Epilogue

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Santiago de Compostela, The Sacrifice




[image: ]


I was worried, in earnest more than worried, I was desperate, which covers the concern I felt, just slightly. I was afraid of losing the love of my life, my other half, whom I'd only gotten to know so late in life, when I had first recognized her. The night brought no rest at all my heart reached out, get well, be better. I would like to do anything, I would like to do anything, take me and spare my love. In deadly fatigue, I tumbled backward over my heels in a deep sleep and the universe filled my head with a dream.
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Sometimes a dream reaches out to you and then you have to pay heed.
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While I was dreaming I felt that this was no ordinary dream, I was touched by a cue and I had to be very alert, sharp and alert, I was in touch with the force of life itself translating images to me.  I cannot put it any differently. Catching magical images, I looked at myself in the dream and I felt pity for myself, I saw myself from a distance and I woke up. Not really awake but still drowsy. Next to me my love lay in the sleep of the innocent and I now felt myself sliding away quietly again into oblivion. I looked at myself again from a distance and suddenly I was in the dream. The dream continued as if a pause button had been pressed for a moment. I was very calm and walked to a temple with my loved one. Not quite a church, but you knew it was a place of worship just by approaching. It was very large and spacious inside. There were no benches placed in it. The images were sharp and detailed and they were etched into my soul. Now after 2 years, the images are still as vivid as at that time.
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I awoke again, the barking of one of my dogs in the yard had caused me to do so. It was still night, the illuminated clock indicated 3 o'clock. The images did not fade however, my love moved a bit. I pulled the blanket around me a little and expected more or less what would happen when I surrendered again to the sleep that was so numbing me. I was in the temple again, I saw my love but she was no longer next to me, we looked around ourselves, then my love disappeared, in any case I did not see her anymore and I felt alone and my heart fell into an abyss . I saw myself from a distance again in the temple. A deep realization filled me: "we are only lent to each other" A bank floated into view while a strange hym in foreign tongue was being sung. You didn't see the singers, there were no speakers, the vocals were just there. The sofa floated past and "landed" to my left. Three men sat on it. I woke up again.
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I knew that image, I was trying to place the image that I had just seen, and what did it mean, those three men on a bench, in a temple, that landed next to me. Yalta! The Yalta conference with Churchill, Eisenhouwer and Stalin where a new alliance was made between the then world leaders, and suddenly it became clear to me, a picture that is in every history booklet had been used to convey a deeper symbolic meaning to me. It was time in my life for a new covenant, a new beginning. I realized that my ratio had not been turned off when I fell back to sleep and I was not surprised that the images continued, I also knew that I had solved this bit of the puzzle. I had been touched and it was time for a new covenant, it was time to come to terms with myself, with my love and everything around me. It was sacred knowledge. 
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The night seemed endless and waking up from time to time, I mused about what I saw and what the next puzzle piece was, I was walking with great sadness down a road alone and I had to reach a goal and I missed my family so much, but I could not turn back, I had passed that stage.. I had a backpack and a stick in my hand and I was walking with difficulty : a text came into my head from Led Zeppelin, a text called (no quarter) from their lp Houses of the Holy.
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The snow falls hard and don't you know 

the winds of Thor are blowing cold 

They are wearing steel that is bright and true 

They carry news that must get through to build a dream for me and you T

hey choose the path where no one goes 

They ask no quarter.

––––––––
[image: ]


