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I ndividual Spanish words have all been placed in italics, with the
exceptions of ficsta, patio, cordillera, conquistador and Guanche.

‘The aomenclature adopted for the islands, although illogical, is
the one least likely to confuse, for it is the one spontaneously
adopted by visitors who bave been in the islands for more than a
week and less than a year. Laozarote, Fuerteventura and La Palma
have no English forms and present no problem. Grand Canary
and Teneriffe, although hallowed by long usage, are meaningless
in theislands themselves. As they could not inany casc be employed
consistently throughout the book, 1 have substituted the Spanish
forms Gran Canaria and Tenerife. But aithough forcigners scon
learn to talk about La Palma, they have the greatest difficulty in
referring to the other two western islands as La Gomera and El
Hietro. So for these I have retained the simplified English forms,
without the article.
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Going South

Apul may be the cruellest month, but throughout Burope

ber is the most depressi Whether or not October
generously bestows a bricf St. Martin’s summer, it at least never
fails to rurn the great kaleidoscope of autumn colouss. But in
November the trees are bare. Even down on the Meditcrrancan
they have given up hoping for a last out-of-season heat-wave. Did
you order the fuel? Have you seen to the central-heating repairs ?
Do you need a new overcoat? Is the radiator of your car filled
with aati-freeze ?

Or are you going south?

To be going south you must be lucky enough to have a little
mopey in the bank, and no commitments to keep you at home.
Quite Jarge numbers of people have that amount of luck, yet few
go south.

Some are lucky and unaware of the fact. They-simply stay at
home, amidst the fogs of England or the snows of Scandinavia,

Some are lucky and fashionable. They make for Cannes or St.
Moritz.

Some are lucky and rich. They depart to the West Indies.

Only those who are intelligent as well as lucky go south. That
is all they have in commuon: a little good fortune, added to eaough
common sense 1o put it to the best use, Let us look at some of
them as they set off.

Mr. Brown is a fat-stocl farmer in the south of England. He has
oot farmed all his life. He was an cogineer until a take-over bid
lef him with a golden haadshake and fifteen years of active life to
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Going South
fill. Pethaps for this reason he approached agriculture with a fresh
outlook. Mrs. Brown, however, is a farmer’s daughter, so that
their farm is run on souad lines, although not on lines which her
father would have approved. They stick to fattening cartle, which
they purchase in the spring and sell before Christmas. And in the
unoccupied interval they go south.

They travel from Southaropton, which is ncar their home, on
the Spanish Transatlantica line. They enjoy meeting interesting
people travelling to Venezuela and Mexico, and the time spent in
barbour at Corunna or Vigo in north-west Spain. Then they leave
the ship at its last port of call oa this side of the Atlandc, at
Tenerife, laxgest of the Canary Islands.

Mr. Nuttall is retired and a widower. When his wife died he
sold up his home and took a service flat in London, where he
could see his macried children. But after spending Christmas with
them be never outstays his welcome. lnstead he goes south.

He travels on one of the Aznar Line’s ships from London
Bridge, celebrating the new year as he sails down the Changel.
Before the first week of January is out he is establisbed in another
service flat at Las Palmas, the largest city of the Canary Islands.

Monsieur Dupoat did well in far-eastern trade in the days when
Indo-China meant litde to European ears, and Viewam meaat
nothing. Like every good Freachman he's glad 1o be home. But
winter in his pleasant house near Tours is too cold for blood
thinned by twenty years in Saigon. So every aurumn he and his
wife go south.

They drive their Citroen DS to Barcelona, trailing 4 comfortable
caravan, and embark on a ship of the Trasmediterranea Linc. Four
deys later car and caravan are swung ashore at Santa Cruz de
Tencrife, and M. and Mme. Dupont drive to a secluded cove with
safe swimming. There they are later joined by three other couples
from vadous corners of France, old Indo-China hands like them-
sclves, who over many a good dinner relive with them the befle
£pogue of old Anvam.
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Going South

Kristina Lafquist is a painter, who in recent years hes builtup a
small but quality following in Stockholm and Copenhagen. Like
more artists than is generally allowed sbe is a good business-
woman, and has leamt not 1o saturate her particular marker. Her
single cx.hxbmon each year, soon after Walpurgis-night, marks her

in the Scandinavian art world, and coincides
\mv.h the opem.ug of the brief Nordic summer.

She returns to Sweden on the last of the cheap charter flights
from Las Palmas. And as soon as these recommmence, when ia the
autumn the Scandipavian air fleets are switched from the Medi-
terranean routes to the Canaries, Kristina Lafquist goes south.

Franz Glilck works all summer for a Genmaa travel sgency in
Italy. Barly in October when the season ends he drives his Volks-
wagen back across the Alps for a few wecks at home. Then, neatly
packing his tiny tent, his inflatable cance, and his equipment for
underwater fishing, he heads across the Rhioe and goes south,
down the Rhone vallcy.

Some tweaty-five kilometres beyond Montélimar a sige tells
bim that be is entering the department of Vaucluse, which draws
its name from that fountain of Vaucluse where Petrarch, the poet
who so inspited him in his student days at Heidelberg, himself
drew inspiration. He is back in Provence, where the sunshine is
still more than a4 memory.

At Avigoon he parks his car bencath the Palais des Papes, and
eats his picnic luach in the gardens which command the view
across to Villeneuve heyond the famous ruined bridge. Aad he
imagines the scene described hy Petrarch which was enacted on
this very spot more than six hundred years ago; when Clement VI,
with all the pomp an exiled Pope could muster, proclaimed Luis de
1a Cerda, the Count of Clemmont, as Prince of Fortuae.

Thus the grandson of Alfonso the Wisc of Castile, and great-
grandson of St. Louis of France, secured a kingdom of his own, a
kingdom still to congquer, a kingdom of islands which had barely
emerged fromalong millennium of oblivion. So indefinite was theit
position that Edward I of England withdrew his ambassador
from Avignon oo the grounds that the Fortunate [slands in the
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Going South
Atlaatic so gaily bestowed by the Vicar of Christ were none other
than the islands of his own damp and cloudy sealm. And the
nearest that poor Luis de la Cerda ever got to any Fortunate Islands
was when he died two years later fighting the English at the battle
of Crécy.

Franz is luckier. He already knows the Fortunate Islands, and
in a week from now he will be setting up his tent beside a lonely
beach on his own favourite island, Fuerteventura. He is luckier,
too, here in Avignon. For on that day in December, 1344, so
Petrarch tells us, the brilliant celebrations were ruined by a violeat
rainstorm, which drove the Prince of Fortunc to take shelter in his
inn. But today the sky is clear and the Mistral is stilled. In Mont-
pellier or Perpignaa the weather may not be so good, so Franz
decides to seize the opportunity of buying a few books.

For only at the University city of La Laguna in Tenerife will the
visitor to the Canary Islands find a good bookshop; and in Fuerte-
veatura good books are even scarcer than drinking water. Don
Miguel Unamuno, when exiled to Fuenteveatura forty years ago,
therefore carried with him an 2ustere but compreheasive libracy
of three volumes: The Diving Comedy of Dante, the Poems of
Leopardi, and the New Testament. Ia admiration of his prede-
cessor and grateful for his evident love of Italian literatuse, Franz
has these same three volumes in his luggage. But he has room for
a more widespread selection, and presently emerges from a book-
shop with a dozen Lisres de Poche. Over the winter evenings ahead,
as his contemporaries in Hamburg aad Stuttgart watch television,
be will be reading Rabelais on fandfa.

For three months of the second winter after her husbaod died
Madame Neuve was coafined by bronchitis within her apartment in
Brussels. Between bouts of coughing she gazed out at the grey fog.
Even in good health she felt Jonely. They had always moved in a
society of married couples who now found no place for an odd
widow at their cosy dinner parties and out-of-towan luocheons.
Rising prices werc hitting ber just as a lasge part of ber husband’s
peasion had ceased at his death. So as the third aaruma drew in
she let her flat at a high reatal to onc of the Common Market
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Going South
Eurocrats who were just then moving into Brussels, and went
south.

Life in the sunshine suited her so well that she never came north
again, except for a brief anaual visit to collect a fat cheque from
her lawyer and to enjoy the eavy of some of her former friends,
now widowed like herself and suffering the financial worries from
which she had escaped. To begin with she moved around Anda-
lusia and the Algarve, vatil duting an unusually cold Jeauary one
of the many friends she made so easily at cafés ot on the beach told
her about the Canaries. And now each November she takes the
‘Trasmediterranea line’s ship from Seville, sailing past the Golden
‘Towes down the Guadalquivir by the same ic route taken
by the galleons of the Indics, when the Canaries formed the essen-
tial staging post on the voyage to the Spanish Main,

The Canaries are small only by comparison with the African
continent off which they lie, and of which geographically they
form part. Their million inhahitants are spread uncqually ovex
seven islands which together cover more than 2,800 square milcs,
and sprawl across nearly four bundred miles of the north Atlaatic.
We might expect, therefore, that our cight typical visitors will be
lost to view as soon as they land, and are unlikely ever to sec one
another.

One of the most curious and pleasant features, however, of
making a prolonged visit to these islands is that one seems to meet
and to meet again everyone else who is doing the same., Not oaly
will all our eight visitors bump into cach other this winter, on
boats, in banks, on beaches, or at bars, but we, too, if we go south,
will make their acquaintance in ciscumstances which appear now

incidental, now almost i

T have myself caught sight of Mr. and Mrs. Brown after two
years without hearing their names mentioped, their faces picked
out hy a naked clectric bulb in a simplc open air café of the fishing
village of Los Cdstianos in southern Tenerife.

1 bave suddenly recognized a profile at the window of a guagua
(a word to learn before we go any further: it is pronounced wow-
wow and it means a bus) hastening past me at Las Palmas as that of
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Going South
Mr. Nuttall, whom I had met when he landed some months earlier
from the same ship a5 one of my relatives.

T had often eschanged a hrief word with the Dupoats when
staying near their secluded cove. But it came as a shock one windy
and moonless night as I drove my motor caravan to a field near
La Laguna where I had been given permission to park, when
suddenly an clegantly trousered Mme. Dupont stepped into the
beam of my headlights. They, too, had found April too hot on the
south coast, and were spending their last weeks on this cool
plateau, only twenty minutes’ drive from Santa Cquz, 2,000 feet
below, or from the mighty pine forest of La Esperanza, 2,000 feet
above.

It was in another pine forest, above El Paso in the green well-
watered island of La Palma, that I came across Kristina Lafquist,
whom I had last encountered collecting mail ar Cook’s office in
Santa Cruz de Tenerife. She was seated before a canvas which held
2 distant view of perhaps the most famous of all Canary pines, the
Pino de la Virgen, beside the sanctuary from which it takes its
pame.

But it was beneath palms rather than pines—date palms bearing
real dates—in the far west of Gomera, in the other-worldly valley
of the Great King, that I found Mme. Neuve at the siagle café
beside the beach. There we talked of all the friends we had made
on another terrace, that of the Parador at Lanzarote, wben we were
both staying there, and in particular of a young German whosome-
times drove into Arrecife from the lonely strand where he was
camping down ncar Playa Blanca.

It is not only in Lanzarote, however, and not only in Fuerte-
ventura, that I have met Franz Glilck—for it was he. At Maspalo-
mas in Grag Canaria and 2t San Marcos in Tenerife I have scen
his little orange tent pitched. I have met him swimming at Arinaga
and at Sardina, and sun-bathing at Las Cafiadas. He even turped
up in Hierro, smallest and remotest of the islands, on the very boat
which a few hours later was to take me away. He knows the
Caaaries even better than I do, for he has achieved something
which I shall never attempt: he has climbed all x2,152 feet of
Mount Teide.
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These visitors—they are mote than mete tourists—who elect to
spend montb after month in the Capary sunshine, give lifc there a
certain special Aavour. But the main substance of that lifc is of
course provided by the inhabitants, the canarios themselves. We
shall be meeting them all the way througb this book, so I shall say
no more about them now. But there are certain other visitors to
the islands whom we shall ot meet, but to whom we ought to be
introduced. Like oursclves, they came south. Liking what they
found they stayed on, or, if they returned whence they came,
carried back memories of western isles of the blest, temperate
gardeas of the Hesperides, which were to weave themselves into
the myths of poets, the surmises of historians, and even the
parables of philosophers.

Myths, surmises and parables are the stuff of mystery. And
mystery surrounds got only these earlicr visitors, but even the
origin of the islands themselves. They are of volcanic rock through-
out, and their subtetranean fires are only quiesceat. There was aa
eruption as recently as 1949 on La Palma. Brushwood thrown into
a hole in the Fire Mountains of Lanzarote will burst iato flame. It
might be supposed, then, that the islands rose violently from the
ocean bed, especially as profound treaches suscround them aod
separate them from oane another, trenches dropping sometimes as
maoy feet below sea level as the islands’ peaks tower above it.

The pre-scicntific age, on the other hand, following willingly
the philosopber’s legend, saw in the Canaries the last vestiges of
a sunken contineat, Plato’s Atlands. And even zod.ay the biologist,
driven by the facts, d ds what the geolog d in his
tumn by the facrs, is unable to grant him, For the blologlst finds
there animals, birds aad plants which can only have come from
other lands, and in particalar from southern Europe, and which
must have required a bridge of land by which to cross.

Why could they not have beea brought by men? Because they
came south when o men existed to bring them.

Men have indeed brought much to the islands, including most
of the animals and plants you will meet near the coasts and ia otlier

2 Plato, Timacws and Critias.
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Going South

accessible or cultivable areas. Goats, camels and donkeys, today
Canary symbols, were all introduced, along with all the other
domestic animals. So were the potato and the tomato, that recent
enricher of the dry southlands of Gran Caparia and Tererife. So
was the banana, which now covers every fumegada' which can be
Bartened and irrigated. So wes even the fig, although it is 50 rooted
in Canary life and custom that on Hierro one can own a fig tree
independently of the land on which it grows. The very prickly
pear, without which it is hatd to imagine a Canary laadscape, was
originally planted as a host for the cochineal insect.

But as one penetrates into higher and further regions these
imported specics are less in evideace. The characteristic forms of
life are native, perfectly adapted over long ages to a harder en-
vironmeant, to which the intruders of a few centuries ago have not
had the time to accustom themselves,

TThus the only four footed creatuses to be found on the wave-
lashed rocks of Anaga north of Tenerife or of Salmor north of
Hierro are great lizards up to two feet in length, the nearest sur-
viving relations outside the New World and the far East of the
giant reptiles of a hundred million years ago. In each island, too,
exist birds which can only fly skort distances, but which are closely
similar to birds clsewhere, especially in Europe. They came south
sufficiently long ago to have developed into distinct species; and
sometimes different species of the same genus are even to be found
on differeat istands.

It is above all the vegetation of the more inaccessible rchons
which is most genuinely Canary. § imes we can grize its
forms as cousms of speacs we know at home. The Pinus canariensis
can only be a pine, although its bushier leaves yet somehow spater
construction would make it out of place in those gleas of which
the Scots pine is monarch; and although jts greater size and in-
tangibly Atlantic quality would disqualify it for Provengal hillside,
Iralian shore, or other habitat of the Mediterranean pine. The
heaths up in the mountains of Gomera are of the same race as the
humble heather of our own moorlands; but by some quirk of

* ‘The Canary unit of square measure, which varies quite widely from
island ro island.
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climate which Alice in Wonderland perhaps could explain, they
bave grown to such an extent that it is they who overlook us,
sometimes from as much as tweaty or thirty fect. And as you
approach the summit of Mouat Teide do not fear that the altitude
has given you hallucinations if you seea tiny purple flower clinging
to the rock. It is what it looks, a violet, hut of a distinct species,
Viola ¢heiranthifolia, which has so adapted itself to the height, the
absence of soil, and the intensc sunlight that with one small bird,
Fringilla teydea, the Teide chaffinch, it is the only living thing to be
found at ovet 10,000 feet.

All these forms of life must at some time have reached the
islands somehow. Probably, like ourscives, they came south. For
their nearest relations are more often found in Europe than in the
adjoining parts of Africa.

But there are other native plants and trees, which bear no resem-
blance whatsoever to our own flora. They remind us, rather, of
some fantasy world, or of a distorted vision of the jungles through
which dinosaurs roamed and pterodactyls flew. There is the curious
candelabra-shaped cactus-like cardsn, oxr Enphorbia canariensis. There
ate untold acres of retama bushes over the eede plains of Las
Cafiadas, whose white flowering each spring secms at first like
anothe fall of snow, and brings a brief domestic murmur of bees
to those lunat wastes 7,000 feet above the sca. There is above all the
dragon tree, whose clumped and spiky leaves, blood-red sap and
longevity have always inspired awe. Once this was awe of the
magical, and we feel it no less because today it is inspired by
scientific knowledge. For the dragon tree hag been described as a
living survivor of the forests of the tertiary era.

It is to those forests that we must look for the near relations of
Dracaena draco and of many other plants found only ia the Canaries.
We shall find there no fossilised remains of those forests. Por
whether or not the islands cxisted in the tertiary age, volcasic rock
by its patare holds no fossils. But if we turn to the fossilised forests
of southern Europe of the petiod before the lee Age we shall at
once be struck by their resemblance to the Cagary plant life of
today. And we shall hazard the guess that these strange forms
came south, to find in the islands a last refuge when rhe encroach-
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Going South
ing ice destroyed the far more extensive flora of which they once
formed part.

The theory is neat and attractive. The botanist himself assures
us that something like that must have happened. But the plants

dalad ion to czoss to theislands, and the geol
denies that such a connection has ever existed. He even tells us
that at the beginning of the Ice Age the volcanoes of the islands
were probably in active eruption—hardly conducive to colonisa-
tion by life of any kiad.

This account of the first five days of creation in the Canaries has
left unanswered as many problems as it has raised. It is as if the
first chapter of Genesis had been written without the third verse,
and we pray in vain ‘Let there be light’. And the mysteries merely
deepen as the sixth day opens.

For at last man, too, came south. He found, as we shall find,
seven Jarge islands which then bad mote trees, and therefore more
water. He sertled in all seven of them. And our next raystery is
that whea they emerge into the half-light of medieval history
their inhabitants have no knowledge of pavigation. It is as if they
lived on six plancts round the sun of Mount Teide, dimly descrying
some of their neighbouring worlds, and all worshipping the same
white cone above the clouds, but ignorant of whether those other
planets were peopled by beings like themselves.

I speak of the half-light of medieval history. For it was only
during the fourteenth and fifteenth centuries that the islends were
by degrees incorporated into the outside world. Prehistoric in the
Canary Islends means anything over five hundred years old.

‘The Britisb islands, too, emerged from prehistory, when fiftcen
hundred years earlier they moved from datk nighr to bright sun-
shine with all the suddenncss of a tropical dawn, in sy b.c. But
there were no Julivs Caesars around, swiftly conquerigg and
lucidly writing up their conquests, in the less confident, moxe frag-
meated world of Chaucer and Villon. To understand something of
the difficulties of interpreting tke ealy history of the Canarics it is
worth pondering how little we know of what wear on at the same
pedod in Lancastrian and Yorkist England. If we kaow so little of
our own land, then how much less likely are we to possess full
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accouats of newly discovered islands on the edge of the knowa
world. Their discovercrs and conquerors were in any case mainly
preoccupied with Moors, with rival Portuguese or Aragonese,
and soon with far greater discovedes and conquests across the
Adlantic.

These circumstances under which the islands were discovered
and occupied by Europeans mean that we may never kaow the
answers to many questions about their earlier inhabitants. For the
questions were never asked. The natives were not objects of an-
thropological research. They were enemies to be defeated. They
were slaves to be sold. They wete pagans to be baptized, Within
half a century of conquest, moteover, the fusion berween con-
querors and conquered was all but complete. For the natives were
also wives to wed.

Traditionally the Spaniards take their women where they find
them, while the English, we arc always told, import their own
home-made product. The Spaniards may well have learnt this
habit in the Caparies, which was their first conquest outside
Europe, and whese they first developed in miniature so many
practices later applied in the New World.

They willingly took wives in the Canaries because the women
there were eminently nubile. Even before conquest was assured
conquistadores were conducting love affairs with beautiful native
princesses such as Fayna in Lanzarote, Décil in Tenerife, or Iballa
in Gomera. Their beauty, to be recognized, had to conform to the
canons of the sodety from which the newcomers came. The
natives, in other words, werc a white race. Had they not been,
fusion would never have beea s0 swift or so complete, For despite
more than four centuries of intermarriage the populations of Latin
America today separate like 2 three-ticred sandwich into white
élite, half-bred mestizos, and Indians.

‘The blood of the earlicr inhabitants still mingles, therefore,
with that of the conquerors in the present population. “Therc is not
a family established fifty years in the istands,’ declared a lecturer
at La Laguna University before a packed auditoxium in which I
was pethaps the only non-Canary, ‘in whose veins does not course
la fuerte sangre indigena.’ 1 could almost hear the strong native blood
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tising in pride all around me. But one tries in vain to distinguish
which features come from which race, or in what proportion the
two have come together in any one individual.

Their many skeletons and mummies tell us that the natives were
big, well-made people; and their surviving scalps of apparently
reddish-brown bair are some evideace for the tradition that they
were fair-haired, In Tenerife a tall man with these characteristics
and with large though pot inseositive hands will be pointed out as
a typical Guanche (the Guanches were the natives of Tenerife,
although the name is frequently, and quite incorrectly, given to
the pre-conquest inhabitaats of all the islands).

Surveys of the present population also indicate that substantial
numbers—about a third in most of tbe islands, but as many as 46
per cent in Gomera—are of the same Cro-Magnor type to which
many of the mummies belong. The seat of the Cro-Magoon culture
is indicated by its name, that of a village in south-west Fraace. It
was a branch of this intelligeot, large-brained Cro-Magnon race,
the Iberians, who gave their name to the peninsula shared by
Spain and Portugal. This helps to explain the easy assimilation
between the canarios and their conquerors. Andif, as other evidence
suggests, there was a certain admixture of semitic blood in the
eastern islands, had there not also been an admixture of semitic
blood in Spain itself, during the cigbt centuries of Moslem rule?

We are driven to measuring skulls and to comparing beights
not only because histotical sources are deficicat at the momest
when the islands at last eoter history, but also because through no
fault of ber own the handmaiden of history, archacology, can bere
do less than usual to help us. Islands which have only been created
in geologically receat times and which ase short of rain and of soil
are unable to furnish us with those discoveries in depth which
provide us with at least a broad account of the past of more ancient
lands. The remaias of man, whether early or late, arc contained in
a single shallow layer,

Bven these never lead themselves to those fruitful parallels
which have solved 50 many problems elsewhere. Here no stray
coins indicate commercial contacts with more highly developed
centres. In Burope and elsewhere styles of flint chipping or of
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portery decoration can be claimed as evidence for association with
other cultures, and thus a rough chronology can be built up. But
the trained archaeologist arriving in the Canaries must be prepared
to forget all his experience, and to examine what he sees without
preconceptions.

‘I know that the English don’t mind jokes,” said Diego Cuscoy,
director of the Archacological Museum in Santa Cruz de Teaerife.
“‘And so I decided to play one oa O. G. S. Crawford, the cminent
British archacologist who was on 2 visit here.’

Showing him a terracotta pot Cuscoy asked him: ‘From your
experience of Mediterranean and middle Easteen prehistory, what
would you give as the date of this vessele”

It did not take the distinguished visitor lopg to make up his
mind. ‘180¢ to 1500 B.C.,” he pronounced.

‘Now will you put your hand inside the vasija,” said Cuscoy.

Crawford did 50 and drew out four nails.

‘I found them inside, just as you have doae, when I fiest dis-
covered the vessel,” continued Cuscoy. ‘Until the arrival of Euro-
peans iron was unknown in the islands. Those nails are identical
with those we know to have been used for shipbuilding in the
fourteenth century a.p. So the vasija dates from about three thou-
sand years later than you have suggested.”

The story also illustrates how the Canaries moved in one leap
from the New Stone Age to the Iron Age. Not one trace of bronze,
elsewhere the first metal worked by primitive man, bas here been
discovered. The conquistad found th Ives in contact with
an untouched Neolithic culture, less advanced technically than
that of the builders of Stonchenge.

But if the islands knew no Bronze Age, they knew no Old Stone
Age cither. If their inhabi belonged to the Neolithic world
only five hundred years ago, they belonged to it already when ficst
they landed.

When did this first arrival take place? Despite the absence of all
the usual archaeological clues, two ingenious methods have beea
used in ap attempt to solve this problem. Unf ly, ,
they give two different answers.

The Atlaatic launches an average of 350 Waves an hour against
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the Canary coasts, and we can calculate the rate at which they are
slowly beiog wom away. Applying this rate to certain caves which
were once human habitations, but which are now largely eroded,
or isolated by the sea, seems to indicate that men have been in the
islands since 2000 or 2500 B.C.

The Carbon 14 technique, based on loss of radicactvity in
certain substances, provides a mote precise tool. It has beea
applied 10 a wide selection of mummies in Gran Canara, and has
come up with a series of dates ranging from A.D. 292 t0 A.D. 1082.
This secms to differ by over two thousand years from the date

given by the other method.
For even the firsr arrivals almost certainly embalmed their dead.
Only in Fuer have no ies yet beea found; and

Fuerteventura is a large dry island whose small Neolithic popula-
tion would leave less remains, which its small moder population
would be less likely to discover. Embalmment is not a very wide-
spread practice, and maay writers have suggested that it reached
the Caoaries directly or indirectly from ancient Egypt.

Certainly after one look at an atlas the only reasonable answer
to the question of where these first inhabitants came from would
seem to be North Africa, Aad what little we know of their speech
suggests affinities with Berber. Or so, at least, the experts tell us.
There are not very many Berber experts about, and buried in the
leatned reviews of Las Palmas and of La Laguna lie high-flown
studies of this fascinating subject, written with the imagination and
the academic venom which oaly a remote cul-de-sac of uncharted
prehistofy can evoke. Even the layman shudders at the tdigger-
happy use of such epithets as ‘neo-punic’ in connection with iso-
lated carvings on distant Hicrro.

However, the surviving vocabularies of the various islands do
sometimes appeat to coincide; and all share the sarne family look,
at least as much as do the different Celtic or Latin languages. The
Austrian D. J. Wélfel, who had given as much time to this study
as anyone, wrote not long before his death in the Revisa de Historia
ds Canarias of 1958:

“. .. allauthors who really understood one of the island languages
confirm the reciprocal understanding between the islands, despite
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material differences. An aboriginal of Gran Canaria, of about 1530,
declared the three languages of Gran Canatia, Tenerife, and
Gomera to be related, and all three to be similar to that of the
genagas of the African coast. The lipguistic material of all the
islands which has reached us shows in every part the same forma-
tion of the words and preciscly an authentically Berber formation.”

Knowing how few and how late are our sources on those early
years when the pative languages still survived, I would dearly love
to know who were ‘all the authors who really understood’ one of
them. However evea the sceptical Seffor Cuscoy is prepared to
accept, with reservations, the argument in favour of a relationship
between them and Berber, of rather, the relationship of both to a
common ancestor. But he will topple the imaginative caquirer
from any too eagerly reached conclusions with a delightfully
quizzical ‘Do you speak Berber?’

This relationship not oaly seems natural, but goes some way
towards explaining the mysteries associated with the eatly inhabi-
tants of the Canaries. For the Berbers are themselves a mystetious
race, whose very existeace is even now hardly recognized by the
average educated man.

Fouad to this day in several countrics of North Africa, they
bave been without a land of their own for longer thaa the people
of Isracl. But they are far from unknown to histoty, although
their wars of self-determination never bote that tide. They resisted
the Carthaginian colonization of their coastline, Later, united in
the kingdom of Numidia, they co-op d with the Romans in the
defear and destruction of the great Phoenician city, only to be
themselves included soon afterwards in the pax romana.

Included bur ot absorbed. It has been shown (by H. W. Friend
in The Donatist Church) that the Donatist heresy which divided the
North Afrdcan Christians from the fourth to the seventh centuries
was a reflection in ecclesiastical terms of the Berbers’ discontem
against the Roman ruling class. These same Berbers were a thom
in the side of Vandals and Byzantines, and to them must go the
credit for the fifty year hiatus in the Moslem conquest of North
Africa, When at the ead of the seventh century the Betber tribes
themselves became Moslems the advance regained momentum,
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and within a few years had swept beyond the Straits of Gibraltar
and over the Pyrences.

Allies of the Arabs from then onwards, they remained neverthe-
less a separate race, which even in this ceatury has attracted the
world’s attention in the Rif wars of the 19205, 4ad in the revolt of
the Berbers of Kabylia against the ncwly independent Algetia
which their courage had helped to found. For they are not Scmitie,

Ithough their language has incvitably over the centuries collected
alarge Semitic vocabulary. By no means all the fair-haired children
rupaiag around the Berber villages are 2 memorial to Vikings, to
Crusaders, or to Christian additions to their hatems brought back
by the Barbary pirates.

More skull measuring, with blood sampling to show the propor-
tion of rbesus negative individuals, has led some anthropologists
1o hazard a reladonship between the Berbers and that other
mysterious race, the Basques. And if the Basques, as seems probable,
are the last survivors of the Cro-Magnon, ‘Iberian’, pre-Aryan
population of Westcra Burope, one is tempted to guess that the
Berbers are the survivors of the same Cro-Magnon, ‘Iberian’,
pre-Semitic population of North Africa, of whom the aboriginal
canarios wese the far western extension.

We must retutn to the mystery of how these ‘proto-Berbers™—
as we ought to call them if weaceept the above argument—reached
islands if whea discovered by Europeans they knew nothing of
navigaton. Onc suggestion is that they were brought therc by
other seafaring races, who did not settle there themselves.

But this seems almost as far-fetched as Thor Hegerdahls
elaboration of his Kox-#i&s hypothesis. According to this the Peru-
vians not oaly crossed the Pacific to Polynesia, but had earlier
crossed the Atlantic from Egypt, passing by the Capadies and
leaving the practice of embalmment as a souvenir of cheir stay.
This has received the witty comment: . . . tbese hypotheses have
come to animate our studies, and in the sporting era in which we
live they can serve as pretext for magnificent expeditions’.!

Of the maay arguments that I have read by writers deatly
anxious to prove prehistoric Atlantic crossings I cannot help re-

1L, Pericot, Amuario de Estudios Atlantices, Volume I, 1955.
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peating the one which appmrs the subtlest and most convincing,

Ithough it has no di ion with the Canarics. Wild cotton,
it secms, has two vadeties: an American with thirteen small chro-
mosomes, and an Old World with thirteen large chromosomes.
But the cells of the variety of domestie cotton already cultivated
in Peru before the time of Christ have rwenty-six chromosomes,
thirteen large, and thirteen small; and this domestic cotton must
thercfore have been a hybrid of the two wild varieties.

Another suggestion is that the Moslem invasions of the seventh
century were responsible for ending maritime contact between the
aboriginals and the Berbers from whom they had sprung. But this
funs counter to an argument that it was the drying of the Sahara
and the Moslem invasion which led to the peopling of the Canaries
in the first place—an argument which would tally with the Carbon
14 results.

My own view, for what it is worth, is that the first inhabitants
arrived in their own boats, and then over the years simply forgot
how to use them. Once in the Hesperides, where the sun always
shines and the golden apples are forever ripe, why move on? As
Roy Plomley asks each new castaway at the end of Desert Island
Discs: “Would you tty 1o escape?” The proto-Berbers answered
‘No.”

They were not the last visitors who clected to stay put in Para-
dise, as anyone will testify who has run across today’s colonies of
brandy-soaked expatriates in the Canaries. And in a strange way
the mild climate and the lack of stimul donthenobl
just as on the scedy sophisticates. Both, in the technical scnse
degenerated.

‘The very fact that the ahoriginals seem to have forgotten the art
of huilding and using the hoats which brought thern is a serious
cxample of their ‘having lost qualitics proper to their race, sunk
from their former 1] ?, as the dicti; y defines ‘d >,
And the consequent isolation from each other on their seven
islands meant that they developed seven separate cultures, just as
over the ages on each of the Galapagos Islands there has developed
a slightly different species of giant tortoise.

These seven cultures had much in common. We have already
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noted that they shared ignorance of metals, a common ancestor of
their closely related languages, and the custom of embalming their
dead. But these cultures were more differentiated from each other
than the Galapagos tortoises. In particular, archaeologists early
remarked a strong contrast between those of the two most impor-
tant islands, Gran Canaria and Tenerife.

The canarips, or natives of Gran Canaria (the term is also used
of the present day inhabitants of the whole archipelago), had made
several techni d over the G heg. Often they lived in
stone huts rather than in caves. They wore clothes woven from
dried rushes rather than the skins of animals. Above all their
pottery is of moxe complex design and more sophisticated work-
manship, the clay often beiog mixed with stone dust to prevent
cracking. It includes small terracotta idols and seal-like objects
called pintaderas found in noue of the other islands.

Axchacology shows that the ancestors of these eanarios of the
fifteenth century led a relatively simpler life; a similar life, in fact,
to that of the ancestors of the fifteenth-ceatury Guanches. But the
Guanches of the time of the conquest led a simpler life still. They
had forgotten not only navigation, but also how to decorate theic
pitchers and plarters. Whereas the culture of Gran Canasia was
pxogmsnve, therefore, that of Tenerife was xcgrcsslve In the
strictly dictionary sense the Guanches had d

This puzzling divergence has receiveda su:nple and intellectually
satisfying explanation. It sccms probable that Gran Canacia, and
10 2 lesser extent all the other islands except Tenerife aad perhaps
Gomera, received more than one wave of settlers, and possibly
other visitors too. Thesc later arrivals brought at once sew tech-
niques and stimulus to a stagnant society. And some of them may
have broughr some form of wmmg

Explanations of the i iptions found on scveral of
the islands must share the prize in the contest in academic lunacy
which has tempted so many i ig of Cagary prehistory.

Maoy a would-he Michacl Veatris has sought a key to the writings
of the Hesperideans such as he found to the writings of the
Migoans.
But they have a harder code ro crack than Linear B. It is ia fact
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2. Lanzarote: volcanic ash spread over the fields both attracts dew and prevents
evaporation (p. 54)




3. Lanzarote at its most lunar, with vines, each in its miniature ‘crater’, set
against a background of dead volcanoes (p. 53-5)

4. Lanzarote: herdsman at Macher, near La Tidosa






o

Lanzarote: preparing the ash for planting-out of the tomato seedlings (p. 54)

Lanzarotes the largest fishing fleet in the Canaries is based at Arrecife (p. 48)




Going South
ot one code but several, and so few are the inscriptions that thete
may not be mote than one example of each alphabet.

Alphabet may be the wrong word to use of the inscriptions
found on La Palma, which may thetefore fouver await interpreta-
tion. They ble other rock drawing; ,and L. Pericot
has suggested that there may have been some cultural connection
between the areas where they arc found. He goes so far as to say
that they ‘. . . confirm such 2 connection in unarguable form . . .
Garafia can be placed alongside Gavr'inis, Newgrange, ot Lough-
crew.?

1 bave been impressed, however, by the work of Amcrican
investigators who have pethaps never heard of the Canades. Study-
ing the basic scribbles of children and doodlers they have relared
these to backgrouad patterns cvidently built into our brains. They
have then found a similar relationship betwecn these and ‘the
forms of certain Neolithic rock drawings’, Accepting this relation-
ship one would write off the La Palma ‘inscriptions” of Belmaco
and of Fuente de la Zarza as doodles on a grand scale.

‘Not all the Canary inscriptions lend themsclves to this suggested
cxplanation, especially one on Hierro and one beside the Barranco
de Balos in the south-east of Gran Canaria. The units of these
surely belong 10 some alphabet or set of hieroglyphs. Imaginations
bave naturally once again been hard at work, Parallels have been
traced not only with ‘punic’ characters but with the alphabet of the
Tuaregs of the central Sahara. Intuition rather than mere vision
has deciphered amongst the Gran Canaria hieroglyphs not merely
carts, but chariots, and not merely ships, but triremes.

Any further discussion would be out of place in a general guide
such 28 the present, which will close the subject with yet another
mystery, offering a hint towards the explanation of these inscrip-
tions and of much else.

Almost a thousand mile to the south of the Canaries lies another
archipelago, the Cape Verde Islands, more hot, more arid, and
today far poorer. On an area more rhan half that of the Canaries a
population less than a quarter as numerous scratches 2 miserablc

1 _Asuario de Estwdios Atlanticos, Volume 1, 1935,
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subsistence. They share with the Canarics, and with those other
volcanic Atlantic islands, Madeira and the Azores, so many botanic
survivals—and the problems which that survival poses—that the
early nineteenth-century naturalist Philip Baker-Webb inveated
the term Macaronesia to cover all four groups (from the Greck
makaro, bappy, and nesos, island).

In two respects the Canaries are the odd man out in Macaronesia.
For the other islands are all Portuguese. And when discovered by
the sailors of Prince Henry the Navigator in the fifteenth century
they were uninhabited. Yet—and here is our mystery—there have
beea discovered on three of the Cape Verde Islands: San Aatonio,
SZo Nicolau and Maio, rock inscriptions very similar to those
which have so puzzled us.

If we accept that the authors of both were the same, then we can
tentatively make two deductions. The first is that the early inhabi-
tants of the Canaries wese not responsible for the inscriptions
found there. If they were unable to travel the sixty miles from
Gran Canaria 1o Tenerife, how much less the nine hundred to San
Aastonio? The secoad deduction follows automatically: that some
other seafaring racc was tesponsible for these inscriptions, and
that therefore maritime routes visiting both these groups of
Atlantic islends did cxist in ancieat times.

This could explain the bodkins and beads ia jet found in Gran
Canaria, aad the axes of Gran Canaria and of Gomera fashioned in
a dark stone called chloromelanite, neither of them substances
which occur in the Canaries. And the absence from all these lists
of Tenerife gocs far towards explaining the regressive ch of
her isolated culture.! The largest island was the last to be conquered
by the Spaniards, and the same factors which kepr them so long at
bay may also have deterred earlier invaders.

* The absence of Puerteventura and of Lanzarote is due pactly to the
fact that less work has been done there by archacologists, and partly to
their smaller populations, ia prehistorie times 2s today. From other evi-
dence it is obvious that whatever cultural currents reached aay of the
other islands reached Fuerteventura and Lanzarote. Though I have seen
one imagicative map showing a ‘cultural curreat’ hitting La Palma
directly from the north and thus bypassing the eastern islaads!
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For it has alrcady been emphasized that the word degenerate
can only be used of the Guanches in a purely technical sense. They
were a fine race living in an carthly paradise, who ia simplifying
their way of life over the centuties were pechaps refiniag it. When
in tbe high dide of the Ealightcament the islands brought forth a
great historian totell their story—an Archdeacon of Fuerteventura,
bom in Tenesife, who died in Las Palmas—he saw in their carly
inhabitants the noble savage so admired by contemporary writers
in France:

“All their contracts and sales consisted, as in the time of the
Trojan War, in exchange and barter. Barley against sheep: cbeeses
against honey: figs against skins. Their conversation was neither
of gold nor of sitver, nor of jewels, nor of the rest of the usual
goods dependent on fancy or on faulry judgement. It was rather of
rains in due scason, of fruitful sowings, of rich pastures, of happy
breedings. Quiet sleep, sweet peace, the fertility of their wives,
the strength of their armus, the blessing of heaven poured over
their mu.\e and flocks, gﬂmncs and barns: all these weze necessary

simple and i which our vanity cannot lessen
i.u value.”

Figs, although already an important part of their ‘necessary
possessions’ at the time of the conquest, had only been introduced
about a century carlier. Sheep, 100, had probably oaly been avail-
able for a few years to barter against barley. The bones of goats are
constantly found in association with aboriginal remains, and goat-
skins were always used for wrapping the mummies. But no trace
of sheep has been discovered on any prehistoric sites. Figs and
sheep were then perhaps the last innocent gifts of the outside
world to islanders whose way of life was soon to be as violently

L d as that of the ai h-century Tahitians.

The outside world, however, moved in at a slower pace to
embrace the North Atlaatic than it moved in to embrace the South
Pacific. Twice, as the light of a civilization grew more powerful,
the Canarics appeared briefly and blurred in its penumbra, only to
be lost agaia in the night of ignorance.

‘That the first of these civilizations, the Graeco-Roman, should
bave become aware of the Canasies is hardly surprising. It is more
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surprising that it did not learn mose about them, and indeed absorb
them. Rome subdued the deserts of northern Arabia, the dense
forests of central Europe, and the bleak hills of southern Scottand.
Why did she not 2dd to her empire the mild Hesperides, standiog
litdde further towards che limits of the known wocld thaa these less
welcoming regions?

Perhaps because there was no external stimulus: threatening
Parthians, Dacians, or Caledoni: ck ing for her p
there. It is significant that the two leading figures of the Roman
world whom we kaow to have taken an intetest in the Canaries
ruled not in Rome itself, but instead in the two regions with which
the islands’ subsequent history was to be linked.

Anyope with right-wing sympathies might describe Quintus
Sertorius as the lan Smith of the Roman world. In exile in Spain
he founded there a aew Rome, closer ia spirit to the ideals of the
Roman republic which seqt its armies against him, This experiment
lasted barely ten years. But it remains one of the most intriguing
might-have-beens of history how long it might have continued,
and with what results, if he had transferred it to an even remoter
theatre. For in fight from his coemies about the year 8z ».C. his
fleet touched land somewhere near Huelva, where, so Plutarch?
tells us:

“Hc found there some mariners lately arrived from the Adantic
islands. These are two in number, separated from each other by a
narsow chaanel, and lying at the distance of tea thousand fuclongs
from the Aftican coast. They are called “The Fortunate Islands”.
Rain seldom falls there, and then falls moderately; while they have
usually soft hreezes, which seatter such tich dews, that the soil is
pot oaly good for sowing and planting, but spontancously pro-
duces the most excelleat fruits; and those in such abundance, that
the inhabitaats have oaly to indulge themselves in the enjoyment
of easc and leisure. The air is always pleasant and salubrious,
through the happy temperature of the seasons, and their insensible
transition into cach other. For the north 2nd the east winds, which

1 Plucarch, Lifs of Sertorius.
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blow from our continent, are dissipated and lost in the immense
interval; 2nd the sea winds (that is, the south and the west) bring
with them from the ocean slight and gentle showers, but still more
frequently only a refreshing moisture, which imperceptibly scatters
pleaty over their plains. Heace it is gencrally believed, even among
the barbarians, that thesc ate the Elysian Fields and the seats of the
blessed, which Homer has described in all the charms of verse.”

