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  Glossary




  Al Andaluz: Arabic name for the Moorish dominions on the Iberian peninsula, an empire that started in 715 AD with Tariq’s invasion and ended in 1492 AD after the fall of Gharnata.




  Albigensian Crusade: A twenty year military expedition launched against the heartland of the Cathar heresy in western France. It had distinct regional and political overtones and was a key event in the starting of the Dominican order and the development of the Medieval Inquisition.




  Al Mansur (Almanzor): The great 10th Century ruler of Cordoba whose reign saw the height of Moorish influence upon the Iberian Peninsula. His armies sacked Santiago de Compostela, taking its cathedral bells and then had them melted down and made into lanterns for the Great Mosque in Cordoba.




  Almohads: Latinization of the Arabic Al-Muwahidiin, a Berber sect from the Atlas Mountains that took control of 12th century North West Africa and then conquered large parts of the Iberian Peninsula. Their influence was destroyed in 1212 after the battle of the Navas de Tolosa.




  Berber: The original inhabitants of North Africa prior to the Arab invasions of the late 7th Century. A hardy people with a long and distinguished history; their language and culture still thrives in many of the mountainous areas of North West Africa.




  Atlas Mountains: The great mountain range that stretches across North West Africa. Its tall peaks and valleys have always sheltered a strong, Berber culture.




  Castille: A long lasting Christian Kingdom that sprung from the North of Spain and came to dominate a large part of the Iberian peninsula.




  The Cathars: A radical Christian sect that espoused a different doctrine from the established Catholic Church. It’s difficult to know what they believed but they seemed to espouse a notion of two Gods, one good and spiritual and one evil and earthly. Their power base was in the West of France and they were largely wiped out by the violent Albigensian Crusade that was launched against them.




  Cordoba: Great city of Roman, Islamic and Christian Iberia situated on the banks of the Quadalquivir. In the 10th Century as the capital of Al Andaluz, it would have been one of the biggest and grandest cities on earth.




  Dominican: The order of Christian preachers and theologians founded by the Spanish monk Felix de Guzman. This order, that started full of simple zeal and with a humble desire to preach the truth, became the foot soldiers of the Inquisition as it started to develop after the Albignesian crusade.




  Fez: Located in the plains between the Rif and Atlas mountain ranges. This great Arab city founded by Idris I in 789 AD has been a key religious, intellectual, cultural and political centre throughout its long and fascinating history.




  Gharnata: Capital of Moorish Iberia after the Christian conquest of the Quadalquivir valley in the mid 13th Century; a beautifully located city in the shadow of the Sierra Nevada.




  G_d: Traditional Jewish way of referring to their creator as the whole name was too holy to utter. They would also use the term Ha Shem (the name).




  The Iberian Peninsula: The western edge of Europe, from the sea to the Pyrenees that throughout its history has been known by various names.




  The Inner light or voice: Or ‘still, small voice’, the inward leading of the Holy Spirit claimed by many who have had life-changing encounters with Jesus of Nazareth.




  Jaen: A city of Roman Iberia that became great under the Moors as a crossing point of the caravan trade. In the time of the Kingdom of Gharnata, it was the frontier city of Christian Castile.




  Jebl Tariq (Gibraltar): Great rock off the southern coast of the Iberian Peninsula. It was named in honour of Tariq Ibn Ziyad, the Berber General who led the first Muslim invasion of the Peninsula in 715 AD.




  Juderia: Name for the area of an Iberian city that housed its Jewish population. They would be areas of strong community and joyous festivities as well as places of protection. However, they would also be targets for mob jealousy and violence.




  Maghreb: Or place of the sunset, the traditional Arab name for North West Africa.




  Marrakesh: From the Tamazigh words for ‘land of God’, this city on the Western side of the Atlas Mountains has been a great symbol of Berber culture and political power. It was founded in the 11th Century by the Almoravids (al Murabituun), the Berber dynasty that preceded the Almohads who took the city and made it great.




  Moors: Name for the Muslim conquerors and occupiers of the Iberian Peninsula from the 8th to the 15th Centuries AD. These would have been a mixture of Berber, Arab and Persian peoples, as well as a fair number of the indigenous population that embraced Islam.




  Mozzareb: Name for the protected but often impoverished Christian people that lived under Muslim rule in Andaluz.




  Muezzin: The name of the person that performs the five times daily call to prayer from the Mosque’s minaret. Also used for the call to prayer itself.




