
In summer we travel from shade to shade.

Early mornings, cup of coffee in hand, are spent on the terrace, sitting on a rock at the 
entrance to one of our caves and contemplating. The shade of the huge cliff at your back 
is a welcome relief after a hot night's suffering. 

    

After all that meditating and musing, while watching the sun brightening the skies, it is 
time to move out of the shade and into the working shoes, which are ready on the go at 
the kitchen door. These are actually the working boots of Hartman, mine wasn't to be 
found, but they aren't as characterful as his anyway. But, pretending they are mine, they 
will prune and dig and weed and water, while the sun still has a gentle caress. 

All the pruning and snippings of early morning will go into 
some vase somewhere in the house as well as an empty 
container in the garden in a shady spot, like the mint in this 
old kettle on a crooked, rusty chair. 

Finally the day will end in the welcoming shade of our 
summer kitchen right at the back of the garden, where we 
enjoy the most wonderful alfresco meals, prepared by 
Hartman. (The door right at the back goes into a cave, which 
accounts for the wonderful coolness in summer)This is his 
kingdom, where he cooks and fries and experiments and 
flips and flops, with me in the role of sous-chef and lighting 

candles and lanterns, picking herbs, fiddling here and meddling there. We play guitar and 
sing and eat and while away the beautiful summer evenings, ending it all with some more 
contemplating and musing. Tomorrow we'll start the day again, moving from shade tot 
shade. 
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