It would be impossible to find better words in which to paint
the Canaries’ climate, right down to the ‘rich dews’ and the ‘re-
freshing moisture’ on which, as we shall sce, agriculture in cerrain
places still depends. The noble Roman was almost seduced.

‘Sertorius, hearing these wonders, conceived a strong desire to
settle in those islands, where he might live in pericct tranquillity,
at a distance from the evils of tyranny and war’.

The evils of tyranny and war, however, dragged him back to-
wards the Mediterranean, and it was Augustus’s satellite-king,
Juba II of Mauretania (Morocco), who actually sent an expedition
to ¢xplore the Fortunate Islands perhaps theee quasters ofa century
later (he reigned from 25 B.C. to about A.D. 23). The works of this
learned prince—they included a treatise on the cactus-like esphorbia,
named after his physician Euphorbus—have been lost, but Pliny
the Elder® repeats sore of what he wrote aboat the islands, of
which by that time six ate known.

Five are named: Ombrios, Junonia with ‘a small temple . . . built
of only a single stone’, Capradia ‘which swarms with large lizards;
and, in view from these islands, Ninguario, so named from its
pespetual snow, and wrapped in cloud; and next to it one named
Canaria, from its multitude of dogs of a huge size (rwo of thesc
wete brought back for Juba). Juba said that in this island there
were traces of buildings; that while they all had an abundant supply
of fruit and of birds of every kind, Canaria also abounded in palm-
groves bearing dates, and in conifess. . . .

Thus for the first time the name Canaria appears in history.

\ Pliny, Nanwal History, Book V1, xcreii.
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Argument still rages as to which individual islands these descrip-
tions refer to, though none quarrel with the identification of Nia-
guario as Teaerife, Other doubts concern the ‘Pusple Islands’
(where pusple dye-stuffs were found) from which the Fortunatae
lay at 625 miles” sail to the south-west, and whether the meation
of only six islands can be explained by a land-bridge linking
Lanzarote 10 Fuerteventura 2,600 years ago. (My own view is that
anyone passing them at some distance would regard them as one
island even today.)

That so much should have been learnt about them, and with
such accuracy, was due to the accidental presence of an enter-
prising and highly cultured ruler in the neasest part of the civilized
world. When, after the death of Juba’s son in A.D. 40, Mauretania
became two more Roman provinces like any others, there dis-
appeared the resources and the stimulus which migbt have mounted
other expeditions. )

The northern Maurctanian provinee, Tingitana (from Tingis,
the modern Tangiers)—it almost exactly corresponded to the
twentieth-century Spanish protectorate in northern Morocco—
was attached by the Emperor Diocletian to Spain, and thus passed,
at least in theory, under the rule of the Visigoths ia the fifth cen-
tury. Amongst the competing Christian kingdoms of redieval
Spain, Castile always claimed to be the sole rightful heir of the
Visigothic monarchy; and her acceptance of overlordship of the
Caparies, and her interest in them, years before they became useful
as a stage on the route to the Indies, were thexefore partly due 10
their association with Juba.

"Their next recorded visitors, however, came from amongst the
real, rather than the merely titular occupiers of the land he had
once ruled. These were the Arabs, who rediscovered them about
1016, and pamed them Kaledat. But, like the Romans, they did no
raore than vaguely recognize the fact of their existence. With the
fourtecnth century, bowever, began a more permanent relarion-
ship with the outside world.

The first meetings werc accidental. In 1291 a member of the
great Doria family of Genoa sent two galleys under the command
of the brothers Vadino and Ugolino Vivaldi with a view to follow-
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ing the route taken by the Carthaginian Hanno nearly 2,000 years
earlier, and perhaps achieving the circumnavigation of Africa.
Like him, they may have touched briefly az the Canaries, but we
shall never know, for they were never heard of again. Expeditions
searching for them some years later certainly did visi the islands:
thus we bear of Lancellotto (or Lanzaroto) Malocello who built
a tower on Lanzarote, the island which still bears his name,

‘This may have been in 1312; but the mysteries surroundiog the
European occupation of the Canaries arc only relatively less than
those which obscure the details of their prehistoric scttlement.
‘What little we know we know Jargely by chance.

In 1827, for example, there came to light in a library in Florence
a fragment of 2 diary kept by the great writer Boccaccio. In the
coursc of this diary he transcribed 4 letter from certain Florentine
merchants living in Seville, who describe an expedition—other-
wise unknown—frted out in 1341 by Alfonso IV of Portugal, the
kingdom which was to take a more direct interest in the islands
than Castile over the next x2 years.

This expedition, consisting of three boats under yet another
Genoesc, Angiolino di Tegghia, fouad thirteen islands, only five
of which appeared inhahited. They noted that Gran Cagaria, then
2s now, was better cultivated in the orth than in the south. They
described Tenerife’s mountain of almost 30,000 paces high, topped
by ‘a white body like a castlc or sharp rock, with on its peak a
furnace light which rose and fell alternately,” More surprisingly,
they found ecither F orL (it is inpossible to
say which from the description) not only abundant in goats’, but
‘covered in trees’.

Two years earlier the Majorcan cartographer Angelino Doleet
had included these last two islands in his projection of the world.
The Canaries were at last on the map.

They were soon to enter political calculations, though at first
chimerically enough, in the unfulfilled dreams of the bollow-
crowned Prince of Fortune, Luis de la Cerda. For the moment
those wbo actually reached the islands sought somcthing more
iramediately profitable than an empty dorainion. They sought
slaves, then a highly marketable commedity in 2l the lands bor-
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dering the M.edxtcmuun ! For slav:ty was in the fourteenth
ceptury a ghout western Europe.
Even in E:lglimd it was only after the lahou( shortage caused by
the Black Death of 1346 that the ‘bond man’ gradually began to
disappear from the manorial rolls.

And 50 we hear of expeditions—in reality raiding parties—of
Majorcans, Aragonese, Viscayans, which descended with increas-
ing frequency on the Canaries during thesecond half of the century.
Those of which record has reached us are no doubt but a soall
proportion of the rotal, But although some of these visitors stayed
on the islands for shorter or longer petiods, and some even made
attempts at evangelization, none of them arrived with the con-
sidered aim of conquest and settlement.

Until, on 1st May r4o2, Jean de Béthencourt, Sieur de Sigy in
Normandy, set sail from La Rochclle to go south,

1 Recent research by Doctora Vicenta Cortés on the records of
Valencia slave market makes a grim commentary on a rather later
period of Canary history. Canary slaves begio to appear in the records
for 1489 (after the suppression of the rebetlion in Gomera), risc rapidly
to a maximum during the years from 1493 to 1496 (when La Palma and
Tenerife were being conquered), and disappear after 1502, when pacifi-
cation was complete. The records contain fascinating lists of pative
names, although many bad been bapdsed, generally caking names of
members of the royal family such as Juan, Isabel and Catalina.

Women on aversge ferched abour 25 per cent more than men,
although far more women than men were offered for sale. Doctora
Cortés suggests as the reason for this that the men were generally
slaughtered, and their wives and children preserved for easlavement.
This is begging the question: we simply do sot know what propordon
of the natives were killed off during or after the conquest.

In this coanexion the research done in recent years by the Americans
Cook, Borah and Simpson must have great significance. I have been
unable to consult their work at first hand, but understand that they have
shown that the population of Mezico, some twenty-five million when
Herodn Cortés landed, had sunk to about a quarter of that figure by
13547. The methods of these historians, if they could be applied in the
Canaries, would #lluminate not ogly the conquest of the islands, but the
whole story of Spain’s expansion overseas, of which this formed the
opening chapter.
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How had someone from distant Normandy heard about the
Canaries in 1402? Because their first great export had been distri-
buted over a far widet market than we might ezpect. For Béthen-
court was able to take with him as interpreters two Canary natives
—they had been christened Isabel and Alfonso—whom he had
acquired in Normandy.

He ook also two chaplains, Pierre Boutier and Jean le Verrier,
and it is their account of his expedition, or perhaps a later acoount
based on their diaries, which forms the first continuous document
of Canary history. It is worth repeating here the first few lines of
Ls Canarien, as their story is called, for its style and old French
perfectly convey the atmosphere of that world of Froissart and
Malory of which Béthencourt himself was so typical a representa-
tive.

“‘Ung temps jadis souloit on mettre en escript les bonnes cheval-
leries et les estranges choses que les vaillans conguereurs souloient
faire au temps passé, ainssi que on trouve en ¢nciennes ystoires.
Voulons nous yci faire mencion de 'ecmprinse que Bethencourt,
chevalier et baton nez du royaulme de France ¢n Normandie,
lequel Bethencoust se parti de son hostel de Granville la Tainturiere
en Caulx et s’en vint a La Rochelle; et la trouva Gadiffer de La
Salle, ung bon et hoaneste chevalier, lequel aloit a son adventure.
Et out parolles catee le dit Bethencourt et Gadiffer et lui demanda
Monseigneur de Betheacourt quel part il vouloit tirer, et le dit
Gadiffer disoit qu'il aloit 2 son adveature. Adonc Mons. de Bethen-
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court Jui dit qu’il estoit fort joieulx de I'avoir trouvé et lui demanda
sc il ki plaisoit de venir ¢n sa compagnie, en contant au dit Gadiffer
son entreprinse, et tant que le dit Gadifier fut tout joieulx de Iouix
parler et de I'emprinse qui estoit faicte par le dit Bethencourt’.

Don Quixote himself could not have summed up the wanderiog
kaight’s chivaltous motivation more succinctly than Gadifer de
Ia Salle: ‘il alost a sor advenssre.” This was the very period when
Béthencourt’s enemies, the English, used to organize those ‘free
companies’ which ranged from the Atlaatic to the Adriatic, selling
their services and seeking adventure. And this was very much
what Béthencourt himself was doing. As the plain-spoken Vic-
torian Mrs. Olivia Stone put it, he ‘got up an expedition to the
islands.” .

I am insisting on Béthencourt’s period because only with his
period in mind can we appreciate this tragi-comic meeting berween
Medieval and Neolithic man. Tt was a period when logxsucs were
simple. After their initial establish onL
returned to Europe for reinforcements, and sent off ‘a frigate . . .
equipped with eighty recruits, and loaded with four pipes of wine,
sixtecn sacks of Aour, and other provisions of mouth and war.”

It was the pediod of feudalism, of protection given in retura for
homage rendered. Béthencoust acquired the funds for equipping
the above frigate from the King of Castile, whom he in return
ackaowledged as overlord of his newly gained realm.

It was the pedod when Henry IV reigned in England, when a
company of men-at-arms such as Béthencourt led south would
include not only a knight like Gadifer de la Salle seeking adventure,
but more than onc Bardolph, and more than one ancient Pistol.
And to whom are we o liken Bertin de Betneval, who led a wild
mutiny during Béthencourt’s absence in Castle, consuming the
reserves of provisions, raping the women, and leaving Gadifer de
1a Salle unsuccoured on the dry islet of Lobos? To whom bat to
Falstaff himself?

‘These men, lifted almost literally from some battle of the Hua-
dred Years War, scem out of place as they sail south from Cadiz
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Lanzarote
towards a land last known to literature in classical times. But we
shall feel at lcast as strange lves as we approach L:
whether—as is more likely—we visit it from Las Palmas, or
whether we travel on one of the ships for which it is the first port
of call on leaving the Peninsula,

‘La Peninsula’: even to hear the phrase which the canarios always
usc to describe Spain is to feel oneself already going south. Those
with the time to spare should always come by way of the Penin-
sula. Only thus can they hope to savour the special Canary flavour.
Only thus, having just tasted Spain itsclf, can they be sure of
finding something more than agother group of Spanish islands.
‘La Peninsula,” uttered on a soft, slow, dying note has the same
power to cvoke all the sweet melancholy of Canary specch as ‘/a
guagua,’ or a distant strain of ‘la farola del mar,” descrvedly the best
known of all the island songs.

Lanzarote, however, seems sufficiently strange from whichever
point of the compass we approach it. Going south in the winter
we shall wake each dawn to a warmer world, Qur overcoat is
already cast aside at Cadiz. Next day comes the turn of our jacket.
By the following evening we arc in shirt-sleeves, and wondering
whether the next morning we shall be sunbathing. But when the
aext morming comcs, before even we bave bad time to find our
shorts, comes that excited ery which in any language sounds much
the same, and which spells landfall.

Alegranza, ‘the joyful,” perhaps expresses this same thrill ex-
pedenced by cadlier travellers south at their first sight of the
Fortunate Islands. (We must be careful, however, of accepting
facile explanations of our islands’ names: Lanzarote from Lancel-
lotto Malocello is the only sure derivation.) It is only a small island,
roughly circular in shape, and about two and a half miles across,
and there may seem little to distinguish it from other bare rocky
islets elsewhere, which bear but a single farm and a lighthouse.

In the first place, however, the jagged abruptaess of the 700~
feet hill in which Alegranza culminates can only be volcanic. Ir is
an example on a smallex scale of the same pbenomenon as El Golfo
on Hierro: the phenomenon of a semi-circular crater of which the
other half has slipped away iato the sea,
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In the second place, the combination of brilliant light and of
heavy ocean swell tells us that this island would find no place
amongst Hebrides or Cyclades, the two groups of which we are
reminded by the seascape opening before us.

For by now other islands have come into view. Thereis Montaffa
Clara, lirtle more than a huge rock, and beside it Roque del Oeste,
48 its pame inoplies a rock pure and simple. And away to the east
we can descry the rather larger Roque del Este.

Beyond all these lics what seems by comparison 2 continent.
‘There is a glimpse of golden sand, and then a whole range of dark,
menaciag peaks succeeding one another until they are lost to sight
over the horizon.

Even thosc who have travelled widely may sense that these
mountains are ualike any others they bave seen. Yet they will
certainly have seen many volcanoes before: extinct volcanoes in
central France or cven within Great Britain; still active volcanocs
in Italy or Sicily or Japan. But never before will they have seen
massed together some three hundred volcanoes of which a number
wefe in eruption only two centurics ago.

‘The range is not i fact as long as it appeass, the more distant
hills belonging to Fucrtcventura, which from here seems con-
dnuous with her northern neighbour. And the golden beach on
the point of land nearest to us belongs to Graciosa, an island three
times the size of Alegtanza, which is separated from Lanzarote by
a mile wide channel called El Rio (‘the river’).

It was in Bl Rio that Béthencour first cast anchor, and Graciosa
was the setting of a number of minor incidents during the early
months of the conquest. But it has never since been anywhere near
the centre of Canary life, and today, with its sand and its silence,
itis the ultima Thule for a visitor to the archipelago. Landing from.
the Jaunch which has brought him there dicectly from Arrecife, or
hy the shorter crossing from the fishing hamlet of Orzola, he will
fecl that the way of life which meets hio—a few patches of vege-
tables for cultivation, a few camels for transport—is both simple
and jimmemorial.

Yet not so many years ago this way of life was simpler still. The
people of Graciosa lived from fish alone, and lived miserahly. Until
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a far-sighted Captain-General of the Canaries named Garcla, one
of those fine p Is of whom the Spaniards can number as
many as aoy imperial race, divided amongst the few households
pact of the land which until tbep had all been held in common.
He further presented them with a couple of dozea camels with
which to work it. His son still takes an interest in Graciosa, which
reveres the father's memory. Well it may, for roots in the soil—
both licerally aad phoricall d pride of o hip have
brought modest prosperity. The population of the two villages,
La Sociedad the “capiral,” and the smaller Pedro Barba has risea to
over seven hundred, and the island now has the supreme status
symbol amongst Canary villages: a cemetery.

By hard work a man there can evea rise to wealth. For in pesetas
Don Jorge Toledo must now be a millionaire several times over.
His fortune has been founded on the boats which link Graciosa
with the outside world. He now owns several, each faster and more
modern than the one before. He is, therefore, naturally aware of
the advantages to be gained from attracting tourists. As alcalds ot
mayor he has promoted the sale of small building plots on which
foreign purchasers are invited to erect suitably styled holiday
homes from which to enjoy Graciosa’s grear golden beach of Las
Coachas.

‘There was no thought of any foreigner buying plots on Graciosa
when early in 1960 I saw the rather older boat which then linked
it with the ‘mainland’ nosing its way past the Parador into the
harbour of Arrecife. I retumned the passengers’ stare, for every ooe

* I have many times heen told “We have our own cemetery,” where
in England the boast would have been of possessing a supermarket, a
cinema, a post-office or a bank. This is because uatil recendy there was
geaerally only one cemetery for each administrative division. Some of
these administrative divisions are not only large, but stretch across
difficult country split up by deep chasms, barrawos: ¢.g. Garafia in the
nosth of La Palma, or Tm]m i th: south of Gm Cagaria. A death
amongst the p: ¥ of M in the pre-
tomato era meant oot only mouming, but 2 gruelling trek with the
body up the long Barranco de Fataga to San Bartoloraé de Tirajana.
(The name Tirajana gives the game away: the huge divisions are based
on forgotten native tribal territories.)
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of the women worte the traditional costume of Lanzarote: a uni-
formity in older ways which is now rarc.

The description of this costume must wait, fox our own ship is
in its turn approaching Arrecife, the capital and port of Lanzarote.
Since 1960 a new quay has been built two miles to the north-east,
and we can no longer enjoy the pleasure, still allowed us at Fuerte-
venture, Gomera and La Palma, of stepping almost directly from
our floating hotel into the life of the town.

There are other innovations: the coastline for five miles to the
north-east of town, and for ten miles to the south-west, has been
split up into building lots, on a few of which houses are already
rising. On my last visit a towering hotel was nearing completion
neac La Tiflosa. Aad on rising ground aot far away aa English-
speaking school, mua by some enterprising teachers from Jackson-
ville, Florida, was due to open duding 1967. Most sigaificant of all,
there now stands near the new quay that dream of all small dry
islands: a potabilizadera, ot plaot for the distillation of sca water.

That there ate 50 few of these in a world which needs so many
is due to their high capital cost. Lanzarote could never have in-
stalled one of its own. Here, as in other aspects of the island’s
development, it is mainly American capital which scems to be at
work. On my last visit the state-owned hotel ot Parador was packed
with disappointed English tourists who bad taken too literally 2
light-hearted article on Lanzarote in the Swrday Express. But 1
sensed that the solid huying of real estate carne from across the
Atlantic. The most active property agency in Arrecifc even bas
a dynamic American blonde as partaer.

‘The development of a retirement communiry for senior citizess,
o of a family and leave base for oil and mining compaay staff
working on concessions in nearhy Spanish West Africa have been
suggested as reasons for this American intercst. The island is not
big: no point is as far as twenty-five miles from the capital over
roads which hy Canary standards are straight and level. It might
be thought that its distinctive way of life is doomed by the new
invasion.

It is with the older Lanzarote that this chapter will concernitself.
And there are two excellent rcasons for supposing that the reader
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will find it sull flourishing when he goes to sec it for himself. For
foreign expatriates and tourists, and in particular American ex-
patriates and tourists, will tend to stay close to the yellow sands
of the south-east coast. And La.numtc s way of life has grown up
in tesp to a special an which still
exists, and which has offered a greater challenge over the years
than will be offered by a few hund.:ed newcomers.

The nature of this challenge soon by as we drive
into Asrecife over land which seems not mcrely dry but dead. Not
a blade is to be seen, and when after threading our way between
the whitewashed houses of the main street we reach the public
garden which lines the waterfront of the old harbour, we notice
that in place of flowers and shrubs it is decorated with cunningly
chosen blocks of strangely twisted lava.

‘The chances are that a wind will be blowing across this garden,
for a wind of some sort blows in most places in Lanzarote for most
of the time. So that when the sky is clouded over we shall be cool
—though never cold. But even on cloudy days the light which is
reflected across the old harbour from the eighteenth-ceatury castle
of San Gabriel bas a clear, serene quality, empty of the menace
which always attends a grey cloudy day in the north. And in
Lanzarote we shall soon leam to live with clouds, some of which
are never absent from the clearest sky. For these clouds practically
never spell raia.

The castle of San Gabricl stands on part of a recef (in Spanish
arvecift) which has given the town its name, and which gives shelter
to the largest fishing flect in the islands. The flect brings back to
the canning factory on the waterfrone the rich harvest of the coasts
of the Rio de Oro only sixty miles away. Perhaps because it is so
much closer to its fishing grounds many of its craft in 1966 still
boasted the noble latecn sail, which everywherc else has given way
to the more prosaic motive power of diescl.

All the Canary capitals except Valverde on Hierro are the ports
of their respective islands as well as the administrative centres, But
in the other six islands someone in a distant village looking for a
lift will enquire ‘Are you goiag to the capital®’ or ‘Are you going
to the city?” Only in Lanzarote will the question be ‘Are you going
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7. Lanzarote: church







10, Gran Canaria: the tangled landscape of the Cumbre seen from the Cruz de
Tejeda. The monolith on the skyline is the Roque Nublo (pp. 103-104)

. Gran Canaria: view from the farm in the crater of Bandama up towards the
9
peak

from which visitors look down (p. 96)



11. Gran Canaria: stallholder with assorted wares in Las Palmas market
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to the puerto?” This must be because until two hundred years ago
Aurecife was the port and nothing more. The capiral was Teguise;
seven miles iniand, out of reach of hit-and-run raids by the Moors.

This accouats for the town’s rather uninteresting appearance,
and for the abseace of any important monuments except for the
castle already mentioned and another of the same period on the
shore. The office of the Cabildo Insular,! the insular goverament,
is almost indistinguisbable from the bouses and shops on either
side of it in the main strect. The church is a solid building, as well
it might be, since it is built, like the rest of the town, from lava,
But Arrecifc would be a dull place if every wall had not been
painted a bright white, with only a few comer-stones left in their
natural state for contrast,

If one shuts one’s eyes to the architecture, it is a far from boring
place to stay ia. It is peither a big city like Las Palmas or Saata
Cruz de Tenerife, with almost too much noise and bustle, nor a
backwater like Valverde or Puerto Rosario, where the silence of
the cmpty strects can be unaerving. It belongs, rather, with Santa
Cruz de la Palma and San Sebasti4n de la Gomera, to that riddle
rank of Canary capitals, where life is slow and sleepy, but where
plenty is always happening on a small scale. It even has an advan-
tage over these last two towns in being more intimately linked
with the island of which it is the capital. For not only is Lanzarote
lower, but its greatest altitades are in the extremie north and east,
as far as they could be from Arxecife, so that its communications
with the couatry villages arc over relatively level roads. The
journey into town from an ountlying part of Gomera or La Palma,
both smallcr islands than Lanzarote, can take four hours and cost

* Since 1927 the Caparies form two proviaces, each with a civil
governor like the forty-seven provinces of peninsular Spain. The
province of Santa Cruz de Tenesife includes Tenerife, Gomere, La
Palma, and Hierro. The proviace of Las Palmas de Gran Canaria in-
cludes Gran Cagaria, Fuerteventura aod Lanzarote. But geography
dictates the reteation of a certain autonony by each island, dating from
the time when a royal Captain-General presided over the whole archi-
pelago, and for most purposes ‘the government” as seea by ezaarios is
that of theix own island, the Cabildo, with its offices in the capital and
its departments for roads, agriculture and so oo
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as much as nine shillings one way, and merits careful consideration.
But the inhabitant of Teguise, of Yaiza, or even of Harla in the far
north thinks nothing of stipping down to the puerfo for a mere
morning’s business.

These easy communications make the distinctive traditional
dress which has survived gst the ywomen of L
an everyday sight in the town. It consists of a long dress, often
black, with a white headscarf which comes not merely under but
over the chin and round the cheeks. The wide-brisamed ovechang-
ing straw hat is the same as that worn everywhere by both sexcs in
the Canary villages—we may be wearing one ourselves before we
sail home. But here it bcmm a decp black ribbon round Lhe crown.

The cugiously worn headscarf is 1 lained as a pro-
tection against sun and wind. But the vaguely oriental look which
it gives to its wearers reminds us how near we are to North Africa,
from which so many raiding parties were launched agunst Lmzz
101¢ in the si and h centuries. Anth
100, believe that a substantial propomon of Seritic blood mmglcs
with that of Buropeans aad patives in the veios of the present
inhabitaats.

All the guide books will tell you that the best place to see this
dress is amongst the veadors in the market held every momiag in
an open courtyard off the street leading from the church down
towards the waterfront. Quite half the thirty or so stallholders will
be in traditional dress; but we shall learn here that it conceals no
mysteries. There is no oriental inscrutabiliry about these women,
whose homely crying of their wares proclaims them of the same
earthy roots as their sisters in the markets of Malaga and Alicante,
The oranges and bananas will have been imported into Lanzarote,
but all the vegetables are locally grown, and delicious: the product
of ample sunshige, mineral rich soil, and just sufficicat moisture.

All markets have some arraogement for checking weights and
hearing complaints, The official in chacge of these matters at
Arrecife is forever stalking between the stalls, although few mar-
kets can be less in need of his discipline. But then Arrecife has a
general weakness for policemen. It has no legs than four full-time
traffic police, one of whom, in white uniform, is always on duty
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"where the main street meets the waterfront—the only possible
intesection likely 10 offer traffic problems.

‘The police are Arrecife’s self-appointed ambassadors. On my
farst visit, in 1960, I 'was constantly pursued by Emilio, a native of
Hierro ‘destined’ as a Civil Guard to Lanzarote, who by following
BBC courses had taught himself a correct and flueat, if sometimes
upusual English, and was atways anxious for the opportunity 1o
practisc it. He has now been ‘destined’ clsewhere, and his place as
linguist-inchief has been taken by Heraclio Niz, the head of the
teaffic police, who races tound the town on a motot cycle which is
almost lost to view beneath his immense body.

Let not his size, nor the fact that he is everywhere teferred to as
¢l polls, the chicken, make you under-cstimate his character. Not
fat, but muscle covers that migbty frame, and &/ polls, far from
implying any tenderness of flesh or spirit, is the title given to the
champion of a team of Canary wrestlers. Lanzarote numbers four
such teams, of which paturally the tear of Arrecife is usually most
successful; so tbat Heraclio Niz, as ‘Pollo de Arrecife,” is the
strongest man on the island.

QOn his suggestion 1 attended a match at the village of Tao
between the teams of Ta0 and of Miguez. Each contained a dozen
wrestlers ranging in age from about seventeen to thirty-five, wear-
ing rathcr wide, rolled-up shorts with loose fitting, deep-necked
shirts of an attractive eut I have only scen clsewhere on Breton
fishermen.

Evea before play begaa I sensed that I had stepped back into an
carlier Lanzarote. For this unique style of wrestling has come
down from native times. With Heraclio Niz beside me giving a
runping commentary I was soon able to follow the match, which

isted of individual within 2 framework of team

spirit.

Over a loudspeaker the referec d the names of the next
pair of contestaats, who then circled each other for a few moments
in the ‘ring’ left free in the centre of the threshing floor ot farmyard
where we all sat ot stood. Their object was to force any part of
their opponent’s body to the ground, and the sides of the wide
shorts seemed to be the favourite points for gripping.
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The tense attention and vociferous encouragement of the two
or three hundred afiionadss present showed that this had as many
suhtleties 25 any other sport. Some of the bouts lasted seven or
eight minutes, and the eventual triumph of the Tao or the Méguez
protagonist would have his supporters on their toes, with the
keenest amongst them throwing him deros (coins of five pesetas).

The permutations of pairing were neither haphazard nor fol-
lowed a rigid pattern. Instead, the referee seemed to be fixing each
wrestler’s personal handicap as he went along. Only the best on
either side were fit to measure up to the pollo or the arfista of the
other. (The ‘Artist’ is the title given to the runner-up of the
“Chicken”.) I have never seen a sport at once so healthy and so safe
played with such good narure by such clean-limbed young men.

Arrecife’s team is likely to become relatively even stronger as
the years go by. For the easy communications have led to a pro-
gressive depopulation of the countrysld: a3 more and more pcople
have left the hard and g land to establish th in
the capital. This rendency for the hmd to grow at the cxpense of
the body is to be found in all the islands, and indced in all islands
evergwhere. In the Shetlands, for example, where the total popula-
tion has dropped from 32,000 after the First World War to little
more than half that figure today, that of Lerwick, tbe capital, has
risen from 4,000 to 7,000. But Lanzarote is an extreme case. Where-
a3 official figures place some 12,000 of the 35,000 inhabitants in
Axrecife, I was assured that this proportion of one-third has now
erept up to one-half, It is time that we set out to explore this hassh
hinterland whose conditions have led to such a massive exodus.

You will be told that the island can be visited in two all day
excarsions: one to the south, and one to the north. Although these
are bound to miss certain places, they have the merit of showing
as much as possible to those short of time. It is for these two
excursions, moreover, that the excellent and well-informed taxi
drivers of Arxecife quotc an inclusive price (per taxi, not per person:
s0 if you number less than four find other congenial visitors to £l
up the scats). So I shall follow theix routes myself, recommending
digressions from them for those with tirme to spare, or with theix
own transpott.

J2



Lanzarote

On oy last visit I was lucky enough to have my own transport,
but I soon found that Lanzarote’s low altitudes and good roads
had their own dangers. It was all too easy to lose ont’s way once
out of sight of the sea. For there were no sigaposts at the cross-
roads, and few people about from whom to ask the way. Morcover
all the central region from a few miles to the west of Arrecife
appears a desest—a black desert—and the uofamiliacity of the
Jandscape makes it scem even more featureless than it is.

Lunar is the adjective always used to describe Lanzarote, and it
is appropriate whether applied to the great lava field of the
cighteenth century, or to these unending dust-fitled craters, each
about ten feet in diameter, and each separated from the next by a
low wall of lava stones. But there is a non-lunar regularity about
them. Nature’s furgaces have created the raw matexials of this
landseape, but man has d them.

We arc in fact witnessing a most sophisticated method of farm-
ing. At the centre of each crater grows a single vine. Its green does
litele to relieve the monotony of the black desert, for it is often
invisihle from a distance, the sides of each crater slopiog down to
perhaps five feet below its rim. The vine appears to be growing
straight from the charcoal-grey voleanic dust; but in reality it has
been planted in just sufficient ordinary soil, specially placed there,
to cover its roots. This soil bas then been deliberately covered
with the volcanic ash. Deliberately, for it is this ash, itsclf useless,
which has the property of distiffing each night the dew which is
the only moisture the vine receives.

On hearing of this for the first time I wondered if there could
be much dew on an island where it bardly ever rains. But since
then I have speat nights in various parts of Lanzarote in my motor
caravan. I have awoken to condensation on the outside of my
windows. The damp air has struck me as I emerged from the bar
in Teguise whbere I had spent the evening. Most palpable proof of
all, I have drivea through a cloud over the Cuesta de los Valles on
the interior road to Hatfa, I know now that there is plenty of
moisture: in the aix, as there ought to be in a small low island with
an abuadance of suashice to produce cvaporation from the sus-
rounding ocean.
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The property of the volcaaic dust in absorbing this moisture is
made use of in other parts of Lanzarote, 2nd 10 a lesser degree in
F , in a more ive way. Whole fields of perfectly
good—but waterless—soil are covered with an inch or so of ash,
and thus are grown several other crops, and in particular the
excellent onions for which Lanzarote has made 2 name and a con-
siderable trade.

It is the vine, however, which has called forth most ingenuity.
In the first place it grows on land which would otherwise serve no
purpose whatsoever. La the second place the walls and side of the
crater protect the plant from wind and sand. And in the thicd place
the half-buried position of the vine reduces the sun's ‘angle of
incidence,’ so that it is in shadow for a longer period than if it
were growing on the level. It bas been calculated rhat one hous
more each day of direct exposute 1o the sun would often be enough
to kill a vine,

Sophistication is indeed the word to describe Lanzarote’s farm-
ing techniques. But it is the sophistication of special solutions
lovingly found for particul: bl These techniques require
hard work, and will not lend themselves to mechanization. So the
drift to Arrecife—and beyond Arrecife to Las Palmas—continues.

Let us hope, however, that some wine will always be produced
in Lanzarore. Due to the small amount of moisture it has received
it has a high alcoholic content—sometimes as much as 20 per cent.
By (ar the greatest amount produced is white. I normally prefer
red, and have a deep distrust of “volcanic’ wines since the most
explosive headache of my life the moring after drinking a bottle of
vino di Veswio at Pompeii. Nevertheless the white ‘volcanic” wine
of Lanzarore brings back happy memories: many happy memories.

Y suppose that I was lucky. The Peainsular Spaniard returning
from a visit to the Canaries will tell you ‘Everything is cheaper
there . . . except the wine. That js very expensive. It costs fifteen
pesetas a lirre,” We may not regard 1s 6d a bottle as so excessive,
or even jib at the twenty-five pesetas a litre nosmally charged for
the locally produced wines of Gran Canaria and Teacrife. But
always out for a bargain, I was intercsted when the young man
from whose newly opened storc in Arrecife I used to huy my
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groceries asked only eight pesetas for a litre of the deep cinnamon
coloured wine which he tapped from the huge barrel standing like
a piecc of prestige furniture just inside the door. It came, he told
me, from his own vineyard at La Geria.

1 found it delicious, whether taken as an apérifif or at able.
More important, my aunt, to whom red wine is anathema, and who
is highly selective evea in regard to white, sternly pronounced it
palatable as she and my mother sipped a glass on their private
tergace at the Porador. The nest stage of their winter abroad was to
be two months in 2 fumished flat at Los Cristianos in Tenerife, aod
1 saw the opportunity of a saving in an importaet item of our
housekeeping budget. When my motor caravan was swung on
boacd & few days later en route for Santa Cruz its water tanks were
temporarily adapted to another use. I was personally exporting no
less than fifteen gallons of wine from Lagzarote.

Having allowed my aunt e brief appearance, I canaot forbear
repeating her comment as we drove south through the black vine-
yards.

“At last I know what to do withall that coke dust,’ she exclaimed.
‘I must write to my gardener and tell him to spread it around the
kitchen garden.”

At Uga the road we have followed through the vineyards
centred on La Geria meets the road which runs ncarer the coast
from Arrecife past the airport. From here too a byroad leads up
a narrow valley in the southern hills to the hamiet of Femés,
where stood the first cathedral of the Canarics: San Marcial de
Rubicén,

The name of Rubicén survives today as that of the southern
pesinsula of the island, a waterless and infertile desert which has
more in common with the northern tip of Fuerteventura than
with the rest of Laummc Yet it was here thae Béthencourt chose
for the first p X Here stood that

‘castle of Rubicén’ which fearures 50 largely in the account of

Boutier and le Verricr. In those days the southern coast, sheltered

from the dangerous winds which have preveated a single im-

porant port from developing on the west coast of any of the

islands, was the natural gateway to one of the most fertilc parts
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of Lanzarote. We enter this region immediately after leaving the
next village, Yaiza, whose square houses stand unnaturally white
against the dark country beyood.

Dark indeed! Here no half-buried vines hint at a fertility long
since forgotten. These plains of black rock are not volcanic dust
but lava itself, fantastically rwisted into the shapes it had assumed
at the moment it began to cool. The sanarios have a word for this
landscape: malpais, badland, land useless for cultivation or even for
the sparsest of grazing. But most malpais has been colonized by
plants of some kind. Even hete in Lanzarote I bave speat a long
Iunch bour gazing in fascination at the different species—some old
friends from the sand-dunes of boyhood, some recognizable from
rock gardens, and some purely Canary—which had established
themselves in the mafpais around the Cueva de los Verdes. But that
lava has been inviting erosion and collecting dust for a compara-
tively long time. This, beyond Yaiza, belongs geologically to
yesterday, and looks much s it did 230 years ago, when the last
great eruption in the islands ended.

Thete have been lesser cruptions since, s in 1909 in Teaerife
and in 1949 in La Palma. More scrious was another in this same
district of Lanzarote in 1824. But it is above all to the eveats of
1730 10 1736 that ¢anarios look back whea they speak with respect
of the powers bencath their feet. There secms to have been little or
00 loss of human life. People had ample warning of when their
homes were in danger, and the destruction weat on for so long
that it must have become accepted as part of everyday life. This is
perhaps one feason why so little direct contemporary record has
survived,

At first some of those affected took temporary shelter, with their
goats and pigs and hens, over in Fuerteventura. Later many left
Lanzarote forever, as others had left after the Moroccan raids of a
ceatury and e half earlier, and as others again were o Jeave during
the great droughts of a century and a half later. For by then their
homes bad irrevocably disappeared. Ten Jugares or hamlets were
destroyed directly by the flow of lava, and thirtcen more by the
equally merciless ‘rain of stones’ reported by Bishop Davila of Las
Paloas in an account which made me think of Churchill’s hearten-
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ing boast at the height of the blitz that it would take ten yeacs at
that rate to knock down half London, aftex which ‘it would be
slower’,

London’s eaemy, though equally infernal, was in the last resort
mortal. But Lanzarote’s enemy lives og, though dormant. Dormant
oot as the slumbering giants who are the vast majodty of Canary
volcanoes, nor even as the lighter sleeping Teide. Timanfaya, the
ancient pative name by which this destroyer is known, is but fit-
fully dozing, and those who approach him closely will realize that
he lies only just below the level of consciousness.

The approach has been well organized, and contains two notable
experieaces. One copsists in leaving the road to climb by camel a
slippery forty-five degtee mountain of voleanic dust which would
notseem out of place amongst the slag heaps of a mining landscape.
But the view from the rest-house at the top, over hundreds of
spent volcanoes, great and small, belongs to Lanzarote alone—or
peshaps to the moon. The ridess, rwo to a camel, aze strapped into
their seats, which are suspended from cither side of a framework
fitting over the animal’s bump. The outside passenger has the ua-
comfortable lusion of swinging ovt over space. He nced got fear,
The camel driver, with whom arrangements for this espedition
must be made before leaving Arrecife (and will have been made
by the taxi-driver on an all-in excursion), will be near at hand.

The other experience takes place at the point known as the Islote
de Hilatio, where the earth itself may be likened to the embers of 2
great bonfire. For here, just 2s in the ashes of a camp fire, eggs can
be boiled and potatoes roasted by burying them a few inches in the
soil; and straw placed in a rather deeper hole caa soon be kindled
into flame. It was all delightfully informal and do-it-y If on
my owa visit there in g60; but since then, I am told, things have
been tidied up, and all the facilities provided for an almost Cali-
fornian barbecue.

The most impressive tribute to the terror inspired by the Fire
Mouantains lies on the northern cdge of the great black desert.
Exactly on the edge. It is a cross where Our Lady of the Sorrows
appeared and commanded the advancing lava to hale, And there,
at the edge of the fields miraculously saved, the hamlet of Mancha
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Blanca built a church dedicated to the Virgin de los Dolores, who
has now become the patroness of the whole island, protecting not
only her ficlds from fire but also her ships out at sea.

Before turniog north to the heart of the Fire Mountains the taxi
geacrally continues due west, still across the lavs, to El Golfo, a
pale-green lagoon cupped in a balf-crater only a stone's throw
from the breakers of the west coast. As in the cage of the greater
El Golfo on the west coast of Hicrro, these breakers have under-
mined the other half of the crater wall, but eaough survives to
leave this pool isolated from the occan. As it is usually here that
one stops to eat a picnic lunch, it is anideal spot fora midday swim,
to see for oneself what truth there is in the claim that it contains
more salt than the Dead Sea. My own buoyancy seemed neither
greater nor less than usual.

Three miles south along the coast, but thrice the distance by
road, is a much larger and equally bitter Jake, Janubio, from which
the salt is extracted hy evaporation. Thete asc many such salinas
throughout the islands, for salt is their oldest industry. Here in
Lanzarotc there is another at El Charco four miles north of Arre-
cife, and another again on the roainland opposite Graciosa. The
coarse salt which they produce is not intended for domestic usc,
but for preserving fish.

The standard excursion to the south goes no further than
Janubio, but all who can should push on across the desolate plain
of Rubicén to Playa Blanca, the poverty-stricken village of the far
south, with its magnificent views across the straits called the
Bocaina towards the istet of Lobos and the equally poverty-stricken
northen tip of Fuerteventura. Prosperity of a sort may he on the
way: here, as at Corralejo opposite, plots for villas were already
being laid out in 1966. Their water supply will presumably come
by lorry from Arrecife, which is at least more certain than that of
Corralejo, which is to be delivered by hoat from Las Palmas!

There have beea a few forerunaers of the crowds to come: a
lone Austrian who pitches his solitary tent at the Puata dc Papa-
gayo itself, scven miles beyond nowhere; and the charming English
couple I ran into on their arrival in Las Palmas, who own a house
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in Plaga Blanca described by the villagers as ‘/a casa del embajador’.

A couple of miles to the cast of Playa Blanca a promontary is
commanded by a circulas tower called the Torre del Aguila. Te was
erected, as a plaque tells us, in 1778, and not as some guidebooks
chim by Béthencourt. But before tuming north again we may
spare him another thought, for his castle of Rubicén, protecting
the natives of Lanzarote and Fuerteventura from slave raiders, as
well as dominating them, did stand not far from here. Despite his
rough and ready methods he was perhaps, like an earlier Norman
conqueror, King William I of England, on the whole a ‘good thing’.

‘The other standard excursion, that to the north of the island,
generally stacts with a visit to Teguise, which desecves a closer
look and will be described later on. It then runs up the steep Cuesta
de los Valles, which in conjunction with the nartowing of the
island at this point makes the northern part of Laozarote sorae-
thing of 2 world on its own. The commercial centre of this region
is Hatla, a large village set amidst palm trecs in a green valley.

The sclf-safficiency of this isolated area was brought home to
me when at Méguez, the next village, I called on a friend I had met
at the wrestliag match over at Tao, to which as a keen supporter
be had accompanied the Méguez team. After some years working
ina Las Palmas establishment making ‘mosaics’ or tiles—which in
the Canary climate take the place of carpets, linoleum, parquet, and
every other type of floor covering—he had decided to set up 2 one
man mosaic works in bis own village.