  Navas de Tolosa: Important battle near to the Sierra Morena in 1212 AD that resulted in a crushing defeat of the Almohad forces and effectively broke Moorish power on the Iberian Peninsula.




  The Nasrids: Long lasting Moorish Dynasty that was founded in 1232 and effectively ruled Muslim Iberia until their surrender to the Catholic Monarchs in 1492. They ruled the Kingdom of Gharnata for over two hundred years and their greatest legacy is the beautiful Al Hambra palace.




  Quadalquivir: From the Arabic Wadi Al Kabiir or the big valley, this great river that starts in the Cazorla range near Jaen and ends in the Gulf of Cadiz has brought prosperity to this key area of the southern Iberian Peninsula.




  The Reconquered Lands: The lands that had formerly been under Muslim dominion that were seized and reoccupied by Christian forces.




  The Reconquista: The drive, that increasingly became a sense of divine mission to retake the lands of Muslim Andaluz. The origins of this movement are shrouded in mystery but the victories of the 11th Century gave it a greater sense of confidence and purpose and by the 14th Century it had driven the Moorish forces into the small territory of the Kingdom of Gharnata in the South of the Peninsula. 




  Santiago el Matamoros: The resurrected James the Martyr who became a symbol of the Reconquista. He was depicted as a zealous warrior upon a white horse that would mysteriously appear and aid the Catholic forces in battles against their Muslim enemies.




  Santiago de Compostela: Town in the North West of the Peninsula that became famous for its cathedral that contained the remains of the Apostle James (Santiago) that had been mysteriously transported to this area after his Martyrdom at the hand of Herod. It became a centre of pilgrimage and the spiritual powerhouse of the Christian Reconquista.




  Sephardic Jews: The Jews of the Iberian Peninsula, a long lasting and extremely fruitful community that may have been present since the time of the biblical Jonah. They produced great thinkers such as Moses Maimonides and their scattering after 1492 caused a flowering of their culture over Southern Europe, North Africa, The Netherlands and the Middle East.




  Sevilla: The other great city on the banks of the Quadalquivir, called Ishbilya by Romans and then Moors. It became the capital under the Almohads in the 12th Century. Traditionally, it has been known as a city of beauty, poetry and love.




  Tamazigh: Or ‘Free People’ their own name for the people the Romans called Berbers or barbarians. This name can refer to all peoples that have been called Berbers, or more specifically the indigenous peoples of the Atlas Mountains or indeed the general range of related Berber languages and again, more specifically the language of the Atlas mountain people.




  Chapter 1




  Obsession is the preserve of certain people. They are usually deeply damaged within, and their life is lived in a distant goal that is perceived within the twinkling of the horizon. They are the interesting, the popular, sometimes secretly admired and sometimes, equally secretly, despised. They are secretly despised because these are the front-runners, the philosophers, poets, and explorers that provide the colour to human existence. If you aren’t one, you’d never want to be one, but if they weren’t there then pity our society.




  In the early spring of the year 1391 a young Dominican monk looked across the straits of Gibraltar at the sun rising over the tip of North-West Africa. From his vantage point on the southernmost point of the Nasrid Kingdom, the last vestige of Muslim rule on the Iberian Peninsula, he would sit and meditate on all that the sight of the African continent brought up in him. 




  His name was Adonais, a young looking twenty five year old man. He was dressed in the white Dominican robes with a black outer cloak. His features obviously betrayed his Mediterranean origins though he was darker than the average Castilian. He had a handsome, memorable face but his most striking feature was the boyish vulnerability in his manner that further highlighted the power and intensity of his blue-eyed stare amidst his dark features and raven black hair. 




  Adonais would travel for miles to watch the sun rise over the distant lands of the Maghreb, or land of the setting sun, the Arabic name for the North-West of Africa. It was a dangerous, and some have said, pointless trip, but something would stir in his heart as he saw the sun rise to the east; as the wispy but sure land would emerge, he would feel something rising within him. What, he did not know, but it had always captivated him since he had first seen this distant land shimmering through the beguiling Mediterranean haze.




  Many have heard the call from the distant coasts of Africa, dreamt and returned to their normal existence while others have let that dream drive them onto new discoveries, new roads and new empires.




  As the sun rose and the fullness of what his eyes could see was revealed, he started to climb farther up the mountain upon which he stood. Further up to his place, the crack in the rock, his private place where he could commune with the one that affirmed all that was rising in his heart, the one who as a Friar, was the source of all his strength.




