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rimitive man comes walking up from the south, without tools,
dressed only in what protection many days in the open might

provide. Following the Portuguese coast he gradually stands upright
without mystery. On the path towards the fog he stops, where the air
turns, this primitive man from the south. The light of day have never
reached this place except through the leafy branches of a myrtle tree. Roe
and other deer and mammoths are the owners of the prairies. The newly
arrived men and women take shelter amongst the stones. From that fire,
the seed of Galicia, come the remains of Budiño (Pontevedra). The
remaining bones of the entire Paleolithic are eaten up by the grass. They
bear witness to crude farming methods employing stones.

The glaciers retreat. The population increases. Some of those first
inhabitants remain on the coast and learn to milk the waves. Other
become tied to the land, cultivating and herding. To store their grain, they
produce baskets and pottery containers which they decorate with shell
markings. Visitors to the Museum of Prehistory and Archeology in Villalba
(Lugo) can view this past put together from its pieces. The traveler will
pale before the enigmatic spiral petroglyph, the most genuine display of
prehistoric art, be struck silent as if by a meteor, as if called by name.
What a tremendous thing! There are marvelous specimens throughout
Galicia, but if we had to mention just one, it would be Santa Tecla. Its
dating is a labyrinth as intricate as its meaning. Serpents, faces, arrows,
suns and other beings make up the bestiary of these stones from another
world.

At the end of the fourth millennium before Christ, wheat and barley
harvests improve. The society prospers. Important men and women
decorate themselves with jewelry which they take to the grave. The
landscape is marked by their death with stones that cover them, dolmens
which in Galicia are known as mamoas, and which are commonly
considered primitive pyramids, mausoleums. Of the three thousand
dolmens scattered throughout the region, the largest is in A Coruña. It is
said to be the prehistoric Parthenon.

It is time to eat. In their fortified enclosures the population living near
the coast will have seafood with acorn bread, and if it is the season, peas
and broad beans. The clan groups make up a belligerent populace who
guard their own by digging fosses and throwing spears. The Celtic
military aristocracy from Central Europe is at the top of the social
pyramid. The hierarchy continues with the druids, the female landowners
and the native farmers who work for the aristocracy, subjugated by the
Celtic invasion. The new civilization will bring in the Bronze Age.
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Celtic Forts For An

Indomitable Viriato

n Baroña, atop the shoulders of the cliff, stands a fort which is a
virtually complete. This and many others resisted the Roman

thirst for conquest until the death of Viriato. The men built concentric
fortifications, surrounding nuclear family, food stores, cattle, and town
with walls of stone hammered into the ground. This settled fort society
overcomes the forces of nature and the elements only to be subjugated.
Sixty years before Christ, Caesar returns to fight the Lusitani who have
taken refuge in Galicia. This forces the Roman troops to undertake a sea
voyage, landing in A Coruña. Nonetheless, Galicians and Asturs, allied,
remain beyond the reach of Roman rule. They resist. The self
determination of the peoples of the north in the face of the empire leads
to an epic bloodbath at Mount Medulio, where, with no escape possible,
they kill themselves to avoid being captured.

The yoke of Rome does not alter life in the forts. The women carry the
water, the men butcher the young wild boar. The apples are pecked by the
little owl or little egret. The same gestures and attitudes nurture the
society’s administrative organization, now along Roman models. The
country sounds the same, the west sings, the east moos. The newest sound
is the Latin language. It is a Latin of the people. The hoe is replaced by
the plough, the acorn by wheat, the naviform mill by the circular.

Traces of Roman Gallaecia, with its territorial divisions, the Lucensis,
Bracarensis and Asturicensis. There are tall slender walls, bridges, forts
and lighthouses. The lighthouse of A Coruña is the oldest in the world.
Responsibility for its debated foundations is disputed by the Celtic King
Breogan, grandfather of the conqueror of one of the seven Celtic sisters
(Ireland), and Hercules himself, who, his apologists say, defeated Geryon
and erected atop the bones of his enemy the prismatic buildings with the
square base and asymmetrical windows seen in the old drawings. At the
end of the 17th century, the Cyclops returned to sweep the waves with his
large eye. His attentive gaze had been remade with a staircase running
from top to bottom that was so sturdy a fully-laden cart and oxen could
climb it.