T was sure of enough work to keep me busy,” he told me as he
showed me over his tiny factory, with its moulds, mixers, kiln,
pigments, and ample supplics of British Portland Cement. ‘Because
although there were already two mosaicists in Lanzarote, there
was none here in the nosth. All the husiness from Haria to Orzola,
and over in Graciosa, has fallen automatically into my hands.”

He decided to celebrate my visit by taking the afternoon off, and
together with another friend we drove down to the tiny fishing
vdlage of Onola There we ate fish and draak a good deal of

iping to the b who arrived with one

of Don jozge Tolodo s slnps from Graciosa. We became steadily

merrier over further drinks at Yé, and the evening ended in a
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golden haze at the comfortable casino or social club back in
Miguez,

I was more sober, and would advise others who make the trip to
be more sober, on the day that I drove beyond all these places to
the far northern headlaod, 1o enjoy from La Bateria a maguificent
view over all the smaller islands, that microcosm of the Canaries
which has been christened e/ archipitlago menor.

The two natural cuxjosities of this arca lie close together near
the cast coast, approached by a loncly track over long exposed
lava. But volcanic pressarcs here were in their time quite as intcose
as any at the other end of the island; and to escape from beneath
the fava filling a dry river bed the exploding gases forced their way
through a mile long tunncl called the Cueva de los Verdes. This
was a refuge from Barbary raids three hundred yeass ago, and is
today open to those accompanied by the excellent and essential
guides provided by the Cabildo Insular. With a total of four miles
of galleries it is the longest known volcanic cave in existeace.

The Jameos de Agua, 2 much shorter cavern nearer the sea, was
formed in a rather differcat way. The waters of the Atlantic, rush-
ing into this molten fissure, built up such a head of steam that they
blew off the stone “cork” which can still be seen near the entrance.
‘The salt water remained as a still fagoon, which can be approached
down steps from two separate directions.

I first approached it from the landward side, hoping to sec those
‘hlind monks in the whitc habit of St. Dominic’ as the small sight-
less crab found here, the distinct specics Mrmidopsis polimorpha, bas
been called. But I was alone, and the sudden contrast of the cool
dark cavern with the glaring sunshine above was a little weird,

I was therefore psychologically half prepared for the uncaany
sounds which presently began to drift over the water and to echo
and re-echo tound the walls. The music of the spheres pethaps? T
would have been only moderately surprised had Orpheus himself
floated towards me on Charon’s skiff. A full three minutes passed
before the wandering notes had re-formed themselves to emerge
as “The Blue Daaube’. Whereupon I climbed back up, and walking
round to the main entrance found it in process of being trans-
formed into an cxotic and unusual nightclub, duc to be opened the
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following month, Through loudspeakers the Strauss LP rang
round a dozen cunningly contrived private comers, with rustic
chairs and tables, and cute lava ornaments. I felt ashamed at my
first reactions to the sounds.

My shame was unnecessasy, for I was not the only dupe. There
in a long white row, four or five deep at the edge of the pool,
acutely scasitive to sound despite their blindness, were massed all
the representatives of the species Munidopsis polimorpha.

Two places on the north coast, altbough included in neither of
the standard excursions, metit a visit by thosc with time to spare.
One is the fine beach of Famara, facing the steep cliffs formed by
the high ground we climbed on our way to Harlaand to La Baterfa.
At the adjoining fishing village of La Caleta I saw the catch being
weighed on 2 bome-made balance, a series of stones serviag as
weigbts. These people live by fish alone, for nothing will grow on
the susrounding majpais, of which 2 large section has recently beea
purchased by a Freach syndicate for some £30,000.

The other is the island marked on some maps a mile or 5o to the
east of the bamlet called La Santa. Drawn there by curiosity Ifound
oaly a long narrow infet, bending round on itself for half a mife.
The sun beat down, hut I was unwilling, all on my own, to face the
mighty rollers at the end of their journcy from America. Then I
saw a man, dagk and tattered like most of the Canary fisher folk
and much of the Capary line, walking along collecting some-
thing amongst the rocks.

“You will be quite safe swinming here,’ he said, taking mc to a
widening of the inlet. He went on to tell me that at high tides the
inlet connected with the ocean at both ends, so that for a few hours
each year the island really was an island,

“A lot of fish come in with the tide. And 2s it starts 0 ebb we
dam both ends, and place in the water the juice of a plant we gather
on the hillsides. This makes them float unconscious to the surface,
where we simply gather them up. You won't have heard of this
and it’s rather hard to explain’ he concluded apologetically.

But I had beard ahout it. Viera y Clavijo, the great historian of
the istands, described exactly this use of the milky sap of the cardén
by the patives before the conquest.
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To reach both these points we have to pass through Teguise,
and it is time that we at last visited the old capital. From the
sixteenth-century castle of Guanapay ahove the town we can see
bow it sits in the saddle of the island, midway between the occans
to north-west and south-cast, and between the mountains to north-
cast and south-west. By night it scems quieter than Maguez or Tao,
pethaps due to the wide streets and empty spaces over which its
fiftcen hundred souls are spread. But to the congjos? it remains &

Villa, the royal town which Arrecife, ¢/ puerto, will never be.

For this was the very first of all those capitals of conquistadores,
from La Laguna in Tenerife to Lima in Peru, where in church and
in convent the God of the newcomers received on glittering altars
the worship of thasc who had been at once conquered and con-
wverted. Two of the conventual churches, San Francisco and Santo
Domiago, can be visited when one has located the parish sacristan,
One’s memory of them, as of the whole town, is of an echoing
emptiness.

It was no doubt a slightly husier place in 1726, four years before
the great eruption of Tinamfaya, when there was bom here José
Clavijo y Fajardo, of a well respected Canary family. He left the
islands in 1745 and in 1763 his ability secured him a post in the
Royal Archives, which be lost only the following year after a
scandal which has made his name famous.

In the eighteeath century, as today, any framcess was sure of 2
success in Spaia, especially if she lived up to the reputation which
Freach girls have unjustifiably acquired abroad. Trading on this
reputation tbe sister of the French playwright Beaurmarchais came
to Madrid and lived well off her wits. Beaumarchais hicaself, visit-
ing the Spanish capital on cqually unscrupulous business, extracted
at pistol-point a promise to marry his sister from Clavijo, who was
only one of her many men fdends. Adding insult to injury, he
based his drama Exgenia on the incideat, and gave an embroidered
accouat of it i his Fragment of my journsy to Spain, which in turn
inspired Goethe’s still more fictional work Clarigo.

Perhaps after all Teguise represeats 2 happier blending of two

! Literally ‘rabbits’, the namc always given to inhabitants of
Larenzote. Sec Appendix §: Vital Statistics.
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races than the great cities of Latin America. In a long shed at the
edge of one of thosc empty spaces which may once have been
squares the friendly propdetor will pick from amongst the half

leted guitars and dolins a small i which might
at first seem like 2 pocket echuon of them. It is the timple, the
canario’s own favourite p It may have origil

Lanzarote, and it is certainly here in Teguise that the best cxgmples
are still made,

Then the very name Teguisc is that of the daughter of the last
native king of the island. She became the wife of Maciot de Béthen-
court, nephew and successor of the conqueror, Did Aztec or Inca
princesses become consosts of the viceroys?

Her father was a remarkable mag, welcoming the newcomers in
a like way, ncver breaking his word though they so often
broke theirs, and twice escaping single-handed from captiviry. His
mother, t0o, had been a remarkable woman, surviving a trial by
ordeal which killed two others. The trial was to discover whether
she was the legitimate daughter of her father, the legendary Zon-
2amas, ot the daughter of a visiting Castilian nobleman who per-
baps received rather more than hread and board from his royal
host.

But to meditate on the lost kingdom of Tife-roy-gasra—which
may have been a quecndom if we accept the theory of matriarchy
which has been advanced with regard to the eastern islands—we
must go to those lonely stones hidden in the plain behind Arrecife,
stones which go by the name of the Castillo de Zonzamas, Here,
at Teguise, let us end our account of Lanzarote where we began,
with Jean de Béthencourt.

He was in the islands a total of less than three years, and never
returned to them after his final departure at the end of 1405, dying
childless twenry years later in a Normandy which had just been
conquered by the English. As Viera y Clavijo put it: ‘He saw his
country in the same conflict in which he bad placed the kings of
the Canarics.”

The three islands which he conquered: Lanzarote, Fuerteven-
tura and Hierro, were the easiest and in many ways the least
important, and even this reduced inheritance was sold and resold
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by his nephew and successor. (The claim made in Le Canarien and
repeated by Viera y Clavijo that he also conquered Gomera has
been shown to be false; but Béthencourt may have thought that he
had exrracted some token submission from the fierce inhabitants
of that precipitous isle.) Yet Maciot de Béthencoust seems to have
remained in and around the Canaries for the rest of his life, and a
descendant of his, another Maciot, moved over to Gran Canatia
when it was conquered and there married another native princess,
Luisa Guanarteme, a niece of the ruler of Tclde.

Tt was this second Maciot who sent his son Andrés de Betancor
(note the change in spelling) to visit his distant cousin at the old
family bome in Normandy in 1501, This cousin, Jean V de Béthen-
court, was descended from another nephew of the conqueror, and
bad forgotten that he even had any relatives in the Canaries, But
he had the account of the conquest written by Boutier and le
Venier, and proudly sent off to Maciot I1a copy, edited presumably
by himself, in which the role of Gadifer de Ja Salle is significantly
played down.

In the following century the Béthencourts of Normandy died
out, and the name ceased to exist in France jtself. Yt was with
surpdse and interest, therefore, that Professor Cioranescu of La
Laguna University learnt that a M. de Béthencourt had beea
appointed as Minister of Information and Tourism in the Goverm-
ment of M. Mendes-Fraace. But on calling on him in the hope of
bringing 1o light further documents of early Canary history he
discovered that the Minister was descended from canarios 1e-
established in France centuries afier the original Norman baron
had gone south.

For by now the Béth B and B are
in every island of the archipelago and in every state of Latin
America {one was recently President of Venezuela). As Betten-
courts and Bittencourts they have made their way to Madeica,
Portugal and Brazil. Travelling round the Canaries you will buy
food from Béthencourt grocess, and be driven by Béthencourt
taxi-drivers. If you buy a plot for a bungalow, the chances are that
it will be sold to you by a Bétheacourt landowner.

Tt has been explained that nor all are ily d dants in
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the male line of the conqueror or of his family. In Castile until a
century ago people adopted whichever parent’s name they wished
—and, of course, both parents’ names are still given in formal
documents. And as amongst the negroes of America, natives and
slaves often adopted the namc of their godfather or master.

Some such explanation is needed, for otherwise the conqueror
must have spent a very busy three years indeed. Today three out
of every two hundred canarios bear his surname. In Lanzarote alone
the Béthencourts in 1951 numbered 669 out of 16,194 adults, or
more than 4 per cent of the population.
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Fuerteventura

Tt is hard to get a balanced opinion on Fuerteventusa. Everyone
reacts to it with violence. Those who like it praise the Biblical
qualiry of its dry, uncompromising hills; the simple good nature
of its few but worthy inhabitants; and its vast espty beaches, their
sands golden like few others in the Canaries. Those who dislike it
complain of the shortage of water; of the lack of every dvilized
ameniry; of a rough earthy people as primitive a3 the land they live
in; of dust and of boredom.

There is something 20 be said for both views, and both demand
violent expression. For Fuerteventura is itself violeat. As the boat
leaves Arrecife behind, the strange lunar landscape of Lanzarote
assumes in retrospect an almost domestic cosiness by comparison
with the harsh red mountains rearing up ahead. Everything in
Fuerteventura is on a bigger scale. It is almost three times the size
of Laazarote (if its area were 2 per cent greater it would exceed
Teaerife and would be the largest island in the archipelago), has
even less rainfall, lies even nearer to Africa—and numbers only
half the population. It has therefore often been described as an
extension of the Sahara desert. Certainly the fat brown phias, the
lasge number of camels! (here bred for export to the other islands)
and the herds of goats which until recently gave the capital the
name of Puerto Cabras (Goat Port) can all be found over in the
Rio de Oro.

It is these physical resemblances to Africa, hut to an Africa with
no diseases, no snakes, no wild animals, no race problems, and no
anti-colonialism, which added to the beaches have in the last few

! Which I propose to continue calling them throughout this book,
although techaically they are dromedaries.
143



Fuerteventura
years attracted a few dozen immigeants to Fuerteventura, the first
reversal of a tide of emigration which over the centuries has carried
countless thousands of maioreros* 1o the New World. As recently a
ten years ago Herr Winter, the German who between the wars
had scttled down to farm in the southern peninsula of Jandfa, was
widely regarded as cccentric.

There is nothing eccentric about the motives of the developers
who have been moving in since r96o. I would not myself choose
to invest in an island which ‘imports water and exports stone,” but
Yam no judge of real estate. Already artesian wells® are being sunk
in the south, apd in time a distillation plant, as in Lanzarote, may
end the nigh dependence of some devel on the water
ship from Las Palmas. And Fuerteventura is already quite an easy
place to get to. It has an airfield. And it is the only island at which
the mail steamers call at two distinet ports.

Puerto del Rosario, as the capital has been graadiloquently
renamed, is the port at which we arrive from Arrecife. Although
a third of the island’s population now live there, it is of recent
growth, for in 1790 not a single house stood on this bay. Good
beaches are within easy reach, and at the time of writing it has the
only possible hotel dation in Fi ura.

A good road runs inland, and then down the centre of the island
through the villages of Casillas del Angel, La Antigua and Tuincje.
The territory of Tuincje includes much of the south coast, where
one of its dependent hamlets is now more important than the
village itself. This is Gran Tarajal, where this main r0ad down the
centre ends, ruaning the last mile or two through a valley filled
with farajal (the Capary tamarisk), from whieh this second port of
Fuerteventura derives its name.

This accounts for the Tarajal, but not for the Gran. The only
thing which is great about Gran Tatajal is its unattractiveness. 1
am not easily bored, nor depressed, and on Spanish soil hardly

1 See Appendix 5: Vital Statisties.

% The water of many of Fuerteventura’s wells is slightly saline, and
therefore unsuitable for bananas, although the island grows excellent
tomatoes. After some years land irrigated with this water becomes too
salty, and culrivation has to be moved.
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ever. But on the two occasions I have been in Gran Tarajal I have
been both, despite the fact that I have been in company. I dread to
think what 1 would feel like there on my ows, kicking my heels
round those four or five mean streets as 1 waited for the boat to
carry me away, or wandering from one to another of those terrible
tatty bars, where all the dangerous looking characters of Fuerte~
ventura seem to cong(egztc.

But of course if 1 had twenty-four hours or more to spare I would
be off down to Jandla, Fuerteventura’s far south, which by ancient
high-sprung taxis and modctn Land-Rovers communicates with
the outside world through Gran Tarajal, though administratively
it belongs to the village of Péjara. The road muns fairly near the
south coast, and then tugns shacply noxth from ocean to ocean
acrogs the two mile isthraus which leads to Jandla. In doing so it
follows a parallel course to the remains of a wall which has given
this neck of land the name of the Istmo de la Pared.

Most authorities say that this was the wall which we koow
existed to scpatate the two native kingdoms into which Puerte-
ventura was divided. I have always been puzzled as to how the
southern kingdom, wall or 0o wall, managed to survive if it was
only a tenth the size of its northern neighbour; and also why, when
Béthencourt and de la Salle Janded in the north, they found them-
sclves fighting both kings and their followers. 1 bave now learnt
that there are traces of many other walls in different parts of the
island, and my guess would be that the frontier wall between the
kingdoms lay farther north.

Grear beaches border the coasts of Jandla: in the north that of
Barlovento to windward, aad in the south that of Sotavento to
feeward. Between them lies the massif which culminates in the
Pico de la Zarza, at 2,700 feet the higbest poiat of the island. The
tiny centres of hahitation, of which the most remote is the light-
house at the far western promontory, are supplied with religious
services and primary education at Morro Jable. And in the lonely
Valle de los Mosquitos of this lonely peninsula, and there alone,
grows the cactus-like enpborbia bandiensi, a cardén more than three
feet high.

The swimming off Jandfa is good. But the underwater fishing
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for which Fuerteventura has become farnous is best enjoyed from
the other end of the island, where fish abound in the shallow straits
isolating the island of Lobos. This derives its name from the inci-
dent when Gadifer de la Salle was left stranded there when he went
huating seals, lobas marinas, to provide the expedition with sealskin
shoes. At the fishing village of Corralejo particularly fine straw
hats are woven, following a tradition already old at the time of the
coaquest, to judge from woven rushwork found at prehistoric
sites in perfect preservation in the dry climate.

Another memory of the Normans is recalled by their castle of
Rico Roque near Cotillo, ten miles to the west of Corralejo. To
reach it we must cross some of the desolate malpais which covers
much of the north, passing at Lajares windmills which might have
been transported from the almost equally lonely plains of La
Maacha in Castile.

But the most eloquent survival of the early years of the conquest
lies in a high valley deep in the western hills. Foro Gran Tarajal it
can be reached through Tuineje and P4jara, where the church has
an ugusual carved stone fagade, and on through the oddly lush
sounding Vega del Rio de Palmas. From the capital on the other
hand the route bears right after Casillas del Angel, and climbs
steeply to give magnificeat views. These are the oldest hills of
Fuerteveatura, the sole remains of an ancient cordillera which, had
it not ages ago collapsed into the sea, would have roade this the
largest island and perhaps distilled for it a little more rain.

And now below us lies the village which would still perperuate
Béthencourt’s name if 0o man bore it. Betancuria is the smallest
msicipio in the island, with the least cultivable ground, but like
Teguise in Lanzarote it was the capital in the days when the flat
castern coastlands stood open to Barbary raiders—who neverthe-
less peactrated here in 1593, and burnt the church of Santa Marfa.
Evea rebuilt it is the most important monument of the island. Its
sacristy has a finc painted ceiling, and there are murals depicting
scenes from the life of the Virgin, in one of which the figures of
King Ferdinand and Queen Isabella can be seen in the background.

There is something violent about the loneliness of Betancusia.
Therte is violence, 100, in the very ait of Fuerteveatura, where from
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November to April the ceatral plains are visited by that strange
tropical pbenomenon, a wandering fireball called the rays en bola.
Whatever its attractions today for back-to-nature san lovers, it has
certainly never been regarded as a desirable place of resid by
Spanish governments. As recently as 1962 Gil Robles, the right
wing and Catholic politician, who had foolishly attended a con-
fereace of Spanish opposition Icaders at Munich, was on his return
home politely offered the choice of immediate exile abroad, or
Fuerteventura. In choosing Fuerteventura he was continuing an
illustrious tradition, for it has often served as a place of free and
casy detention for top people—much as did the Acolian Islaads for
leading Romans under the early Empire.

These exiles were in fact merely being insula-ted. In making
this pun I am not being facetious, but simply translating so far as I
may the play of words made by the most distinguished of these
exiles. For he described his enforced arxival at Puerto Cabras on
12th March 1924 as a-isla-miento (aislamients means isolation, and
isla means island). And it was hardly possible to accuse of facetious-
ness the Rector of Salamanca University, Spain’s Oxford aad
Cambridge rolled into one: Don Miguel Unamuno.

In fact he took himself very seriously. The military directory of
General Primo de Rivera, which bad decreed his a-isla-mients aftex
he had attacked it ia an Argentine newspaper aad i a speech at
Bilbao, deliberately allowed him cvery possible opportuairy of
escape on his journey there, including eight days of unsupervised
freedom in Las Palmas. But it was dealing with a self-righteous
martyr determiaed 1o offer himself to the lions.

So Unamuno took up residence in the island’s only pension, the
Hotel Fuerteventura, ‘a humble lodging wedged between the
prison and the church’ as he put it. He was luckier than my mother
and myself on our own first visit there in 1960. The Hotel Fuerte-
veaturs, then still the only place to stay, was entirely occupied by
a congress of all the mining cagineers of the province of Las
Palmas, Tt was only with the greatest difficulty that I found two
beds in a loft, scparated by a tattered canvas curtain. Makiog our
way there down @ narrow passage we passed a stable, where the
dim light of a hurricane lamp revcaled 2 line of camels, and 2 man
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busy stuffing a couple of sacks with the straw from their stalls.

“Those,” said my mother, pointing to the sacks, ‘will be our
mattresses.” She was right.

Woken in the morning with a few valuable cupfuls of water for
washing, we each in tum walked out to the azofa or terrace, to
perform, like Bathshebe, our ablutions, Looking down, we found
that ‘we were wedged, not between church and prison, but just as

Iy between & courtyard full of sheep and another court-
yud full of goats. Gazing over the flat white rooftops towards the
1ed mountains where Hollywood could have found the ideal loca-
tion for a mammoch sacted epic, my mother declared, ‘Never in
my life have I felt, litcrally or metaphorically, more Biblical.”

‘The Hotel Fuerteventura has also its agorea, and Don Miguel
imitated Bathsheba all too closely in using it to sanbathe in the
oude. When, as might be expected, the neigbbours complained to
the proprietor, he replied, ‘Yo rio los miro. Qss no me mires ellos a mf.
‘I don’t look at them. Let them not look at me.”

With this one exception his relations with the local inhabitants
were excellent. The same craving for simplicity which had led to
this incident made him temperamentally well-suited to life in
Fuerteventura, He had always avoided weariog a tie, and here his
dress was as simple as that of any maiorers, and his feet shod in the
same canvas alpargalas.

We have alrcady noted that hc only brought theee books on his
journey south. They included, significantly, The Divine Comedy of
Daote, another great exile. But he supplemented these by borrow-
ings from the more cultured residents. Nor did he lose toueh with
these friends after his departure—for after four months be was
prevailed upon to escape to France on the yacht of an admirer,
‘Thus, in a letter written to one of these fricads in 1936, the last
year of his life, he recalls the villages which he used to visit on
camel cides into the interior:

‘How many times do I thin’ that ¥ would be better there, in
Puerto de Cabras, or in La Oliva, or in P4jara, or in La Antigua, or
in Betancuda . . . in Pads I am better informed perhaps of what is
going on, hut there, in the Island, Y was informed of the realities.”

The letter reads like poetry. But then he was 2 poct, 20d as 2
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poet could aot but find inspiration in an island which he described
as 'an oasis in the desert that is civilization’. Even lyiag naked on
the ayotea he was inspired to compose a sonnet which ran appro-
priately:
“Al sol d la verdad pongo desmuda mi alma . .
(In the sun of truth 1 Jay out naked my soul.)

Accustomed as he was to the bare mesefa around Salamanca, he
was better able than most of us to grasp the esscatiaf, skeleton-like
quality of this strange, violeot island. Let the last words on it be
his:

‘Ob! Fuerieventurosa isla africana,
sufrida y descarnada cnal camello . . "
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Why Gran Canaria? It is ncither the biggest island, nor the
highest, nor the most central, nor the most populous—all the
distinctions of Tenerife. Yet it has given its name to the whole
group, and has acquired the title ‘grear’,

Historically both words have a noble descent.! King Juba’s
expedition two thousand years ago named this island Canaria after
a race of large dogs {canes) found there, dogs belicved by some to
be the ancestoss of the bardino warchdogs of Fuerteventura. ‘Gran”
was added by Béth s fellow conquistador Gadifer de la
Salle, as a tribute to the courage of the inhabitants when he failed
1o conquer them.

And Gran Canaria, as we come to know her, deserves the name.
Although hex highest poiat is at 6,350 fect only just over half the
height of Teide, this in itsclf gives the scenery of the smaller istand
a greater variety. For in Tenerife the eye can never escape the all-
embracing surge upwards 1o the peak. But here the tangled central
massif called the Cumbre, because it is much lower, is much less
domi Other geographic regions, therefore: lesser hills, plains,
and even a lagoon in the far south, are able to develop a personality
of their own. Because of this variety Gran Canaria has been well
named ‘a continent in miniature’.

Ouly a tiny proportion of visitors ever discover the fulness of
this variety. But 00 one ever visits Gran Canaria without leaming

* The canary, the yellow songbird, derived its name from the islands
—not the islands theirs from the bird. Scea ia its native hahitat, or for
sale in cages in Las Palmas market, its colouriag is much more subfusc
than that of its domesticated cousins, with ooly a few greeaish yellow
feathers against a grey or brown background.
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the other reason for its importance. For it posscsses the largest
city in the Canaries, and the busiest port in Spain.

Strictly speaking the city and the port are not the same thing.
The deep anchorage of Puerto de la Luz lies, like all major Canary
harbours, on the east coast, though only just so, sheltering ia the
Iec of the bare hilly peninsula of La Jsleta, known only to the
military and to the souls of long gone aboriginals who there lie
buried. Within living memory there was at least a suggestion of
open country along the four mile soad south to the capital, which
bad grown up arouad the camp fortified beside the palms by Juan
Rején the conquistador in 1478. Starting with the development of
the Garden City in the last century, these four miles have now been
continuously built up. Today oaly the name of a park and of a
huxury hotel remind us that a solitary chapel of Santa Catalina once
stood berween the port and Las Palmas.

1 have mentioned this distinction between k cixdad and ¢f paerto
only to abjure it. For myself, and for any visitor, Las Palmas is one:
city, port, and now resort; from its titziest hotels to its sleaziest
bars; from the old quarter rouad the cathedral which already stood
when Columbus passed this way, to the acw constructions on Las
Canterzs beach which rise even as we watch them; at once typically
Caqary yet supremely cosmopolitan, the busy yet leisured metro-
polis of the mid-Atlantic,

Tt seems vast as our ship wuits its turn to enter the harbour
where, today as every day, forty othex ships will drop anchor. And
it will still feel vast a moath later, when we have shop window
gazed a dozen times down the length of Triana, and lingered over
twice a dozen coffecs in the Parque Santa Catalina three miles away.

Yet although almost two out of every three people in Gran
Caqaria, and indeed one in five in the entire archipelago live in
Las Palmas, 200,000 would anywhere else be merely the population
of a respectable provincial town. But Las Palmas is spread along
the waterfront in 2 five-mile-loag ribbon less than a mile in width,
and is suffused with the cosmopolitan colour of a flcating popula-
rion which is renewed from moath to month, from week to week,
and cven, in the case of the great liners and the cruise ships, from
day to day.
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It is from these last that most of us hear our first accouats of Las
Palmas: vivid, vague, highly personal impressions of a few houts
ashore oa a Christmas cruise or on the way back from Australia.

‘T didn’t like Las Palmas. It was so dusty and tatty after the
neatness and flowers of Madeira where we'd just come from.”

‘Now that’s where I’d choose for a honeymoon—Las Palmas.
We’d left England in fog and ice, and therc was this lovely goldea
beach covered with gorgeous Swedish girls in hikinis.”

‘Tt was drizzling throughout the six hours we speat at Las
Palmas. But it wouldn’t have appealed to me if the sua bad been
shining. If there are two things I'd go a long way to avoid they’re
Scandinavian tourists and Indian shopkeepers.”

‘T know where I'd settle if I dida’t have to work for a living.
Las Palmas, The climate’s as good as the best South Africa ot
Australia has to offer. And the shopping’s fabulous. They’ve got
great supermarkets now, with everything you have at home, at
practically the same prices, right down to New Zealand burter and
Heiaz Baked Beans, Then there are shops full of Japanese traasis-
tors and cameras with no purchase tax or import duty. And the
drink| Gin and whisky at ten bob a bottlel’

Noae of these views are wholly misleading. I have myself speat
days in Las Palmas when I have been depressed by the dust,
dampencd by drizzle, or fascinated by the shops on Triana or by
the shapes on Las Canteras. But the truest impression of a place is
sarely the memory of it which recurs most frequently; and for me
this is of my first artival, soon after landing, in the Parque Saata
Cataliga.

We reach it along the busy main road which cuts it off from the
shipping offices on the waterfront—a long mile ¢ven as the crow
flies from where our ship will have docked on the other sidc of the
harbour. The sea is only three or four ‘blocks” away in the other
direction, for we are stll on the isthmus of Guanarteme, which
runs out to the peninsula of La Islets, so that there is generally a
breeze to temper the hot sunshine. We are glad of the palms and
clumps of shrubs which justify giving the title of the park to what
is really a vast tiled square.

Square in the sease of the Italian pisgza rather than of the
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Spanish plaza, for it is for pedestrians only. But no piagza has
half 2 dozen open-air cafés in segular use all the year round and
for practically every hour of the twenty-four. Here, where the
kiosks offer the day’s news in a dozen tongues—for only in Las
Palmas can the visitor to the islands purchase European news-
papers on the day of their appearancc—is the city’s social hub.
Here cverybody sooner or later meets everyone else. Here, relaxing
amidst the amenities of the world from whose rigours he has
escaped, northern man experiences a specifically Canarian doscesr
de vivre.

Hereatadjoining tables sit the palefaced visitors ona three hours
call and the bronzed pcnsnonc:s who have settled in for the Wu'uzr
the loud laughing to Australiz and the sophisti
yacht owners on their way to the Catihbean; the Finns and the
Swedes; the Danes and the Dutch; aad even a few native canarios.
Their faces wear relaxed, i for the i
and goings in London and Slockholm and even in Maddd,
although so easy to follow, are a long way away.

Though escapists all, they have followed the orthodox routes
here. The same cannot be said of certain other expatriates to be
found in the Parque Saota Catalina. Their most extreme represen-
tatives when last X was there were young Germans, wandervigel of
monstrous plumage who sat with long dishevelled locks and hizarre
baggage in an unsavoury circle which other visitors carefully
avoided. They were only the most conspicuous of a whole under-
world of Las Palmas life, youag people from the four coraers of
the carth who had come south for the samc reasons but without
the resources of older visitors, or who had been washed up in the
Hesperides at the end of a latter day grand tour accoss Europe.

Some lived in cheap rooms and some slept on the heach. Their
unofficial club was £/ Avisn in the Calle Ripoche, the street rua-
ning back from the ceatre of the Parque Santa Catalina. Meeting
them thete I found Bohemia, 45 usual, a land of frustration rather
than of freedom. Many had hoped to find work, but only one
capable youag conple had beea lucky: she as a nurse at the Queen
Victoria English Hospital, and he teaching English for Beditz,

Ihad come to the Canaries with three great advantages. Lalready
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kanew them well. 1 had something to do. Above all, I had brought
my motor catavan. It was with guilt at my good fortupe that 1
would retutn from a breath-taking expedition to the Cumbre or to
the far west of the island to find the same groups round the same
tables in E} Avidn, eating the same dull meals which for all their
cheapness were more expensive than the nourishing dishes which
1 cooked up for myself.

The life of the Calle Ripoche was the only Gran Canaria they
would know, and that very basic English which serves as fingua
franca at youth hostels and camping sites across five continents was
the only language they would hear. Wintering in Las Palmas is
cheaper than wintering in Manchester or Munich, but funds which
are never replenished eventually dry up. He is in a very real sense
consuming capital who starts to live on the sale of his blood to the
hospital at 300 pesetas a litre. When a familiar face greeted me with
2 mixture of relief and of resignation I knew that its owner had
thrown in the spongc aad applied to his consul for repatriation.
In his eyes I could see the steady job and the insurance stamp, and
listening carefully I could faintly detect the distant sound of wed-
ding bells.

I have described these failed escapists in some detail in order to
emphasize the contrast with a much smaller, and in general older
group who go south with equally exiguous resources, but who
make a total success of the same unorthodox way of life. I remenn-
ber meeting one of them as I was parked in a street ruaning back
frora Las Caateras. He was a dapper little Eoglishran in his early
fiftics, in a light woollen shirt and knife-edge creased trousers,
with a towel rolled neatly under his arm. The only difference
berween him and a thousand other mea swimming in Las Palmas
that day was that he looked more suvitable and therefore smarter,
without shapeless shorts or lily-white skin or sagging stomach.

‘Thope you don’t mind my saying so,” he remarked as he paused
at the open door of my motor caravag, ‘but you really have found
the apswer. An outfit like this would be ideal for me.”

“Come in and share the coffee Pm just making,’ I said.

‘No thanks: 1 haven’t had lunch yet. But I'd love to step inside
and se¢ how everything works.”
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And in retarn I learnt how he worked, or more precisely,
how he had come to give up work. He had made the great decision
four years eadlicr. ‘But I wish I'd done so twenty years ago,” he
added.

He still took jobs, but only odd jobs to suit himsclf, as and when
he needed money. The previous wiater had passed comfortably
caretaking a closed hotel oa the Costa Brava. From there he had
made his way to Cannes, sure of being taken on as ctew on one of
the luxury yachts which only put to sea for the summer months.
Tweaty weeks’ cruising off the French and Italian Rivieras at £15
a week had enabled him to save £300. So this winter he had come
south, and was takiag life easicr still in the Caparies.

“Of course, I have to travel light,” he explained. “This is made
easier by following the sunshine. 1 have only one pair of shoes,
two pairs of socks, two pairs of trousers, two shirts, one jacket,
and a nylon mincoat. All my possessions fit into one small bag
which swings easily from one shoulder. So if the worse comes to
the worst I can always get from one place to another on my feet.”

“You look surprisingly smart on such 2 minute wardrohe.”

“When you've only a few things you have to keep them looking
right. As soon as anything begins to wear out I throw it away. I
only have room for what I really need. That goes for everything
clse too, Last week my landlady waated to give me a silver cigar-
ette case which had belonged to her husband. But I had to refuse
it because it would have been that much extra weight to carry
around, and I haven’t the heart to flog something given me out of
sheer kindness. What I miss most are books, which of course are
the heaviest things of all. That’s why your van appeals to me so
much, although the upkeep of it would involve me in greater
expense aad therefore in more work. But it might almost be worth
it, just 1o have somewhere of one’s own to go to, and ag encyclo-
paedia to consult whenever one wanted to find something out.
Yes, books and the beach mean more to me than anythiog.”

Helaugbed to himself and went on: ‘Y can talk about these things
to you, because you seem to be living in a rather similar way. This
moring on Las Canteras I got walking to a nice English couple
staying at the Metropol, who were sorry that their holiday was
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ending tomorrow. They wanted to know how long I was staying,
. and jumped when I told them until April or May. They asked if I
was 4 millionaire, as surely no onc clse could fead such a life, But I
assured them that any fool can do it.”

The truth is, howcver, that by no means every fool can do it.
The little man sitting in my van had sucvived because he pursued
the sizaple life with supreme efficiency, and becausc he had reduced
his already simple tastes to well below the level of his slender
means, His £300 savings represented a greater relative security
than the salary of the £35,000 a year executive. Moreover he had
thought out his position.

“To balance one’s budget it is so much easier to reduce one’s
personal wants than to increase one’s income. The ead result is
the same.”

His philosophy even embraced the ultimate problem.

“People say to me, ““What happens if you're i, all on your own,
miles from anywhere?” Well, either you take the right medicine
and lie up until you’re better; or, if you become naconscious,
someone finds you and fetches a doctor. And if they don't . . .
well, its got to bappen sometime, somewhere, You die, and that’s
that.”

The very air of Las Palmas is sympathetic to such a way of life.
Where else would official recogaition be given to an instirution
like the Cabullén? An acquaintance was recounting to me his life
history. .

‘After the factory had closed down I wasn’t sure what to do.
‘Then, as I had a bit of capital saved, my brother-in-law invited me
to go into partnership with him in the Cabullén. What? You've
ncver heard of the Cabullgn\’

He began to explain what it was. Soon I realized that I was
talking to one of those characters, of whom we English are taught
to be 80 suspicious, who board boats at big ports, selling dolls in
local costume, cigarettes and watches, and who offer to change
moaey and to initiate one into the night-life of the red light district.
But here ir seemed a job like any other, not merely recogaized but
institutionalized.

‘Of course, I had to apply to the Port Authority for my card as o
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¢abullonero, licensing me to go aboard ships and to trade. Buying is
just as important for us as selling. Our profit margin comes, for
example, from buying a transistor from a sailor off a Japanese
whaler, and selling it to an American tourist on a cruise liner.”

He was a friendly soul. After I had bought him a drink be in-
sisted on buying one for me. As we said goodbye I knew that for
me dagoes had receded ¢ven further from Calais.

Las Canteras beach has already been mentioned 5o often that it
is time we visited it, threading our way from the Parque Santa
Catalina across a maze of strects which confuse because they just
fail to follow an exact gridiron pattem.

A tiled promenade a mile and a half long borders the beach, and
walking along it we are at once conscious of a subtle difference
from otherx promenades we have known, at Blackpool, at Bourne-
mouth, ot at La Baule. Not only are the buildings lining the land-
ward side insignificant in themselves, but we never even notice
them. Here the beach is all.

A golden heach in istands where most beaches are black, it is
never out of season; for the camarios themselves begin to swim as
the last of the winter season tourists depart.! It has odd groups of
rocks to give it intercst as the tide slowly covers or reveals them:
clean, glistening rocks like those of the suaset beaches of the Celtic
West. In this respect they differ from so many of the volcanic
coastal rocks of the Canaries, which to mc often appear—and
occasionally are—covered by a thin Alm of dried urine. Norare all
these rocks merely decorative. For 2 Jong line of them, three hua-
dred yards out, forms a reef which breaks the force of the Adaatic

1 The distinction berween summer and winter seems at first ridiculous
when only ten degrees Fahrenheit sepacate the warmest months from
the coldest, and when the ‘wintee’ offers so much more dependable sun-
shine than our own summer. But for the amarie it is a reality. He is not
being funny when he speaks of ‘a dry summer’ or ‘a cold wiater’. The
fishermaa at San Felipe on the gorth cozst of Grea Cagaria who re-
marked one balmy December evening as we stroled 1ogether through
the banana plaotations, “This is the time of year when we are all cough-
ing and sneezing,” had a very geauine cold himself. The upper reaches
of Las Palmas socicty, bowever, merit the charge of affectation when
their womenfolk blossom forth cach ‘autuma’ in new tweed costumes.
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rollers, so that Las Canteras is not only golden, oot only cleag, but
also calm.

The brown or browning bodies covering it are as likely as ot
to have hlondc bair. For the tourist invasion of Las Palmas is above
all a Viking invasion. A few scouts had already arrived in 1960,
when a friendly Fion who had founded a fashion bouse here
directed me 1o an Heat Swedish onthep d
Now every barman and chambermaid has a few words of Sweask;
and whole blocks of apartments have been bougbt by the big
agencies of Stockholm and Copenhagen to shelter the tourists for
whom hotel dation is insufficient aad too expi

For these Scandinavian package touss are extraordiparily dunp
£33 can cover a two week holiday with bed, board, and 6,000
miles” flying included. Tasty meals are given in exchange for
vouchers in dozens of smérgdsbord serving restaurants between Las
Caoteras and the port; and a holiday in Las Palmas evokes in the
contemporary Scandinavian mind the same mixture of brasb vul-
garity, beer swilling, and fake Spanish atmosphere as a holiday in
Majorea.

Ia Brirain short holidays in Las Palmas are still designed for the
luxury market. This is partly because charter flights there have
neither been railored down to the economy class nor aggressively
promoted. But it is also partly because British links with Las
Palmas are of long standing, and still bear the impression of a more
leisured age, when travelling was for the rich.

So that to find the quarter of the city where the Englishman will
feel most at home we must leave Las Canteras and the Parque
Santa Catalina and travel over a mile south, past that other beach,
Las Alcaravaneras. Because it adjoins the por it is less attractive,
though anywherc clse in the islands its golden sands would be a
feature to be proud of. Soon after it ends begins the Civdad Jardfs,
a garden suburb developed by an carly and happy alliance of
British and Spanish capital thirty or forty yeass before Hampstead
and Welwyn. Here stands the English church. Here the British
Club. Here the Club Néutico. And here, where many a retired
Enmpire builder has prolonged his days, stands the Hotel Adéatico,
the Victotian bastion in Las Palmas as is the Pension.Spragg in
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Santa Cruz de Tenerife. I swear that I saw a0 aspidistra in the hatl.

Alittle way beyond these, exactly midway berween port and old
town, stands a green oasis which is at oncc many things. It is a
public park, with zoo, swimming pool, and tennis courts. It con-
tains a huxucy hotel, the flagship of the great HU.S.A. chain: to
see how truly luxurious a hotel still can be in this Hiltonian age
one must visit the Santa Catalina if ooly for a coffce. And this
oasis is also the tourist shop window of Gran Canaria.

E/ Pueblo Canaris is its name, the Canary Village, with souvenit
shops, ‘typical” cafés, and frequent performances of local daocing.
For those who arc carried there willy-nilly from their cruise ship
it may seem the embodiment of all that is worst in such artficial
villages, with overtones of Anacapri, of Swissminiatur, or of Barce-
lona’s Pueblo Espadol. Yet the handicrafts for sale are of high
quality, the dancers have won prizes at international folklore
festivals. Thelr lovely costurmes were once the gala dress of or-
dinary peasant folk, And the struins to which they move, altogether
happier and without the haunting melancholy of the Tenerife
songs, belong to Gran Canaria alone.

Above all, the buildings themselves of the Pueblo Canario have
a dramatic unity shared by few such complexes. For they are the
conception of 2 single architect, or rather artist, a presiding genius
to whom it is time we paid our homage.

His temple is sct back a little on one side of the “village’ square.
1t is 2 museum with a differcnce: everything it contains is the work
of the single man after whom it was named—Néstor de {a Torre.
It is 2 museum in which I find myself peculiarly at home. As I
wander from room to room I slip deliciously decper aod deeper
back into a childbood rore thag half forgotten. The colours of the
canvases, the other-worldliness of the fantasics, the very textuges

1 Hoteles Unidos Sociedad Anonima. They are well entrenched in
the Canaries, with the Metropo! as well as the Santa Catalina jtself in
Las Palmas; with the Mencey in Santa Cruz de Tenerife; and with the
Taoro in Pucrto de Ja Cruz. The Meacey dates from only just before the
Civil War, and has been largely extended since. Yet its beautiful wood-
work, its vast leather armchairs, and its spacious halls arc of a style and
quality of eraftsmanship which went out in British hotels before 1914.
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of the furnishings plumb distant levels of my subconscious, bring-
ing momentarily to the surface the drawing-room of a town house
where in best suit and on best behaviour I was occasionally taken
to tea, or the lily pond of a country garden where 1 spent one
suony aftemoon when I was foux.