  Adonais could look round at the fruit of another man’s dream. This man, Tariq Ibn Zayid, in 711 AD or 89 in his calendar, commander of a reasonable force of Berbers would have stared the other way across the Straits that were to bear his name. What would have gone through his mind? His speech to his troops has filtered down to us through time, “O people, there is nowhere to run to, the enemy is in front of you and the sea is behind you, There is nothing before you, by God, except sincerity and patience.” Their ships were burning behind them and the rich Visigoth lands of the Iberian Peninsula lay before them.




  This was the first and the most successful Muslim sortie into Europe, it was the start of nearly eight centuries of a Muslim presence in the lands of the Iberian Peninsula. Tariq would be remembered in the naming of a great rock in his honour Jibel Tariq, Tariq’s mountain, and the thin strip of sea that separated Europe from Africa would also bear the name of this bold adventurer.




  Over 650 years later, Adonais from his secure mountain vista could survey the continuing results of Tariq’s dream. Its glory had faded but he could see to his right and left cities, towns and villages where the God that had inspired this wild and daring mission was worshipped. The wind would carry the words that he is the only one and that there is no other, and that the great prophet of the Arabian sands was his messenger. Those words, as if in song would touch something within Adonais, he did not believe in their truth, but their very utterance would give him a sense of a new land, a light hearted people, and destiny’s bright flash upon a distant sunset.




  He had planned to spend three days in his narrow mountain crag. Adonais had some water but no food; he had come to pour out the hunger that dwelt within him to the source of all sustenance. There he would rest and pour out his inner need and emptiness before the one who sees and listens; the one that didn’t mock the gentle power of his dreams as so many of the forces of his life had conspired to do. Rested there, with his hungry heart open, he would feel a new strength pumping into his inner man and a new resolve to live all of the noble desires that had been birthed within him. He knew all the forces that would beset his gentle nature as he went down the mountain, but there in his crag, he would open his heart to his Creator and would feel His love, peace and care. Most of all he would hear that voice that affirmed all that he was and gave him strength to be what deep down, he knew was possible.




  As he descended the mountain he spent another early morning watching the sun illuminate the distant lands of the Maghreb. Now his heart was sure, the stirrings within were not mere wistful dreaming, but the invisible forces of destiny that were calling him to a future unclear but as sure within as the light of noonday. His heart seemed to rest for a moment upon those narrow straits that separated the land of his hopes from the familiar land he stood upon. He heard the whale song and splash of dolphins and his heart was held by an invisible quality in the sun as it broke upon the waters. In this moment, things passed between the Sun, the wind and his heart, secret things, things that even he did not understand. Agreements that would one day be honoured; plans that would one-day blossom forth from the deep fertile soil of human destiny.




  Adonais was heading for his city, or the place that had become his city, Jaen. Jaen was a key city in the area of the Peninsula that had been reconquered by the Christians and stood proudly at the frontier of Christian advance into previously Islamic lands.  It was a long journey and he had chosen the darker road, the road through the Nasrid Kingdom of Gharnata. This Kingdom was the last and waning fruit of the Islamic expansion onto the Iberian Peninsula. There had been a golden age where all would have been welcome on Islam’s land but now as conflict loomed Adonais’s robes marked him as an unwelcome visitor though his humble bearing allied with his powerful, otherworldly presence and his linguistic skills usually allowed him to pass unharmed.




  Adonais wore the white and black robes of his order with a bearing that spoke of humility and approachability. Usually they were a symbol of arrogant ecclesiastical power; within a few centuries the humble followers of St Dominic had moved from gentle preachers to the wielders of the political sword and all bowed to their will. Adonais and his brothers were a very different splinter group within this and their loving and humble example was a splinter in the mind of the increasingly sectarian church of the Iberian Peninsula.




  As he walked down the mountain and started to take the long journey home he started to muse about the journey that had led him to this place in his life. What did Adonais really remember of those years before he found his way to the gentle orphanage run by the friars in Jaen? Before his shattered life was filled by the love of the community of brothers; he remembered wars and armed men, he remembered wandering, lost and, at times, near starving, but secure with the beautiful and noble woman that he knew to be his mother. Then, he remembered……he stopped, the memories were too hard, yes, he had faced something of those early horrors but it was still too painful to idly muse upon.