Clouds of arrows and shrieks rained down on the Romanized lands. For
some two or three centuries, Germanic Suevi and Alans had been moving
out of the lands which ice and water had flooded in search or more
hospitable climes. These fierce warriors charged their enemies wrapped in
capes fastened with clasps fashioned from the same decapitating iron as
their swords. The Suevi controlled Galicia from the early 5th century until
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ith his own language and ways, the Galician, especially the
landowner, recognized the inconvenience of having no
representation, being a non-participating member of the

Asturian kingdom. Then in 1087 a conspiracy between count and
archbishop gained the support of William the Conqueror, King of England
and Duke of Normandy, in a clear attempt to gain independence. It would
go no further than a desire for a kingdom. Rebellions, uprisings and
proclamations would become wars of secession without Galicia succeeding
in ridding herself of the burden which tied her to a cart bearing others’
interests. The final taming of the modern state was imposed by the
Catholic Monarchs through Fernando de Acuña and García de Chinchilla,
backed by 300 lancers. The head of the marshal rolled in the square of
Mondoñedo. “I believe, I believe, I believe,” shouted the decapitated man
as he bled to death. No one spoke and the discordant voices of those who
had ruled by force, or aspired to do so, were muted, also by force.

This square in Mondoñedo is a lovely one. In a sign posted on the spot,
the square of the Old Fountain (Fonte Vella) says of itself: “Mondoñedo,
city where Cunqueiro was born, rich in bread, in water, in Latin.” Let us
heed the words of this gourmet, chiromancer and traveler:

“The wood spreads up the side of a mountain, and from where you sit,
listening to the nearby spring, you see the natural valley, which extends as
far as the eye can see, closed in towards the sea by some rounded ancient
hills, blue now at midday.” The Convent of Alcántara takes in pilgrims.
Here the legacy of the prolific literary man has been amassed. “The
traveler is always well received.”

“…One extremely clear spring morning, a few dozen miles from here,
the Middle Ages came to an end. It was the year 1493 and the Pinta
landed at Bayonne. Spain had discovered the part of its empire hidden by
the waters. America would bring wealth, empires, and for the Galician,
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the end of the 6th. The struggles between Suevi and Goths and the already
very strong presence of the Church in society fed the dream of an
independent Galician kingdom.

Together, the lords of the new large Galician estates and the Suevi made
up the landowning noble class. The cities became fortified towns. Religious
power grew. From that time remain the temple of San Pedro de Roca and
a horseshoe arch in Panxón, like the spine of a whale eaten away by
seaweed on the coast of Nigrán.



horizons over the sea from which to return as indianos. Those first
conquistadors from A Coruña, Orense, Lugo, some five hundred, blazed
the trail for a transatlantic exodus which reached its peak during the 19th
century…”

“...The Napoleonic troops retire. Blood has been shed. The nation is in
upheaval, as if enraged by the north wind, and although restrictions
barring departure for America are still in force, the Galicians illegally
embark at Vigo, A Coruña and Villagarcía with a yearning for better
times. They travel towards their shining lofty destination. The puffing
vessel carries them along. A romantic and exotic Eden awaits: sea of silver,
Uruguay, Argentina. “Millions of words are heard – with which the swells
argue against the silent shores,” recites Leopoldo Lugones in The
Mountains of Gold.

Other emigrants, smaller flows, embark upon an odyssey to Cuba or
Puerto Rico, still Spanish colonies, aboard steamships of the Royal Mail
Steam Packet company, or a packet slip of the French and Germany
companies who controlled the business of transporting emigrants. The
Galicians, the Portuguese and the others who embarked for the new world
suffered a long crossing plagued by overcrowding, hunger and disease.
They brought typhoid fever to America, and perhaps for this reason,
gained a reputation for people with primitive customs unwilling to use the
hygiene and culture of the new times.