Those much older or younger than myself are unlikely to fall so
completely under Néstor’s charm. For living from 1887 to 1958 he
came under the infl of all those
Art Nouveau, and even Surrealism, which were ncﬂcctcd albeit at
many removes, in the illustrations to children’s books berweea the
wars, and 50 coloured my own early memodes. But bowever
blinding ‘the light of common day’ outside the Hotel Santa Cata-
lina, those of any age who take the trouble to step inside the
Museo Néstor will sec in his pictures the Canarics transfigured by
a ‘visiopary gleam’ whicb raises, oo mountain or headland, ‘im-
perial palaces™ filled with gaily clothed canarsos laughiag ar some
‘vision splendid’ beyond our sight. And pausing for afew moments
before his great series the Posma del Mar, we again ‘have sight of
that immortal sea’ where we can ‘hcar the mighty waters rolling
evermore’.

Travelling on parallel to the sea we reach the main shopping
district at the square called Parque San Telmo, where the long
main strect chaages its name from Le6n y Castillo to Triane, A
block away on the seaward side is the principal market. Botb purse
and figure will benefit from an occasional mouth-watering meal
made up of bananas from Arucas, oranges from the Angostura
Valley, and tomatoes from Juan Grande.

Triana ends in a steange little metal bridge over the dried river
bed of the Guiniguada. Crossing it, we find that the streets give up
all attempt to follow any regular pattezn. We are at last in Las
Palmas proper, the city which grew up within the invaders’original
camp.

During three-quarters of a century after Béthencourt’s landing
in Lanzarote his successors the Perazas, vassals of the kings of
Castile, failed 1o complete the conquest of the islands. Then in

* One of these palaces of Néstor’s dreams has beea translated iato
seality in the Parador of La Cruz de Tejeda.
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1477 Diego de Herrera, who had married Inés Peraza, surrendered
to the crown these tights to Gran Canaria, Tenerife and La Palma
in return for a cash payment, and for cerain privileges. These
included his appointment as Count of La Gomera, an ominous
title which bere made its first appearance in Canmary history.

Queen Isabella of Castile, thus free to act direcly, lost no time
in sending six bundred men accompanied by thirty nobles under
the command of Juan Rején, who landed in Gran Canaria on z4th
Juae 1478. Almost five years later the last resistance ended, after a
prolonged struggle in which the Spanish camp, protected by its
stockade of palms (pa/mas), was three times besicged by the natives,
whose two kings or guanarfemes held their courts well inland, at
Telde and at Galdar, Las Paloas inevitably became the new capital,
as it had already become the ccclesiastical capital when a bull of
Pope Sixtus IV, dated 29th August 1482, transferred there from
Lapzarote the see of the Bishop of Canania,

It very soon became more important still. One reason why the
Crown had taken the conquest into its own hands was through
fear that unless the Canaries were soon subdued they would fall to
the Portugucse, already established in Madeixa 2nd in Cabo Verde,
leaving the Spaniards with no base opposite the African coast,
which was then the area offering most scope for imperial expaa-
sion.! By the Treaty of Alcagobas-Toledo of 1480 Isabelia finally
secured from the Portuguese their promise not to interfere in the
Canaries, leaving them in return the rest of the Atlantic,

The Catholic Queen thus uowirntingly made sure of the New
World. For not only was Isabella the only ruler prepared to back
Columbus, but perhaps also the oaly one under whom he could
have achieved success. Had he sailed due west from any European
port his men might well have forced bim to rumn back before ke
had sighted the Indies. But he sailed instead from her own furthest
west possessions, the Canaries, from which both winds and the

* For some thirty years in the [ate fifteeath century a Spanish bridge-
bead was fortified at Santa Cruz de la Mar Pequedia in the present day
Rio de Oro. But foux ceatusies were to pass before permanent oocupa-
tion of this southern coast of ‘Barbary’. For a fascinating travelogue on
the Rio de Oro read The Forbidden Coast by John Lodwick.
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‘Caparies current’ carried him towards the Caribbeaq, the same
winds and current which in later centuries were to catry the in-
famous slavers over the terrible “middle passage’.

Las Palmas, with its excellent port, at once became the staging
post of literally ‘crucial’ importance on the way to the new lands.
Tt is significant that Madrid never at any time interfered with
direct trade berween the Canaries and America, although all
American trade with Spain itself was chanpelled through Seville
alone. For the islands were in reality the first of Castile’s overseas
conquests. Las Palmas must have been a brash shanty town when
only nine years after the last patives had laid down their arms
Columbus sailed from here to Gomera and on over the ocean blue.

So that this old quarter, known as Vegueta, has at once similari-
ties to Spanish colonial towns beyond the Atlagtic, and conaections
with Columbus.

As in the older parts of the older cities of the New World, onc
has that indefinable sense of an old world atmosphere in which
something is lacking. And that something is of course the Middle
Ages. The Cathedral of Santa Ana, for example, a heavy stone
building started in 1497 and xesmn:d and extended about 1800,

pierces us with for similar buildings across
Europe which shelter at least the memory of some earlier, humbler
temple. Its t00; a pyx attributed to B Cellini,

the portrait of a bishop supposedly by Goya, and plate from old
St. Paul’s Cathedral, London sold off during the Commouwmhh
are of that or dhand kind istic
of remote and ncwiy settled provinces.

So, t0o, are many of the contents of the Casa de Cokén, a museum
installed in the cacly governor’s residence: second-rate works by
minor masters from the Prado’s cellass, and furnitute hardly fit for
even a Jesser stately home in England. But Columbus (Co/és) did
almost certainly stay bete on his first, second, and fourth voyages
of exploration, and the ground floor contains a fascmnung collec-

tion of d d with him, elj and
statues which were already in the islands at Lhe nmc of hls visits,
and contemporary charts and maps,

The well in the patio may be the only part of the building which
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stands just as he saw it; and likewise the ermita of San Antonio
Abad nearby is merely a late eighteenth-century reconstruction on
the site of the chapel where he heacd Mass. But the Casa de Coldm,
and several other old houses in Vegucta, are interesting ia them-
selves, as early stages in the architectural evolution which links
Seville with Lima. Here the patio is still dominant, and the crafts-
manship which later in Telde and Tencrife went into the balconies
is in the Casa dr Colén to be seen in the fine carved ceilings. For ia
their buildings as in their speech and their folklore the Canaries
stand midway between Old World and New.

One corner of the Barrio de Vegueta requires no comparisons of
connections to arouse our interest. This is the Museo Canario, with
an excellent library (open only from 5 to 8 p.m.), a ‘general collec-
tion’ which is best avoided, and on the fisst floor the most extensive
collection of prehistoric remains in the Cenagies. Althougb neither
s0 sclective nor so well-arranged as that of the Museo Archeoldgico
in Tenerifc, there is more of it: case upon casc of ceramics, and of
the curious scal-like pintaderas, dozens of native muromies, and
hundreds of their skulls. Examples of the skulls of several other
races ace thoughtfully provided to enable the amateur ethnologist
to compare them and draw his own conclusions. One small room
has maps in relief of all seven of the islands. Studying them the
visitor soon learns why all roads in the Canarics are difficult, and
which aze the most difficult routes of all.

The first road which we shall wke out of town is in fact an
exception to this rule. If we atrived by air we shall already be
familiar with it, for it is the main road south, which passes the
airport of Gando. For the first five miles it is squeezed close against
the sea by the same mountain formation which has forced ribbon
development upon Las Palmas itself. Then, as the country opens
out, a branch to the right allows us to follow a parallel course on
higher ground, with beticr views.

It soon brings us to Telde, the second town of the island with
over 40,000 inhabitants, and several apparent centres. Two should
be visited. The first, the tree-shaded plaza by the church of San
Juan, is on the main road, and is surrounded on two sides by
bouses with wooden balconies. The fftecoth-century church
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has an equally ancient carved Flemish reredos, and a curious
life-size statue of Christ in corn-cob paste weighing only fifteen
pounds.

The second, the quarter of Sap Francisco, still has the quiet
atmosphere of the Canaries of seventy years ago, but is harder to
find. Indeed, the short Canary sunset was over when, at the end of
a cobbled strect of white houses, I emerged in a silent square by
the church, while behind the palms which stood above the high,
white wall of the convent it once served, rose the moon.

Three miles beyond Telde 2 prominent hill to the left of the road
is marked high up by four square indentations after which it is
called Cuatro Puertas (Four Doors). Leaving the branch road to
the airport on one’s left, it is best to park one’s transport where a
sign on the main road points to Cuatro Paertas, and to proceed on
foot.

‘The four doors, of regular shape and roughly equal size, arc
divided by no more than pillars, for behind them runs a large cave.
X¢ is quite cerrainly the work of primitive man, and it has been
suggested that it was the home of vestal virgins, the seat of the
faicdn ot HighPricst, or2 mortuary where the dead were embalmed.
But these remain mete suggestions, and equally mystedous is the
use given to other smaller, less regularly fashioned caves, just
beyond the brow of the hill, apd to a small flat terrace hetween
them, in which has been cut a scries of shallow channcls.

Another important and equally baffling prehistoric remain lies
in this part of the island, beside the Bamxanco de Balos beyond the
villages of Ingenio and Agfimes, It is the hieroglyphic inscription
described in Chapter I, which seems to belong to some form of
alphabet. .

Inland from Agitimes the road starts to climb, passing Santa
Lucfa and eventually Sao Bartolomé, from which it winds round
into the Cumbsre, the island’s central massif, hy a devious back-
door route. Both villages bear the suffix ‘de Tirajana,’ the ancieat
and mysterious sounding name for all this district. And under the
spell, perhaps, of Tirajana, Don Vicente Arafia of Santa Lucla has
gathered in his curious turretted residence there a remarkable
amateur collection of native remains. If he is not at home himself
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his servaat will gladly show you round El Castillo de la Fortaleza,
as hig house is called.

The mountains of Tirajana, however, are not typical of the
lapdscape of southern Gran Canaria. For this we must bear left at
Agilimes, returning to the main road from Las Palmas. If we drive
straight across it we shall reach the tiny port of Arinaga, a summer
retreat from the city, where practically every house is shut up in
the “winter’. But let us rum righ, and speed on south, across one
of the few coastal plains in the archipelago.

Obscure scientific jargon leaps to life when we suddenly face
the phenomenon it describes. Thus ‘micro-climate’ has a tangible
meaning for me since I have experienced the enotmous variation
in weather in different parts of oncisland. Inall but the two eastern-
most islands there is a contrast between a totally dry south and a
got-quite-so-dry north, and Tenerife owes to its peak the bunching
of every climate from semi-tropical to alpine within a distance—
as the crow flies—of as little a3 ten miles.

Gran Canaria, aithough it can offer nothing above the snowline,
is climatically as well as geographically a continent in miniature,
and contains a3 many 43 six micro-climates, The weather maps of
the island in Las Palmas papers are more plicated and
exciting than those of Britain on our own television. While we are
being offered ‘Continuous doizzle from northern Scotland to the
Humber: drizzle relicved by patches of fog in southern England,’
the citizen of Las Palmas has the choice of cloud or sunshine, wind
or calm, 50° or 8¢°, depending on whether he makes for the north,
the south, the west, or the Cumbre.

Because the road south is so good, and the journey therefore so
easy, it is here that the contrasts berween micro-climates strike
most forcibly. Whea Las Canteras is covered by cloud, or the
Parque Santa Catalina is swept by light rain (it does happeat), the
tourist soon leamns to ask for 2 packet lunch and to take coach or
taxi 10 Maspalomas. Before he has reached the tomato fields of
Juan Grande he will be bowling along in brilliant sunshine.

Ir is a sunshine which today spells securiry for the inhabitants
and wealth for the landowner, who bears the mellifluent title of
Conde de la Vega Grande. The villages on his estates can be
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recognized by their rows of new concrete cubcs, the houses of his
labour force. They sound awful but in fact are not unpleasing,
their monotony being broken by clever decorative usc of the per-
forated concrete walls which moxe usually serve as windbreaks
protecting banana plaatatiops.

Criticism of fendalism should be tempered by reflection that
new houses are only necessary because the Count fist laid the
pipes to bring the transforming water. I was told that it was an
Englishman who first grew tomatoes here less than twenty years
ago, and the agricultusal revolution he set in train has required an
influx of workers into an area which & geoeration ago subsisted
miserably by the export of its labour,

Nor ate the Count’s entrepreneurial talents resteicted to the land.
While one of his two sons manages the farms, the other directs the
development of the coast, through a holding company which may
succeed in giving its well-chosen name to this entire southern
scaboard: Costa Canaria S.A.

When first I knew Spain its only ‘Costa’ was the well-established
Costa Brava. Now ‘Costa’ This and ‘Costa” That multiply till they
rival in number the ‘Cétes” of France. But I shall not complain
if Costa Canaria is added to Costa Blanca, Costa Dorada and
the sest, because it may displace the loose use of the name Mas-
palomas.

Maspalomas itself is a village about two miles from the sea,
belonging to the Conde dela Vega Grande. A promontory stretch-
ing south into the ocean has naturally been called the Puata (Poiat)
of Maspalomas. Currents and tidal forces have built up to the west
of this promontory a golden beach backed by the biggest sand
duaes in the Canaries. This is the Playa de Maspalomas, near which
stands the lighthouse which marks the promontory, the Faro de
Maspalomas, And runaing intand is atidal lagoon called the Charco
de Maspalomas. The name applies to nothing outside this relatively
sroall acca,

‘The oasis-like combination of palms, lagoon, and sand-dunes
beside the ocean is exotic, and has artracted a unique flora and
fauna. Vast numbers of migrating birds, in particulas, call here:
mds palomas simply means ‘more pigeons’. But the human species
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is now disturbing their habitat. I fouad coads being driven through
the palm grove in scadiness for chalets and a hotel.

As yet, however, there was not even the smallest pension, and
by five o’clock in the afternoon, whea the last hired car had driven
off back to Las Palmas, 1 had the whole gigaatic film set—it has
been used for several films—to myself. The only living beings for
several miles were busy at work: the lighthouse keepers, and the
Americans at the neathy Mercury tracking station who contact
and report to Cape Kenpedy on the progress of spacecraft.

After sunset it became distinctly cerie, and I used to drive back
to the village of Maspalomas to revive my spirits on cafa, the
common man’s drink in Gran Canaria. It is white rum, made from
the sugar cane which for the first century after the conquest was
the island’s principal crop.

From conversations with the people of the village I learnt what
life was like before tomatoes and the Costa Canaria: of the years
whea no rain meant 1o food, and when the only never-failing
water supply was a single small spring near the sca.! They are
hardly afffuent even roday, these gentle soft-voiced men in cotton
shirts and trousers and wide-brimmed straw hats, with a lintle over
£z tos 2 week each. But they told me that their houses were
provided free, and with pride rather than rescntment they showed
me the farm, the bakery, and the big house where the Count or
members of his family spend only a few days each year.

‘Tt is a little amargo (biuer)’ said onc, however, “when prices go
up so much quicker rhaa our wages. Of course it is duc to the
tourists and the Costa Canaga.’

The fiest part of the Costa Canaria to be developed was the beach
of San Agustin, on lhc main road four miles before Maspalomas.
The chalers are exp , well-builr, and t ifully situated. The
restaurant and shops serving them are simply expeasive. The basic
menu at the restaurant costs 4o per cent of the weekly wage of 2
labourer such as I had spoken to. Tins of food at the grocery cost
twice as much as in Las Palmas supermarkets. And in the news-
papersbop Ilooked in vainforthe Dlmode IJ.rPnlaa.mmongSK the
dailies of Helsinki, Hamburg, S| m, dam and Loo-

* See foomote Chapter Two, Lanzarote, page 46.

92




Gran (anaria
don. The shopgirl positively turned her nose up when I asked forit:

‘We scll oo Spanish papers here.”

Although I have no sympathy with such an attitude, and feel
deeply ill at ease in such an artificial imported atmosphere, I must
admit that cven the most modest and carefully inoffensive develop-
ments in the poorer parts of the Canaries are bouad o make a
violent break with local life,

At the other end of the Costa Canaria, for example, ten miles
beyond Maspalomas, lies the fishing village of Arguineguin. It
will inevitably attract development, for behind it runs a deligbtful
green barranco; and only a mile beyond is the small but sheltered
beach of Pata la Vaca, protected by cliffs from the strong winds
which afflict every southemn coast in the islands, and from which
the Playa de Maspalomas itself is oot exempt. But there will be no
possibility of adapting any buildings of the existing village, and
they are 3o primitive in construction that whatever is built new
cannot avoid clashing with them. I feel no more at ease amidst the
huts of Arguineguin, or the hovels of Gran Tarsjal in Fucrte-
veotura, than Y do amidst the sickly sophistication of San Agustin,
althougb for opposite reasons.

Perhaps there is an incvitable initial discord in the marriage
between the children of the sun and the children of the porth,
Torremolicos is no less ghastly than Puerto de la Cruz. We must
remember that the urbane delights of the Cote d’Azur bave had a
loag century to matuce since Locd Brougham aad his followers
first raped the Provengal coast.

In theory it is possible to drive beyond Arguineguio; at first near
the sea, then inland through Mogén and over a tortuous route
through tangled country 1o the most isolated village of Gran
Canaria, San Nicols. Its isolation has permitted the survival there
—and there alone—of a specics of partridge, Akesorix rufa, locally
known as /g Perdiz de /a Aldea. For San Nicolés is often known
simply as la Aldea, the village, perhaps because until recently it
was the only village that the peasaars of this far west ever knew.
It staods in a profound barrance which runs inland all the way up
to Tejeda, thus allowing those wonderful views from the Parador
terrace.
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After this one great break in the coastline, the mountains crowd
together to make an even more formidable obstacle for the thirty
miles of road which run high above the sea to link San Nicol4s to
Agacte, and so to Las Palmas. Drivers ate aware of the dangers,
and no accident has yet occurred at the worst point of all, the
dizzy drop of Andén Verde. But I have ncver dated to artempt
this road myself, and s the other approach to San Nicolds, from
Arguinegulin, was closed under repair, my only direct knowledge
of this region is from sorties that I made down from the Cumbre.
Even this limited exploration was enough to convince me that the
far west of Gran Canaria is, with the far north of La Palma, the
Jeast known and the most rewarding rcgion in the Canaces.

All the guide books traditionally describe the interior of Gran
Caparia under the threc routes, southern, central and northern,
which correspond at once to the three main roads out of Las
Palmas, and to the excursions offered by the travel agencies. The
system is logical because the physical structure of the island oaly
allows a few, oftea narrow, cross-country roads linking these three
main routes; and because even with their own transport, most
visitoes are forced to return to Las Palmas at the end of each
day’s drive through lack of suitabl d anywk 1
A four-day off-the-main-road itinerary which I followed myself
when showing the island to my family made use of the Guayarmina
hotel at Berrazales spa for the first nighe, and the Cruz de Tejeda
Parador for the second. But then we had to camp out at Maspalomas
for the third!

Having now covered the traditional southern route, I fecl bound
to continue with the central route, which leaves Las Palmas from
the square in front of the cathedral. (There is 0o possibility of
rcaching it hy any short cut from the port or from Las Canteras.)
And having embarked on this, I must at once admit that in this
particular part of the countryside there are several excellent botels,
including two which are English owned and managed: the Leatiscal
at Tafira Alta and the famous Santa Brigida, which is at Monte
Coello and not at Santa Brigida itself.

But this whole district, although high above the city in beautiful
surroundings, is for practical purposes a series of residential
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suburbs, linked to Las Palmas by frequent guaguas and piratas.?
Although kaown generically as ‘El Monte’, they in fact progress
over five miles, through Tafira Baja and Tafinn Altz—already at
1,230 fect—to Monte Coello and to Santz Brigida at 1,600 feet.

Anyone staying there would find enough to visit day by dzy on
foot for at least a week without leaving the immediate district. Its
ateractions have long been tecognized, as is proved by the many
mellow old houses with their well matured gardens. Indeed the
whole area js like a garden; for here, as so rarcly happens in the
Canaries, no one crop dominates. Instead, in a happy blend of
temperate and tropical, we find apples, pears, bananas, oranges,
lemons and vines.

From the vines comes the best red wine in the islands: ving def
Monte. The viticulturist of Tacoronte in Tenerife would disagree,
but I have casted both. It is dry yet full-bodied, with the copsistency
of a madeira and the bouquet of a burgundy. Although only pro-
duced in relatively small quantities, and therefore not available
retail, a few enquisies from the couatry folk will lead to the unlock-
ing of a small stone bodsga, and the filling of an empty botde or
two at abour 23 pesetas each.

Appropriately siruated at the heart of this garden of the Canaries
is the publicly owned Jardin Canario. Here ate gathered all forms
of plant life found in the archipelago—in contrast to the Jardin
Botanico of Orotava which seeks to acclimatize plants from other
parts of the world. It stands above the lovely Angostura Valley
(which has no connection with Angostura bitters, except that
Angostura, now Ciudad Bolivar, in Vesezuela, which gave its
name to them, was presumably founded by canarios). This can be
explored by a road which runs aloag the valley parallel to the main
road high above.

* A wonderful word, used above ali in Gran Canagia to describe
taxis and micro-buses which, by filling every available seat, can afford
to charge no more on the country routes than the regular gusguas.
Running directly without intermediate stops, they are quicker as well
as more comfortable. Once they may have been unofficial, 20d pirates
in the eyes of the regular sexvices; but they are quite within the law
-today. The visitor will run no risk and save time by travelling ‘es pirata’.
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There is just as much to sec on the other, southern side of the
maig road. From Moote Coello a good road has been built in cork-
screw fashion to the highest point of what is nothing other than
the side of a volcano, which falls steeply on the other side into a
perdectly formed crater, the Caldera de Bandama, Itis long extinct,
and a small farm has been carved out of the bottom. This farm has
now, unfortunately, been purchased for developraest, so that it
will soon be as spoiled as the peak from which we look down, with
its souvenir shop and its expensive café.

Two miles beyond the tuming for Bandama another road, lead-
ing eventually to Telde, takes one to La Atalaya, known for its
pottery and for its cave dwellings. I merely record this, for the
pottery of Chipude in Gomnera is more genuinely primitive, and
the cave dwellings of Artenara which we shall be visiting later
in this chapter, are more impressively situated. But not all of us
have the time to visit these remote places, and those wishing to
see the troglodytes of La Atalaya should leave the village of
‘proper” houses on the main road and strike away to the rght
along the footpaths which wind round the hillsides from ‘front
door’ 1o “front door’. A litde discreetly cxpressed interest and
admiration will secure an invitation to enter one of the uader-
ground homes,

From Santa Brigida the road climbs rapidly through the chest-
nut forests to San Mateo. In less than five miles we travel as far
climatically as from Provence ro Brittany. Another five miles
takes us to Las Lagunetas, where we might be on the lattitude
of Connemara, or even Skye, Dark-cyed, red-cheeked people,
thie men often wearing the heavy woollen manfa ot cloak coramon
in the Canary highlands, stare at us through the mist as rhey
pause from lifting the potatoes. Like the Irish, they even have an
emigration problem; for at certain seasons half the population
will be at work in rhe south garhering the tomatocs of the Conde
de la Vega Grande.

After another threc miles a road branches off steeply to the
left, to climb to the Cruz de Tejeda. The usual circular tour
from Las Palmas consists in driving up to the Paradsr for lunch,
dropping down again to this junction, and then instead of retum-
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12. Gran Canaria: life remains quict in the interior, away from the great city.
Note how corner-stones of lava-huilt church have been left unpainred
for contrast
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14. Tenerifer altar of the sanctuary of the Cristo de la Laguna (p. 117)



15. Tenerife: the strange world of Las Cafiadas at over 7,000 feet (pp. T44-5)

16. Tenerife: landscape broken by cratex




Gran (anaria
ing along the road we have travelled by E] Moate, turning off
porth.

This takes us, after perhaps even more twists and turns, down
to the sizeable town of Teror. Like Telde it has several streets of
old houses, and although only 4 quarter the sizc it has one feature
which Telde lacks: a definite centre, formed by the square acound
the huge church of Nuestra Sefiora del Pino. The present building
dates from 1765, but there has been a church here ever since 1481,
beside the pine tree (pino) in the branches of which there appeared
in that yeas an image of the Virgin,

It was a co. ient date for her app The q was
well under way, aad the conversion and pacification of the natives
was the main problem facing the invaders. Teror, too, was a con-
venient place for her to appear. It was deep in the intetior yet
writhin seach of Las Palmas. [¢ was intermediate betweea the two
native ‘capitals’ of Galdar and Telde. And it was on the edge of
that Selva de Doramas, the forest which had been the favourite
refuge of that noble leader, Doramas, whose death a few months
carlier marked the beginning of the end of native resistance,

The growth of her cult was probably spontaneous esough, and
the authorities cestainly did nothing to prevent it. Her wardtobe
filled with jewels and beautifully worked robes. Three conveats
were founded in tbe town (one of them, now a palace of the
Bishops of Las Palmas, stands on a raised garden behind the
church). When the original pine tree fell down, one grown from
its seed was planted in its place.

Her feast day is 8th September; but it is early in December that
she makes her great annual journey, being carried down 1o the
capital 1o proceed slowly the whole length of the Le6n g Castillo
and Triana, She then rests for 4 week in the cathedral while her
devotecs file past. Noless than one hundred and fifty thousand souls
assisted at her progress the December that X was in Las Palmas.
Watching and listening to them, I realized that her little figure had
helped to unite the great city to its hinterland. If there seems little
here of that struggle between country and town which divides so
maay islands—Tenexife not excepted—some of the credit must go
to the patrona of all Gran Canaria, country and town alikc.
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To the north-west of Teror, by roads which advance one raile
for every three they cover, lie Firgas and Moya. We ate on the
edge of what until the carly ninctecath century was still primeval
forest as Doramas knew it, and the countryside is increasingly
luxuriant. At one poiat on the road between Firgas and Moya is
somethiog almost unkaown in the Canaries: a damp pateh where
a rivulet drains away down a mossy baak. One spring atthe head of
a valley behind Firgas has medicinal properties, aad is bottled
commetcially 10 serve as the ‘tonic” accompanying the whiskies
and brandies which ate so ively advertised and consumed in
this happy, duty-free land,

Ten miles due north of Teror, and ten miles out of Las Palmas
on what we have referred to as the northern route, lies Arucas, It
has been called the banana capital of the Westerm hemisphere, but
the Canaries could offer half a dozen contenders for such a title,
It is, bowever, a pleasaat, distinctive town, oot much smaller than
Telde, with a flower-lined approach road and a big black basalt
church, and it is backed by a perfect conical hill, at first appearance
100 steep for any road to climb. In fact, however, 2 well-made
highway winds round and round to the acre of level plateau at the
sumamit.

Here, with views across the green sea of bananas from La Isleta
to the Montaffa de Galdar, intertupted by the frequent gleam of an
ictigation taak, aad across the sea itself from Lanzarote 1o Tenerife,
stands an excellent new restauraat. Amongst other meals I have
eaten a Christrnas dinnes here, and have only praise for its cooking,
service, and charges. There is, unfortunately, no possibility of
ovemight accommodation.

From Arucas the road drops swiftly 1o run between banana
plantations and the sea along the nosth coast. The name of the first
village passed through, Bafiaderos, may tempt us to swim. But the
rollers break fercely, while an undertow sucks away. Local advice
should be followed as to the safest of the little black beaches. The
most curious of the villages is El Roque, 2 cubist fantasy atop a
single sea-surcounded rock.

Soon after, an abrupt cliff allows 00 room beside the sea, and the
road begins to climb the steep Cuesta de Silva, A signpost to the
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left shows the footpath to the Cenobio (monastery) de Valer6o, a
seven-storeyed labryinth of caves of great importance before the
conquest, but, like Cuatro Puertas, of quite uncertain use. Safer
parking while visiting the caves ean be found on the level strerch
of road at the summit, from which there are fine views.

Whatever the purpose of the Cenobio de Valerén, it was situated
in the natives’ heartland. For the landscape before us is dominated
by the ugly Montadia de Galdar, the only hill I have ever mistaken
for a slag heap. And Galdar itself was always one of their two
capitals, and for a time sole capital of the island. Pedro de Vera,
who succeeded Juan Rején as commander of the invaders, realized
its importance, and established a garrison at Agacte under Alonso
de Lugo (note this name) to artack it from the rear. His strategy
was soon proved correct. First the noble Doramas of Telde was
mortally wounded in a skirmish. Then the kiog, ot guasarseme of
Galdar himself, Artemi Semidén, was captured and sent to Spaio.
Galdar fell, and resistance drew away to the ceatre of the
island.

It is a pleasant town, with one of Gran Canaria’s few dragon
trees visible behind the grille of the aywrfamiento patio. The dark
church s supposed to stand near the site of the guanarseme’s cave-
palace, and its font was used for the baptism of many of the
conquered natives.

Not for the baptism of Artemi Semidén himself, however. That
took place at Calatayud in distant Aragon, once the home of the
poet Martial, and a town stranger in atmosphere to my mind than
Galdar will ever be. His godparents were the Catholic sovereigns
themselves, and he took his godfather’s name to become Don
Pernando Guanarterge. After a year he was allowed to retum to
Gran Canada, where, conviaced by now of the overwhelming
supedority of the Europeans, he tried without great success to
persuade those still resisting to enrrender.

He settled down peacefully enough himself under the new order,
and in due course led contingents of canarios to assist in the in-
vasions of La Palma and later of Tenerife. This was not “‘wunpatri-
otie’, for the natives in the various islands, being without ships,
knew nothiog of onc another. His own defeat had been brought
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about by a force which included patives from Gomera, who pro-
vided his encmies with a pdmitive form of radio communication
by their whistling language.?

At the north-western point of the island lies the small port of
Sardina, sometimes called Sardina del Norte to distinguish it from
2 less important Sardina in the tomato lands of the south. It may
have a future as a resort: the swimming, certainly, is better than on
the rapidly developing resorts of Tenerife’s north coast. But then
I was in a mood to share in the vision of the dynamic contractor
who, like a Heroic Age chieftain, summoned us into the hall of the
block of flats which were rising above him.

1 was with the Danish friends to whom I owe many photographs
in this book, and tingling from our Boxing Day swim we sat down
with his workmen to a typically Canarian menu of fish, those de-
licious salt-cooked potatoes called papas arrugadas, and rum. As we
atc, our host, a fine, large-boned man of obviously md.lgcnous an-
cestry, with the Guaach ding name of T:
the touristic potentialities of Saxdma And all the while lhrough
the unglazed windows came a stream of Italian opera from the
mouth of 4 swimmer who onIy ceased when he plunged under-
watet, to his aria iately he surfaced. He, oo,
was evidently satisfied with Sardina.

Thirty years ago, before good roads had been built, Sardina
and Puerto de las Nieves, the next little port down the coast, were
regular ports of call for the mail steamers, and must both have
been equally remote. Now Sardina is the less visited, for the road
‘dies” there, whereas the road to Puerto de las Nicves is part of the
circular route round the island. Standiog at night on the shiagle
beach of this last village, or at the end of the jetty, one sees every
now and again what appear to be twin comets high up away to the
left, now describing some irregular parabola, and now again lost
to view. They are the headlights of some car or lorry, feeling its
way along the narrow cornichs from San Nicolds, 2 thousand feet ot
more above the sea.

1 They werc led by the Conde de la Gomera, Herndn Peraza, and
stationed at Agaete uader Alonso de Lugo, who was in later years to
marry Peraza’s widow, Beatriz de Bobadilla.
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Many of the clients of the two fish restaurants in Puerto de las
Nieves are from no further afield than Agacte, Jess thae a mile’s
stroll up the road, and the natural capital of the valley which bears
its name. We have seen how Alonso de Lugo was landed here to
unlock the back door of the guamartere of Galdar; and after the
conquest he was granted the valley and settled down here, planting
sugar cane and building onc of the first sugar refiveries on the
island. Most of us would have been content to end our days in
this realm of gold amid the westem islands, but Alonso Ferndadez
de Lugo was a contemporary of stout Cortés, and requued no
peaks in Daren to stimulate his wild ises. For he
looked down the valley out to sea, unsubdued Tenerife rose before
him.

The valley will produce not only sugar cane, but almost every-
thing imaginable. Here grow as many fruits as in the Angostura
valley. Here almond trees blossor uncannily in midwinter. Here
every white cottage is surrounded by flowers, aad the road itself
is lined with hibiscus and poinsettia.

Right at the valley’s head stands one of the best hotels in the
Canaries. Yet because the Hotel Guayarmina (named after a native
princess) was originally built for visitors to the Berrazales spa a
few yards down the hill, it only fills up during the summer, when
the people of Las Palmas come our 10 take the waters. In winter
1 have had the shady gardens and the comfortable lounges almost
to myself, with the choice of the dozens of armchairs scattered over
the three vast balconies. Three times a weck a coach load ot two
on the excursion from Las Palmas hring 2 little life from the owt-
side world at lunch time. But as they return down the valley peace
flows back from the pine forest of Tamadaba, 4,000 feet above, and
one is left with two or three congenial fellow resideats, long term
winterers such as Mr. Nuttall, or Kristina Lafquist, or Madame
Neuve.

It is in Tamadaba that I wish to end our visit to Gran Caoaria,
aad to reach it I propose to take you on the day’s journey which 1
made there myself,

1 started from the far south, from an outlying estate of the Conde
de la Vega Grande near Maspalomas. When 1 had gonc to his
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administrator’s house to ask permission to park there for the night,
¥ was invited to stay for a talk, and prevailed upon to sit down.
But his womenfolk continued to stand respectfully around us, as
we talked in the warm Januvary air, gazing from the terrace as the
sun swiftly set over the Costa Canaria.

I was up before it had risen again, and breakfasted some miles
on and a thousand feet higher, where the road gives one last
magnificent view south to the alrcady distant lighthousc, before
twisting down and around. For a long way there is no cultivation
and seemingly no possibility of cultivadon. Then at a widening of
the barranco appears ap oasis of vegetation, and a cluster of sloping
tiled roofs.

It is these roofs which impress all the other inhabitaats of Gran
Canaria, and it is certainly odd that they should be found in one of
its dryest corners, whea on the north coast most buildings have a
flat roof serving as terrace, o agpfea. But the roofs ate only a part
of the charm of Fataga, this remote little village which might serve
as the background to a southern version of our own fairy tales,
purged of the lingering gloom of our Teutonic past.

Little cobhled paths run hetween the tiny one-storeyed cottages.
Geraniums and bougainvillaca splash against their white walls.
Oranges grow in their gardeas. Although poor, their frieadly
owners ate freeholders; and Y learnt that for £150 I could joia their
numbser, acquiring thus a two-roomed cottage with a fine prospect,
an outside oven, and a couple of acres of barranco on which to plant
almoand trees. And Maspalomas oaly ren miles away!

When I said that I was on my way to Tamadaba, the village
baker told me that his cousin was the forest guard there, and wrote
his name on a piece of paper. So pocketing this introduction I
drove off again, climbing up and up into the hill counery of Tira-
jaga, of which the capiral is the gloomy withdrawn village of San
Bartoloms, still the ‘town hall’ for Maspalomas and the eatire
Costa Canaria.

Here I turned left, and after another climb passed through a
cutting which no map marks, but which is as decisive a break as
the pass between Lagunetas and the Cruz de Tejeda. Befote me lay
all the unknown west of Gran Canaria, and the dirt road which I
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followed for the next twenty miles, clinging high to the shoulder
of the Cumbre, at every turn gave tagtalizing hints of its treasures.
Here a scattering of Canary pines. Thete a denser gatheting of
them against a skyline. Then came a sudden glitter far below,

Twice before when passing that way I had resisted the siren-like
fascination of the Cercado reservoir.! Today, however, I yielded
to the temptress and took a track to the left, dropping rapidly
below pine level and past two or three remote~—and how remote!
—farmsteads, to eat my lunch beside this enchanted artificial lake
ina [and of few men and less water.

On rerurning to the main road X passed a single tiny hamler, its
main crop evidently the almonds which lay in piles by the roadside,
and then entercd the wildest part of the Cumbre. The summit, at
the Pozo de las Nieves, was out of view to the right, but the road
wound round the base of 2 mountain crowaed by the 3s0-foot
monolith called the Roque Nublo. Soon after, 0a the othet sidc at
a lower level, stood a thicker rock resembling a foreess,

And a fortress Bentaiga was for the last native defenders after
the fall of Galdar, and even after Fernando Guanatteme, returning

" from Spain, persuaded his uacle the faizdn or High Priest of Galdar
to surrender Fataga. They still retained enough morale to snatch
a last victory from the invaders at Ajédar; but the former king
egain urged peace, and this time with success.

The most prominent amongst the pacified natives who entered
Las Palmas on 24th April 1483 were the royal princesses of Galdar,
whose surrender marked the end of resistance more finally than
the capture of the king had done. This circumstance, coupled with
all the caves vagucly associated with vestal virgins, has led to the
hypothesis—it can be no more—that the pre-conquest society of
Gran Canaria was matriarchal.

Beyond Tejeda village the read climbs 1,500 fect to the stone
cross, the Cruz de Tejeda, beside which stands the Parader of

b An even lacger reservoir, invisible from the road, is that of La
Cueva de [as Nifias. It is called after yet another supposed coavent of
vestal virgins (was means girls) of pre-conquest times. The water
copservation policy of this very dry and very populous island has been
particularly well carried out.
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Néstor’s deeams. If not a place where dreams become reality, it is
ceetainly a spot where solid objects acquite a dream-like insub-
stantiality. From the tefrace one follows the tangled pattern from
Roque Nublo to Bentaiga and down the profound Barranco de
San Nicolds: then across a sea of clouds to what appeacs to be the
distant culmination of the same mountzin system. Or can it be
some cloud mirage? It is Teide.

Leaving to my right the routes back to Las Palmas, I drove on
west, along a road clinging precariously to an almost forty-five
degrees slope of what looked like coal dust. This had once been
the inner edge of a great crater, and in this unlikely soil hundreds
of small Canary pines were struggling for life: one of many praise-
worthy efforts to restore to the islands their legacy of forest.

Although no longer quite as high as at La Cruz de Tejeda, I was
still travelling at over 4,000 feet when a village carme into view. It
was Artenata, which not surprisingly is the highest village in Gran
Canaria. The few houses acound the parish church by the roadside
are less than the eighth of the iceberg. Ask for la Virgen de fa
Cuevita, end you will be directed up a narrow footpath which ina
few yards takes you to a hillside from which Roque Nublo and
Bentaiga are again in full view. The eatire hillside is like a gigantic
rabbit warren, and cvery few yards stands the door of a house
excavated io the casily worked foba rock.

After a few hundred yards a small terrace has been regularly
paved outside the most impartant of these caves, which is a church,
complete with altar, pulpit, and confessional, alike carved out of
the samc stone. It measuses about twenty-five feet across, and
is abour fourteen feet high. Yts much venerated image is no
doubt older than her sanctuary, which in its present form probably
dates from the seventeenth cearury, being built perhaps on the
initiative of the friars of the Franciscan convent of San Antonio
of Galdar, who for long provided this remote locality with
spiritual care.

They had every reason to establish some attractive cult here, to
wean the natives away from their memories of a past of which they
were ever reminded by the rock of Bentaiga facing them across the
valley. Documents teil us that half a century after the conquest the
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inhabitants were still completely pagan. My own guess is that the
people of Artenara, with those of Chipude in Gomera, preserve a
higher proportion of native biood in their veins than any others in
the archipelago.

Their persistence in dwelling in caves would thea be merely a
continuation of their forbears’ tradition. They do not yet sec Jarge
aumbers of tourists, and will gladly show you their clean, com-
fortable homes, which, as they say, are cool in summer and warm
in winter.

The road contigued on and up. I passed an occasional pine tree,
Presently they came in twos and threes. Then they became so

that the ift p on both side was lost to
view, I was in the forest of Tamadaba.

Once all the archipelago above the r,000-foot level was like this,
before the farmer and the goat set 1o work—and much forest had
probably gone even before the Spaniards landed. After a couple of
miles I came upon two half-timbered houses all by themselves ina
clearing. It was already evening, and the temperature and the place
alike might have belonged to Scotland or to Scandinavia. Even the
rough but fricadly figure who came towards me in the gathering
gloom had the apple cheeks of & countryman of one of England’s
cider counties. From his cap aad badge I could tell that he was a
forest guard. :

After inviting me to spend the night beside his house he enquired
my nadonality, age, occupation, and finally what route I had
followed to reach there,

‘Fataga? You came through Fataga? Why, I'm from Fataga
myself.”

‘Of course you are,’ 1 cried, causing him even mote astonish-
ment. ‘T was talking to your cousin, only this moming.”

‘Claudio Cazorla Reyes? Yes, indeed, this is his handwritiog,’
he said, taking the picce of paper from me. ‘Welcome to Tamadabal”

It was dead silent when I opened the door of my van afier dinner,
but fortumately the moon was up, although by no means full.
Almost directly beneath me to the right, I knew, lay the spa of
Berrazales. But I made my way to the left, until T could see the
lights of Agaete, and other tiny lights far beyond. Thesc were
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fishing boats in the channel between Gran Canaria and Tenerife,
almost 5,000 feet below.

1stood there, reserving for daylight the more detailed explora-
tion of the line where the forest abruptly ends, and of the region
which still bears the name of Tirma. For my little pilgrimage was
in order to honour and not to emulate the two last defenders of
pative freedom: Bentejuf and the faicdn of Telde. From a high rock
somewhere hereal they threw tk Ives into the abyss with
a cry of defiance which has run down the cenruries long after the
language to which it belonged has perished

Atis Tirma.
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In the last chapter I coropared Tenerife unfavourably with the
other principal istand. Now in jmagination I stand on deck facing
the hanging suburbs of Santa Cruz, a vertical city by comparison
withthe horizontal L.as Palmas. The jagged chain of Anaga stretches
away to oy right. If we are sl sufficiently far out at sea a tiny
white triangle, the peak of Teide, peeps above the intervening
heights behind La Laguna and Gilimar, And I am filled with re-
morse, with tenderness and warmth towards an old love that I
have betrayed. Every turn of that coastline, every square of that
ciry, and many a contour of those sharply angled mountains could
tell of happy moments that we have shared together.

Shared? No: the giving was always on her side, while I selfishly
seized the pleasure so frecly offered. Why then does she now smile
at me as when first we met, as if my betrayal bad never been? If in
reality I were to land again I know that there would be no re-
criminations, but instead the same bright and sunny welcome as
before. Such forgiveness is sutely unparalleled in a lover.