No quarter meant in wartime, don't take prisoners, slaughter them, show no mercy, quarter here means shelter or shelter
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Walking side by side with death 

the devil mocks their every step

the snow drives back the foot that´s slow 

the winds of Thor are blowing cold

oh no quarter, the pain without quarter ..
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Walking was getting hard for me now and my right foot started to drag, I felt like I was being slowed down by thicker air around my feet and I leaned on the stick with two hands per step. I had a problem and I knew it .. I had the foot that was slow and I was walking side by side with death. I was tired but not afraid and I started to sing and I fell forward on the path and woke up.
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It was still 3 o'clock. When I fell asleep again I just got up from the path and my heart cried out and an intense happiness filled me. I had soil between my fingers from where I had fallen and knew that I had to take some of the soil with me and I thought I hope the wine tube is not broken. I knew I had a wine flask that was to serve as an offering. A text from my student days bubbled up from Rheinvis Feith: ‘The tomb’.
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A scanty jaw in which only worms will play. I was in my bed it was still 3am and I was tired. I quietly slipped out of bed so as not to wake my love and went into the kitchen to prepare a mug of tea. I had a lot to deal with and after a second mug I knew what the fragments meant to me, I had placed the pieces  together and I was afraid because I knew what was expected of me and I had made my decision. My mind was ready to follow the path where no one goes. I gently walked back to the bedroom and moved very slowly next to my love. I hardly dared to look at the clock, I half expected that it would still be 3 o'clock.