Those who returned brought donkeys laden with gold, cloth, perhaps
even a mummy, and the colonial style to their rich houses.

The threads of sun allowed through by the fog brighten the magnolia
leaves. Pale hydrangeas and camellias approach the building. The waters
speak. Where do their words flow? Possibly to a stream or pouring from a
mine of wealth. They spill into the basin and continue, divided, through
irrigation channels and fountains, keeping up their spirited activity until
reaching a pool, where a mill can take advantage of the flow. Perhaps
behind there is another, smaller, pool, bordered with boxwood, closed in
by a “fence” of granite. The traveler will notice how the palm enjoys the
pleasant company of an orange tree. Contemplating this, you may ask
whether both species do not also share Andalusian origins. For this garden
is in effect previous to the return of the indianos, we need look no further
than the building’s battlements.

“Chapel, dovecote and cypress, is the country home,” goes the saying.
The indianos did not change this with their American gold or their palaces

and gardens. The Portuguese influence had already set the palm trees in
their place next to the houses. The other species, foreigners to an Atlantic
habitat, laurels, magnolias, lemon trees and camellias, were imported from
their diverse places of origins and delight the shade of the palaces,
evergreens with their winter flowering, dressing the misty garden
throughout the year.

What the indianos also brought was the fulfillment of one who had
traveled. This drove some to retire to their properties and others to delve
into philanthropy. The most willing and original example is that of the
brothers García Naveira, who in addition to building public washhouses,
set up shelters for poor children and clinics, built the gardens of Betanzos,
close to Ferrol on the neighboring ria. The visitor follows strange
catacombs, penetrating subterranean tunnels, rocky and sinister narrow
paths visited by bats, lions and ancient creatures. Mohammed Ali has his
mosque. There are Papal emblems and strange Masonic symbols encoding
secretive messages. Atoms cross the silent air, kissing as they meet.

The Galicians who remained, all those without adventure who did not
know America, continued to ply their trades: the land and the sea, now
become a road, which still feeds the entire Galician coast. The days of
collecting centollo and nécora crabs and clams which the tide has left
forgotten on the beaches’ tray was far off. Skin boats were no longer used,
and ships could now ply the fierce seas. The fisherman sails out in search of
a marker and follows a course until he reaches the point where he can
anchor. Many fathoms deep, he knows the depths well. Amidst the salty
gloom of needle rocks, mounds, channels of sand, he seeks out these and
other hiding places of the fish. He returns to port and drinks his broth. He
sits on the seafront and repairs his tackle. Early tomorrow will be another
day of good fishing.

Monasteries, villas and stately homes were also owners of the fish
throughout the entire Middle Ages, and there were constant disputes with
fisherman over territory. In the second half of the 16th century, sardine
and salted fish production skyrocketed in Foz, A Coruña, Noya and
Pontevedra, with these exports continuing into the following century.

A Coruña is without a doubt Galicia’s most important port, thanks in
part to the granting of shipping privileges to the Indies (awarded by
Carlos V). In Ferrol, without the rush of goods, a new metropolis silently
takes root. It is promising and rationalist, and owes much to the good
works of the Marquis of Ensenada. By 1726, Ferrol is the capital of the
north, barely 20 years later, its shipyards are launching ships of war.
(Our frigates are still produced by these shipyards, now better integrated
into the landscape then in their heyday.) Between 1740, when the navy
yard was established, and 1800, one hundred and fifty-four ships were
produced at Ferrol. During this period more than 15,000 workers lived
in Esteiro, in housing which scarcely warranted the name. Hundreds of
prostitutes patrolled the waterfront. In the streets and bars a growing
number of fights broke out. In the opinion of the Bishop of Mondoñedo,
an unpleasant and hardly Christian way of life had taken root in the
area.