But then I am in the preseace of something more than a Jover.
For did not the natives of all the islands alike worship Teide as a
god?

It is time that we sampled this welcome, whether vicariously
from our armchairs, or because we are numbered amongst the
lucky oncs, and have come south.

There is no division here hetween port and city. Ships berth
right in the centre of Santa Cruz. Even if we do not step into one
of the cheap and modem taxis, a few minutes’ walk will take us into
the Plaza de Rspaffa, of which two sides are bordered by the sea,
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and one by the General Post Office and the Cabddo Insular (which
contains the excellent Archaeological M

The tall column in the centre of the square commemorates those
who fell in the Civil War, and is a landmark we shall alteady have
seen out at se2. On the fourth side, where begins the wide rec-
tangular street called the Plaza de Candelaria, stands a more curious
monumeat, in which the Italian sculptor Canova has represented
the Virgin of Candelatia surrounded hy four Guanche kings. It is
2 period piece of 1778 when the Spanisb court, under the half
Iralian Charles XTI who had sexved his royal appreaticeship as King
of Naples, still thought iaternationally, and when the canarios had
never questioped the benefits of Spanish conquest. For these four
‘loyal’ kings are those of Gilimar, Abona, Icod and Daute, who,
because they offered no resistance to Alonso de Lugo, appeal least
to all who pow take pride in their fuerse sangre indigena.

These cautious rulers stand just in fromt of the principal resort
of modem Tinerfefio society, the sumptuously appointed Casino.
Foreigners may obtain temporary membership of this club,
and even without this formality can ask to be taken upstairs o
se¢ Canary-inspired murals by Néstor de la Torre and José
Aguiar,

Few visitors in fact need to join the Casino, for a ready-made
club with no membership fees stands just rouad the corner, facing
the Plaza de Bspaffa. Sitting on the terrace of the Atldntico I have
often wondered why amongst all the cafés in Santa Cruz it should
be this one to which one always retusns. One feels oo such inner
compulsion towards any one of the myriad estahlishments of Las
Palmas. Even when staying up pear the Park, where there are
several pleasanr and better situated pavement cafés, oge still finds
one’s way down here, to sit for ten minutes or for two hours, to see
and to be seen. It must be due to its self-generative atrraction as a
social centre, and to the proximity of the port, of the banks, of the
offices of Aucona, the shipping agents for Trasmediterranca
services between the islands and back to Spain, and of the shops
which purvey the pewspapers of Europe some thicty hourss after
theix publication.

The Atldntico will make a convenient centre from which to
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explore Santa Cruz, which although only two-thirds the size of
Las Palmas, has a more corplex town plan,

We shall first take the road north and east along the coast, a
wide promenade overlooking the harbour, which is appropriately
named the Avenida de Anaga sfter the craggy massif of Tenerife's
northern peainsulz, towards which it leads. After about a mile
another great aveaue rups into it diagonally: the Rambla del
General Franco, which has come right across the city down past
the garden suburb, the Park, and the luxury hotels. Shortly after
this junction we pass the North Quay where the port eads, and at
once come upon a pleasant garden on our right.

The low huilding behind is the Royal Yacht Cluh, which like
the Casino offers tempotary membership to visitors. Those who
wish to know what they will be getting for their subserption can
make a single free visit on production of a card of introduction
from their hotel, gladly provided by hall porter or manager.

This single free visit will be as long as the visitor to Santa Cruz
for the odd weck will need. He can tumn it into a pleasant day’s
excursion, first giving himself time to see the various old guas
displayed outside the adjoining military and especiall
the cannon named E/ Tigre, the tiger which bit off Nelson’s arm in
1797. Then he can enjoy a swim in the Club’s excellent pool. And
after an apeddf in one of the luxurious louages he can saunter
up 10 a long lazy lunch in the dining-room with its views out to
sea.

But those in Santa Cruz for a month or more may well contem-
plate temporacy membecship if they enjoy swimming. For Teaerife
is an island of few beaches, of which the capital itself has none. Six
miles out along this road, beyond the dirty little village of San
Andrés, lies the Playa de las Teresitas, now being developed into
a resort; and a mile beyond the Club Ni#utico stands the municipal
baths, which are cheap, bur inevitably lack the elegance of the
Yacht Club’s luxurious péscina.

Returning to the Atléntico, if we set off in the same direction but
almost immediately take the socond street to our left (Calle Villalba)
we shall see facing us up some steps on the right the baroque
parch of the church of San Fraacisco. The interior, with a fine
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altar, has a warm, ‘worshi phere which
with the rather cold nt.mosphcre of many Canary churches.

A few yards beyond is the pleasant square called the Plaza del
Principe, which perhaps because several of the best restaurants are
nearby, seemns to be the hub of activity during the Carnival days of
catly February, Carnival, more than Christmas or even Reyes (the
three kings or Twelfth Night) is throughout the Canaries the
supreme winter festival. Yet one’s memories of the warm nights
of celebration are pervaded by a certain melancholy ahsent from
the more toaic air of a Provengal mardi gras, and totally alien to the
extrovert vulgarity of the German Fasfennacht.

Even the voices of the masked revellers are muted. For the girls,
dressed in their brothers’ clothes, and the young men, dressed in
their sistecs’, seck alike to hide their ideptiry in a common high
pitched squeak. It is a melancholy every hit as poignant as the

taacholy of a Swedish mid: for that at least celebrates a
real summer, howevers transient. But Las Fiestas de Invierno, as the
posters and the lavish programames describe Caruival, cclebrates
a winter which, in this land of eternal spring, never comes. As
the fancy dress dancers whirl round in the Circulo de Amistad,
and as the diners stream out from Gambrinus, coatless on the
midnight air, the almond trees below Santiago del Teide are al-
ready in blossom, and there is no relief from colour in the gar-
dens of Orotava,

From the Plaza del Principe run two useful streets: the Calle la
Rosa, slightly more commercial, with groceries and dry cleaners,
and the Calle del Pilar, with travel agencies and outfitters. And at
the top of the Calle det Pilar stands the Park.

Iis fifteea huxurious acres amply repay all the water which is
expended on them. Whatever the hour of the day or the angle of
the sun, onc can always find a seat in the shade on one or other of
the long avenues where many a white-upiformed Canarian Alice
perambulates a dark-eyed Chrstopher Robin. Visitors will dis-
cover for themselves the floral clock just opposite the Calle del
Pilar, the ornamental lake, and the oo alongside the Rambla del
General Franco. But [ would like to point out to them the hidden
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circular pergola over towards the left of the Park as we have en-
tered it.

Simply because it is concealed, the four seats around it are often
occupicd by lovers, but when they are free the backs of these scats
deserve a glance. Each is a large painted tile. The first shows
Guanches engaged in all the typical occupations of which we have
record: milling gofis, herding goars, or wrestling, against a back-
ground of the valley of Orotava.

‘The second stongly reminds me of an illusteation ia the fisst
history book I ever had, in which a group of Anglo-Saxons on
some Kentish or Nosthumbrian cliff warch the arrival of the first
Viking longboats. It shows Guanches gravely gazing at three small
ships on the sca far below them, and is named “Arrival of the
Conquistadores”.

In the third the invaders and the Guanches are locked in a fierce
but as yet untesolved struggle under the tactdful title ‘Bartle of
Acentejo’. Tactful, because there were two battes of Ancetejo: the
Matanza, or Slaughter, which forced the retreat of the Spaniards,
and the Vietoria, ot Victory, which led to the gatives’ capitulation.

The last seat shows us the ‘Riches and civilization of the Canaries
of today’. “Today’ must have been about 1920. There is a biplane
of sorts slowly making its way above what look like paddle
steamers in the harbour; but nothing else in the scene would have
looked out of place in the nineteenth cenrury.

‘The ability of glazed tiles to preserve in gleaming anachronism
the epbemera of an earlier age is shown even more strikingly in the
Plaza 25 de Julio, only a short stxeet away from this side of the
Park, Here some ewenty scats have been decorated in the same way
and at the same period, cach by a different firm to advertize its
wares. A toyshop shows three dolls such as big girls used to prize
whben I was a very litle boy, looking newer aod cleaner than even
the Victoria and Albert Muscum could have kept them. New
Zealand buster was already popular, although the typogmphy of
its packerts has been lined in the ime. Andsome vintage
car enthusiast musr photograph the benches donated by the two
great motor importing agencies of the day: Fiat and Buick. They
show vast open sedans with long bonnets, with batteries prominent
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on their protruding steps, and with wheels of many spokes which
must have been dust traps indeed on the Canary roads of forty of
-Gty years ago.

One side of the Plaza 25 de Julio is occupied by the Anglican
church, which has a garden of which cvery English visitor can feel
proud. It owes this enviable condition to the care of the Eaglish
proprictor of the ncighbouring Pension Spragg, who himself takes
most of the sexvices. In the last chapter I described the Spragg as a
Victorian survival, but it is none the worse for that. For a brief
moment behind its high wall one is carried back to the days when
Britain was Great Britain even beyond the limits of her Empire,
when the steamships which called to refuel at these Spanish islands
on their way to India, South Africa, the Antipodes, and the British
commercial colonics in South America were almost all British
ships.

Another hotel under Eaglish management ia this part of the
ciry is the Pino de Oro, high up beyond the huxurious Mencey.
When I first knew it the loveliest private garden in the city sur-
rounded it. A fine dragon tree still dominates the terrace where
one takes tea, but half the grounds have now been sold for devclop-
ment.

However there is no lack of lovely gardens in this district. As
their best effects are obrained by the splash of vivid colours,
especially of bougainvillaea, against white walls, they caa be en-
joyed from street level, by wandering bemused in the bright sun-
light down streets like Calle General Antequera, or indeed almost
anywhere to left or right off the Rambla.

Back at the Atlintico we may necd something a little stronger
than coffee before setting off again, straight up the Plaza de Can-
delaria this time, and into the bottleneck into whicb it narrows, the
Calle del Castillo. This is the commercial street par excellence, with
many stores kept by Indians who, with their sari-clad womeafolk,
form a small but colourful section of Santa Cruz society. They
make good shopkeepers, attentive and all speaking excellent
English. But, no doubt for reasons or for profit margins best
known to themselves, their establishments all stock exacdy the
same range of goods: Japanese transistors, ortiental leatherwork,
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German tape-recorders, English knitwear by manufacturers one
has never heard of, cameras, and the Daily Telegraph. It is left to the
Spaniards to achieve division of labour between butchers, bakers
and candlestick makers.

The Calle del Castillo ends in the Plaza Weyler, facing which
stands the Captain General’s headquarters, from which the whole
archipelago was ruled until 1927. From the south-castern cotner
of this square leave the guagsas and the micras for all pares of the
island.

It is casy to sec why it was chosen as a suitable terminus. For a3
we proceed on northwards up the Rambla de Pulido and across
the roundabout of La Paz up the Avenida General Mola, we are
following what before the construction of the motorway used to
be the only road out of the capital. In its upper reaches, as it zig-
2ags round to give breathtaking views of the harbour and the
Anaga coast, and pushes out branches towards new housing
estates percbed high above the city, itis still known as the Cacretera
General del Non:, the Great Non.h Road.

Such perpendi was und: of in the first cen~
turics a&cx the foundauon of Santa Cruz in 1494. The original little
settlement grew up, like Las Palmas, beside a dry river bed. Leav-
ing the Atlintico again—we have carned a double whisky this
time—and passing in front of and round the General Post Office,
we come upon the church of La Concepcibn, standing beside the
barranco, a street back from the seafront in a quarter which has

rather gone 10 seed.
Yet this church is populasly sefersed 10 as la Catedral; and in a
chapel in the b of its five h-century naves

bang the proudest relics in the Caparies: the two flags captured
from Nelson’s landing party in 1797. It was certainly remaskable
that little Tenerife with its own levies snatched a victory denied to
the might of Napoleonic France. And her achievement was
ennobled by the carc giver to the Brtish wounded, and
by the presence over in Las Palmas of the historian Viera y
Clavijo, who broke into poctry to celebrare the triumph of his
native Tenerife.

Theattack was something more than a sporting event, however.
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Maay cighteenth- and ni h-ceatury Englishmen coveted the
Canmcs and would willingly have added them to Gibraltarand to
our own post-imperial problems. I found a certain lack of tact in
the brochure of British United Airways describing its secvices to
the Canaries, which bore on the cover 2 portrait of Horatio with-
out the arm of which ¢/ Tigre deprived him.

Crossing the barranco and taking the first wide street up to the
right, we emerge in front of the matket, which is worth a visit
even for those who do not come there on a daily shopping expedi-
tion. No one can miss the pert flower sellers at the entrance, but
after exploring at ground level be careful to go downstairs, where
the best of the fruit stalls are to be found.

A few hundred yards behind the macket we come upon the
axtopista, the new motorway swecping down to the seaftont, lined
in this last stretch with oil companies’ premises. Nor only is petrol
oouch cheaper in the Canaries than in Spain (4.20 pesctas 2 litee for
premium as against 10 pesetas, ot zs 3d a gallon as against §s 3d),
but therc is no state monopoly of distcibution. The oil companies
bave gladly jumped into the small but expanding market, and we
meet most of the well-known names as we travel round the islands.
One has even built a residential estate for its employees about a
mile up the autopista on the right.

It is up the motorway that we shall drive in order to climb our
of Santa Cruz. Even as far as where the road south branches off
requires a steep climb, aod will do until the new aaopista, ruaning
close to the sea, is blasted out of the cliffsto Candelaria and beyond.
And 1o reach the north of the island this is the only possible route,
up to the 2,000 feet high plateau between the massifs of Teide and
Anaga, on which, dominating the communications of Tenerife,
stands its former capital, La Laguna.

I had toyed with the idea of describing Tenerife under the heads
of its native kingdoms, which even today have a certain geographi-
cal validity: Anaga, whosc rocky coasts first felt the invaders’ feet;
Tegueste and Tacoronte, whose kings lined up behind the mighry
Yords of Taoro (Orotava) to repel the aggressor; Icod and Gitimar
which through caution or through fear of Taoro’s hegemony stood
aside from the conflict; Daute and Abona about which almost
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nothing is known, and which ¢ven today ate the least visited
regions of Tencrife; and distant Adeje which once ruled them all.
Then I thought of La Laguna, and realized that it was as if I was
trying to describe England without taking account of William the
Congqueror.

For it is the city of Alonso F de Lugo, th qui
Twice he led his forces up to occupy this plateau, and twice re-
treated to the newly founded Santa Cruz: first after their defeat in
the gorge of Acentejo, and aguin after their Pyrrhic victory on
this very spot. Then, after that strange sickness called the madorra
had reduced the numbers and the vitality of his Guanche foes, his
third and last advance penetrated all the way to Taoro, and he
founded on the plateau the capital of the newly conquered island:
San Cristébal de la Laguna.

The lake, /a /agina, which once occupied the shallow depression
in the plateau, disappeared long ago as cultivation absorbed its
waters, hut its name has stuck, while poor St. Christopher is for-
gotten. The figuce who looks like St. Christopher, at the centre of
the roundabout where one turns off the ansopista towards the city,
is Father Anchieta, a Jesuit missionary horn here in 1534, whose
work earned him the title of the Apostle of Brazil.

It is a very Spanish city, not after the Aodalusian model, but
more esscatially Iberian, in the line of those dull litle provincial
capitals of the mesefa, whese nothing seems to have happened since
riches flooded in as men flowed out in the heady days after the fall
of Granada and the discovery of America. There are the same six-
teenth-century churches with their carved altars (la Concepcidn,
Santo Domingo, and the Cathedral itself, though this last is largely
a reconstruction), the same monasteries (San Agustin, San Fran-
cisco, and the Seminary, formerly a Dominican monastery, with a
dragon tree in its garden), and the same private palaces (Salazar,
Nava, and the Bishop's Palace).

There is also the same cold wind of a winter’s evening as beneath
a light rain one walks between the shuttered white houses down
one of the long, deserted strects. The longer amongst these streets
seem always to lead to a buge square ar the back of the town to-
wards Las Mescedes, on the far side of which a gateway leads to
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the most Spanish comer of all. It is the church of the monastery of
San Francisco, and it contzins a statuc of Our Lord, the Cristo de
la Laguna, which is the object of an intense, Iberian devotion,

The evening that I was there the other members of the congre-
gation were an eldesly married couple and four old women. Three
of these at different momcats during the service came to the back
of the church and then shuffled forward to the altar on theis knees.
Their faces, their expressions, and even the way they wore their
mantillas were more typical of Leén, of Valladolid, or even of
Soria, than of the Canaries.

X was, indeed, on very Spanish soil. La Laguna is the only place
of importance in Tenerife which docs not stand on the site of a
former Guanche settlement. And San Francisco used to be called
San Miguel de las Victorias, in the days when it was here, and not
as today in the Cathedral, that there lay buricd the body of Alonso
Ferndndez de Lugo.

By putting on paper those imptessions which have lasted best,
Ihave perhaps painted La Laguna in unnecessarily sombre colours.
The visitor of half a day may come away with memories of a ciry
of youth, indeed of some of the most beautiful yonng people in the
world, moving gracefully in their elegant clothes over the ter-
races of thc mobumental University, with unobstructed views of
the Atlantic almost 2,000 feet below.

Tam writing these words at a uaivessity in northern Europe; and
amidst the cold, the crowding, and the discomfort, I think back
with nostalgia to the wide halls wbich were so often a refuge from
the sun, to the polished wood of the desks in tbe library, with
room for all, and 10 the upholstered armchairs of the amphitheatre.
Nor is the intellect neglected; for several of La Laguna’s dons
have international reputations.

For the ciry has a long intellecrual tradirion, from even before
the foundation of the Rea/ Sociedad Economica de Amigos del Pais
over two huadred years ago. The library and manuscript collec-
tions of this leared society are of immense value to students of the
Canaries. Nor were its carly members without practical ability;
they included, for example, the Marquis of Villanueva del Prado
who in 1788 founded the Botanical Gardeas of Orotava.
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His father had already made the family seat, the Nava palace in
La Laguna, a centre of cultural life with his ferslia—something
between a salop, a club, and a party. In 1757, at the age of twenty-
six, the future histodan Viera y Clavijo came to live in L2 Laguna,
when his father’s promotion in government service brought the
family to the capital. In the Marquis’s ferfulia he came to know the
other advanced thinkers in Tenerife, and led with them a delight-
fullife of discussions and of country expeditions, when botany and
mineralogy were relicved by ceremoniosas contradangas in which the
young cleric displayed as light a step as any. The gay clothes, the
perukes and the three cornered hats might have served as models
for the tapestry cartoons of similar scenes painted by Goya in his
carliest, happiest period—but with this diff : that the land-
scapes where Viera and his friends picnicked, at Agua Gaxela or
at La Mercedes, were infinitely more colourful and exotic than the
banks of the Manzanares.

Inevitably such higb-flown speculators had their critics, It says
much for the tolerant atmosphere of that golden age of Charles XX
that a witty attack in 1765 limited itself to gentle sarcasm:

‘But now is La Laguna much honoured, with a new assembly
which seems like Sal It has ch llor, profe fellows,
and beadle. The ch llor is the R d Viera, The p
are the Marquis Nava, the Marquis of San Andrés, and Don
Migudl Solis. . . . Never was La Laguna scen with so many wise
men as now . . . they attack with the book of Monsieur Voltaire
entitled the Gospel of Reason, and the book of Toleration of
Monsicur Rousseau. . . .

Viera was to meet Volmire in the flesh on the latter’s last
triumphal visit to Pads. He was also to be present at the funeral of
the Empress Maria Theresa in Vienna, and to see most of Europe
on a grand tour which lasted from 1770 to 1784, first as tutor to
the son of the Marquis of Santa Cruz, and then as 2 companion w0
the widowed Marquis himself when after his son’s death he wan-
dered from court to court in search of a second wife.

When Viera returned to the islands it was to the cathedral city
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of Las Palmas a3 Archdeacon of Fuertevenrura (La Laguna was
elevated to an episcopal see only in 1818). With his life thus strad-
dling the three largest islands, I would be tempted to call him
the most complete canario of all if X did not suspect that he was
something more. For I believe that he may have been the last
informed, utterly aware Spaniard who made his way round the
old Europe i the days when his country was still a great imperiat
power.

His experiments in botany and physics in both Paris and Madrid
remind one of his contemporary Goethe, whose first visit to Italy
came in 1786. Oge is reminded, too, of one of his fellow historians,
with ag evea more cosmopolitan outlook, who was writing away
at Lausanne duripg the very period that Viera was working at his
Noficias d¢ la Historia General de las Islas Canarias (published be-
tween 1772 and 1783). It is a pity that they never met, to exchange
views in the French which was the common language of the as yet
unfragmented society to which they both belonged. Though I
hardly dase to voice the thought, I hazard that Edmund Gihbon
would have felt himself at least as much at home in the Tenerife of
José de Viera y Clavijo as in the England of Horatio Nelson.

Yet Istill see La Laguna as a Janus-like city, with on one side
youth and high endeavour, and on the other the greedy, ambitious
conquistador who has given his title to the maia square, the Plaza
del Adelantado. (Literally, adelantado means ‘the ad d one’. Tt
was given to many provincial governofs ovesseas, and to Alonso
de Lugo after the conquest of Tenerife.)

One moming Los Cristianos heach, normally the preserve of the
sick and the elderly, was suddenly enlivened hy a dozen sylph-like
maidens, all laughter and innocence. I found them to be students
at La Laguna who had accompanied one of theix number, the nicce
of a local land , to spend the week-¢nd at her uncle’s country
property. A couple of days later I saw the landowner’s son, and
told him whar a breath of fresh air and of beauty his young cousin
had broughr down with her.

‘Yes, they certainly made a change. But it would do them good,
100, to get away from La Laguna. It’s a terrible place, always rain-
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ing, always windy, and so high that the thin air makes everyone
who lives there slightly batmy.” He went on in this vein for some
time.

It was only later that I remembered that his family prides itself
on its Guanche ancestry.

The antopista continues to the airport of Los Rodeos, the siting
of which is one of the bitterest questions in local polities. Everyone
in the south of the island will tell you that it should have been
placed there, near Gilimar or Granadilla, where weather conditions
are always perfect and where there is plenty of land which with a
little imagination can be described as flat. They will hint that in-
terested parties in Santa Cruz and La Laguaa had the car of the
BOV as if the Adelantado were still intriguing with Seville
and Segovia.

It is true that the plateau of La Laguna is sometimes covered by
mist, and that three scrious crashes daring 1965 (the last involving
the death of thirty Swedish tourists on a day trip from Las Palmas)
caused the suspeasion of landing and taking off by night. But the
airport was opened when traffic was only a fraction of its present
level; the plateau is at least pancake flat; and it is the only site easily
reached from both Santa Ceuz and the denscly populated north
coast. Passcngers landing in the south would cven today require a
four hour journey to get to Santa Cruz or Orotaval

Beyond the airport lies the golf course. Beside this an as yet
unopened stretch of motorway was being completed when last I
was there, parallel ro the main road to Orotava which it will dis-
place.

1 propose to r¢join that ain road after a detour. Driving north
out of La Laguna we pass through the village of Las Mercedes on
the edge of the plateau, and then start to climb the mountain which
bears its name: Monte de las Mercedes. Although ar first it scems
the twin of the monts on the other side of the platcau, which also
takes its name from a village, La Esperanza, they differ in two
significant respects. Both are covered by forest. But whereas the
Bosque de Ia Esperanza is of great Canary pines, that of Las
Mercedes is of laurcl, And the Anaga massif, of which the Monte
de las Mercedes forms part, is of older rock, being the remnant
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with the plateau of Teno in the far north-west of the Tenerifc
which already existed before Teide,

‘Three mriradores or viewpoints have been ged with parking
spaces—and in one case with an inexpensive little restaurant—on
the way up. The highest, the Pico del Inglés, at over 3,000 feet,
gives views towards Teide in one direction, and right over the
Anaga massif in the other. Although a road of sorts continues on
a hair-raising route, to link up at San Andrés with the road up the
coast from Santa Cruz, the Pico del Inglés is as far as most visitors
will choose to venture. From there the eye can waader over an
area which despite its proximity to the capital remaias one of the
remotest parts of the island: towards the crevice leading down to
the isolated village of Taganaga, and to the two rocks of Anaga
out at sea,

Like the rocks of Salmor off Hierro, these rocks were the last
refuge of a distinct species of large lizard; but it is hard to obtain
up-to-date information about their present numbers, or even their
survival, I was therefore glad to hear from a man of about thirty
that in his boyhood on 2 farm beyond Igueste the Roques were
covered with lizards, and that he vety much doubted if anything
since could setiously have threatened their well-being. He also
paid tdbute to the keepers of the Anaga lighthouse, who i their
leisure hours had taught him to read, and had given him the only
schooling he ever had. Thaoks to their instruction he was holding
down a good job in Santa Cruz.

Returning down the Monte de las Mercedes and turning sharp
right when we reach the plateau instead of going on to La
Laguna, we drop sharply towards the sca rhrough increasingly
fertile country. Leaving Tegueste off the road on our right, we
bear right at Tejina and reach the coast at Bajamar.

In travel ageney publicity Bajamar figures third amongst Canary
gesorts after Las Palmas and Pucrto de la Cruz. This is because it is
convenicatly gear the airport and the capital, and because it can
offer clean modern accommodation under efficienr management,
‘Though I would never choose to stay there myscif, I may be
prejudiced through having always seen it, on my scveral visits,
under a grey cloud and hammesed by the Adantic rollers which
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made even the much advertised sea water swimming pool
unusable,

Bajamar owes much of its eleanness and efficiency to German
visitors, who have developed whole estates of chalets which go
some way to justify its reputation as a ‘Germaa colony”. Though
I doubt whether this has any political overtones, I cannot resist
repeating the possibly apocryphal story that the developers, as
part of their sales talk, urge prospective purchasers to ‘buy for the
fatbertand!”

Two miles further on, where the road dies, lies Punta del
Hidalgo, for the last ten winters of his life the refuge of the writer
Henry Savage, and still undeveloped. It owes its puzzling name,
which means ‘promontory of the noblemar,’ to the bestowal of
this cape on the bastard son of Tinerfe el Grande, the shadowy
ruler of the whole island, whose nine sons divided his realm be-
tween them. There were thus nine kingdoms ruled by kings, or
menceyes, in addition the little Panta del Hidalgo. Viera y Clavijo
tells a delightful story of how the great memcey Bencomo of Taoro
visited the Hidalgo on foot and alone, to remonstrate with him for
goat stealing, and coming upon him in his cave was invited, in
accordance with the Guanche laws of hospitality, to share bis meal
in a kingly simplicity which out-Homers Homer. When the
Spaniards landed, the Hidalgo led s lirtle band to join those of
Taoro, Anaga, Tegueste and Tacoronte in resistance.

It is towards Tacoronte that we now travel, returning through
Bajamar and Tejina, and then across the banana plantations of the
flowery Valle Guerra. It is worthy of mention not only for its red
wine, but also for its seventeenth-century convent of San Agustin
which contains the Genoese carved wood Cristo de Tacoronte of
the same period, and for its church of Santa Catalina with fine
silver of Canary workmanship.

Now begins a magnificent stretch of road with views of the
peak of Teide on the left, and of the sea far below us on the right.
Down thete acw developments are i progress at Mesa del Mar
and at Bl Sauzal, in a pocket said to be better protected and frees of
cloud than anywhere else on the north coast. It is slow driving,
with maay twists and ruras aod several villages to pass through,
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notably La Matanza de Acentejo and La Victoria de Aceatejo, the
significance of whose names we already know.

Shortly after Santa Ursula the road divides, and whichcver
branch we take sooner or later presents us with 2 glorious view of
the valley of Orotava in its entirety, sweeping up from the sea 1o
the chain of Tigaiga opposite, and all the way t0 the white majesty
of Teide. However, 170 years ago the right-hand road did nov exist.
So that it was from the one to the left, which leads directly to the
Villa de Orotava (Bencomo’s Arau/ara), that the naturalist Hum-
boldt in 1799 gazed on what he later described as the most beauti-
ful prospect of all his travels.

The brevity of his six-day stay in Tenerife, together with a
certain disappointment which many feel as they gaze over the
monotonous green expanse of banana plantations, has led to some
scornful comments on his taste. But the banana is a relative new-
comer to the Canary economy.. In Humboldt’s time the valley
offered a panorama of mixed vegetation, with perhaps even more
flowers than today. In so far as there existed a dominant crop, this
was the vine, from which came the Canary sack which from before
Shakespeare’s time had been exported to England from Puerto de
la Cruz.

It is time that we braced ourselves to face Puerto de [a Cruz,
whose skyscrapers have in fact been facing us on and off for some
miles, appearing and reappearing far below us like some nightmare
mitage reflected across the Atlantic from Miami. The approaches
to it are still beautiful. Whether we go by the lower road past the
Botanical Gardens, or up by Villa Orotava and down past the
lovely grounds of the Hotel Taoro, our way through the bananas
is lined with jacarandas, tulip-trees and poinsettias. But then Puerto
de la Cruz was jtself still beautiful when first I visited it in 1960.
Then only one hotel had arisen on the as yet uncompleted prome-
nade. Thea the beach, though narrow and black, was at least
genuine—ir has now been extended ardficially! Then the shady
central square was still a leisurely place in which to spenad a quiet
hour. Thea the old balconied house of the Lriarte, at the corner
between the street of that name and Calle José Aatonio, which
gave o eighteenth-century Spaie four sons who were at once
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servants of her government and omaments of her language, secmed
not wholly alien to the world into which it had survived.

Then, whes a few minutes” walk brought one out of town to
quict, flower-lined roads, it was possible to forget Puerto’s two
great disadvantages: firstly, that the sea is almost always too rough
10 swim i, and secondly, that about half tbe days in winter are
cloudy. It feels wonderful to sunbathe by the San Telmo swimming
pool as the sun glints on Teide’s snows 12,000 fect above. But in
my experience you can only doitabout three and a half days a week.

Now these two disad ges have been rei d by many
others. For Puerto’s growth has been not mesely mushroom, but
fungous, in the worst sense. Economics and sheer demand for
accommodation have no doubt dictated the glass and concrete of
the vast new hotels, horribly though they clash with the Canary
architectural tradition, which was nowhere stronger than ia the
valley of Orotava. Even so, these carbon copies of American hotels
would be tolerable if they were run with American efficiency, and
if theix cook.mg, however monotonous, at least reached the lowest

of agreed i ional palatability.

It was towards Frapee and Ytaly thar most travellers went before
1914, and betwcen 1919 and 1936 the high standing of the peseta
made Spain relatively expensive. So that when the tourists began
to flood towards the Costa Brava and Majorea in the early 19508
the country was short not only of hotels but of trained hotel staff.
With every year the position has worsened, for while more than
three hotels are opening every two days, all the best cooks, barmen
and chambermaids are leaving Spain for the higher wages of
London, Paris and Diisseldosf. The kindly boy who takes fifty
minutes to bring the meat course is doiag his best, hut a white coat
doesn’t make a waiter. It is certainly a pity that another quarter of
an hour goes by before you can persuade him to produce the
mustard, but down on the banana plantation he’s never seen the
stuff, You must expeet the steak, now that you at last have it, to be
badly cooked, for the chef had never used a grill before coming
here. Al they had at home were two little butane gas rings, 2od the
only meat they ever cooked on them was an occasional botled fowl
when one of the hens bad stopped laying.
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However enraged your feelings may be as the minutes tick by in
the crowded stuffy dining-room, while the sunshine for which you
have come all this way pours down outside to no purpose, do try
to control them. Leave the shouting to that red-faced Germau at
the next tahle. His language is better suited for it. (For one result of
the grear simplification of English duriag the centuries whea our
ruling class spoke Frcneh is that we can only curse in four letter
words.)

He is a good cxample of the ‘many other disadvantages’ of
Puerto de la Cruz, whose number in a year russ into six figures,
Resorts tend 1o atrract the tourists they deserve, and the palaces of
Puerto de la Cruz are filled with the pasesrs of the seizitme arrondisse-
ment, the over-fed, over-d: d beneficiaries of the wirtschafs
wunder, and pleasant, puzzled English couples who wish they
had put off their holiday a couple of months and gone to East-
bourne.

In case you are in their position, and ace already establisbed at

Puerto de la Cruz before you read these lines, let me reassuse you
that all js not lost. There is a certain amount of cultural life. La
Lagusa University organizes a geatle course for foreigners there
from mid- January to mid-March cach year. There are a couple of
art galleries, and several artists have made it their centre—although
the best of these, Luis Tbaffez, always seems to make for the ig-
terior or the south when he needs inspiation. And there are some
places neacby where you can sull enjoy the Canarian dowenr de
oiere.
The first of these is almost immediately at hand, like an oasis
amidst the construction sites and scaffolding. It is the pleasant
residential districr at the top of the hill, around and beyond the
Hotel Taoro, the one luxury establishment where there still lingers
the charm of an older world. For there was an earlier, less strident
invasion of Puerto de la Cruz, by invalids in search of health, and
by retired colonial servants secking winter sunshine. They are
recalled by the faded gold Orosava over many a garden gate and
doorway of Betjemanesque suburbs. And here they have left three
enduring memorials.

Onc is the English church, which both in its services and its
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tothewell-filled Bournemouthchurches
of '.he early 1930s. Then there is the British Library, most of whose
16,000 volames (it is the largest non-official English library outside
the English speaking world) take me back to the turn of the cen-
tucy. And fipally there is the delightfully situated British Sports
Club on the other side of the main road, whose atmosphere might
be that of cighty or ninety years ago. As I took tea the Atlantic far
below sparkled blue beyond the croquet lawn; and a Jady in linen
hat and long pleated white skict, with a blouse which certainly
Jooksd as if it bad leg-of-mutton sleeves, leancd on her mallet and
hailed a dear old gentleman in blazer and panama hat:

‘Well played, Colonel Carruthers.”

They might almost have beea contemporaties of Mrs. Olivia
M. Stone, whose book Tenerifs and its six sarellites helped to in-
crease the numbers of that first tourist invasion. She and her
husband speat five months in the islands in the winter of 1883 to
1884—the same amount of time that I spent there in the winter of
1965 to 1966. Their combined expenditure, London to London,
at £183 9s 7d, was only a few pounds less than my expenditure for
myself alone from Saint-Malo to Saint-Malo. I would have expected
prices to have considerably more thao doubled over eighty years.
It is true that my motor earavan gave me substantial economies,
but T had to transport it from and baek to Europe, and between
the three islands to which it accompanied me. Aad Mrs. Stone,
too, did a lot of camping.

The answer probably lies in the impro in ica-
tions. Good distribution now enables one to purchase everything
one needs at more or less standard prices everywhere. And the
excellent service of mail stearers from one island to another has
put an end 1o waiting for days at an obscure fishing village for an
uncertain schooner whose captain drove a hard bargain for an un-
comfortable passage. On the other hand Mrs. Stone’s budget must
have been helped by the large amount of hospitality she reccived,
especially in the smaller islands where an Eoglishwoman was in
those days a novelty (she claimed to be the first ever to set foot on
Hicrro).

In Puerto de la Cruz she met ‘Mr. Reid, the courteous vice-
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consul’; and his family, one of whom is still vice-consul, contiaue
to live in the lovely district I have been describing. ‘Don Pedro®
Reid found his way to Las Palmas in 1862, and moved aczoss to
Puerto two years later. The banking and merchanting firm which
he founded just a century ago {in 1867) not only flourishes, but
occupies one of the finest old-style mansions in the town. And as
my friends David and Heather Reid have now started a family, we
can be sure that something of the true character of Puerto de la
Cruz will survive.

Only a little further away than the district round the Taoro are
the Botanic Gardens. The foundation of these ‘Gardens of Accli-
matization® as 2 half-way house for plants of all kinds from the
Spanish tropical possessions, in the generally vaia hope thar after
a few years they would be ready 1o face the climate of Europe, was
one of the last acts of the wise Charles ITI in the year of his death,
1788, They repay a visit even hy anyone not particularly interested
in botany or gardening.

Four miles and a thousaad feet above Puerto—which in origin
was a port, and nothing more—lies the capital of the valley, Villa
de Orotava. Amongst several fine houses and monuments is the
eighteenth-century church of La Concepei6n, with a convoluted
fagade after the style of Churriguera.

About the same distance to the east of Puerto lie the twin villages
of Realejo Allo and Realejo Bajo, which stand on the sites of the
camps {reales) of the armies of Alonsode Lugo and of the Guanches
whea these surrendesed in September 1496, The church of Santiago
in Realejo Alto, begun in 1498, marks the spot where Bencomo
and his fellow menceyes were baptized.

San Juan de la Rambla, five miles further cast, has a fine paved
terrace dominating the sea, and, like Orotava and the Realcjos,
several old houses. But for views, for old houses, for the Canaries
as T imagined them long before I first went there, it is necessary to
travel seven miles east again, to Icod de los Vinos.

This is the place on the north coast where I would mysclf choose
to stay. There are gardens round the great church with benches
and a café. There are quiet streets whose houses bear elaborately
carved wooden baleonics. Two miles below lies the small but safe
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beach of San Maccos, to which 2 single bus chugs backwards and
forwards all day. Its black sand is now overlooked by two or three
blocks of furnished apartments. But I have always cocountered
flies down there, and would prefer to stay in the clean new hotel
just outside Icod called the Hostal del Drago.

Xt is aptly named, Those who know that they will at some point
pass through Icod need not go out of their way in order to look at
a dragon wec anywhete elsc. For here, just beside the road, stands
the largest and the oldest drago of them all, in a small pack which
enables it to be seen and photographed from every angle. Though
the estimare of its age at 3,000 years may be an exaggeration, it has
almost certainly spent more of its life under the Guanches than
under the Spaniards,

Garachico, three miles on, was never as is sometimes claimed
the capital of the island; but before 1706 it was the most important
town on the north coast. It can be approached along the coast road
cut between steep cliffs and the sea, or by the upper road from Icod
past the dragon txee and by a precipitous nacrow descent 10 the
right through the vitlage of Tanque. The second route is longer,
and requires some careful driving. But it offers a wonderful view
of Garachico from above, when its tiled roofs give it the appear-
anee of a terracotta toytown in which we can pick out the minia-
tures of the monuments we shall later be visiting. These include
the sixteenth-ceatury castle of San Miguel on the seafront, with its
emblazoned doorway; the church of Saata Ana; the disused and
decaying convent of San Francisco, with two cloisters each with
two stoxeys, which can be visited on application to the town hall;
and the still occupied convent of Santo Domingo, where Y searched
in vain for its turnstilc, that ingenious device used by the more
enclosed orders to commuaicate with and to receive supplies from
the outside world.

Once there were many mote monuments, but they were over-
whelmed as utterly as Pompeii in the eruption of sth May 1706,

. which not only destroyed the greater part of the town, but by

filling in the harbour made its economic recovery impossible. The

of the ding heights emphasizes its vulnerabilicy

to a descent of lava, but it nevertheless owes to volcanic action its
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two most distinguishing features. These are the Rock of Garachico
out at sea; and the deep fissuze in a promontory of lava which
forms a safe natural swimming pool and at the same time trans-
mutes the great rollers into moderately sized waves. One can
therefore swim with security but without losing all the fun—a
possibility offered nowhere else except by a swimming pool with
artificial waves in Bucharest.

Beyond Garachico the mountains retreat a little to leave a small
coastal plain, which besides bananas grows excellent coffee. Amidst
this plaig lie the village of Los Silos and the small town of Bueaa-
vista, whieh has for long been the end of the road, with the good
views which its name would lead us to expect.

A tunocl, however, has now been pierced through the steep cliff
which shuts Buenavista ia to the cast, and a road is being built
along which it will be possible to drive all the way to Puata de
“Teno, the far nonh-eastern point of the island, from which the
views arte better still, Until now the paths to the lighthouse there
have beea 5o impracticable that it has to be provisioned by sea
from Puerto de Santiago on the east coast. When I was there, a
notice in red watned that no one should proceed along the uacom-
pleted road, and I gazed afar at the light which already showed at
the end of the tunnel, like Alice looking dowa the rabbit-hole
towards Wonderland. Somehow I had to explore theancient massif
of Teno, once the territory of the menceyes of Daute—a name which
survives today in a single headland—a land even more mysterious
because less visited thaa its twin the massif of Anaga.

It was easier said than doac. My three maps showed scveral
villages up on the plateau, but each map showed different ones.
‘They also showed roads joining them, but I already suspected that
these were caminos, paths, rather than proper carreteras. Some
peasants with a donkey told me that the shortest route to Teno
Alto was hy ‘/ riseo’, hut that it was 2 little difficult for the new-
comer to find. As ¢/ riseo meant the cliff face itself, and as not one of
my maps showed that patticular path, I instead drove inland from
Buenavista up a metalled road which climbed 2,000 fect to a high
valley. A peasant woman to whom I gave a lift was contiouing on
foot for about an hour from where the road ended in a scattering
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of houses called El Palmar. Listening to her description of the
temperate fruits and potatoes which she grew, I realized that here,
as 5o often in the Canaries, less than five miles separate the crops
of England from the crops of the West Ladies.

Before leaving she pointed out the steep path that I must follow
on the other side of the valley, and warned me that I could not
hope to go there and back in what was left of the day. So I scttled
for the night in El Palmar, which had the road, with three buses a
day from Santa Cruz, and little else. In particular it had no clec-
tricity, and as candles and oil lamps appeared in the windows I
realized how we have come to take for granted at least an apology
for street lighting in the remotest villages of the most primitive
lands. It was with difficulty that I picked my way down the unmade
street after dark, and I thought that the Freach Revolution bad
started all over again when, on turning a corner, I came face to face
with people carrying flaming torches to light their way.

This was a suitable introduction to the timeless realm I was to
visit on the morrow. Dawn is a short-lived affair in the Canaries.
Although I set off before the sun had risen, I had not goae far
before it was pouring down on my already hot back. But a long
hour later, as I at last came abreast of the platean, I was glad to
have brought a pullover, for I was hit by a wind which was chilling
although not cold in itself.

The path ran on the level through Canary pines and round a
steep barranco which gave glimpses of the sea, I came across a man
working on a cultivated patch, and some distance onat last reached
Teno Alto, which 1o one I spoke to up there refesred to as any-
thing except ‘the village’. Walking down the wide unmade track
between its occasional bouses, and past the half finished building
of breeze blocks which was to be the remote district’s fist school,
the only sounds were from the wind, and from the ragged hens
fluttering away at my appearance. In the certaiaty that I could get
a sandwicb of some kind I had broughr nothing to cat, and was
dismayed to lcarn, at the only shop, that there was no baker, and
no supply of bread for another two days.