But no, the time had caught up on itself, it was now a quarter to four and I fell into a dreamless deep sleep. In the morning I went to work in the fields and the dream was very much engraved in me, as it still is today, and I understood that this was more than a dream, I had felt the pain of the loneliness, of the falling. it just amazed me that I didn't have a dragging foot. 
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I wondered if I had projected the images myself out of concern, a psychological mechanism to ward off fear for the results for my love after her operation? I rejected that, there were elements in the dream fragments that were presented and did not originate from its own history. Deep within me I knew: this is real, if I did not respond to this I would be responsible for the consequences for the rest of my life. 
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When the heart is so full of a dream that it overflows, and if the dream has such realistic features that you cannot deny it’s essence, then you know what to do. As the migratory bird moves south, you must follow the calling. In this case the calling of your heart and your ratio. 
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Knowing fully well that it will not be understood by many and that people will look at you with pity when they hear about it, but then, were the disciples not following their dream? Those who make plans have a future and those who follow their dreams dare to think. Don't take away a man's dreams, or he'd be lost forever...
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The days that followed I was at work and I’d meet my friends in the village for a coffee, but my thoughts were not there. On the third day, a friend of mine who is a history expert in Roman and Napoleonic wars, asked if I could give him a ride to the next town. ‘Sure,’ I replied. ‘Maybe we can have a cup of coffee there.’ ‘Nice,’ said Roy, ‘I could do with a cup of coffee.’
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‘ I want to ask your opinion on something that interests me,’ I continued. ‘Like right now,’ Roy wanted to know. I said, ‘no later over some coffee .’ Hmm, that sounds serious,’ Roy said. 
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There we were then, the two old boys, with a coffee and a glass of brandy. ‘Let's get started, ‘I said. ‘I've known you for many years and I have a lot of respect for you.’’ I also respect you,’ Roy said.’ I know,’ I continued,’ and that's why I'll only tell you what my love doesn't even know, promise me you'll keep it to yourself, whatever you might think’.
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’OK,’ Roy smiled but his eyes were serious.’ I had a dream so lifelike it has left a deep impression on me’, I said. ‘I mean an overwhelming impression. They are images that do not fade, as is normally the case when you dream and images disappear, or dissolve, or that only parts are preserved. Do you understand what I am saying?’ ‘Yes I do, actually’, Roy answered.
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‘I have experienced that once in my life. During the Battle of Trafalgar’ Now it was my turn to be surprised. Roy is a British friend of mine and very down to earth. Roy started:’ I remember it well to this day.’ ‘What Roy’, I asked.’’ I died in the Battle of Trafalgar. October 21, 1805 around noon. Unfortunately I drowned.’ ‘Tell me about it,’ I said, ‘I had a dream that was so real, that when it started I knew it was a memory. Just for whatever reason, it had  translated into a dream. I was just standing on deck and I can still describe the man standing next to me, he spoke with a cockney accent. We were hit amidships and the impact knocked me overboard. There was no eye for me in the heat of the battle. Where I had stood the balustrade was gone and the ship was listing heavily. It only took a moment.’ ‘What, only lasted a moment,’ I asked? ‘The drowning,’ Roy said. ‘The water was so cold I couldn't swim. The cold paralyzed my spine and caused pain from my scrotum to deep in my brain. I couldn't breathe all I could was pant in short gasps.’
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‘Later, much later, I was born in Leeds and when I had reached the age of my drowning, I dreamed about the naval battle. I can still remember the smell the gunpowder. My father advised me not to talk to anyone about it and simply forget it. Later I started to deal with history but in a different time plane, the Romans in their first expansion. People don't understand these things and neither do I,’ he said,’ but I know what happened.’’ Right,’ he said ,’ I interrupted you, please tell me what you wanted to share.’ 
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I said,’Roy, I plan to go on a pilgrimage.’ I'm going to perform a libation sacrifice, you know, the pouring of the wine, on Santiago's grave. He was the brother of Jesus and I'm going to ask him for a favor. I have had a dream, a very symbolic dream and I have come to believe that this is the only thing I can do to save the love of my life. It was so realistic that it seemed to be a movie in which I saw myself play a role. In color, did my friend want to know? yes, I told him. Like my dream, my friend said that he drowned. In this dream, I continued, I saw a shell embedded in the road. Now I know that the shell symbolizes the tomb of the apostle. All roads lead to the tomb of Santiago, where the lines on the back of the shell meet, there you will find the church with the tomb of brother Jesus. ' Those who have been cleansed by the journey embrace his grave and pour out his whole heart. The place is ancient, the Romans used to call it finimundo (end world), end of the world and they were so superstitious about it that they feared it, they believed it was the meeting place between the living and the dead.
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He didn't seem surprised at all, ‘how will you get there?’ He wanted to know. ‘By foot,’ I replied, on a path that I have seen. Once I am cleansed and purified I can ask for a favor, with all my soul, but first I must bring the sacrifice and, well, the sacrifice is me.’ ‘Is it very far?’ He asked. ‘1,042 kilometers, according to the internet, I checked last night, but this is not how I will go. You cannot walk over a highway from here to Santiago, which comes from San e Iago, which is Jacobo, or James in English,  it is in Galicia. 
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‘So how are you going to get there?’ He asked me. The shortest route. I'm going to wait until the snow is gone from the mountains and I'm going to take the straightest path possible’.’ I'd love to go with you,’ he said. ‘No,’ I replied:’ I am connected to my dream, I am the one who has to go, otherwise it will not have the same value’. ‘I don't really know what the libation sacrifice is,’ he replied. 
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And I began to explain to him about the ancient Greeks and how they believed that you could speak to the dead in Hades by means of a libation sacrifice. You would have to spill some wine over a grave and you would have to kneel, and you would have to listen as the wine gurgles into the dry sand and try to distinguish voices out of the murmuring fluid. ‘Surely that's not what you're going to do’, he said, ‘that doesn't sound very sensible.’ ‘No, what I'm going to do is connect my farm and my vineyard, where I live with the love of my life, with the tomb of Santiago. My wine, like all wine from my neighbors, has a unique character, caused by the angle of the sun, the soil and the composition of the earth itself. I will find the way to the grave and I will sprinkle some wine, the wine of my fields, on the grave. Then, I will do the same with the soil of my fields and after that I will ask for my favor.’
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‘What is it?’ He asked him. ‘Twofold,’ I said, or that the love of my life is cured or that I can switch places with her.’ ‘Right,’ he said: ‘I understand you. Are you sure of your request?’ ‘Yes,’ I said. He got up, came over to me and hugged me, Go with God, he said...
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The dream ceased to be a dream, it had become an action plan waiting to be executed, just like a computer program, which has been downloaded and is waiting to be executed. It was no longer a question if I would go, but rather when I would go. In my heart I knew that I was already starting the journey, and every day I was taking leave of my fields, my vineyards, my family and my friends, without them knowing that the moment was drawing closer for me, the time of my departure, every minute, every second. 
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I fully prepared myself and set a date to leave my house to follow the path that leads to the tomb of the apostle. I decided that I would leave around March 11, the mountains and their ridges would have no snow by then. Daily I was aware of the weather forecast, now and with great interest  I watched it and always found  it was raining or snowing in Galicia. Immediately, the phrases of ‘no quarter’ came to mind. 
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Snowstorms or rain are not the most pleasant prospect the lone traveler could wish for. I decided, however, to leave the day after my daughter's birthday, she studied in Almería capital and wouldn't come home too often since studying for her is her life’s devotion. If she would come to visit, I would either be on my way to the grave or I could be reaching my goal, eliminating unnecessary worries that might otherwise bother her. There were more reasons to choose the month of March. Later, as the months of the year progress, the temperatures would rise, reaching 35 or 40 degrees Centigrade, making it more uncomfortable to traverse the mountainous areas. The most important reason, however, was that I wanted to get to the grave, ask my favor before April 14, since on that day, the love of my life would receive the result of a check-up after her operation, to determine whether she was clean or not, and it's no good asking for a favor in retrospect.