The sea does not sleep under the moon’s nightlight. The sands
approach to drink from edge of the depths. Calm. Then ten thousand
British infantrymen disembark on the orders of William Pitt. They want
to blow up the magazine, but the heroic population, despite being
outnumbered three to one, repels the attack. The Industrial Revolution
revived the port economy somewhat. However, the general crisis in the
sector and increasing competition from Asia have now placed it in a
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difficult position. 19th-century Ferrol, made beautiful by modernism,
perfume and climbing plants, waits.

This Parador is not a lighthouse, but it is perhaps a lamp, and definitely
a lantern or beacon. It is a recommended and necessary guide to this ria

and its vast nearby lands.

Let the traveler recall that this Parador’s origins are not ancient,
although they are honorable. The building holds dazzling memories of the
past – for good or not so good – of many recent vicissitudes, historically
speaking. This hotel, this city and the region all bear their intense pasts
with them. Not so long ago, they were a submerged land and people. In
the end, their varied and mixed fortunes and misfortunes were described
and embroidered by the pen and refined sensibility of Alvaro Cunqueiro,
pilgrim and wanderer through this and many other lands. As a plaque on
the Old Fountain (Fonte Vella) reads: “Mondoñedo, city where Cunqueiro
was born, rich in bread, in water, in Latin.” The forest lies along the
slopes of the mountain.

There arose this early settlement of seafaring folk, fishermen. King
Alfonso VII bestowed upon these people the title of “town”. And the city
resisted the frequent and impertinent failed attempts of the British
invaders with superb bravery.

From the Parador, any of the streets will lead the traveler straight to
España Square, which is the usual place from which to embark on an
orderly visit. On this enormous square, the Municipal Museum, dedicated to
the local painter Bello Piñeiro (although not always open), stands with less
of a presence than the statue of Franco might desire. Between the square
and the Parador lies the Magdalena Quarter, characteristic of late-18th-

century urban development. 19th-century eclecticism and modernism
alternate with architectural pieces from the early 20th century. The Pereira
House (Rodolfo Ucha 1915) is considered the most notable example of
Galician modernism. Its architect was also responsible for the Suizo Café
and Ferrolano Casino, where you can definitely see the work of the painter
Bello Piñeiro. There are a great many cafés in the area, most of them with
an air of the past about them, all of them comfortable and pleasant places
offering the traveler with a well-earned break.

In Armas Square stands the municipal building (1953). All Ferrol,
organized around this and Amboaje Square, shows off its efforts to be liked,
to be European and to be a great metropolis. The galleries, balconies,
railings and French windows which today give the city a noble air represent
a triumph of humanism which one hundred years ago strained to overcome
the industrial utilitarianism which the city had suffered for centuries. The
esplanade and armory are but a short distance away, and if the traveler
should so desire, it is possible to reach them by walking towards the
waterfront, and crossing the avenue known as Suances. There you will find
the city’s main theater, the post office and military government. Dique Port,
with its tower from the time of Carlos III, is without a doubt the most sober
point of access. Along the quay you will often find a goodly amount of our
naval fleet anchored.

If time permits, near the Parador you will find the lovely Reina Sofia
Park, where peacocks dance in the shadows. If art, pottery and
engineering is what you seek, or if you are the curious sampler of
museums, history, salons and galleries, you have here a wide variety from
which to choose: the Ateneo Association, the Casino, the Carvalho Calero
Cultural Center, the Museum of Galician Society and Natural History, the
Sargadelos Gallery, the Ethnographic Museum of Mosteiro de Caaveiro
School, and others to discover in your wanderings.



hat each year thousands of tourists come to El Ferrol cannot be
explained by the sulking sun and cold waters. It is seafood

which most easily attracts devotees. Who has heard tell of yet not tried
the Oysters from Arcade? Nor should we neglect to mention Scallops from
Vigo, Rock Mussels, Goose Barnacles, Razor-Shell Clams, Lampreys,
Clams and Lobster, which are generally boiled alive with garlic, onion and
pepper. The fish, whether Sardines, Turbot or Fresh Cod, adapts well to
Ajada, a simple folk recipe for an oil-based sauce flavored with garlic and
paprika.