Still determioed to reach the lighthouse, I trudged on beyond
the village across 2 now trecless tableland. It was broken up by
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several ridges, and I was soon all but lost. After about two miles
1 passed a couple of empty farmsteads, and theo saw an old man
and woman moving about outside a third,

“The lighthouse? It’s a long way. But turn right at the end of that
field, walk straight on, 2nd you'll be able to see it in the distance.
No, thete’s no village down there, although you say it is marked
a3 Teno Bajo oo the map. There arc just a few empty buildings,and
1 can never remember anyone living thece, Come 2ad have a cup of
coffee on your way back.”

At the coner of the field a boy with some goats redizected me,
and on the grassy slope where I at last came in sight of the light-
house far below I found two women looking after some cows, Onc
of them was obviously a little simple. As the lighthouse, cleacly,
was too far to seach with the time at my disposal, I retutped to the
welcome and geaerous offer of a cup of coffee.

“You found your way alright?” enquired the old lady as she
ground up the necessary beans in a little coffee mill. “That boy at
the comer of the field is not all there, as I expect you realized.”

1 told her that he had seemed perfectly normal, but that one of
the women appeared a lirde odd.

*So is the other. All three of the people you saw arc half mad.
And all are my children.”

T learnt that her only normal child, a son, had emigrated to
Vi 1a. Inbreeding is no doubt inevitable on such a remote and
i ible plateau. The sh ge of rain there means poor crops;
but the grazing is good, and the goat’s cheese of Teno is famous
througbout Tenerife. I enquired about it.

‘Yes, 1 have all these here waiting to be taken down to Buena-
vista, where I expect the merchant will take them on to Puerto de
ta Cruz.” She pointed to what might have been half a dozen wheel-
bacrow wheels. ‘My wooden mould staraps a flower on the top of
each, and I’m told that at Puerto they ask for “the cheese with the
flower”. Yes, you can certainly purchase one if you wish: it will
be one less to carry down of riseo.”

With an improvised but ancicot balaace she weighed my cheese
with the aid of a series of stones. I was to cnjoy the taste of Teno,
a delicious distillation of wind and solitude in crumbly off-white,

131




Tenerife
for long after it had bumped on my back down the steep path back
to the outer world.

Just as the road from Santa Cruz to La Laguna aad Tacoroate
follows the ‘pass’ between the central massif of Teide and the older
massif of Anaga, so thete is 2 road across the north-western corner
of the island which follows the similar ‘pass’ between the ceatral
massif and the other older massif, Teno. We have already travelled
part of this road on our way to El Tanque in order to egjoy tbe
view of Garachico from above. Now we continue along it, journey-
ing from sub-tropical through Mediterranean cultivation to a
Connemara-like country up at Erjos, and finally to an almost
Pennine-bare landscape before we go through a natrow cutting
and at once find all the west of the island bencath us.

The compadison which leaps to mind is with the west of Gran
Canaria. Furtber down there are even the samc almond trees
blossoming unseasonably in late January. But in Tegerife the peak
overshadows all, and the fisst village we come to beass its name—
Santiago del Teide. Opposite its curious white mosque-like church
a stony track winds up towards two other remote hamlets of the
tableland of Teno. Although marked on some maps as a road it
should be avoided by anyone on wheels.

But then the entire road system south of Santiago should be
approached with caution. It is improving rapidly, and where new
surfaces have becn laid they are exccllent; but there are still dusty,
bone-shaking gaps. In 1966 there was a good road from Santiago
to its dirty little port, in the shadow of the giant cliffs—los Acanri-
lados de fos Gigantcs—where Teno mcets the sea. But the coast
road for fiftcen miles south, past Playa de la Arens with a sandy
beach but a fierce sca, and the two slightly larger but equally
primitive fishing villages of Alcalé and San Juan, was as yet un-
made. Along this west coast it almost never rains, and this was the
dustiest road I have cver humped along.

From San Juan a good road runs up to the high-set inland town
of Gula de Isora, and then north towards Santiago again. Indeed
from Chio there ate two parallel roads: one via Tamaimo and one
via Arguayo. And just where the two separate is the beginning of
a third road, which when finished will run up to Las Caifadas, the
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fat roof of the island, and provide the quickest route from the far
west to Santa Cruz, The first few miles down from Las Cadiadas,
and the first few miles up from Chio already exist. I have followed
them both to where they end in utter loneliness, the latter amongst
pines with the shape of Gomera across the water, and behind, the
white peak which here seems so near.

Work is in progress on a highway from Gula de Isora to join up
near Adeje with the road from the capital to the south. This last
ten mile link in the circular tour of Tenerife will slice across the
island’s Jargest estate managed as a siogle unit, Some sevencteen
square miles hereahours have been British owned for more thag a
century: and although the style of living at the great house at Hoya
Grande in no way conflicts with Canary traditions, an English
taste is evident in the lovely gardens around i, and in the siting of
the manager’s new summer home overlooking the estate’s own
little port at La Caleta.

For me these western slopes will always be associated with
Desmond and Dorothy Goode, who came from deepest Devon to
identify themselves with this remote area, studying the folklore as
wellas farming at every altitude from sea level to 7,000 feet. Below
their garden terraces at Hoya Grande lay the plantations of bananas
and tomatoes. Far above lay the pine forests. It was Desmond who,
'in order to permit communication between these extremes, first
drove a pista down from Las Caffadas to the west coast.

There is another figure too, whom this area brings to mind: the
legendary Tiserfe ¢l Grande, who from Adeje is said to have
ruled the whole island to which he gave his name. The last part of
the story sounds like a transparent invention, and ir appeacs much
more likely that fener-, snow, -ife, mountain, was the name given
1o the largest island on their horizon by the inhabitants of La
Palma.

But that distant dry Adeje should ever have cnjoyed pre-
cminence seems so far-fetched that for this very reason I suspect
that there may be a grain of truth in the tradition. And gazing up
at those golden western slopes I have tried to imagine them a
century before Alonso Ferndndez de Lugo landed, before even
Béth had sighted L or the Virgia had appeared at
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Caodelaria. Theo, when the pines came down to the 1,000 foot
contour, this must have been the best and the largest stxetch of
uninterrupted grazing oo the island. The shepherd king of such a
realm must have been a patriarch amongst shepherd kings. Could
not the legendary st ing of Adeje’s overlordship two or three
gencrations before the conquest have been due to the growth of
agriculture in the more fertile north, as fresh techniques were in-
troduced by visiting Buropeans?

Adeje has a place in history even without Tinerfe el Grande. It
became the seat in Tenerife of the Counts of La Gomera, who at
one dme had a thousand negro slaves working their Jand here. No
Negroid characteristics survive amongsr the present population,
however, in contrast to the coastal districts of Gomerz itself, whese
wide jaws, thick noses, and darker skins blend not unartractively
with pative and Ibetian elements. The Casa Fierte, or ‘strong
house” of the Counts was designed for the protection not only of
themselves, but of all this south-western corner of the island. This
fortified mansion, after a severe fire, is now a mere shell; but the
adjoining farm, divided between two families, preserves a pair of
iron cannon balls together with the largest of the sixteenth-century
pieces of ardllery which used to fire them. 1 was told that it proved
t00 heavy to remove when the lighter pieces were taken to be
melted down during the Civil War.

The quict, shady little town, the choir of whose church is lined
with unexpected Gobelins tapestries, has grown up paturally at
the mouth of the decpest and narrowest barranco in the islands, the
one place where water was always to be found in this dry south-
west. But it is the fearsome gorge rather than the green shade
which has inspired its name: the Barranco del Infierno. The cascade
at the valley head has beca changelled into a concrete gallery which
winds about half-way up along the northern wall, and the path
alongside forms the easiest route up the valley. The water course
can not only soothe 2 beated brow, but provides proof—very
welcome after two or three hours without seeing a living soul—
that other human beings have passed there. I found an almond
tree, pechaps self-sown, with its nuts scattered on the ground
unharvested.
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National characteristics change little over the years. I have
sl\vays felt chat ou( own gravest fault is an inability to keep our
to D of rhc quisition show that
sixteeath- and h-century Engl were 0o better,
Amoagst scveral cases involving our compatriots in Tenerifealone
1 noticed that of Duarte (i.e. Edward) Monox, who arrived at
Adcje as captain of the Perocles with a cargo of sugar. He was
brougbt bcfore the Inquisition on 1oth September 1604 for haviag
blicandin private co! ions heretical
on images, t.bc Papaey, and other points of doctrine.
Long ago I would have saluted Edward Monox as a martyr,
but I have since scen 100 many of his successors pontificating
aver their third or fourth codae. ‘T don’r agree with worshipping
the Virgin Mary.” ‘I don't like Franco.” Let them mind their own
business. The Inquisition knew perfectly well that it was only a
short step from speaking agaiast images to smashing images, of
which John Sanders was accused on gth Fcbru:u'y 1565. They
kucw too that hetesy sometimes went hand in hand with other

dinp p

d Thus Bartol, Cpcllo (i.c. Barthol Cowcl.l)
of B le, impni; d for Calvi in 1592, confessed to the
jditional crimes of band and sab

The port where the Perocles cast anchor was probably Los
Cristianos, the island’s one harbour worth the name after Santa
Cruzitself. It was here that a small detachmeat of De Lugo’s forces
landed at the end of the conquest to receive the capitulation of
Adeje. For two centuries the danger of privatects, and fot another
two centuties local politics, in tum prevented the emergence of a
second port to take even a little traffic from the capital, no less
than sixty-six miles away.

Now at last Los Cristianos is growing, and is already bigger
than Adeje or than Arona, the little town up in the hills on which
it still officially depends. The reason for its growth is tousism, but
what now brings the visitor is the same as what ought in the past
to have brought the ships. Surrounded by a semi-circle of bare
brown hills and facing west, it is sheltered from the winds which
so often make life unbearable at other southern beaches, such as
E! Médano. And the foree of the Atlantic solless is broken Gestly
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by the headland of the Camisén, and then by the jetty, to produce
on at least tweaty-eight days a month a calm bay fringed by golden
sand on which the sun beats down.

In claiming twenty-eight days of wind-frec sunshine a month I
make no exception of February. Storms in the Canaries generally
come in March, and even then are but a pale shadow at Los
Cristianos of the destructive tempests of the north coast. Twice I
have stayed there the whole of February and have swum three
times every day. I entered the water first at a few minutes past
eight, when the sun appeared over the Mouatain of Guaza. Thes
1 used to bave a longer bathe at midday, when the sixty or seventy
cxpatriates had taken up their regular positions on the beach. And
my final dip came late in the afternoon, whea Gomera was already
changing colour, and when distant Hierro might soon appear
briefly outlined against the sunset.

In the light of this sunshine, in a climate not so much of prima-
vera etsrna as of verano eterno, the one criticism of Los Cristianos,
‘there is nothing cxcept the beach,” has little validity. One waots
pothing clsc; and though lights in the smaller centres of the
Canarics' ate too dim for sustained reading, the cvenings pass
quickly over a glass of wine at Manolo’s bar with Mr. and Mts.
Browa and Kristina Lafquist, or with the occasional visit fo a
(genenlly quite recent) film at the Ciné Marina for less than a
shilling. Soon there will be all too much.to do. A luxury hotel is
about to join the simple friendly Hostal Reverdn: the three days
old Daily Express can already he purchased at Enriquc’s gencral
store. A hundred more tourists will suffice to crowd the beach
uncomfortably, and in a few years perhaps the only relic of the
blessed isolation I once knew will be the difficulty in getting any
sound from the radio. For Teide blocks all the European, and even
the Canary transmitters, and 1 was reduced to picking up such
snippets of general news as Radio Scnegal chosce to sead out from
Dalar in a fruity French more high-flown than anything heard in
Paris.

Small though the beach is, and inbred the sodiety of foreign
residents which has collected rhere, Los Cristianos is the only
worthwhilc place fox a winter boliday anywhere on the southern
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or castern coast. Though they will figure increasingly in travel
agent’s brochures, Xintend to dismiss in a very few lines the resorts
which are being developed.

At Las Galletas a landowner for whom I nourish a fond admira-
tion has joined with Belgian capital (hence the name of the develop-
ment company, Ten-Bel, meaning Tenerife—Belgium) to build the
estate called Costa del Silencio. From many of the well-butlt houses
there ate fine views over a foreground of rocks and expborbia
towards Teide. But the swimming is directly from the low cliffs,
down [adders into the heaving swell.

Los Abrigos, the pext potential fesort, s at present simply a
dirty lictle fishing village. But beside the coastal track betweea
thete and that red rock landmark, the headland called the Punta
Roja, lie two beautiful and deserted beaches, El Confital and La
Tejita. On the day 1 visited them there was only a moderate wind.

Beyond the Punta Roja stands Bl Médano, with an equally good
beach, bu( swept whc_ucvcr I have becen there by a blast which has
made g or ible. Those who kanow the
place bener Assurc me that calm days are not unkaown, but they
also assure me that they are not typical, Such little local life as gives
it character is imported down the steep but well-engineered road
from the commercial centre of the south, Granadilla, Yer El
Médano is already the onc place in the south which appears in
¢very programme, and the small military airpont beneath the Punta
Roja may yet reccive direct flights from Europe.

The full name of Granadiila is Granadilla de Abona; and the
name of the most obscure of the old Guanche kingdoms is recalled
again by Poris de Abona and the nearby Punta de Abona, fifteen
miles op from Bl Médano as the crow flies (tweaty-five by road).
The lonely beachless coast with its low cliffhas a certain dim beauty.
The village is as dim a3 the memory of Abopa itself. I believe that
the coast betweea hece and Puerto de Giiimar is cqually uninspir-
ing, although T only know it from travelling along it a few hundred
yards offshorte. The maps mark a number of beaches, but only one
can be approached by road. It must be remembered, too, that many
Canary playas can be sand today, and shingle or cven rock after a
night’s storm.
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From this depressing coastal survey. it is a relief to turn inland,
and in particular to the highroad to Santa Cruz which follows
roughly the 1,500 feet contour at from three to eight miles from
the sea. This is in itself depressing to anyonc who drives along it
frequently, for it contains no straight stretch of more than two
bundred yards in all the sixty-six miles from Los Cristianos. Some
claim almost a hundred twists and turns, others more than a
thousand. It all depends on how big they have to be to qualify for
counting. The higger ones are duc to the many barrancos which the
r0ad can only negotiate by following them in to the point where
they are narrow enough to be bridged.

‘The motorway to the south will shorten the journey. But it will
also cnd a mental experience, a study in btown, a view of the
world at an angle of thirty degrees, in which candelabsa cacti, and
lirtle white towns beyond barrancos, and storage caves, and the sca
far below, and the occasional dark suggestion of pine forests far
above, are alike remembered in a sienna haze. The bazc exists only
in the memory, for visibility is never less than excellent in the
soutb of Tenerife.

There ase two miradores from which, thanks to this visibility,
much of the south can be surveyed. The first, beneath the rock
called La Centinela, the Sentinel, allows us to see much of the land-
scape from the Punta Roja to Chayofa. This last place is the head-
quarters of Don José Tavio, on whose land lics the Costa del
Sileacio. A keen local patriot, he has conducted more than one
minister from Madrid over the potato fields, the tomato planta-
tions, aad the cucumber gardens made possible by the wates
galleries, over his packing stations and estate developments, and
ceven over the mock airfield which he has already laid out in white
lines 5.2 broad hint of what the south needs and of where it ought
to be.

Legend has jt that the cavalcade of cars then winds up to Chayofa,
a welcome splash of colour amidst the brown, past the only petrol
station 1 know that is wreathed in bougainvillaea, between the
huge earthenware urns planted with geraninms, to a great white
hall with maay windows, the largest building for maay miles.
Hexe, sucely, the patrician holds court. Here will be prepared the
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banquet to close the day. It is already past three, late for lunch evea
by Spaaish standards, and the minister’s lips move in anticipation.
And whea the great doors are Aung opea a baaquet is indeed
revealed, already taking place. In a double line of stalls the finest
milking hetd in Tenerife is chewing the cud.

The countryside we dominate from La Centinela was the last in
Tenerife to see an eruption (Chinyero, 1909). It scems hard to
imagine volcanic forces so near the quiet clean little town of San
Miguel, the line of whose houses and trees appears beyond the
barranco. But that exuption cost no lives, whercas twenty people
died at the next town, Granadilla, when in 1g6: the town hall
collapsed through mese old age.

Granadilla is an importaat junction. Apart from the main high-
way ruaning theough it and the road which drops to El Médano,
it is the terminus of the southern route up to Lag Caifadas, which
itenters by a gap in the crater wall called the Boca de Tauce. About
half the distance from Granadilla to the Boca de Tauce, and mid-
way in altitude between them, stands the highest village in the
archipelago, the beautifully named Vilaflor (flower town). At
4,800 feet it is a beautiful place in its own right. Below it lie
terniced fields cultivated on a system resembling Lanzarote’s,
whereby they are spread with a layer of sand to attract the dew.

Amongst their crops are vines, from which comes the best known
white wine of Tenerife. It can be purchased ‘loose’ from any of the
bars, and from many other houses. Although more than rwice the
prmc of the white wine of Lanzarote, it is not, to my taste, as good.

1 bad a bottle of each side by side, and wus able to make 2 direct
comparison such as few have the opportunity of doing. Purely on
its owm merits it is pleasantly dry, and oot altogether unlike man-
zanilla.

Above Vilaflor stretches one of the most extensive of the sexies
of Canary pinc forests which form a continuous but uneven ring
between the 4,000 and 7,000 feet contours, between the cultivated
lands below and the deadland of Las Cafiadas beyond. Because of
its drier climate it is not as dense as the better known forest of La
Bsperanza. But it contains some fine trees, one of which, zoo feet
high, has the record for girth of the species, being about nine feet
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wide. Its distance from the capital, and the immense view down
towards the Punta Roja and the Pupta de la Rasca make it the
loneliest and my own favoutite Tenerife forest. The combination
of height, sunshine, and resio scented air should make Vilaflor a
healthy place to stay, although I have never met anyone who has
done so.

To reach the second of the two miradores of the south we must
travel chirry miles on from Granadilla along the maia road, through
Guanche-sounding hamlets like Chimiche aad Icor, which incon-
gruously send off sacks of potatoes o stand in many a market and
greengrocery of midland England. The mirador of Don Martin
stands where the great brown slope of the east coast is dramatically
interrupted to leave a gentle shelf which by contrast appears as a
coastal plain,

It is easy to sec why the menzy of Giiimar ranked second in
powet oaly to the mencey of Taoro, fox their vallcys were comple-
mentary, one to the south and one to the north of the main range.
Xnevitably that of Gisimar is drier, and as the pleasant but unin-
teresting town of Giiimar itself js sheltered round morc than a
huadred and eighty degrees by encircling mountains, it is both
sunny and protected from the wind. It is su.rpnsl.ug, therefore,
that no foreigners stay therc, especially 2s bers did
wintet thete in the early years of the century.

So much depends on the presence of a good hotel, and writers
of that gencration sang the praises of a comfortable, isolated, and
now, alas, forgottea establishment at Gilimar called the Buen
Retixo. However, a modern hotel was going up at the mirador of
Don Martla irself when last T passed there.

From their bedroom tetraces its guests will be ahle to look down
not only on Giiimar hut across at Arafo on the other side of the
valley, which produces a white wine prefcrred by some to that of
Vilaflor. In the middle of the plain they will obscrve the baby
volcano callied the Montafia de Giiimar, over goo feet high
despite irs toytown appearance from the mirader. Though this
volcano hides much of the coast, they will have a glimpse of the
little port of Gilimar, which like Pucrto de la Cruz may find a
lasger role when the southern motorway is driven through. Be-
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yond the Monta#ia de Giiimar they will sec the much steeper coast-
line running all the way to Anaga; and although Santa Cruz itself
is invisible they will recognize its position by the great ships
standing out at sca.

Then, lowering their eyes a linle to where the cliffs begin and
the coastal plain eads, they will become aware in the distance of a
building larger than any in the town of Giiimar, and bigger indeed
than many public buildings in Santa Cruz. They will be gazing at
the shrine of Ous Lady of Candelaria, patron not only of Tenerife
but of the Canary Islands as a whole.

Fatima and Lourdes owe 1o the appearance of the Virgin their
elevation from remote villages to world pilgrimage centres. In
choosing Candelaria for a visitation, on the other hand, sbe was
paying tribute to the importance already possessed by Giiimar in
pre-conquest times. For her statue was discovered standing on a
rock oear the sea by two Guanche herdsmen late in the fourteenth
century, a full century before the invasion of Tenerife by the
Spaniards. Oae of them threw a stone at the mystetious figure
when she refused to answer him, and found his offending arm
paralysed. This evideat power, her beauty, and the mystery of her
arrival caused the mencey Damarmo of Giiimar to summon all eight
of his fellow kings, who agreed that she should be placed in a cave
on the site of the present basilica, where she became the object of
veneration throughout the still pagan island.

In 1464 Sancho de¢ Herrera, of the family who by now ruled the
four lesser islands, seized the statue and carried her off to Fuerte-
veatura, Every morning there she was discovercd with ber face
turned to the wall, and whea in 2ddition a plague broke out it was
decided to return her to Tenerife. Thirty years lacer she was fully
integrated into the church immediately after the conquest, and the
first basilica was built for her early in the sixteenth century. Her
departure was as sudden 2s her arrival. In 1826 a freak storm
accompanied by a tidal wave carried her out to sea.

The present statue, though only a copy of the lost original,
resembles many fousteenth-century works of the Christian Medi-
terranean. Whether even at that early date Giiimar was already
more friendly towards newcomers, or whether the ptesence of the
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Virgin for over a century disposed its mencey against resistance to
the Spaniards, the time and place of her asrival could not have beea
more propitious. The great red stone figures which surround the
square outside her basilica represent the Guanches of whom, in a
deeper sense than Alonso Ferindez de Lugo, she became the
conqueror.

The road to Santa Cruz js particularly precipitous in the first
two miles after Candelaria, and winds along a steep slope all the
way. It is the countespart of the steep slope along which winds the
north coast road from Tacoronte to Orotava. And between the
two, along the very crest of the ridge, runs the most extraordinary
road in Tenerife.

We can reach it by turning up the asfopista and then left at the
statuc of Padre Anchieta, along the road marked to La Esperanza
and Las Cafiadas. Beneath the sign is a detachable plaque which
normally reads ‘ABIRRTO’ (open), of a type at once recognizable by
thosc familiac with mountainous districts of the Peninsula. It is the
only one of its kind in the Canaries, and it is only rarely that it
reads ‘CERRADO’ (closed). But it can do, for we ate about to climb
to country so high that even at this latitude snow can fall there.

And what a climb! After four miles we pass the village of La
Esperanza, and soon afterwards eater all of a sudden the pine
forest of the same name, as the gradient increases, beasing us
higher and higher above tbe plain of La Laguna. Another two
railes on is a restaurant, with a short road to the left down to a
glade where stands a monument.

‘This is Las Raices, the roots. The name stems presumably {from
the gnarled roots of the fine specimens of Pimus canariensis all
around, but a great movement also had its roots here. For in this
sylvan setting, where Robin Hood himself would have fele at
bome, Geaeral Franco, then Caprain-General of the Canaries,
gathered the Tenerife garrison on 17th June 1936, a month before
he flew to Moroceo and on to Seville at the begianing of the Civil
War. The comparison which kept ing itself 1o me, however,
during an utterly silent and lonely day amongst the grear pines,
was not with a gathering of outlaws ia the greenwood, but rather
with a prayer meeting of the Ironsides before Marston Moor or
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Naseby. Not everyone likes Oliver Cromwell, but few will deny
that his dedicated career left England a stronger nation.

Barely fifteen miles from the capital, the Esperanza forest is 2
favourite goal of week-end and holiday excursions, and is criss-
crossed by paths and even tracks open to vehicles. There is a fine
panorama from the mirador of Pico de las Flores, three miles be-
yond Las Raices. Better views, however, await those who persevere
up to the 5,000 fect level and beyond, where the pines are thinoing
out.

We realize then why this is called the carrefera dorsal, the back-
bone road. For we are now following the crest of the ridge berween
the two seas. In the absence of trees we arc able now to see the
coastline far below on either side, towards Orotava on the north
and towards Giiimar on the south, and generally at lcast La Palma
and Gran Canaria amongst the other islands. Not always, for on
overcast days along the north coast this is the cloud level. Here,
1hcre€ore as alwnys just bcyond the habimat of the pine, lies a belt
of in which predomi two equally
indigenous phms Jaurel and heatber.

Still we climb. The first time I travelled this road I came in the
opposite direction; and the sight of the thin line of tarmac winding
far ahead with the ground sloping steeply away on both sides made
me want to turn back—if I could have found a place to do so. But
one becomes used to anything, and this is not in fact a dangerous
road.

Practically the only vegetation now is a hemispherical bush
sometimes several feet across: the retama or broom of Tenerife’s
lunar uplands. In Apsl and May it flowers, carpeting this seem-
ingly dead country with white blossom. Then can be seen every
now and again a brown cylinder between the retmas, and the
silence is broken by a low hum. ‘The bees are busy collecting the
famous honey of Teide and storing it in hives whicb are still made
from hollowed palm trunks as by the Guanches.

There are other plaats besides the dominant refara, notably the
codeso, Adenocarpus viscasws, And at the Llano de Maja, just before
El Portillo, at almost 7,000 fect, live the last thirty members of the
species of Serratula canariensis. The remotencss of its habitat is no
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guarantee of survival. For it only reproduces slowly, and only
devclops slowly, and the young plaats during their long infancy
are killed off by recently introduced insects.

Up on the left we pass the observatory and television transmitter
of Izafla, which enjoys a view of the entire cast and south coasts
from Anaga to the puata de Ia Rasca. Then we drop a few hundred
feet to reach, with as much suprise as Livingstone encountering
Stanley, a road junction. This is El Portillo, where the road from
Orotava joins us after an even more abrupt ascent, zigzagging
from the exotic vegetation of the Botanical Gardens, through the

crops cultivated below A up beyond pine
and bat.hn to rock and refama in less !hzn twenty miles,

Here begins the National Pagk of Las Cafiadas, which although
by no means absolutely level is best regarded as a high tablefand:
an alfiplane as the Peruvians or Bolivians would call jt. After
travelliog the fifteen miles to the Boca de Tauce we shall be at
about the same altitude as when we left El Portillo. We may travel
the fifteen miles rather slower than we cxpect, for the internal
combustion engine, like the human body, notices the thin air.
From the Boca de Tauce the road drops stecply to Vilaffor and the
south, and from there, t00, run the first few miles of what whea
completed will be the highway to the west coast,

This meeting of four routes in Las Caffadas shows Tencrife as
the supreme example of a rule which applies in varying degrees to
ali the islands except the lower, more level Fuerteventura and
Lanzarote. This rule is that the shortest way from one point on
the circumference to another is across the centre, however high.
Even when, as here, this involves a climb of over 7,000 feet, it
avoids the time-consuming twists and turns of the coastal roads
a3 they wind round the barrasncos.

This was cvidently realized by livestock graziers from the ealiest
days of the conquest. For saiadas was the word used in the penin-
sula for the routes followed hy the flocks of the mesia, the greac
merino monopoly. The Guenche shepherds, too, knew Las
Cafladas, wherc their carthenware vessels, filled with stores of
grain, age even now sometimes discovered hidden. It has beea
suggested that their owaers may have deparied hurriedly when
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the flocks of goats, then as now, made their sudden, inexplicable
mass descent 10 a lower altitude at the turn of the season.

From all this it can be gatheted that Las Cadadas are not alto-
gether devoid of Life. The refama are supplemented in the arez near
the Parador by a daring plantation of pines, which now that goats
ate forbidden to graze up here may have the success it deserves.
In 1964 half the trees had died of drought, for although it very
occasionally snows up here it almost never rains. But it is said that
woodland in itself actracts moisture, and on my visit two years
later I saw far fewer withered brown skel the now
taller trees.

Men, t00, not only pass through but also stay up here. There is
a restaurant at El Portillo, and a white sanatorium off the road,
like a mirage in 2 blaek desert. And there is the Parador itself.

It is less adventurous in design thaa the one at La Cruz de
Tejeds in Gran Canaria, and was under indifferent mapagement
when I was last there in early 1966, But when the last taxi full of
tourists from Puerto has left in the late afternoon, and the last lorry
returning from Santz Cruz to Granadilla has rumbled eerily away
jnto the immense black shadows over the Liano de Ucanea, the
handful of guests setde down to a unique experience. Thrown
together with less intention than the members of an Aatarctic

pedition, they ble the ¢h in a novel, caught by
chance on some storm-bound Hebridean island or a Shangri-la of
science fiction, They converse with increasing frankness round the
flaming pinc logs as they become hourly moce aware of the insulat-
ing quality of the urter silence without.

Dawn is as strange an expeticnce as sunset. Waking at 7.30 in
my motor caravan, I would find the water from the waste pipe of
the sink frozen on the ground. Yet half an hour later, immediately
after the sun had ssen, I would be eating breakfast in its rays,
wearing nothing but a slip and sua-glasses.

There arc many square miles, lost to view among the rocks and
retama bushes, wherc it is possible 1o sunbathe weacing cven less.
With its wonderful air, and the excellent water from the spring at
the castern end of the Llano de Ucanca, I have found Las Cafiadas
ideal for a few days of utterly simple and perfectly healthy living.
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I have not tasted the supreme expetience it has to offer: the
ascent of Teide. I am assured, however, that this presents no
serious difficulties, although the refuge but at Altavista, up beyond
the light-coloured shoulder called the Montaffa Blanca, is closed
during the winter.

The cixcumference of the uneven plateau of Las Cafiadas is
edged by 2 whole chain of jagged peaks, amongst which Guajara,
named after the beautiful sister-in-law of Bencomo of Troro, is
the highest in the Canaries after the ‘new’ and ‘old’ peaks of Teide
itslf. El Portillo and the Boca de Tauce represeat the only gaps in
this surrounding wall through which roads can be driven up from
north and south,

It is a puzzling formation, over-simplified by those who descbe
it as one vast extinct crater. A more plausible explanation is that it
represents the collapsed peak of an earlicrand even greater volcano,
a ‘pre-Teide’ of over 16,000 feet. This would have risen at least
22,000 feet from the ocean bed, rivalling Everest in abrupt con-
tinuity, and with a peak white all the year. For the lesser Teide
that faces us across Las Cafadas today, at 12,152 fect the highest
mountain in Spain, lies only 2,000 feet below the perpetual snow
lige.

How dare I speak of lesser! Although the main reason why I
have never made the ascent is that Jam not a elimbing man, I shall
not make it cven when that sacrilegious funicular is at last com-
pleted. The Guanches recognized gods when they saw them, and
showed a proper respect for their own presiding deity.
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Gomera

T'he land across the water exercises a spell which only a visit to it
cag break. From oaly twenty miles away Gomera beckoned me
during two long stays at Los Cristianos. Once a weck a small boat,
almost the sole survivor of the many odd services which used to
ply between the lesser ports, arrived from Gomera with workers
for the tomato fields of south Tenerife, and once with a whole
family complete with goats and hens. But when, at the beginning
of March, I decided to cross over myself, a storm sprang up the
night before the boat was due, and took some days to blow itself
out. The macaroon silhouette on the horizon became 25 desirable
as Avalon or Cythera, aad as unattainable.

Such anticipation g lly leads to disappointment. But though
the mail steamer has now carried me there twice, the spell of
Gomera is with me still.

Ialready knew well the greater San Sebastidn, the Basque resort
which is Spain’s summer capital, and realized that San Sebastdn
dela Gomera would have little in common with it except the name
and the sea. To my surpdse, bowever, it shared one other feature:
a huge statae of Christ on 2 hill overlooking the bay.

It seems an extraordinarily quiet and peaceful little town to be
che capital of an island which sends so maay emigraats to Teacrife
aad further afield. It is also surprisingly level: as flat as Arrecife
and a good deal more flat than Puerto Rosario. For although
Gomera’s highest point, Alto Garajonay, is lower than that of all
islands save the two easternmost, it offers the most difficult tecrain
of all for communications. The jagged peals which close the view
up the barranco of San Sebastidn look fearsome enough even before
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one realizes that they have to be climbed by anyone travelling by
r0ad to anywhere clse in the island.

For this reason most trave] until recently was by sea to the
nearest landing point, and then by mule-track into the interior. A
road of sorts now zigzags round the nosth of the islaad, but
Manolo with the Morrre-¢-s-¢555 verde, who has replaced Miguel the
muleteer, takes four hours to cover the forty miles to Valle Gran
Rey—twenty-two as the crow flies. And in the south the important
fishing villages of Playa Santiago and La Rajita, linked to the rest
of the island only by terrible dirt tracks, still depend upon sea
transport for all ordinary business.

This rugged terrain has determined Gomera's past history and
its present interest: the development of its unique whistling lang-
uage, and the survival of a primitive community like Chipudc. For
in relation to size it has the most eventful history of any of the
islands.

A history with tragic moments: there is a paenace in that serrated
rocky outline behind the quict town. Herndn Peraza ‘the Elder
was aware of this menace when in the mid-fifteenth century he
built the squat but solid square stone tower which dominates the
bay. Though Béthencourt had elaimed to bave received the gomeros’
submission, and later Prince Henry the Navigator had established
a Portuguese base in the south of the island, subsequent events
show that thete had been no true conquest.

Jobn II of Castile secured the withdrawal of the Portuguese by
agreement in 1450, and Hemdn Peraza, who already ruled Lan-
zarote, Fuerteventura, and Hierro established himself at San
Sebastidn. The title of Count of La Gomera was granted a quarter’
of a century later 10 his son-in-law Diego de Herrera, as part of his
compensation for renouncing the right to conquer the three maia
islands. But this title did not at first have the same significance as
in fiftcenth-century Burope. The role of the Conde de la Gomera
was nearer to that of the Jate Roman comes from which the title
‘derives. He performed a specified work of defence in rerum for
privileges. His relationship with the islanders was based on the
gdnigo, a native word meaning a pottery vessel, which like the
agreement it signified could easily be shattered by ill treatment.
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Difficulty of interpretation led to the succession of disasters
which overtook both partics to this uncertain contract. In 1481
Juan Rején, the disgraced founder of Las Palmas, had so far re-
stored hig position at court that he was seat off with two caravels
to conquer La Palma. Landing to take on provisions and water at
Hermigua o the north coast of Gomera, he was killed by servants
of the new Count, Herndn Peraza ‘the Younger (Diego de
Herrera’s favourte son), who bad been ordered to bring him
before their master alive or dead.

Gomera is a considerably smaller place than were the Plantaganet
dominions, where a similar ill~considered word led to murder in
the Cathedral. Had Peraza’s authorty been more direct such a
mistaken crime might never have been committed.

For mistakeq it was. Summoned to the court, where he met and
marxied the beautiful heiress Beatriz de Bobadilla (rumoured to be
the patamour of King Ferdinand), Herndn Peraza was only par-
doned on condition that he led a contingent of gomervsto help in the
still uncompleted subjugation of Gran Canaria. Pedro de Vera,
the governor who had succeeded Rején at Las Palmas—he had
prevented his predecessor from landing there, and had every
1eason to be pleased at his death—placed him at Agaete where
he got on well with the local commander, Alonso de Lugo (see
Chapter Four). As in many later campaigns right down to the
Civil War, the gomeros” ahility to communicate hy whistling proved
invaluable.

Back on his own island, the Couat and his bride behaved in such
a high-handed manaer towards the natives that these had good
cause to consider the gémigo broken, But one particular incident
served as the spark of rebellion. It has come down to us in such
citcumstantial detail that even jts incidentals can be accepted as
shedding light on the sitvation in that remotc island almost half a
milleanium ago.

Nor content with one lovely wife, Herndn Peraza took as mis-
tress a beautiful native princess named Iballa, whom he used to visit
in her cave, Guahedus, in the west of the island. In anger at her
violation, her chieftain father Hupalupa, her hrother, and her be-
trothed, the chieftain A perche, pired to kill the seducer.
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As a safe place to plot they chose a low-lging rock about fifty yards
offshore from Valle Gran Rey, which has been called ever since
“La Baja del Secreto’. Bafa is a local word meaaing a rock or reef,

After they had agreed on their plans Hupalupa’s son expressed
a doubt: ‘And if the Count finds out?”

His father’s reply was immediate aad to the point.

“If he finds out it will be through you,” be cried, killing this
weak-willed conspirator with a dagger.

The reomining two surrounded the cave of Guahedun with
their men on zoth November 1488, while the Count was within
making love. Disturbed, Herndn Peraza sought to escape by a
mountain track. Iballa, standing at the mouth of the cave, heard
the whistled signals of her father’s men plaoning to cut of her
lover’s retreat. She shouted a warning:

* Ajel ibos jujague saven tamarec] Run, fly, they are going to climb
by your path!®

He did not ru fast cnough, however, and was cut down.

His murdeters at once led their forces towards San Sebastidn.
Beatriz de Bobadill, informed of what bad taken place, had just
enough time to send for help to Pedro de Vers, and then shut
herself with her babies in the Torre del Conde. This was probably
the only existing building in the islands outside Lanzarote capahle
of withstanding the attack which raged arouad it for some days,
until the relieving forces arrved from Gran Canaria.

Then began a savage repression, in which the natives of Gomesa
were really conquered for the first time. Many were sold into
slavery, although Hupalupa himself is said to bave escaped by
swimming to Tenerife, then still free. The court, on learning of
this brutality, ordered the re-purchase and return of the slaves, and
the disgrace of Pedro de Vera.

The implications of this story can hest be considered on one of
the solid fea* floors of the tower itself, or on its flat roof, looking
out over the bananas which have replaced the sea which helped to
protect Beatriz de Bobadilla from the warriors of Hupalupa.

It tells us so much. That prehistoric Gomera was not under a

! Heart of pine, 2 magnificent wood given only by the fnest examples
of Pinas canariensis.
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single chief as Viera y Clavijo claireed, but under several—as
might be expected from its terrain. We even hear the names of its
four tribes: Jpalan (San Sebastidn), Armiguad (Hermigua), Agsna
(Vallehermoso), and Orome (Arure). And besides these place-
names we are given almost the ooly complete sentence of any of
the native languages to have survived: Iballa’s cry of warniag to
her lover. It is revealing that Herndn Peraza, most of whose life
had been spent in Gomera, could evidently understand this cry
perfectly, but was unable to follow the whistled signals which had
alerted Iballa to his danger. That the island had been occupied but
unconquered for so long, and that the enslaved natives were ran-
somed and returned agrees with anthropological evideace that
Gomera has a higher proportion of gative blood in its present
population than any other island. Finally, Hupalupa’s legendary
swim to Tenetife (why did he not slip across in a boat?) reinforces
the belief that the natives had lost—if they ever had—any know-
ledge of navigation.

Beatriz de Bobadilla was not the woman to languish in lonely
widowhood. Later she was to marry the great Alonso Ferndndez
de Lugo. And already only a year ot two after her first hushand’s
murder she was to enter into relations with a man who in the roll
of history ranks higher than any governor or conquistador.

I have deliberately used an inconclusive phrase to describe the
connection between the Lady of La Gomera and Christopher
Columbus. Their liaison may have been purely commercial. On his
second voyage, in 1493, for example, the new Noah purchased
in San Sebastin all the domestic animals and some of the sceds
with which to colonize his Indies.

He 00 doubt realized the need for these from his years spent in
Madeira, which had required similar introductions only a couple
of generations earlier. No doubt, too, Gomera attracted him as
Madcira had done, as a far outpost to the west. In 149z, when
Tenerife and La Palma were stll unconquered, it offered the last
passable harbour in the Spanish dominions. But in Madeira
Columbus had been a married man: when he touched at Gomera
be was a widower. . ..

The island’s repuration Jess than four years after its Count’s
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murder and the savage repression of its fierce native revolt cannot
have been a savoury one. Was the Admiral drawa by some attrac-
tion more compelling thaa its rather poor harbour facilities? It has
recently been proved that Beattiz de Bobadila was present at the
court of Castile at times when it had been thought that she was
confined by Queen Isabel to Gomera.! The itinerant court was by
its very nature a relatively small society, and when there she could

indeed she t—have met Columb

Perhaps they merely discussed his need of provisions, and her
terms for supplying them, in their mercenary fiftecnth-century
way. Perhaps, as some authorities have suggested, the social gulf
berween them was too wide for their refations to be other than
commercial.

We are still in the Torre del Conde, where their interviews must
have taken place, and we experience a curious seasation even today,
standing in the oldest building in the Canaries sdll intact and in
use.? But what must he have felt like, in the last three storeyed
construction of the known world be was about 10 leave? And with
what interest must she have listened to this inspired yet practical
man of the world, who, whatever the difference in their sodal
station, had artived with the Queen’s warrant and as Admiral of
the Queen’s ships, to relieve the monotony of her remote island?

He was, after all, a fellow Europ in a newly d

colony. Even today, when the gomeros are Spaniards like any others,
and when the mail steamer calls regularly three times & week, you
will soon notice a foreigner in the quiet streets of San Sebastidn,
which still follow the regular plan of a later Italian, the royal
engineer Leonardo Torriani. The unhurried proprictors of the
dozen or so shops, all offering a similar range of wares from the
products of Heinz and Liebig 1o large iron pans for toasting gofio,
have plenty of time to question you and to comment on other
outsiders. I was always being told of the English family who used
to sail over in their yacht from Tenerife to the coastal estate they

2 Cristdbal Colén y Beatriz de Bobadilla en las antevisperas del Deseubri-
miento by Antonio Rumén de Armas, in £/ Murto Canario XX1 s960.

* Although burnt by the Dutch in 1599, its stonework and appear-
ance are surely little changed since 1492.
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had bought near Valle Gran Rey. And I was drawn by sheer com-
panion feeling to two women from Berlin who were over to buy
laad, and who were the only other foreign visitors at the same
time as myself. Beatriz raust have found in the friendship of the
cosmopolitan Italian at the very least a heaven-sent relief from her
ful, gibberish-speaking neolithic subjects.