I spent many afternoons behind my computer, in my study preparing my trip. I would calculate the distance online and zoom in, if I felt I needed to take a closer look at a place where I could possibly stay for the night. I divided the distance by the number of days I would need before April 14 and would search for villages or towns near each resting place. I thought from behind my screen that everything was under control. I made a list of possible resting places and their distances. I saved these to a file and thought: if I lose my list, all I need to do is find a computer somewhere to reprint it. We always want to plan our life now, don't we? If you walk the path, however, more often, things will take a different turn, they will follow their own course. The hindsight is such a wonderful thing! I knew I would walk alone because of the early time of year, all because of the April 14 deadline, to get to the grave. The action plan had begun its momentous course, no longer to be erased by reason or doubt. I was at the point of no return.
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Working in the fields would give me time to study my olive trees. I was going to need a good solid branch, like a cane, but also as a defense. I already had enough trouble to worry about some half-starved wild dogs, who like their older brothers the wolves would only be too happy to devour me in the wilderness. I was not thinking of meeting a lynx, they are rare today, but the wild boar or a pack of wild dogs, would be something that I should take into account. 
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My intention was to rest, if possible, in the civilized world. People are full of good intentions of course. I saw the kind of tree I had been looking for, old and solid, and I cut a sturdy branch from this tree. This branch will connect me to the tree and my people for the next few weeks. I don't know how to explain it, but I felt that the branch was not appropriate. It didn't fit properly in my hand. I looked closer now, and with just the third branch that I cut, I felt a good feeling in my hand. I had found my cane! It had a length of about 1.50 and was a little rough, but it didn’t matter it was the cane I had been looking for. It did not interfere with a good sense of the delicate balance between weight and support. It may sound funny but it seemed to be holding onto my hand.
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This cane would accompany me and would be a support for me in my lonely hours. I would defend myself against the evils that try to waylay travelers. It would be the only witness to my extreme loneliness and it would lead me by the hand and lead me through difficult paths. I was holding the hand of my traveling companion. I took it inside and put it next to the campfire and the love of my life asked me, 'What is that for?' And I knew it was time to open up and talk. I said, I need to talk to you, there is something serious that we have to discuss and that's how two hours passed. Can I change your opinion ?, she implored me. No, I said, I have to do this. You're doing it for yourself, she said. Yes and no, I said. It's all I can do for you and if I don't and if your test result is not what we want, then I will never find peace of mind ever again in my life. In that respect I am doing it for myself. Then I'll help you, she said and my heart cringed, because leaving her behind had al of the sudden come so close ...
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Traveling without a purpose is pointless. The road that leads to understanding lies in the distance that needs to be covered. Those that want to travel along, will learn little from the path and will hinder the steps of the pilgrim who seeks truth and peace. It is a blessing when you realize that each step from your front door is a step towards Santiago and that you do not have to complete the Camino, you can simply step back into your house and you are home again. But comes the day that will reach for
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