Together with Catalonia, Galicia may be the land with the greatest
abundance of gastronomical literature. Cunqueiro, Cela, Torrente, Valle or
course, and La Pardo Bazán looked to the kitchen in their writings. Here
we offer a recipe for Empanada, a savory pie, from Doña Emilia: “Get
pastry from the bakery, whole meal, that is, brown. If it is not light
enough, simply knead it with anything you like: lard, egg, broth, and
above all with oil flavored with the filling.” Then straight into the oven.

You will surely have already noticed that in any bar or eating place
they serve Empanada. The variety will be the chef’s choice or what suits
the taste of the clientele: Chorizo Sausage, Cockle or Herring. Ribeiro
Wine goes well with all of the dishes described. In the list of the seafood
dishes, we should at least mention Octopus. Ribeiro is a light wine, its
fruity accents pleasing to the tongue. And a glass will lend gloomy days a
lively golden hue. The red, in contrast, is an ancient heavy wine, a wine
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drunk by the Romans as an aperitif accompanied by lampreys fried in
their own blood. We highly recommend the Amandi. The locals know how
to protect themselves from their harsh climate with surprisingly enjoyable
wines. They generally go well with garden produce such as Navy Beans,
Turnip Greens and Cachelos, a Galician potato variety.

At sowing time in the country, the partridges fly, they boldly flee. There
are recipes which pair them with sardines. Let us hear Cunqueiro use these
birds to create his poetry: “The partridge is a bird of the sun, who flees the
forest and its melody. He loves the open air and is intelligent, almost
intellectual, about the autumn. He dies then, full of the season. It is a
piece of autumn that you eat, a nostalgic piece of threshed wheat, of
barley and oats.”

THE SECRET RECIPE

If the prospect of a broth or clear soup is not appealing, but you might
be tempted to sample a heartier Fish Soup, Hake with Vegetables is an
excellent choice and one surely to your liking.

The first task in this easy recipe is to heat the cooking pot and lightly
fry some carrots, garlic and onion. Add a cup of peeled and washed
broad beans, another of peas and a quarter kilo of hake, together with
two sliced potatoes and another quarter kilo of chick peas.

Throw in a few cabbage leaves and cook in two liters of fish stock.
When the soup is ready, blend it, but not too finely. Bring to a boil and
add butter.

Serve with chunks of fried hake and fried bread triangles.

And as we are in Ferrol, you should try a slice of the Almond Cake to
finish off your meal. It is the supreme achievement of Galician baked
goods.
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Rías Altas: Pleasure

And Plenty

n the center of the city stands the magnificent stately building
built in the traditional region style which houses the Parador de
Ferrol. The Herrera Gardens, site of a fountain dedicated to the

memory of the seafarer Churruca, are its closest neighbor.

Built in 1960 and remodeled in 2001, the Parador has retained its
Ferrol-style architecture, where houses are characterized by glassed-in
galleries. From the Parador’s gallery one’s gaze is drawn to the port, but
this magnificent sea view also takes in both armory and ria. The Celtic
imprint on the area’s toponymy can be seen in the ria’s name, which
means “nearby port”.

The interior décor pays homage to the sea with naval instruments and
even an old lantern in memory of the importance of the city during the
18th century, when it became the headquarters of the Navy for the north
of Spain. A recent refurbishment has substantially improved the Parador’s
facilities. This includes both rooms and services and leisure options:
horseback riding and golf, and all the necessary infrastructure to make
our guests comfortable.

Ferrol is a strategic departure point for a visit to the Rías Altas region:
Valdoviño, Cedeira, Cariño, Ortigueira, Viveiro, Cervo, Foz and Ribadeo.
A highly recommended option for the journey is a narrow-gauge railway.
The possibilities offered by the train are just as worthwhile as those
offered by a private car. As we follow the coast, the first town we come to
is Valdoviño, extremely fortunate in its wealth of scenic beauty, with
intimate beaches set amidst the folds of the coast, ending in a sandy area
in A Frouxeira, reached by the waters of a natural lagoon. There is a
reservoir supplied by two rivers whose course follows valleys and low
green hills. And forts, there are many. In the region there are more than
30 sites, some of which are relatively well preserved. There are also not a
few traces of the Roman’s preference for this area. The reason was no
other than its excellent mining, which had been exploited even before
their arrival. 