Columbus, for his part, called here on his first voyage ia 1492,
on his sccond in 1493, and on his third in 1498, when she was
married again and living in Tenerife. But he conspicuously avoided
Gomera on his fourth and last voyage ia 1502,

Three other buildings claim connection with the discoverer. A
balconied house on the right-hand side of the main strect, in a very
bad state of repair, is said to be where he stayed. Heis also supposed
to have been entertained in a much more attractive house, in pro-
cess of restoration when I was there, Its pleasant patio is eatered
by a door in 2 blank wall of the main square, where the usual
bandstand in the shade of the laurcls has been joined by a sur-
prisingly moderaistic café.

Rinally the parish church, with greater right than the chapel of
San Antonio Abad at Las Palmas, can claim to be the last place of
worship where be praged before casting off on his great adveature.
It is a pleasant old building, with some pictures of uncertain
attribution and good woodwork bathed in 2 dim religious light.
Its incumbeat is generally arch-priest of the eight ptiests on the
island.

As 50 often, however, the sanctuary which reccives most de-
votion lies outside the town. It is the chapel of Out Lady of
Guadelupe, 2 couple of miles north along the coast, aad visible
from out at sea long before San Sebastida itself. On her fiesta in
October the Virgin is brought to the capital by boat, in the same
way that until recently most of her worshippers used to travel
round the island.

San Sebastidn was the birthplace on gth November 1757 of
Antonio José Ruiz de Padrén, whose career, in its parallels with
and differences from that of his contemporary the Abbé Sieyds,
sheds a revealing light on the parallels and differences of Spain and
Fraoce in the late cighteeath and early nineteenth centuries. He

154




Gomera

became a Franciscan aad in 1784 embarked for Havana, but his
ship was driven on to the coast of Pennsylvania. Reaching Phila-
delphia, the youag friar enjoyed a social success, and was invited
to the partics both of Franklin and of Washington. Wishing to
travel to Fraoce and Jraly, he obtained secularization from the
Pope in 1808, remaining a priest, but free of the discipline of his
order. He made good use of this liberty, being elected deputy to
the Cortés by the four smaller Canary Istands in 1811. His interest
in his homclaad led him to get the capital of the Canaries fixed
in Santa Cruz de Tenerife, and to artempt to create a diocese
of Tencrife. Under the restored Ferdinand VII ¢his liberal cleric
spent from 1813 to 817 shut in a convent, and it is not sur-
prising that he welcomed the revolution of 1820 and again
became a deputy to the Cortés. Like Sieyds he ‘survived’, but
only just, dying on 8th Scptember 1823 just before the French-
imposed reaction.

As already indicated, the best approach to Playa Santiago and
La Rajita is still by sea. When I went in search of the boat for
Playa Santiago I was delighted to recogaize an old friead: the
skipper with whom I had planned my abortive voyage to Gomera
some weeks carlicr, with the same falus which I used to see on its
weekly visits to Los Cristianos. He carried me over 2 now calm
sea, pethaps three hundred yards offshore, past bare cliffs and
headlands broken only at one point by a barraneo sufficiently deep
10 permit some cultivation at its mouth, where a pleasaat white
house with arched /ggia could be seen beyond the bananas.

Playa Santiago is biggee thaa most Canary fishing villages, for
work is provided not only by a canning factory, but also by a huge
agricultural estate, the 4grupacién Norvega. Here you will attract
less curious glances, for the people are used to foreigners despite
their isolation. Not only is the estate manager a Dutchman, but its
Norwegian proprietor, Thomas Olsen of the Fred Olsen Line,
lives in a large ‘chalet’ up in the hills for many months every yeat,
with children and grandchildren who descend by ‘jeep for day to
day purchases.

They lead a self-contaioed Jife up there, and need to. I had bad
quite enough of Playa Santiago myself after less than twenty-four
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hours, although at the shop-cum-forda where I got a room for
20 pesetas I met a Civil Guard who had onee been stationed at Cabo
Higucr on the French fronticr, and kaew all my fricnds there. But
1 enjoyed a swim off the stony playa, for it was hot in the wide
barraneo where the village lics, as it is anywhere in the islands when
the sun is shining and the wind is stilled. By contrast with the
south of Tenerife, the south of Gomera is relatively free of wind,
due perhaps to the protecting ridges which run up from the coast
towards the highlands round La Fortaleza and Alto Garajonay. It
is sometimes even called La Calma, to distinguish it from the more
blustery north.

Playa Santiago is technically a mere hamlet of Alajer6,! ughl
miles into the interior, which although smaller has the
It probably ties with Mogdn ja thc west of Gran Canaria and
Garafia in the north of La Palma, as the remotest administrative
centre in the Canaries. The youth at the wheel of a dust-covered
lorry which rumbled to a halt by the fonda told me that it had raken
Lim four hours to travel from Valle Gran Rey, only ten miles away
for an encrgetic crow.

Some of the obscure tracks followed by vehicles like these take
one across fascinating if bone-shaking country. There is even a
route now from Plaga Santiago to the north across the lovely
Montes del Cedro with their laurels, their giant heathers, and their
ever flowing springs. Bur the easiest way to reach the north is to
rerurn by boat to San Sebastidn, and then 10 rake a micro-bus®
west up the main road out of town.

It is a wonderful drive all the way. But twists and turns, steep
climbs and giddy descents, can pall after an hour or two, however

2 The six adminisrrative ‘panshcs of Gomera are San Sebastidn,
Alajerd, Hermi, Aguls, Valk and Valle Gran Rey. Another
quirk of their ‘boundaties ordains that La Rajita on the south coast
should belong to Vallehermoso, which also contains Chipude.

* The timetable of these varies with the mailboats, the number of
people travelling in from the outlying villages, and the mood of the
owaer /drivers. Enquire not at onc café, but at feast at three. A patriotie
young gomera admitted to me—it was bumility indeed—that they ordered
their transport system better in Hierro. Nor are fares cheap: nine shillings,
for example, for the forty odd miles to Valle Gran Rey.
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fine the scenery. So that it is the first quarter of the journey that I
remember best, the ten miles up that serrated massif, through
longer and longer tunaels—though I remember those ten miles
in the reverse direction, 100, coasting triumphantly back by moon-
light to catch the midaight mailboat.

The last tunnel, a third of a mile in length, cmerges beyond the
divide, near the junction with the forest track across the Montes
del Cedro, and the road drops rapidly to Hermigua. Irdgated
by the water from the hills, this is the most fertile valley of the
islend, and 2s a centre of population almost as important as
San Sebastidn. For only two miles beyond Hermigua, higher and
more attractively situated, stands Agulé, home village of the
painter José Aguiar, which dominates a vast seascape with a
backdrop of Teide.

An important port, however, could never have devcloped on
this steep and unp line, which culmi a few miles
on in the great pipe-like formations of the Puata de los Organos at
the northernmost cape. The road avoids this by climbing again
towards the interior, passing the hamlet of Tamargada where, 1
was assured, lived the descendants of a wrecked Dutch vessel. As
it redescends our eyes are held for some miles by 2 huge mogolith,
the Roque de Vallehermoso, which stands high above the village
of which it has taken the name.

The beauty of the ‘beautiful valley’ is not typically Canary, but
rather, es a gomero writet has expressed it, ‘ma bellega triste ds los
nortes solifarios’. Vallechermoso is a2 mountain village, like' San
Bartoloré in Gran Canariz or Vilaflor in Tenerife, but shelving
away to the north instead of to the south.

I can appreciate its unique flavour, however, with closed eyes.
It is the taste of mie/ de palma, the ‘palm honey” peculiar to Gomera,
of which Vallehermoso has the greatest production. A liquid called
grarapo is extracted from the heart of the palm tree after sunset, and
cooked on a slow fire until it becomes dense and black, relieved by
golden reflections. It can then be caten on bread, with cheese,
mixed in gofio, or by itself. The natives used to eat it with gofie, or
with the tarts they used to bake of flour gxound from fcm—xoos
Although its taste is easily ired it is hard to describe:
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between honey and maple syrup, spiced with that indefinable
Canary tang of volcanic soils and bottled sunshine which all who
have lived there will recognize.

Like all Cavary palms, those from which the grarapo is extracted
are date palms. But at Vallehermoso they produce few dates. There
is in fact only ope place in the archipelago where dates are in
commercial production: fiftcen miles further on, over another
range of hills, and down into the deep barranco of Gomera’s fac
west, whose string of half a dozen hamlets are known collectively
s Valle Gran Rey.

‘Two of these hamlets lie on the low but rocky shore, which has
2 number of intesesting fearures. From porth 1o south these are the
Playa del Inglés, a lonely, sometimes (depending on winds and
currents) sandy beach, where English pirates arc said to have cast
anchor to rest; a small patural pool called the Charco de la Condesa
(Countess’s Pool); another beach, stony, with a small hotel; a
larger pool, called of course the Charco del Conde; and offshore
from these that famous rock, the Baja del Secreto, where Hupalupa
plotted. From its wide mouth the barranco rapidly nacrows between
its two steep walls. Thaoks to their protection there is little wind
on the shore except at the exposed Playa del Inglés.

Away from the sca conditions arc sub-tropical. I did not ryself
stay in the hotel on the beach, but in a smaller forda in La Calera,
about half-a-mile inland, and the central hamlet of the valley.
Every motning I used to climb to the agores and choose a ripe
papaw from a trec which rose behind the house, While the pro-
prietress prepared it, peeling it, cutting it ioto segments, and
sprinkling it with sugar, I started on my bread aad coffee.

My table was sct under a shade to protect me from thealready hot
sug, and as X gazed out over the banana plagtations and the waving
palms to the blue sea I wondered if this could really be carly April
—and 1966. For three meals and & room in this earthly paradise
were costing me nine shillings a day! I publish this, against my
better judgement, only because Concheta, for whom I developed
2 great respect and affection, has asked me to send her more
visitors.

In the mild evening 2 smell gathering would assemble in the
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‘street” outside, a street too narrow and irregularly sucfaced for the
most primitive wheeled trafic. Here with my fellow guest, a con-
tractor over from Santa Croz on government business, the retired
village schoolmaster, and a couple of neighbours, I would listen
to the schoolmaster’s radio faintly crackling the news from an out-
side world immecasurably remote.

Theo, after we had discussed the latest event in space exploration
or Viemam, I would lead our conversation towards topics of
interest less general but pechaps in the final resort more lasting.
The mucder of the Count would be recouated once again by the
descendants of Hupalupa. The prophecy of Aguamuije the seer of
Valle Graa Rey, who predicted the conquest, would again be rar-
velled at. So would the career of his son, Miguaa, whose prowess
fighting for the Spaniards in Italy earned him the admicing title of
King of Arms, so that he was baptized Juan Negrin de Artmas.
There would be reminiscences, too, of local fiestas, chasquidos de

Juerga as they aze known in gomero axgo( in which the sad gjaraste
danceis panied hy the catskin coveted
tabor.

Every now and again the quiet of the night outside our little
circle would be broken by a shill note, sometimes piercing and
near at hand, sometimes distant and oaly faintly perceptible. One
of the neighbours would listen intently and perhaps eomment:
“They want Jaime.” It abways provided the opportunity to steer our
talk yet again towards the most fascinating subject of all, Gomera’s
gift to the world, her famous si/bo.

Other systems of communication hy whistling do exist. But
Gomen's is unique, according to Professor Classe of Glasgow
Ugiversity, who has taken the trouble to spend scveral months in
the island learning it. For he deseribes it “as the only system based,
not on prosodic notes, but on purely articulatoty notes.” In other
words, it is ‘whistled Spanish’ in which the variations in the pitch
and tone of the whistle replace the vibration of the vocal chords.

Pechaps this is why it lacks the easy intelligibility esscntial to any
widely used system. For although whistlers of the same district

» André Classe, in Revista de Historia di Camarias, Tomo XXV,
Afio XXXII (1959), page 56.
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invariably und d each other, difficulti imes arise be-
tween those from differeat parts of the island—between those from
the north, for example, and those from San Sebastidn.

In San Schastida itself the sifbo is in fact heard less and less
f ly—although I was ished to hear it used on one
ocmslon ov‘cr the loudspmkex of Santa Maria ds las Nigves at berth
in the harbour. But in the more inaccessible localities it is employed
all the time. Cornelius Kriel, the Dutch manager, told me how it
helped in running the Olseq estate at Playa Santiago: locating the
foreman, for example, or giviag instructions when one irrigation
channel was to be shur off and another opened. After two or three
years there he could understand the occasional whistled word,
especially names. But it had its disadvantages, too. He could ever
make a ‘surprise’ visit to a distant plantation with a hope of catch-
ing the workers unprepared.

In Chipude Jesus Ferndndez came panting up the barrasco after
being whistled for, and kindly seat and reccived several messages
when he learnt that the demonstration had been put on for my
benefit. And in Arure I heard these remarks:

‘Is Miguel at bome?”

“Yes. I've jusrt heard bim whistling.”

And a litde later:

‘Look at Juanita running up the steeet. Her father’s just whistied
her.”

The retired schoolmaster of our evening gatherings was from
Valencia, and despite thirty-three years in Valle Gran Rey be did
not claim to understand a single word of the sifbo. But he related
this story to illustrate its efficacy.

One night early in his career there the people of La Calera
became worrtied by 2 number of mysterious lights moviag scem-
ingly at random on the steep and treacherous slopes of the moun-
tain at the mouth of the barranca to the south. Had a party lost their
way in the dark and run into danger? Anywhere else a search party
might bave set out in grim ceterminadon, But a few whistles
brougbt the reassuring reply that the lights beloaged to some
people in search of a kid to kill for a fiesta on the morrow.

" 1 never asked hit where these searchers on the mountain came
160




P

<]
i}
5

Ioved Vir,

3. Gomera: the wel




24. Gomera: the fifteenth century Torre del Conde, oldest building in the Canaries still intact and in usc, rises above

the banana planration which no here the waves once lapped up against its walls (pp. 149-153)







rater of San An nca thern tip of the islan

woods on the oot of the great central
ente (pp. 184-1




Gomera

from, but it would not surprisc me if they were from Chipude, the
village high in the hills behind Valle Gran Rey. Although often
referred to as the most ‘typical” village in Gomera, if not i all the
Canaries, it is not often visited. The tourist finds it difficult to
reach during a visit circumscribed by two mailboats. Even the
average gomero speaks of Chipude in a cusious mixture of scorn and
awe, much as the Lowland Scot (as in Rob Roy) regarded the High-
lander in the early cighteenth century. A young man beside the
beach of Valle Gran Rey told me that forty years ago the inhabi-
tants of Chipude were wild, and liable to drive intruders away
with stones.

“Pero boy da estén en el sigho veinte’ he concladed with relief. ‘But
today they are in the twentieth century.”

Our evening gathering was more uaderstanding, for one of the
neighbours owned 2 vineyard up in Chipude, where he had cousins.
The day had come to replenish his wine supplies, and he in-
vited me to drive up with him, his brotber, and their respective
daugbters.

It was unquestionably the most ‘rypically Canary’ day I ever
spent. We drove up through Arure, leaviag on our right the stony
mule track which until recently formed the only access to Chipude.
When we had climbed as far as the region of giant heather (erica
arborea, which in structure reserables our own mootland heather,
but whicb can rise to thirty feet) we turned off on ro the pew road
which wound along the hillside for several miles. The first hamlet
we reached, El Cercado, was almost as large as Chipude itself, two
miles further on. And when we arrived there, I soon realized that
the simile with the Highlanders was not mistaken.

They were a friendly but miserably poor people, whose peculiar
and once suspect characteristics wexe the result of isolation, an
isolation which had preserved old customs just as it had prevented
the adoption of new ones.

Thus at my host’s table I ate not only papas errugadas, potatoes
in their jackets steamed in salt water, such as might be served any-
whete in the Canaries, but also gofiv spiced with one of the famous
mojos or sauces of Gomera. This was prepared before my eyes in
a mortera, a mortar fashioned from a single piece of wood, such as
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the natives once employed. These are handed down from one
generation to another, for once with use they become impregnated
with the ingredients, the mortars themselves conttibute to the
flavour.

Come, que me dit mi abuela,

g0ff0 y caldo en la mortera.

Eat, what my grandmother gave me,

gofo and broth in the mortar,

1 was also able to sample another gomers speciality, almogrote, a
pdrff made from gratcd cheese, tomatoes, peppers, and oil.

After luach, when we went out to the bodega to fetch the wine
which was the object of our visit, my cyes lighted on a round stone
about two feet across, with a small depression in the centre. It
might have been one of the Guanche hand mills from the Archaeo-
logical Museum in Santa Cruz. But this one had becn in everyday
use until about three years earlier, when presumably the new road
had made it easier to acquire gofio from the mechanical gofio mill in
the town.

Importations from the ourside world have fortunately not yet
brought to 20 end the spianing and weaving of wool by hand.
Indeed, the women of Chipude turn naturally to this wben they
are too old to do anything ¢lse. Some half-dozea, I was told, were
engaged on this most of the time, and in answer to a whistle the
nearest old lady emerged from the back of her cottage a hundred
yards away, spindle and distaff in hand.

1 saw some of the finished products ia regular use, and so hard
wearing was the closely woven patural oiled wool that they
scemed likely to remain so for years ahead. I purchased a mochila
or shoulder bag, and was shown a costal or donkey bag, like those
in which most goods wese transported around the Canares until
a few years ago. I saw t0o a great blanket, or jerga, and was told
the local refrain:

*Sop ds Chipaude,

traigams jerga,

<1 me da frio

me abrigo en ella.’
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‘Fm from Chipude,
fetch me a rug,

if ¥ get cold

I'll shelter myself in it.”

The good people of Chipude preserve survivals of the past not
oaly in their tools but in their features. They had fairer skins and
bluer eyes than their cousins with whom I had driven up, though
they were not particularly tail, as the natives are said to have been.
Like Highlanders everywhere they are great emigrants. We were
greeted by a young man in rawhide boots and a studded belt six
inches wide who had just returned home after several years in
Venezuela. And many of the able-bodied, men and women alike,
had ‘gone to the south’, meaning the south of Tenerife, for scasonal
work on the tomato plantations.

So it was through a largely deserted village that the two gidls of
our party accompanied me to show me the church, oge of the
oldest in the island, and far enough beyond to see the strange
flat-topped mountain called the Fortaleza, And that was as far as I
ever got towards Alto Garzjonay, the highest point of Gomera,
aear which there still survive a few wild pigs, and where there is
a perfect example of a /dgfror, an opeq space with seats adapted or
roughly hewn from surrounding rocks, where native kings once
held court in a palace roofed by the firmament.

Driving back from Chipude we were lucky enough to see 2
shepherd carrying an as#ia, a stout pole about eight feet long. He
was kind enough to show me how he used ir for vaulting rapidly
downhill. This practice, dating like the silbo from before the
conquest, was developed likewise on account of the difficult
terrain.

We stopped again at Bl Cercado. For it is here, and not at
Chipude itself, that the women of five households still produce the
same style of pottery that we see in the Canary museums. The clay
which they fashion by hand alone, without a potter’s wheel, comes
from pearby. But the red ochre vamish applied before it is baked
has to be fetched from near Alto Garajonay, 2nd is found nowhere
else in the island. All ten pieces produced, each with its specialized
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use, have native names, which seem to have been similar in several
of the islands. Four of these vessels, for holding milk, water, gofio,
and figs, lay carefully wrapped in my mocdila as 1 sadly sailed awny
from Gomera.

164



4713

Hierro

“The cliffs looked as mysterious as they were sheer, when before
dawa one moraing I at last gazed on Hiecro after a night’s passage
from La Palma. Was it, I wondered, a subconscious desire
which made me iavest these stoep walls of the furthest, most
westerly, and most inaccessible of the Canaries with an imaginary
grandeur?

I learnt later that I was guilty of no such lapse. Hicrro, simply
because it is so small, has an insufficient catchment area to possess
a ‘network of tortents,” such as in the other islands have opencd
up the barrancos and created beaches, Indeed I could find no beaches
worth the name, despite the liberality with which Firestone has
splashed playas round the coast. Even the staff at the minute
Cabildo Insulac was vague about the existence of the beaches
claimed for the south-east berween Taibique and L2 Restinga.

In this abruptness of its cliffs Hierro resembles Sark—for I have
written a book on the Chaanel Islands and cannot help making an
occasional comparison berween the two very different archipelagos.
One can understand how Béthencourt, on landiog, found that he
could mske no contact with the natives, who had retreated en masse
to the interior. He eventually persuaded them to descead through
the agency of a captive he had brought with him who was the
Herrefio king’s brother. Theteupon, in the most shameful act of
his career, which strongly reminds me of the walrus and the car-
peaters’ treatment of the oysters, he promptly carried off the eatire
people and sold them into slavery.

The depopulation may got have beea complete, for later in the
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fifteenth century we hear of pative dissatisfaction with the new
rulers. But aathropological evid: b the written
record, for there is little indigenous blood in the veins of the
present population of Hierro. This may be one reason why herrsfo
i3 the nearest Canary speech to Castilian, with less musical melan-
choly, and more of the exact enunciaton of the mesesa. But
this ‘purity’ of speech, although easily recognized by another
canario, is less apparent to the outsider, who will chiefly distin-
guish the berrefs fot his rough good humour,! and for his accep-
tance of the visitor as a temporary member of the 7,500 strong
island family.

In these respects they have much in common with the people of
Aldemey. And just as Alderacy is the only Channel Island with an
inland capital, so as it happens is Valverde the only inland capital
in the Cagaries. ‘La Villa’, five miles and 2,000 feet above us,
seems a capital indeed as we wait expectantly on the quayside for
the bus to leave the tiny port of La Estaca, with its tweaty cottages
and its little chapel of San Telmo. As we climb we arc surprised
1o see below us another group of houses further up the coast.

“That is La Caleta. All those houses are owned by people from
La Villa, who go therc for the summer.”

A litle further on a road zigzags off dowa toanother and slightly
bigger ‘summer resort,” Tzmaduste, with several new houses and
a swimming pool. Our ¢xp ions of the metropolis ris¢.

We are brought down to earth not so much witb a bump as with
a dull thud, as we slowly realize that the mean street corner—it is
nor even a plaza—where the guagua has set us down is indeed
Valverde’s centre. These two modest cafés opposite each other are
the most sophisticated places of entertzinment in the whole island.
The two other ancient buses parked alongside form, with our own,
its entire transport system.

We are a few feet higher than La Laguna, so that it is often
chilly; and there is gencrally a wind blowing to increase rhe sense
of desolation. Nor js there very much to do, or cven to see, to

1 This also applics to the berreda. ‘Bellss las berredas no som, pero
cariosas sit’ as one of them remarked. “Yhe girls of Hierro may oot be
beauties but they are affectionate.”
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prevent one from slipping into boredom and depression. The
church—again like Alderney’s—is vast but not very old: of greater
interest are the two whitewashed chapels (invadably locked) on
the road out of town to the north.

Out of town? Oge is out of town in just three minutes in any
direction, for with a population of 2,500 it is no more than a village.
Most guide books give a figure of between 5,000 and 6,000, but
thig is the population of the municipio of which Valverde is the
aywmtamiento. There are only two mmnicipies in Hierro, the other
being Frontera with 2 population of about z,600.

This administrative division has little relevance when we set to
work 10 explore the island, as we shall after half an hour in the
capital. Xf our stay is to be a short one we may be wiser not to wait
even so long as half ap hour, but to enquire at once when and
where the three buses are going. Los Transportes de Vigjeros del
Hisrro operates a splendid service, but it must be utilised to the
fullif one is to get around in the minimum of time—and there will
always be a later opportunity to sec Valverde.

On enquiry, then, it will be found that our owa bus which has
brought us up from La Estaca also runs to El Barrio. Another goes
to El Pinar. And the third rups to El Golfo. These, with La Villa,
are the four divisions of Hierro which really matter, and their
names are well chosen.

E! Barrio means ‘the suburb’. It consists of the string of small
villages to the north and east of Valverde, and roughly on a level
with it. The most important are Mocanal, two and a half miles
away, Erese a mile further on, and Guarazoca a mile farther still.
They arc casy to reach, and even their churches are serviced by the
priest from La Villa (there are only four priests in Hierro).

Lifc in the ‘suburb’ lacks most suburban amenities. As clse-
‘where in Hierro rai when it ionally d ds, is stored
in underground wnks, and sometimes has to last for several years.
But the villages have the compensation of a glorious view over an
immensity of occan and towards the three other westem islands.

Beyond where the road through El Bardo ends there is an
almost sheer drop into El Golfo. This cliff, known as E! Risco, can
be climbed up a steep path by those who know rtheir way: Mrs.
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Stone was accompanied up it by guides. It is still in constant use,
and one old geatleman, whose bome was down in EI Golfo, but
who owned a parcel of land in E¥ Barrio and had 2 married daughter
there, told me that after a morning spent with her he would reruen
down El Risco on his own. He also told me that his oephew had
recently caught on El Risco one of the giant lizacds, Lacer/a simonyi.
He had previously helieved them extinet since the government had
allowed ‘foreign expests’ to take the last of the ancient species from
their traditional asylum on the rocks of Salmor out at sea.

Although X did nor try, and would not recommend, the short
cut down El Risco, I thoroughly enjoyed another short cut. This
was on my way from El Golfo to El Pina, in the carly morning.
Had I continued to Valverde I would have had to spend all morn-
ing hanging around before catching a connecting hus. So I de-
scended instead where the pista forestal from the south joins the
main road up on the Cumbre or cenmal platean.

I set off through laurels. For Hierro, with its highest point,
Malpaso, at almosr 5,000 feet slightly higher than Gomera’s, has
just as many ‘belts’ of forest as her larger neighbour. The mist on
the plateau, which alone makes vegetation thereabouts possible,!
was soon behind me, X was careful not to take the track ro the right
which passes the chapel of Our Lady of the Kings, the island’s
patroness, and which acts as the supply road to the lighthouse of
Orchilla, Then, after a stretch of open country, begaa the pines.

It is just oot true that one forest of Canary pines is much like
anorher. As I come to each in turn I fecl the need for a full page
to describe its peculiar favour, which I then find impossible to
capture in words, The pinar of Hierro is somehow sunnier than
agy other: sunnier even, in retrospect, than that of Vilaflor. It is
dense enough in places—I got lost for a time—but almost tangibly
dry, as might be expected in this dry island, where raia is as rare
28 in Fuerteventura.® The wonder is that it should have survived
the hostility not only of nature but of man.

* And no doubt also made possible the ‘miracle’ of El Garoe, a tree
whose [eaves distilled water undl it blew down in 610,
* And like Fuerteventura, Hicrro has been ‘adopted’ by the govern-
ment and excused much of its tax burden,
169



Hierro

I was givea an example of the latter when I suddenly ran into a
herd of sheep and goats. The figure in chacge of them cxpressed
great relief that [ was not the forest guard.

“Yo have been found here with my animals would have meant
a fine of a thousand pesetas. But what am I to do, when every
blade on the bare hillside is dried up?*

It is the same dilemma, so pathetic in the particular, but so
sinister in the mass, which over two millennia has destroyed forcsts
from Scotland to Cyprus, and which in this century is taking its
toll from the New World and Africa.

Going downhill all the way, I at last reached the Casa Forestal,
where dwelt the dreaded forest guard. Here, where the ees were
beginping to thin, I met a man with 2 mule, and cnquired the
distance to Taibique, the main settlement of the district, and itself
often called simply ‘El Pinar’,

‘Only another kilometre. You are not from these parts, I can
sce. Eaglish, you say? Well, I am Juan Pernéndez, and I have a
house down at La Restinga. It hasn’t got much furniture, but here
is the key. You are welcome to stay down there as long as you
please. Foreigners like it down there, and one Geoman even lives
down there, and has opened a bar.’

‘This generous offer illustrates three characteristics of the berredar.
They are in every sense and the best sense “unspoilt’. A great many
of them possess a second house, or what the Freach would call a
risidence secondaire. And they are enormously impressed by La
Restinga and their solitary foreign resident.

I did not accept this kind invitation, as I had already decided not
to visit La Restinga, the far southemn point of the Canaries, about
which I already knew all thete is to know from a Swiss woman
who had spent a weck there. She had walked the seven or cight
miles, for the only transport is by cxpensive taxi from Taibique.
She described it as a miserably poor fishing village like Playa
Blanca in Lanzarote, or Los Abrigos in Tenerife, where swimming
was not impossible, but not good either. She, 100, was impressed
by the enterprising Geeman who has not only started bis bar at La
Restinga, but also bought up land adjoining one of the putative
playas on the south-east coast.
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Taibique jtself is a rather larger place, with steep cobbled paths
between its solid little houses, the sea far off down a long, long
slope, and the hiat of something dark and menacing behind. This
last, when faced and examined, proves to be merely the pinewoods.
Desmond and Dorothy Goode were in Taibique for its fiesta, and
enjoyed the taste of sucking pig roasted on pine logs. The people
of El Pinar are regarded a5 an independent lot who go their own
way, and have a diffecent accent from the other dérredas—whether
more or less Jike Castilian I could not discover. And here, as at
Chipude and Sabinésa, you will sce old women spinning in their
doorways.

‘The country west of the track from Taibique to La Restinga is
totally uninhabited, except by rhe lighthouse keepers at the distant
Jaro of Occhilla. But it was inhabited in prehistoric times, for a
cave near the middle of the south-west coast contains one of the
more mysterious of the Canary rock inscriptions, Los Letreros
{discussed in Chapter I).

‘Taking the guigua from Valverde to El Golfo our route for the
firgt seven miles is the same as for El Pinar. It climbs rapidly from
‘La Villa,” and on reaching the plateau passes through  fair-sized
village called San Andrés, the only place of any importance which
does not fit easily into my four divisions. Soon afterwards the
route taken by the bus to Taibique branches off to the left, some
miles before the pista foresral which I took myself. Then begin
the great views.

Better than most place-names, Et Golfo explains itself, whether
our ficst association is ‘the Gulf of Mexico” or ‘the yawning gulf”’.
For the whole of Hierro probably represents a semi-circular vol-
canic crater of which the northern half bas slipped away into the
sca, to give us a steep drop towards a wide curving bay. From
above tbe shore line, continued by the Roques de Salmor out at
sea, looks even more semi~circular than it is, aad the comparmtively
flat tand behind it is the island’s richest agricultural arca, Relatively
the richest, for this is no Orotava. Butalittle mote soil has collected
down there, and the winds blow a little [ess fiercefy. One syndicate,
making use of well water, has even managed to cultivate a few
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acres of bananas, a small splash of deeper green as we gaze down
from the Cumbre.

Good views continue 2ll the way down to Frontera, which
proves to be not a single village but a complex of dispersed ham-
lets, some with obviously native names. If “Taibique’ was not
enough to convince you that not all the natives were carried off by
Béthencourt, try “Tigaday” and “Tejegueste’.

Five miles beyond the last of these hamlets, a thousand feet up
the side of a mountain which climbs four dmes higher, lics the
westernmost hamlet in the Cagaries, Sabinosa. In remote places at
the end of the world* time is often described as standing still; and
although the church here looks as if it was built yesterday, Mis.
Stone’s engraving shows that it looked exactly the same eighty
years ago.

So, too, does the famous thermal well just beside the sea, ¢/ Pogo
de la Salud, asound which has grown a primitive but cxtensive
balneario. 1 found it difficult to imagine a hundred or more summer
visitors filling the cubicles of these rough huts and taking the
waters of this L ible spa. Its empty added a ful
note to this rather beautiful coast, even stecper to the west, and
covered by a very Canary selection of ‘plants of the foreshore,”
which recur to my mind whenever I think of Sabinosa, But there
is no melancholy abowt the taste which I recall: the sustaining gofio
with rich goat’s milk served me by the postmistress in whose clean
and welcoming home I slept.

The careful reader, studyiog a map of Hierro, may complain
that I have not mentioned one group of villages above the cast
coast, halfway between Valverde and El Pinar, of which the most
importaat is Isora. I did not visit them, because I was told that they
are not of great interest, and that in fact they have few permanent
inhabjtants. For small though the istand is, and poor, many berrefor,
as indicated eaclier, have more than one house. And Isora and its

* This was the end of the world unil 1492, and a century and a half
Iater Punta Orchilla, beyond the lighthouse, was officially adopted as
the meridlan by Richelicu. The last and entirely appropriate supporter
of this meridian, right up to 1918, was the Austro-Hungarian Empire.
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surrounding hamlets evidently consist mainly of résidences secon-
daires, to which people go for the summet. Thus, I met a lady who
although illiterate owned “fincas” both at Isora and down at Los
Llagillos in El Golfo.

She proved an excellent informant on the present state of the
law of property on Hierro as applied to fig trees. Yes, it was quite
true, she said, thac a field was often left to oge child, and the fig
tree on it to another. Her own father had owned a field on which
the fig trees were the property of someone else. The grass under
the fig tree belongs to the fig trees” owner—they ate low, wide
trees, covering a lot of ground—and many quarrels have started
when the fig leaves have been taken by the landowner for his
animals. Fig leaves have caused trouble in gardens even more
pasadisial than the Hesperides, and recent legislation is surely wise
in giving the owner of a field the right to buy out’ the owner of
the fig trees.

Another village with no true permanent residents is Bchedo,
about two and a half miles north of Valverde. Bored by the capital,
in which I bad all evening to kick my heels until the departure of
the midnight bost, I wandered out along the road towards El
Barrio. My reveric was interrupted by a greeting from a figure on
a donkey bencath whose wide-brioamed hat grinned a face which
might have belonged to a character in a picaresque novel, or ln
Tom Jones. Hearing that X had a few hours to fill, he invited me to
accompany him to Echedo, where he had a finca.

A well-preserved sixty-eighr, Don Domingo Padrén belonged
to the generation of sanarios who emigrated not, as today, to
Venczuela, but 1o Cuba, He had lived there from 1917 to 1932, and
since his return to his native island had become a pillar of society,
being now the head of the Sindicato de Labradores (evidently the
National Farmer’s Union rather than the Trade Union of the farm
labourers).

Arrived at Echedo, we called on his brother-in-law for 2 drink
of excellent herrefo wine, and I learnt that he too had purchased
his comfortable house merely as a résidencs secondaire. In fact only
one of the twenty or so dwellings of Echedo seemed 10 be per-
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manently occupied, by a retired couple who found life quieter ‘out
of town’.

A car full of mose Echedo householdess had now ardved, while
Don Domingo himself had disappeared.

*You’ve been lucky to have met him,” I was told. ‘Don Domingo
Padrén is the unofficial akalde of Echedo, and he’s giving a party
tonight.”

By this time another car had bumped towards us over the stony
track from town, and in the sunset we all wandered towards his
house, where the ‘mayor’ beckoned me down into a dark bodzga full
of casks from which he was drawing off wine. When we emerged
after a long aperitif we found that the womenfolk of the party were
busy preparing vegetables and kindling 2 firc. They handed us
some bocadillos to keep us going, and we went round to a big room
at the back of the house, where to the accompanimeat of guitar
and #mple L heard some old Aerreso airs, and an uproarious Cuban
ballad rendered by Doa Domiago himself.

There seemed to be about thicty people by now, all of whom
had come out from La Villa after their day’s work. Although I
recognized few of the faces, many of them knew me. One man had
scen me on the quayside when I arrived. Another had noticed me
in the Cabildo Insular. A taxi driver had seea me in Taibique. A
young man in shirt sleeves proved to be the barmaa in the café
wherc I had caten one of those delicious cheesccakes for which
Hierro is famous. I was sad at having to leave for the boat before
the deliciously smelling meal was ready, and just when I had
located the living heart beneath Valverde’s dead sudfuce.

Onc of Don Domingo’s guests that evening was a baker. He
very kindly told me the ingredicnts of the famous ct ke, the
quesadifla berreria: One kilo of cheese (ideally goat’s cheese, or that
mixture of goat’s, sheep’s and cow’s cheese oftca found in the
Canaries), half a kilo of sugaz, three eggs, two hundred grams of
flour, lemon, and cinnamon.

“But I haven’t really given away a secret,” he added, as he said
goodbye. ‘Even I, when in Teaerife, although I've had all the right
ingredients, have never been able to make guesadilla berrera as well
as in Hierro.”
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La Palma

Few people have heard of La Palma before visiting the Canaries.
Those who have often confuse it with Las Pelmas—with every
excuse when Palona de Mallorea confounds still further, But few
have been in the archipelago for more than a week without hecom-
ing curious about this important but little known island to the
west, whose fields are greenest, whose women amongst ¢anarias
are the loveliest, and whose ratio of altitude to area is the highest
in the world ’

These statements are all true. More subjective is the commonly
voiced view that La Palma is the most beautiful island, for tastes
in places are more personal even than tastes in female looks.
When first I went there I wanted to be charmed and was charmed.
Now that I know it better I realize it to be lovelier than I had ever
imagined. But now, too, I know the other islands better, and
realize that each has a wnique personality. La Palma has neither the
beaches of Fuerteventura, the dry south of Gran Canaria, the snow-
capped peak of Tenerife, the giant heathers of Gomera, the strange-
ness of Lanzarote, nor the friendly isolation of Hierro. But I am
arguing against myself, When pressed I feel bound to admit that
La Palma is the most beautiful island of all.

Although only the fifth in size, being slightly smaller than
Lanzarote, it is easily the third in population and importance. It
always hag beco. With Tenerife and Gran Caparia it defied conquest
for almost a century after Béthencourt. Nor was it merely over-
looked by the Spaniards, although only one of their fifteenth-
century attempts at conquest has left more than the dimmest
memory.
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That one, however, will be remembered as long as the Spaaish
language is spoken. Guillén Peraza, only son of Hewndn Peraza
‘the Elder” was killed when leading this unsuccessful attack on the
chieftain Jedey of the Tajuya region in 1447. Had he lived he might
have proved 2 no better man than his nephew Hernda Peraza ‘the
Younger’, Couat of La Gomera and lover of Iballa. But they grow
not old who dic untimely in the Bower of their youth; and those
who were left carried ‘the body to Lanzarote .. ." so Abres Galindo
tells us, *, . . where they chanted ewdechas, funcral lameats, of which
the memory endures until today.”

“Liorad /as damas—si Dios os vals:
Guillén Peraza—gueds en La Palma
la flor marchita—de la su cara.

No eres Palma,—eres retama;
ores ciprés—de triste rama:
eres desdicha,—desdicha mala.

Tus campos rompan—Iristes voleants,
no vean placere—sino prsares;
eubran tas flores—/os arenales.

Guillén Peraga—Guillén Peraza
d6 estd tu esendo?—d6 estd 1y langa?
Todo Io acaba—la malandanya’

The repetition of these lines moves us whether or not we under-
stand them, as does the poetry of Garcla Lorca, imbued with the
same fatalistic melancholy,

‘Guillén Peraza—Guillén Peraza
where is your shield?—where i3 your lance?”

There is a suggestion bere of the ‘neiges d’antan’ apostrophized by
Prangois Villon only a year or two later, which reminds us once
again that the early Buropeans in the Canaries were medieval men,
straight from the Hundred Years War or from a Spaia still partly
ruled by Moslers.
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There is a suggestion, too, of the coming Renaissance desire for
youth and for perfection. ‘The faded flower—of that his face” The
idealization of Guillén Peraza in his Esdechas is a literary achicve-
ment comparable with the plastic achievement forty years later of
EI Deneel in Siguenza Cathedral, the statue of a young man killed
at twenty-five at the siege of Granada.

It is curious that a dirge sung in remote Teguise in the first half
of the fifteenth century should have anything in common with the
poetry of Villon ot with Resaissance art. It is equally strange that
the fempo canario, the beat of Canary native music, became popular

hroughout Burope in the following century. This beat was some-
times of a 5:5 rhythm; and it may be that the Endecbas were written
to be chanted to pasticular music, and owe to thi their curious,
haunting metre. Reading them to myself, [automatically and unin-
tentionally adopt the soft, melancholy Canary accent.

Not the beat alone, but the whole backgtound of the Endechas is
that of the Canasies: palma, retana, volcanes. Abren Galindo tells us
that a volcanic explosion occurred in that patt of La Palma in the
time of Jedey—and it was in the same region of Tajuya that the
last eruption in the archipelago took place, as recently as 1949, To
the superlatives already heaped on La Palma we must add that she
directly caused and inspired the islands’ oldest and most exquisite
poem.

Big enough to repel invasion five hundred years ago, La Palma
is big enough today to have a capital which is more than 2 big
village, Santa Cruz de la Palma—could any name be more confus-
ingp—Jike the greater Santa Cruz de Tenexife, makes no attempt
to turn its back on the port, and has a fine promenade which docs
much to make up for the lack of beaches. On this promenade
stands the government Parador, built nearer the traditional Canary
style than those at Arrecife, La Cruz de Tejeda, or Las Cafiadas,
and bleading well with the balconied old houses alongsid

“This old world flavour js even more pronounced in the narrow
main street running parallel to and behind the Avenida Maritima.
Half-way along it opens to form a square, dominated by the monu-
mental porch of the padsh church of El Salvador, This is an
Italian-inspired construction on which work began in rgo3, al-
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though the church as a whole is clearly baroque. Facing it across
the street stands the well-proportioned aywitamiento, dating from
the reiga of Philip II. Its wide portico has a fine ceiling in heart of
pine, and there are more such ceilings inside.

At the very end of this main street, about three quarters of a
mile from the port, is a full-sized stone model of the Senta Maria,
the ship of Columbus’s first voyage, centre of a quinquennial fissta
in honour of Nuestra Sefiora de las Nieves, Our Lady of the
Snows. Alongside lies the Barranco de las Nieves, running up
towards her sanctuary, and overlooking it from a height on the
other side is the Castle of Santa Catalina, a well-sited old fort with
the simple chapel of Saata Catalin2 beyoad.

There is more to Santa Cruz than the one main street. Those

ing inwards and upwards will be d by several quict
old corners, and by one shady square with more animation, whese
the Santo Domingo monastery has been turned into a school.

La Palma’s tourist bureau, occupying a floor of a fine new
buildiag opposite the port, is second to none. Its luxurious office
is decorated with magnificent ‘blown-up’ photographs, some of
them taken from the air, which clearly rcveal the volcanic character
of many natural features. Studying them it becomes obvious why
the road south must go througb a tunnel soon after leaving town.
For it has to pass under the wall of a crater.

