
Gus Argote’s story 
 
Lighting a candle for worship, 13th September 2020 

 
We light the candle. 
Eternal flame of spirit, 
Divine light illuminating heaven and earth 
Guide our earthly seeking ways to Christ conscience 
Eternal insight ignite our soul, 
Experiencing all human senses, taste, hearing, smell, touch and sight. 
Awareness, self believe of intuitive trust 
Light of the living Christ. 
 
On the mantlepiece beside the candle is a photo of my mother.  For many years I had a 
knowing that something was not right with my life but it was all subconscious.  I’ve 
carried fuzzy memories of a church, of candles being lit, a man on a cross and my 
mother.  Over time I recalled being told to come and say goodbye to a woman in the 
kitchen.  I was three years old.  The woman was crying and beside herself.  She was a 
Nun by then having taken her vows.  I left to come and live in Australia.  I was smuggled 
out with a false birth certificate. 

I first went back to Spain in 1988 but I didn’t know why I needed to go, there was no 
conscious feeling.  There was comfort/discomfort in travelling around Spain and seeing 
family.  Some family members would say ‘I know what happened to you’ and I didn’t 
know what they were talking about.  I went back in 2005 to settle an inheritance and 
stayed for 6 months.  I felt like there was unfinished business.  I’ve been to Spain 10 
times over the years. 



When my stepmother passed away 10 years ago I became certain that there was 
something wrong with the story that I had been told.  When I went back last year, I was 
standing outside the church of my baptism on Corpus Christi Dat.  As I stood there, I 
watched a White Virgin Mary and Christ Child being loaded on to a truck for the parade.  
In that moment the final bit of the penny dropped for me and I recalled the woman in the 
kitchen saying to my 3 year old self ‘It will be alright.  The White Virgin Mary will look after 
you.’  I realised then, in 2019, that the woman I had said goodbye to was my mother. 

I realised that my mother had become a Carmelite nun as a result of political and 
religious pressures on single mothers at the time.  She taught young children and I 
believe that this may have helped her deal with her grief and loss.  I met my Mum once at 
the convent in 1988 although I didn’t know who she was at the time.   I spent a couple of 
hours with her.  She just took me by the hand and sat with me.  She didn’t say a word.  At 
the time I thought she was an aunt, my stepmother’s half sister. 

When I started going to church as a young child it was spooky, shadows and candlelight.  
I was drawn to the candles, light in the shadows.  I saw the man on the cross although I 
didn’t know it was a cross.  I knew that there was a connection between my mother and 
the church but I didn’t know what it meant at all as a three year old.   

When I came back from Spain in September last year the story felt overwhelming.  It still 
is.  I’ve learnt that ‘If you have an intuition, a feeling about something – follow it up and 
don’t give up.  It doesn’t matter long it takes, the truth will surface.’   

Story told to and written up by Saide Cameron  

13-9-20 

 