Cedeira follows. It is completely focused on the sea: museum,
viewpoint, gallery, market and temple, all peering into the same mirror.
Something remains of its medieval period, stones from the wall and traces
of its architecture, in the high streets bordering the cathedral. On
Robaleira Point, at the end of the inlet, shines a lighthouse. 

Along the road to Ortigueira we can make out the village of Cariño and
the ria as it runs into the land. Even before is the oft extolled San Andrés
de Teixido, west of the A Capelada mountains. The pilgrimage can be
undertaken from other spots, provided that you always follow the Milky
Way and pay attention to the signs on the stone crosses. The apostle
Andrew (Andrés) reached this spot in a modest craft, which was
transformed into stone when it was overturned. Christ, on visiting him,
promised that this would become a place of pilgrimage and that:

“To San Andrés de Teixido, will go in death he who does not do so in
life.”

Herein lies the origin of the most dear of all Galician pilgrimages. The
first stones of the temple date to the 12th century, but what we
see before us today is at least five centuries more modern.
Venture inside to see the main altar and reliquary. Afterwards,
legends maintain that the visitor will hear the nocturnal
lamentation and wretched footsteps of the sinners.

On the slopes of the mountains of Faladoira and along the shores of the
Mera Inlet, Ortigueira is a favorite destination for globetrotters and
travelers. Wood and wine are loaded at its port, headed for Europe, and
the old heart of the town is testimony to a splendid past.

Real Street still cobtains remarkable homes on both sides: the house of
the indiano Benigno Teiseiro; the site of the Centro Café; Cordeira House,
with its modernist façade, the Casino and others are there to be discovered
by the traveler who investigates with an attentive eye. The group of
convent buildings is striking, and has been recovered by the city for use as
the town hall. Although its origins date back rather further, the main part
of the structure is 18th-century, and its final appearance is from the 20th.
Let the traveler take notice of the local cooking, which features lovely
octopus, seafood and steak. The Celtic festival is one of Spain’s top ten
artistic events, attended by folk groups from Brittany, Scotland, Sweden,
Wales, France, and more.

Viveiro: The next stop on the road is Viveiro. The origins of this city,
part of our historic/artistic heritage, are shrouded in legend and muddy
tides. Its name has been associated with seafood, but there are other
explanations. To go from the railway station to the center, you must cross
the ria via a long avenue.

With an imposing main square and a carefully kept-up historic quarter,
this is “the city that always laughs”, with much to please its visitors. In
addition to the port, our eyes can feast on Romanesque architecture and
even a theater built in the Italian style.

One day may only allow us to travel this far. The Rías Altas continue,
and if the traveler should so desire, not far away you will find Cervo, Foz
and Ribadeo, set back from the sea along small inlets. Of Foz, supplier of
wood, as we have already mentioned, for the shipyards, a legend tells that
the town repelled a Viking attack through prayer.

Clergy and people joined on the mountain top and sank the barbarian
ships one by one with the plea, “De furore normandorum, leberanos
Domine!”. The town is a modern one, with few historic buildings,
although its delightful beaches, variety of services and nearby hill fort
(four kilometers away) make up for this lack.

Ribadeo, near the border with Asturias, boasts a marina and temples,
gardens and viewpoints past the cliffs. The town takes its name from the
Eo River, filled with the waters of the Estornín Forest, which comes to the
flatlands among bulrushes.

The neighboring kingdoms have built a bridge, the Los Santos, which
joins what the ria separates. The project is the realization of a long-held
dream, from the time when ships came to unload and trains to load.
Moreno Tower is another of the architectural advances from the earth 20th
century. It is worth a visit, which includes the indiano museum inside.
Atop the cliffs of its steep shoals stands a lighthouse, there, on Pancha
Island. Just follow the road.
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