The free literature distributed by this bureau is technically well-
produced and translated into several languages. And the origimal
Spanish realy is literature, written by an enthusiast for his island
who is also a master of words.

I have been a fan of José F. Hidalgo, a man as noble as his name,
since he wrote to me in 1958 when first I was planning to visit the
Canaries. At the end of an efficient, factual, poiat by point reply
to oy enquiries he unexpectedly took off iato pure poetry:

“La isla es wn parddso; su clima, benigno y sano; sus bosques de pym 3]

Sayas 5 brezas, preciosos; sus aguas transp Y pun:,
y las gentes, catélicas, nobles, ilustradas y generosas.”

“The island is a paradise; its climate, mild and healthy; its woods
of pines and beeches (note the old-fashioned use of fayar instead of
bayas) and heathers, exquisite; its waters transpatent and pure and
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unpolluted and its people catholic, honoutable, intelligent -and
generous.” :

Even the formulz with which he eaded the Jetter after this
ringing peroration was transcribed ia full: “Your fond and constant
servant who clasps your hand.” An ordinary husinessman would
have abbreviated this to ‘s.s.q.e.s.m.”

On my most recent visit to La Palma I had the opportunity of
secing Seflor Hidalgo several times. Well into his cighties now, be
still spends many hours every day at the bureau. A secretary now
takes much of the routine off his shoulders, giviag him more
leisure for visitors like myself, to whom he speaks in a Castilian
almost as lyrical as his written prose, readeted still more attractive
by a light palmero accent.

¥ learnt that he had acquired his formal, gracious, rather old-

fashioned style while on the staff of what was then the greatest
newspaper of the Spanish speaking world. La Prensa of Buenos
Aires had i those days combined the authority of T4 Times with
the verve of Le Figaro. The pride with which he spoke of his years
in its service made me realize that with Peron Argentina lost even
more than the punctuality of her trains and the strength of her
peso.
With Sefior Hidalgo as adviser I planned journeys to cover those
arcas where I had not penetrated on my earlier visit. But before
tzking off round the island I must deseribe a shorter excursion
which will lead you to three places of interest in the course of a
single morning or afternoon.

T myself started on it before luach. But then I set off on foot,
trudging up the Barranco de las Nieves from where it reaches the
shore near the stone model of Columbus’s ship. ¢ Just go on climb-
ing and you cannot miss the sanctuary,” I had been told. And sure
enough in due course it came into view high up on the right.

The sixteenth-century church proved to be larger than I had
expected, with 2 well fumished and prosperous air appropriate to
the jewelled silver image looking down from the altar, and to the
prosperous island which looks to her as pasrona. And the church
proved to be only the greatest among a number of old buildings
round a squate of which it formed one side. Oge such building
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was the priest’s house, where with his permission I ate my lunch in
the shade of his veranda, finishing it just in time to catch a bus
which creaked up tbe hill from Santa Cruz.

This dropped me three miles further on at the ancieat chapel of
La Concepci6n. From there a sbort road took me to the viewpoint
atop the crater wall to the south of the capital, of which we noticed
the photograph in the tourist bareau. It was then only a quaster
of an bour’s walk to Breffa Alta, passing below La Palma’s
simple airport on one of the few flat terraces of this mountainous
island.

‘The valley of Las Breflas is intensively cultivated and settled,
and the twin dragon trees for which the village is famous stand in
fact sorne way outside, beside one of the many houses scattered
over the countryside. Brefia Alta is celebrated, too, for its font
where were bapuzcd t.he conquered natives and the ﬁm children
bom to the cong bly by the b | palmeras.
But I searched the church foz it in vain. Reconstruction was in
progress to treble the building’s size by extending two side aisles,
cach as wide as the nave; and it had probably been locked away for
safe kecping. I was even more disappointed not to have seen it
when told by another visitor that it was of English origin.

This other visitor was a native of Brefla Alta on 2 trip home
from Veaezuel2, to which many palmeros cmigrate despite the
relative prosperity of their paradisial isle. The extent of this cmi-
gration was brought home to me by a notice on the church door.
Tt was a long subscription list of ‘sons of Brefla Alta’ whose
donations were paymg for r.he reswnuon Against each name was
the sum he had g b ! A note und; h pointed
out that these were only a fraction of the parishioners at present in
Venezuela, and asked everyone to let their relatives there know
about Lhc a ppml

? views on Vi politics always intercsted me.
They did not like the d ic President Béth canario
though his origins. But of his dictator-predecessor, who took a
tiberal line on work permits and currency transfers, I heard it said:
‘Perez Jiménez era un caballero.”
There are plenty of buses back from the Brefias to Santa Cruz,
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and several every day right round the south of the island to Los
Llanos. Only in the wilder north are communications stll
difficult. Whea the track due west from Santa Cruz by 2 tuanet
under the Cumbre Nueva has been modemized, the road south
will become of secondary importance.

Even when it does, the visitor should never miss it, if only for
the sake of the view of Tencrife, Gomera, and Hierro from the
southern tip of the island. Half-way along this road, but some
distance below it lies the cave of Belmaco, where mysterious rock
inscriptions can be seen. As indicated in Chapter I, these may be
little more than ‘higher doodling’. But the cave is of interest, too,
as the ‘palace’ of one of La Palma’s twelve pre-conquest chieftains.

Even the regular service guagwas always make 2 hale at Fuenca-
lieate, the pleasant southernmost village where the road ruens
north again, This gives sufficient time to sample the white wine of
this district, produced by the only wine co-operative in the archi-
pelago.
I found it rather o ‘volcanic’ for my own taste. Little wonder,
for half a mile south of Puencaliente lies the perfect crater of San
Antonio, memorial of an eruption in 1677, It seems an unusual
situation for a volcano, with the sea only a mile away towards
three points of the compass. But 2 glance at the map reveals that
San Antonio is the last and lowest of a whole cordillera of extinct
craters running tight down the centre of the island. A southern
chain called the Cumbre Vieja is contioued by the Cumbre Nueva
which itself links with the chain of high peaks forming the Caldera
de Tahuriente, the yawning heart of La Palma.

It is this cordillera which nccessitates the thirty-two mile detour
to cover the ten miles from Santa Cruz to Los Llanos. Travelling
north from Fuencaliente we may well feel that it is worthwhile.
There is nothing spectacular, unless we regard as spectacular the
glint of the Atlantic a couple of thousand feet below scen through
the most ially Canary spech of Pinus jensis 1 koow.
We are becoming connoisseurs of the species by now, and soon
realize that La Palma produces the loveliest pines as well as the
loveliest women,

Presently we are made aware of a less happy superlative to which
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it can lay claim: the islands’ most recent eruption. This is a source
of great pride, and every bus drver will go out of his way to
indicate the point above Las Manchas where the gases and molten
lava issued from the mountainside, the wide belt of malpass which
represents the path taken by the lava flow, and the new cape
formed during its five weeks” activity, stretching three-quartess of
a mile into the sea.

“Tristes voleanss’ as the Endechas chanted as long ago as 1447, E/
voledn de San Juan fortunately caused no loss of life, but several
bouses and a fair number of fanegadas, some of them fertile, were
cengulfed. Its most serious side effect was to cut the main road, so
that traffic between Los Llanos and the capital had to go cither by
sea, ot by mule track over the Cambre. But for those who were
young at the time, z4th June 1949 was a red letter day.

“When we heard that a wo/idn had erupted,” said a man in his
forties from the north of the island, ‘we set off immediately after
work and reached the Roque de los Muchachos soon after mid-
nigbt. The view was fantastic. We could see flames belching from
the volcano mouth, and the lava flow was glowing like a red
river. We madc the climb several times duting the month which
followed.”

Ul his story made me work it out on the map, I had not
realized that it was possible to see Las Manchas from the 7,877 feet
peak to which he had climbed, the highest on Le Palma. The
distance is just over ten miles, but probably five times as much if
one attempted to travel it up and down the intervening hills.

One place which would not have been included in his eagle’s
eye view is Los Lianos de Aridane. Its name means the plains of
Aridane, one of the twelve tribal divisions of before the conquest.
The palmeros are justified in describing it as their Orotava. There
is the same old but prosperous town, the same -background of
wooded mountains, and the same rich fertile valley leading down
to a smmall port.

One of the finest of the old houses in Los Llanos is the Casino.
Tt always interests me that Spanish towns and villages throw up
spontancously social clubs more lively than those half-hearted
community centres promoted at public expense in the suburbs and

183



La Palma

New Towns of England.) And the Hotel Time where I had a
simple but comfortable room with running water for three shillings
a night, concealed a charming galleried patio behind its white-
painted lava fagade. This looked across to the large parish church,
solidly built of the same material

The church at Tazacorte, four miles and 8oo fect below, is older
although nothing in the furnishings or the extexior of the lirtle
building on  tiled terrace looking over the banana plantations to
the sea shows its antiquity. For it was founded by the conquista-
dores under our old friend Alonso Ferndndez de Lugo, who in
September 1492 landed at Puerto de Tazacorte two miles further
down, at sca level. Today this smali port with its natrow streets,
mean bars, and feckless colourful population of fisherfolk, offers
a marked contrast in low life to the sedate prosperity of Los Llanos.

De Lugo had good reasons for choosing it as his point of
disembarkation, for the territory of Aridane was friendly to the
Spaniards. Psychological warfare had made his task easier. Some
months previously a woman born in Le Palma, Francisca /a pa/-
mera, had been sent on a ‘softening up’ mission to her native
island. She had returned to Las Palmas accompanied by five of
La Palma’s kinglets, wbo were put through a course in Christianity
before being sent home.

Nevertheless the coaquest was far from being a watkover,
although only two out of the twelve chicftaincies offered resistance.

The joint rulers of Tigulate in the south-east, the brothers
Jariguo and Garehagua, hated all Spaniards because their sister
Guayanfarta had been murdered by a colonist from Hierro. But
their territory presented few obstacles to determined attackers,
especially when these were supported by a force of natives from
Gran Canaria uader the leadership of Femando Guatarteme and
Maninidra, two of the most redoubtable opponents of the Spaaish
invasion of that island ten years carlier.

The other recalcitrant terxitory, Eceré, was a tougher propo-
sition. It exactly corresponded to the great central crater, the
Caldera de Tabudeate. Then as now, this only offered two gates
in its steep rocky wall: the Barranco de las Angustias which reaches
the sea at Puerto de Tazacorte, and the pass of Adamacansis. And
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its ruler, Tanausd, was just the Leonidas-like figure to defend
these Thermopylean approaches to his kingdom.

He was more successful than the Spartans, for be held the eaemy
hosts at bay not for a single week but for cigbt long months. And
the mapner of his evenrual defeat was even more shameful. A
Melian traitor showed the Persians how to take the Spartans in the
rear; but the palmeros were never dislodged. Instead, they were
tempted down to the plains of Aridane on the specious offer of
negotiations. There, on 3rd May 1493, as the pathetic, trusting
tribesmen came towards the Spanish camp, they were cut down by
harquebus fire. Tanausy, broken-hearted, starved himself to death
on the voyage to captivity in Spain.

Something of his spirit must live on, for Eceré is almost as
inaccessible today, although no warriors bar our way there. Many
will be content with a view down into it. They should take one of
the frequent buses to El Paso, a small town a thousand fect above
Los Llanos with a factory which produces many of the best palmero
cigars, and a quiet, civilized little hotel called the Monterrey.

From there onc proceeds either by taxi or on foot to a viewpoint
called La Cumbrecita eight miles away. For the first two miles the
route is not very clear: one must bear sharp left when the simple
sanctuary beside the great teee called the Pino de la Virgen comes
into view about a mile away at the foot of the Cumbre Nueva,
From then on the road is plain, although never straight, twisting
and tumning apwards through increasingly dense pine forests, with
many a botanical surprisc underfoot.

The pine forests are still there when one reaches the Cumbrecita
at 6,000 fect, and it is over a green carpet of trcetops that one gazes
down to the floor of the Caldera §,000 fect below. The wall of the
crater opposite rises at some points to almost 8,000 fect, giving a
practically sheer drop of some 7,000 feet found nowhere else on
earth in this particular formation. An even hetter view can be
obtained by following a footpath to the left which in about ten
miutes leads along mountainside and ridge to a more primitive
mirador, with only the song of the birds to prove one s still in this
world.

At the Cumhrecita itself one is reminded of this world by the
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simple white Refugio. There is another such rest housc about ten
miles south along the chain of the Cumbre Nueva. Enquiry would
have to be made at Santa Cruz by anyone seeking permission to
use these delightfully sited refuges.

One is always told, too, to make enquirics at Santa Cruz and at
Los Llanos beforc embarking on an expedition into the Caldera
itself. Somc of the advice may be contradictory, for many who
discourse at length on its difficulties and dangers have never
atternpted it themselves. It is only when actually setting off across
the long spur north of Los Lianos, the Lomo del Caballo, that onc
may be lucky enough to meet someone who has personally visited
it, two days or two months ago, and has red-hot tips on the best
route to follow.

Here I must declare my own interest. [ did not achicve the
mazximum penetration possible in one day. That was achieved by a
friend who walked beside—and sometimes inside—the concrete
‘water gallery into which the main streams of the Caldera have been
canalized, following its vertiginous bed highup along the southern
wall. This at least prevented her from losing her way, which is the
greatest danger in approaching the heart of Tanausi’s old king-
dom.

Althougb T got perhaps only half as far, I saw more, and X
certainly had a more interesting time. From the tidge of the Lomo
del Caballo 1 zigzagged down to the bed of the Barranco de las
Angustias, passing on the way the concrete water gallery, with its
cool, swiftly moving current about four feet wide and three feet
deep. This canalization accounts for there being so little water in
the barranco itself. For the Caldera shares with the Montes del
Cedro in Gomera the distinction of having natural streams which
run all the year round.

Followiag the barranco a milc upstream I struck up a steep mule-
track to the left, towards an isolated patchwork of cultivated fields
dotted with occasional farmsteads, The sun was hot, and there was
little wind in the sheltered valley. It secmed a long time before X
came level with even the nearest house, and this proved to be
empty and deserted. But before I reached the second I could hear
laughter from its vine-shaded terrace, where a big happy family
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sat about doing various small jobs and drinking wine, Going up
to them to ask the way I was iovited to have a drink myself, and
then further pressed to accept a bowl of goat’s milk with gofo, and
some delicious figs.

1 enjoyed not only this pected and i h
but also the rimeless patriarchal world in which I suddcnly found
myself, This group of farms, known as the Hacienda del Cura, has
a steady prosperity based on the cultivation of a high quality
tobacco to which its situation and soil are particularly well-suited.
But with a mere mule-track to link them with the outside world,
these frecholders express their good fortune not in useless acquisi-
tions but in simple good living which includes hospitality to the
vesry occasional passer-by such as mysclf. Even the Elizabethan
yeoman would secm a vulgarian beside them, They are nearer to
Viera y Clavijo’s Guanches, with their cheeses, honey and figs.

“Their conversation was neither of gold nor of silver, nor of
jewels, nor of the rest of the usual goods dependent on fancy ot on
faulty judgement. It was rather of rains in due season, of fruitful
sowings, of rich pastures, of happy breedings.”

1 arose 2 new man, and following their instructions continued
10 climb, past the other farms and beyond the last fields to where
pine trees took the place of fruir trees, and the red wall of the
Caldera towered above me to the Jeft. After some distance moze or
less on the level X stopped where I had been recommended to have
luach and a rest before turning back.

‘They could not have advised a better place. There was a tiny
water gallery from which X could drink. There werc mighty pines
for shade. And throogh my hinoculars I was able to explore much
of the Caldera’s interior, from the point whese its two streams
meet to its castern wall, and up to the Cambredita above El Paso
whete I bad stood the previous day. I was unable, however, to sec
the Roque de los Muchachos, hidden by intervening heights, nor
the great rock of Idafe, a monolith risiag in the heart of the Caldera.
Held in awe hy the natives, it may well have been the inspiration
of 'Tanausd’s valiant defence of Ecerd. In compensation, I had a
fine view of much of the west coast towards Puerto de Naos.

I had a much better view of this coast the following morning,
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when I caught the early bus north from Los Llanos. Crossing the
Barranco de las Angustias near the chapel of Las Angustiss, it
groaned slowly up the mountain of Time to a point little short of
2,000 feet above the sea. From here the more distant coastline
towards Puencalicnte appeared as a green blus.

‘El Time’ is not so much a mountain in its own right as a
seaward spur of the heights above the Caldem. Xndeed the entire
notth of La Palma above a line from the Barranco de las Angustias
to Saata Cruz is simply a steep slope from the crater wall down
into the sea. Simply a steep slope? The elements have naturally set
to work on this abnommally precipitous island, the highest place
of its size in the world. The interior of the Caldera has been formed
not only by explosion, hut also by crosion. And erosion has been
just as active on the outcr, seaward facing wall. Decp barrancos
have been channelled out every mile or two, leaving in between
them high spurs like Time from which the water drains swiftly
away.

G icati are thercfore a nigh Mrts. Stope re-
marked that to travel from one point on the coast to another it was
often easicst to climb inland some 7,000 feet and to descend again,
avoiding the barrancos which made progress so difficult rouad the
circumference. I was s00n to realize how right she was.

My guagna, after setting down passengers at a serics of high-set
hamlets, came to a halt soon after ¢ a.m. at its terminus at Puara-
gorda. I had five hours in whieh to reach Santo Domingo de
Garafia, from which another bus would take me back to the capital.
(My luggage was alrcady on its way to the same destination via
Fucncaliente.) I realized that T had a stiff walk ahead, although the
distance as the crow flies is only five miles. But I was unahieto find
out from anyone in Puntagorda how long it was likely to take, or
even which was the best path to follow. Puntagorda evidently
communicated south to Los Llanos, while Garafia communicated
east towards Santa Cruz, and direct contact between the two was

“Jeeps do sometimes make the joumey now, over the new pista”
volunteered someone. “They climb right up over the hills—a long,
long way round.”
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But my map showed a direct track runping much nearer the
coast. To my undoing I persisted with my enquiries, until one old
man exclaimed:

‘Well yes, there’s always of Camino Real.’

Ei Camins Real, the Royal Road. The name puzzled me, for I
had not yet read the passage in Telesforo Brave which describes
the character of these ancient highways in better words thao I can
find:

‘Even today old folk call it the Royal Road. . . . These paths
were traced parallel to the coasts, paved with lacge stones. . . . In
the present day one uses them only occasionally, stumbliog on
some ancient rambliog homestead, ot some housc, formetly an
ian, with the remote here of other g . These
paths encircled the 1s!ands retaining coday the specml encbant‘
ment of the old and forgotten.”

Early in my journey I passed through the lower end of the great
pine forest of El Fayal. Then came the first of the decp barrancos,
which the path negotiated in perhaps fificen times the distance
required by a direct suspension bridge. There were four such
fajor ravines, and an uncounted number of smaller ones.

Although there was often po one in sight, I was never in a
wilderness, every now and agaia ‘stumbling on some ancient
rambliog homestead, or some house, formerly an inn.” Like the
Fosse Way over mnch of its length, the Camino Real had become
a route for purely local traffic, and where there were a aumber of
houses this local traffic was stll fairly heavy. Ar one such point I
found a group of neighbours at work repairing the surface, but at
other points it was 6 little used that I had difficulty in following it.

Although no wilderness, the beauty of the countryside was a
wild beauty: all windy slopes rushing to the sea whea I was up,
and all airless menace when I was down in the barvascor. And ever
and anon a lone pine, with the dark forest far above.

It was four hours before the presence of an ancient vehicle
beyond a communal wash-house told me that I bad rejoined a road.
Although in Santa Cruz they refer looscly to this village as Garafia,
evetyone in the north speaks more precisely of Santo Domiago.
115 full name is Santo Domingo de Garafia, for although it has the
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church and the aymifamienso, it is only one among several hamlets
in the terrdtory of Garafia, which like Aridane must correspond to
one of La Palma’s twelve natve kingdoms.

It also possesses a fonda,where I had time for a meal, and a chat
with two young mea and a gixl, schoolteachers from Tenerife who
had becn sent over to this remote corner of the province after their
training. I have heard of visitors who spent a happy week or two
in this fonda, with wounderful walking country all around them—
but with no swimming from the high, rocky coast.

At 2 p.m. the guagua duly left, climbing far inlaad to begin with,
and passing very close to the Fuente de Ia Zarza where rock carv-
ings have been discoveted. After running for some miles at aboat
3,000 feet above sea-level it stopped for refreshments ar Roque
Faro, in the heart of another great pine forest. The beautiful
situation and the crisp resin-scented air led me to ask for the rates
of the fonds where we had our drinks or coffec. They were evasive,
however, and when I further enquired of Sedor Hidalgo back in
Santa Cruz he limited himself to a smile and the comment: “The

fonda at Santo Domingo is cheaper.” However, overcharging would
be a worthwhile risk for a few nights in this unforgettable north
of La Palma, to which I have every intention of returning.

After crawling round the Barranco de los Franceses, longest and
deepest of the many ravines we negotiated, our guagua trans-shipped
us into another which had come up from Santa Cruz. We travelled
on, high above Gallegos, and near Barlovento I saw my first
hananas growing since Tazacorte. Far helow stood the lighthouse
at Punta Cumplida.

Presently we stopped for half an hour’s rest at Los Sauces, which
1 2lteady knew from my first visit to the island. It is a hig village
with pleaty of life, with swimmming in natural pools beside the sea
three miles away, and with pine forests around Los Tilos five miles
inland. Itis to the springs in these forests that San Andrés y Sauces
(to give the district its full name)} owes its fertiliry. But as a resule
of their efficient canalization the saseadas marked on many raaps,
both at Los Tilos and at the Cubo de la Galga further south, are
cither sadly reduced in volume or altogether drained away.

‘The country between San Andrés y Sauces and Puntallana also
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owes its prosperity to being far enough from the crater wall to
allow, if not quite a coastal plain, at least a certain levelling out, so
thar the water from the ¢ascadas can be put to good use. South of
Puntaliana the shoreline moves west again, making the gradients
steeper. It was along a ¢ormiche that five hours after leaving Santo
Domingo we travelled the last few miles into Santa Cruz, as the
sun set over the Caldera.

Canary sunsets are naturally best enjoyed from the west coasts
of the islands; and it is back to the west coast of La Palma that 1
propose to take you for the suaset which will close our last day
together in the Hesperides. Half La Palma, from Puatagorda to
Fy li faces the d ocean of Columbus’s dreams,
Only in the west of Ireland have I scen an equally glorious pro-
cession of colours across the evening sky.

Some might atgue that other islands offer hetter views. Hierro,
it is true, lies farther west, but its west coast {s short and inacces-
sible. From the eastern five, certainly, there is always the fascina-
tion of other islands on the skyline, changing their colour and
sometimes, apparendy, their distance from us as the sun dips
behind them. But in La Palma our imaginations are left free to
conjure islands of our own, insub ia], undiscovered frag
of Atlantis, out of those shifting cloud patterns on the horzon,
which sometimes so resemble Hierro as scen from Tenerife, or La
Palma as seen from Gran Canaria.

Tazacorte below Los Llanos is as good a place as any from
which to watch this sunser, or better stil), along the secondary
road from there towasds the south. We have not wandered more
than a few hundred yards berween the banana plantations before
we come across a cluster of houses which appear on none of the
usual maps. A siga tells us its name: San Borondéa, a corruption of
Saint Brendan, a seventh-century Itish monk who sailed west and
was reputed to have discovered a deserted island.

Irish monks did some wonderful things in the seventh century.
Even leprechauns were still active. But the legend lingered, to
inspire an official expedition in search of the island of San Boron-
dén as recently as 17z21. They must have been looking too hard
into the sunset.
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Every day that I was in the Canaries I would listen to the radio
while cating my funch. The world news was followed by the local
news, and the local news by a ‘Ietter from our correspondent’ in
one of the islands. As each island was given an equal crack of the
whip, ‘our correspondent in Hietro® often had difficulty in filling
his five minutes a week. And I felt that he was scraping the bottom
of the barrel when he started oge day to talk about */a isla de San
Borondé’. My cars pricked up, however, when he declared that
several berreflos had seco it in 1954, and that as recently as two
years previously (i 1964) a single petson has sighted it from a
point on Hierro 4,000 feet above the sea. It must, I mused, have
been a lovely suaser.

And then, thumbing through the Anxario de Esmdios Atlanticos
for 1963, I came across a down to earth article on geology by the
practical road engineer Dr. Federico Macau Vilar, which ended on
an unexpectedly speculative note, with a wild surmise indeed:

“Finally, in the course of our work, and above all on account of
the anomaly presented hy the plinth of the compensatory island of
La Palma, it secrs that it is perfectly feasible to admit the existence,
repeatedly ephemenal, of the “undiscovered island™ of San Boron-
dén, attributed until now to the fantasy or the imagination of

minds of past ies, to whom, ncvertheless, the
theoty of the “Conapensatory A(chlpcl.ago gives, at least in this
instance, a vote of confideace.”

This theory of the “Archipitlago equivalente’ is well argued by
hion. We must remember too that during the last decade a volcanic
island has swiftly risen off eeland, and another has swiftly risen
and as swiftly disappeared off the Azores. Both Iceland and the
Azores lie oo the same mid-Atlantic seismic crack as do the
Canaries.

My own reasons for believing in the island of San Borondén,
however, are subjective. Looking west to the sunset from La
Palma, it seems no more unreal than do those seven sunny islands
when remembered now, in a northemn winter.

For this year, unfortunately, I am not going south.
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1. Getting There

Any wavel agency will give details of air and sea ‘package touss’
to the Cagaries, aad will supply timetables and fazes of the better
known airlines and shipping lines. Even the experts are often
unaware, however, that three of the most useful Spanish shipping
eompanics have London agents.

The Compafiia Trasmediterranea operates services from prac-
tically all Spanish peninsular ports {including those on the north
coast) to the Canarics, and between the islands themsclves. Its
London agents arc Leinster Lines & Co. Ltd., 44 Leadenhall
Street, B.C.3. Its pnin ageat in Spain is Aucona S.A., with head
office at Via Layetana 2, Baxw]ona.

The Compafiia Trasatlantica E la operates services from
Southampton and the porth Spamsh ports to South America and
Mexico which touch at the Canades. Its London agents are
Lambert Brothers, 88 Leadenhall Street, E.C.3.

The Azoar Line has some half-dozen banana-cum-passenger
ships whose names begin with ‘Monte’. They offer comfortable and
inexpensive passages hetween London Bridge and the Canades,
Liverpool and the Canaries, and occasiopally Dublin and the
Canaries. With good reason they are soon fully booked, but the
hopeful should make carly enquiry at their London agents: Azeta
Investment Trust Ltd., Ibex House, Minories, E.C.3.

Few travel agents have cven heard of another Spanish shipping
line: Compatlia Pinillos, Via Layetana 15, Barcelona 3, which can
sometimes offer passages between Spain and the Canaries, includ-
ing some of the sooaller islands.

bech brings me to a helpful tip for anyone who wishes to visit
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as many of the islands as possible. Pares, whether from England or
from Spain, are generally ‘to the Canaries’, with the port of dis-
embarkation unspecified. So choose 2 line which calls at several of
the islands, and only get off at the last.

Thus on my own first visit early in 1960 I took the Compadiia
Trasmediterranea’s slow boat from Barcelona, which called at
Tarragona, Valencia, Alicante, Cartegena, Almeria, Malaga, and
Ceuta, travelling only by night, and at anchor all day in each port,
which I was free to explore. Then on into the Atlantc, to Las
Palmas, to Santa Cruz de Tenerife, and at last to Santa Cruz de la
Palma, where I disembarked after fifteen days® first<lass travel
with excellent food. I felt that X had received more than adequate
value for £ 13, but regret that this slow boat, alas, now carries only
argo.

2. Sertling There

This book is evidence of my personal enthusiasm for the
Canaries. Yet I have no plans for settling there or even for acquir-
ing a house or land there. To those who nourish such plans I
would say ‘Don’t’, or would advise them to spead at least six
months there before making up their minds.

Many have gone beyond planning in recent years, and their
arrival in the islands has caused a steep rise in property values.
There have been bumt fingers as well as quick fortunes, and now
the day of tbe land speculator has definitely passed. For the canarios
themselves have become aware of the ciches locked in their own
back gardens, and are in a better posidon than outsiders to spot
and 1o seize outstanding investment opportunities.

Since a private banana plantation with accompanying manor
house is now beyond the rcach of most pockets, and since almost
all other older houses are unsuitable and unateractive, it has be-
come necessasy cither to build your own villa, or to purchase a
ready-made bungalow or flat on one of the developmeat projects
or urbanizaciones.

If you choose the first course, make quite certaia of the title to
your land. The Canaries are full of would-be vendors with vague
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squattets’ rights and not a deed to their pame. A really capable
estate ageat, such as Mrs. Caroline Wright of Navarro & Wright
in Arrecife, could be invaluable here. Her first year or two in
Lanzarote was mainly spent in finding out just who owned what,
and in getting permission to scll from the maay cousins, scattered
over Cuba and Venezuela, who were often joint owners of a single
small field.

R ber, too, that har; ization of land law still has some
way to go in the Canaries. Not only do systems of tenure differ from
jsland to island, but so, too, does the unit of measure the famegada.

If you choose the second course, make sure that your developer
is of sufficient substance to make his project a going concem, with
all facilities not merely promised, but laid on. This will be more
likely if he has purchased his land from 2 wealthy Canary land-
owner, who will wish to see the development succeed, so that his
adjoining cstates will appreciatc faster in value, and who may cven
have accepted pact payment in shares of the development company.
1 find it hard to believe, for example, that Don José Tavio would
pick a man of straw to develop any of his Jand in the south of
Tenerife.

1t is an indication that an arbanizacién is a success if its propesties
are selling well, even althongh their price may for that very reason
be higher. You will then, also, be ahle to meet some of your
prospective neighbours,

These could be one argument against settling in the Canaries.
Even more than maoy other retirement and tax havens, the islands
attract the expatriate who does too little and drinks 100 much, and
who makes 0o attempt to hide his consequent dissatisfaction with
life,
Some of his complaints are justified. The Canaries, however
excelleat their communications, are quite a long way from any-
where, The absence of many intangibles of European life makes
itsclf felt just as one has learnt to take for granted the cheap food
and drink and petrol. Even the perpetual sunshine can pall. ‘At the
beginning of May, after enjoyiag pris ¢ferna since November,
1 was longing for a real, geouine European spring.

So spend six months there before you make up your mind. You
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may decide, as I have done, that the Canaries are not for permanent
residence. But they will still be there, suany and welcoming, when-
ever you feel like going south.

3. Maps

The largest scale is that of the military maps, printed in large
sheets which soon weas or tear if used on walks or tours. They
have the ad ge of showing all the but there ace
inevitably so many contours in a volcanic landscape that other
details are often hard to make out. A better buy for all but the
specialist is the Firestone map of the Islas Canarias, which clearly
marks all but the least important hamlets, and gives a generally
accurate picture of the state of the roads. Although it shows no
contours, it does mark the various summits, with their beights,
enabling oge to judge the gradieats likely to be d. My
only criticisms are that Lanzarote and Fuerteventura are shown on
2 smaller scale; and that development projects which have hardly
risen above ground level are shown as if they were already floucish-
ing settlemeats. But this at least proves Firestone to be up to date,
and you can hardly complain at the price of forty-five pesetas.

4. Crop History

The present dominance of the banana, and to a lesser extent of
the tomato, is a tweatieth-century phenomenon. Throughout the
Canaries pockets of other crops remaia as evideace of eaclier pre-
vailing fashions.

The fixst of these, in the years immediately after the conquest,
was sugar. The word ingemio, found in so many place-names, meaas
a sugar mill, This succumbed to competition from the New World,
and from the mid-sixteenth ceatury was succeeded by wine, the
Canary ‘sack’ beloved of Shakespeare’s characters. Here politics
helpcd to dutmy the European markets, athough North America

undil the mid-eigh cent

Two submdmry crops throughout these years were Lhc Cuycbilla
(Roccella) for dyes, and the Barrilla (Mesembryantbemunm) for the
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European soap and glass industries. In their case the development
of artificial substitutes was the culprit, just as it caused the ruin of
the third great Canary crop, the dye extracted from the cochineal
inscct, The nopal cactus, which now seems inseparable from the
islands’ landscape, was imported specially to nourish this insect,
which from 1825 to the mid-18705 made fortunes ia a mounting
speculative fever which burst with the catastcophic drop in cochi-
oeal prices.

Then at the end of the nineteenth century came an attempt at
diversification. Coffee, tobacco, and silk made an appearance, and
can still be found cultvated on a small scale, as can 2 more recent
introduction, cotton. Potatoes are more important, raaking third
in value of exportation after tomatoes, The islands will and do
grow almost anything: olives and apples, osanges and lemons.

But ‘monoculture’ of some exotic product in massive demand
in less favourcd climates remains the tempuation. Today the
Canaries are as economically dcpendent oa a single crop as ate the
‘banana republics’ of the Caribbean. Like them, too, they are now
busy re-ogientating their cconomy for yet another ‘monoculture’
that of the growing annual harvest of tourists from the north.

This is the first book on the Canaries pot to include a description
of the cultivation of the banana. I have omitted it deliberately
because I have yet to see one which was readable. I do, however,
urge anyone going to the Canades not to miss the fascinating ex-
pedence of a visit to a banana plantadon.

In ion I give this dotc of my visit to Desmond
Goode’s (omaLo packing station at Hoya Grande. I asked him why
a girl was employed in placing all the small round tomatoes on one
conveyor belt, and all the lacge irregular tomatoes on agother.

‘Market prefereace,” said Desmond. “The small smooth round
ones go to England, where they like them like that with their pork
pie or cheese roll. The big uncven ones go to France, where they
Like them like that to slice up for their salads.”

5. Vital Statistics

The population figures which follow are only approximate. The
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population of Spain as a whole is rising, but the two Canary

proviaces are ahead of all others in percentage ‘demographic

growth’, so that any census is soon out of date,

Lagzarote, covering 283 square miles, has about 3 5,000 inhabitants,
known as comsjor (rabbits) of whom about 17,000 live in the
capital, Arrecife.

Fuerteventura, covering 788 square miles, has about 18,000 in-
habitants, known as maioreros, of whom about 6,000 live in the
capital, Puerto Rosario. :

Graa Cagaria, covering 591 square miles, has about 350,000 in-
habitants, known as camarios, of whom over 200,000 live in the
capital, Las Palmas,

Tenerife, covering 795 square miles, has about 400,000 inhabitaats,
known as finerfedos, or familiarly as chichereros, of whom about
140,000 live in the capital, Santa Cruz.

Gomera, covering 148 square miles, has about 30,000 inhabitaats,
known as gomeros, of whom about 7,000 live in the capital, San
Sebastidn,

Hierro, covering 109 square miles, has about 7,500 inhabitaats,
known as berreflos, of whom about 2,500 live in the capital,
Valverde.

La Palma, covering 280 square miles, has about 80,000 inhabitants,
known as palmeros, of whom about 18,000 live in the capital,
Santa Cruz de fa Palma.
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Ls Canarien, the account of Béthencourt’s expedition of 1402 by
his chaplains Boutier and Je Verrier, only existed in manuscript
until its publication in Paris in 1630. It was not, therefore, available
to the three writers wbo, independeatly of each other and for
different reasons, wrote about the early history of the islands
during the last decade of the sixteenth century.

Del origen y milagros de la santa imagen de Neuestra Sefora de la
Cardelaria by Alonso de Espinosa, a Dominican friar, was pub-
lished in Seville in 1594, but from internal evidence was already
written ia 1591.

Historia de la Conguista de las Siete Islas de Canaria was written,
probably in the 159¢s, by Juan de Abreu Galindo, a Franciscan
friar born in Andalusiaabout 1y35. It was first published in London
in 1764, in the form of a translation by George Glas, an English
merchant and sea captain, as The history of 1be discovery and conguest of
the Canary Irlands, translated from a Spanish manuseript, lately found in

the island of Palrma.
Deserittions ¢t Historia del Ragm del’ isole Canarie gia dette le
Fortunate con il parere delle loro fortifications was written, probably

in 1592, by Leonardo Tomnm, an Italian born about x;6o who
between 1584 and 1593 was the Royal Engineer tesponsible for
inspecting and advising on the fortifications of the Cagaries. He
liked peither the islands nor their inhabitants, and his historical
sections on each island are incidental additions to oaake his report
casier reading: in his own words, ‘para amenizaria’. He spent the
last thirty years of his life as chicf engineer of Portugal, then
attached to the Spanisb crown, and until 1940 his work only
existed as a single manuscript in the libraty of Coimbra University.

All three of these were therefore written a full century after the
conquest of the major islands, when even the children of the con-
quistadores and of the defeated had died. Their authors must bave
had aceess to earlier sources, and at many points, like the syaoptic
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Gospels, they seem to reflect the same source, possibly a lost
history of the Canary Islands written about 1560 by Doctor (in
Laws) Antonio de Troya.

All three, together with Le Canarien, have been beautifully
edited and published by La Laguna University, which has also
brought out a definitive edition of the

Noticias de la Historia General ds los Islas Canarias of Viera y
Clavijo, fiest published in Madrid between 1772 and 1783. With
the notes accompanying this edition, it remains the great standard
history of the Canaries; but theee learned reviews, to which con-
tribute all eminent historians and prehistorians of the Canaries,
help to fill in gaps and to bring the story up to date:

Revista de Flistoria de Canarias published by La Laguna Uni-
versity.

E} Museo Canario published by the instirution of that name in
Las Palmas.

Ansiario de Estadios Atlanticos.

Bverything except history—and a good deal of history, too—
is covered by the two volumes of

Geografia General ds las Islas Canarias by Telesforo Bravo, pub-
lished by Goya Ediciones, Santa Cruz de Teaerife, 1934, a condisc
yet comprehensive work, copiously illustrated, well written, and
full of stimulating suggestions.

In English rcaders will enjoy:

Tenerife and its Six Satellites (published 1887) by Olivia Stoge,
an intcepid Victorian lady who got everywhere and missed nothing.

The Canary Islands, an Ornithologist’s Trips in the Archipelago
{published 192z} by D. A. Bannerman, a pleasing accoust, in
slightly Boy’s Own Paper vein, which by no means limits itself to
birds.

Brown’s Madrira, Canary Islands, and Agzores (many editions, the
last in x932), a detailed, comprelensive guide, which did for the
teaveller of a gencration ago whet

Le Guide Bles— Espagne only docs in its most recent editions. It
is weak on the smaller islands.

Madeira and ths Canary Islands (Third Edition, 1963) by
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A. Gordon-Brown, on the other hand, although intended merely
for the ‘stop-over’ visitors travelling on the Union Castle liners,
is 2 mine of concisc and up-to-date information, while even more
can be learnt from

The Canary Itlands— Mythical, Historical, Present by Yann Evan
(published Santa Cruz de Tenerife, 1963).

Madeira and the Canaries (published Hamish Hamiltog, 1953} by
Elizabeth Nicholas rightly allows more scope to an imagination
inspired by the Canary scenery, following thus in the honourable
tradition of

The Canary Islands by Plorence du Cage (published Adam and
Charles Black, 1911), to which Mrs. Nicholas herself pays a grace-
ful tribute. Its watercolour illustrations pedfectly capture the older
comers of the Canaries as with luck you may still find some of
therm.

For Teaerife alonc the outstanding work, combining readability
with scholarship, is

Ttbe Book of Tenerife (published Santa Cruz de Tenerife, 1957) by
L. D. Cuscoy in collaboration with P. C. Larsen,

Retire into the Sun (published Phocnix, 1961) by Cecil Chisolm
reaches a different cooclusion from my own (see Appendix 2,
“Settling There’). In his league table of nine ‘paradises for retire-
ruent’ Tenerife wins with go per ceat, Gran Canada comes fourth
with 75 per cent, while the Isle of Wight and Sussex tie at the
bottom of the poll with 48 per ceat.

Finally for a good laugh, try:

Canary Island Adventure by Richard Walton, an American ad-
man who took a year’s sabbatical from Madison Avepue to relax
with his family io Gran Canaria. He eventually penetrated well
below the surface of Canary life, thanks to a friendship struck up
with a leading Las Palmas family, tbe Lentons. (He never seems to
have realized that they owe theix name to their Eaplish ancestry:
some of the family whom I met one evening at the Cruz de Tejeda
told me that although many of them had forgotten English they
still retain their dual nationality.)
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TOURING LIBYA: The Western Provinces
Pritie WARD

Leptis Magna, Tripoli and Sabratha were the ‘three cities” of ancient times and
today, though the first and the last are in ruins and Tripoli itself is a busy modern
metropolis, they still combine to offer a unique and unforgettable glimpse of the
struggles and influences of Libya's past. Phoenicians, Romans, Vandals, Byzan-
tines, Arabs, Normans, Spaniards, Turks and Italians have all jefi their mark
there. Less well-known, and hitherto uncharted in modern guide books, are Beni
Walid, Ghadames, Zliten, Farwa and Janawan: but they are some of the lovelist
places within a few hours of Europe.

Here, happily within the sterling area and therefore not subject to currency
restrictions, is an adventure which caters for all 1astes with sun, sea, nightlife in
Tripoli, solitude in the desert, Roman cities, Arab markets, easy roa
shops and hotels. Philip Ward has lived and travelled in Tripolitania for four
years and the advice, information and commentary he gives in this guide book
are invaluable. 255 net

MOROCCO

RoBIN BRYANS

*Easy, aneedotal style, and yet ol practical help to the inexperienced traveller.
Through the personal incidents emerge a wealth of facts about all the places you
are likely or unlikely to visit, so good reading whether you go or nat.’ 7he
Observer

‘Robert Bryans has achieved an excellent balance in Morocco for he has
avoided all the traps which Jie in wait for authors of travel books: it is light
without being flippant, well-informed without being dull, and replete with the
kind of background information which a traveller or tourist might need when
visiting the country.” Good Housckeeping 385 nes

THE AZORES

Rowm BRyans

‘He never hurries and gradually binds us with the charm of the pastoral life. . . .
Bryans gives himself time 1o become acquainted with the people, their habits and
customs and skilfully pens the colourful backgrounds into which they blend.'
The Scotsman

‘Mr. Bryans has the ncatest and most engaging manner . . . everywhere he
visits sounds the very place for us." The Observer i
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