  His thoughts wandered and he started to think of the language of his early thoughts and of his wondrously secure converse with his mother. He had been encouraged to forget it; to learn Castilian to communicate with the other children at the orphanage.  He had then studied Hebrew, Greek, Latin, and Arabic as the friars helped Adonais develop his sharp mind. But in his deepest heart he spoke the language of a bright-hearted people, a people of the mountains in the land that his heart was longing for, and he never forgot it.




  Again his imagination drifted, to an important day when he was eleven years old. A trip with an older Friar had led him to Cordoba, the ancient site of Islamic greatness but now a broken and mournful parody of its former glory. He remembered the joy of seeing this famous city after the wonders of the beautiful overland trip from Jaen. He remembered his first sight of the great river, the Quadalqivir, like a silver serpent meandering through the lush valleys, going south to the sea.




  The Iberian Peninsula had once been almost completely dominated by Muslims. However centuries of patient yet brutal Christian reconquest had pushed their rule back to the relatively small Nasrid Kingdom of Gharnata. In the Reconquered lands there were often still Muslim communities, normally broken and fearful, but left to make a living in the areas that would have been their family homes for many centuries. As he passed through the impoverished Muslim quarter which stirred memories of his life before the orphanage he heard some familiar words. Two men were arguing in the language that he spoke in his heart. A thousand questions bubbled into his mind as he turned to survey the aggressive pair. He understood what they were saying and he felt a deep kinship welling up within him for those poverty stricken men. The brooding eye of his Friar guide dissuaded him from crying out and finding out more about his roots. He would find out more, later but for now he knew that men who spoke his language could be found in the impoverished Muslim quarters of the Reconquered towns, thus adding to their mystique in his young eyes; and this being coupled with the strange feelings that seem to call him to these areas, already.




  Why had Adonais taken the more dangerous road through Muslim territory? Firstly, there was El Obispo, or that was what he was known as, wild man, maybe holy man of the smaller mountains to the south of Gharnata. Adonais loved to explore these mountains, just to be there made his spirit soar like a dove. He knew that he would find the Wild Man of the Alpujara and they would enjoy their deep bond, but the journey to him was equally thrilling. He had left the mystical tip of the land of Al-Andalus and he was journeying through secret mountain paths to the Alpujara. The people who dwelt on such paths cared nothing for a man’s outward Islam or Christianity, they were people of the voice of the wind and the signs of the creator forged upon a man’s heart. Adonais felt free in these mountains, something touched him, and he felt an innocence, a sense of the beauty of the now which sheltered him from the cares of the past and the future.




  Adonais was experiencing something of the light of Al-Andalus, some would say the light of the Mediterranean lands. Light has a special quality in the mountains of the south of the Iberian Peninsula, it is melded with a thousand Castilian cries and a myriad of Arab chants, with a measure of ancient Berber spells. It is incense at once soothing, but at times, like a flashing dagger that pierces the heart causing ease and complacency to drip slowly out. Adonais, surrounded by the spirit of the one he had been communing with, the source of his inner voice, was carefree as he walked amidst this maelstrom. However he was not alone; there are forces in this world that few understand and their task is to fracture the peace of such souls as Adonais. They have been left in the land by their dark owners, causing and thriving off the pain, violence, curses and betrayal which these mountains have been endless host to. The force upon Adonais was too strong for them to triumph now, but they watched, they waited and they planned.




  He approached a mountain village, a welcome sight amidst the stark mountains. How could the people of this village be anything but peaceful surrounded by such beauty? He looked up, the shadowed orange glades with their serene call mixed with an air of violent mystery: the blue sky so full of light that pierced his spirit; as the birds sung a song that called him upwards into a world where possibilities were less limited, and he was liberated from the cruel laws of cause and effect that so ruthlessly dominated life.




  But remember, there was the other side to the light and beauty of Al-Andalus. The inhabitants of this village had had their share of soaring, serenely upon the sun-kissed winds and the joyous abandon of their festivals among the orange groves; but also their hearts had been pierced by the sharp knives of the whispering darkness of the southern marches. Invisible forces watched Adonais as he walked in sweet communion and desired to strike at him and shatter his peace.




  A village like this, so far from the frontier with Christian the Christian lands, was in Nasrid territory and hence, Adonais with his Friar’s robes and noble, peaceful bearing would attract suspicion, and maybe even open hostility.




  As the Muezzin, climbed the tower of the small village mosque and called the faithful to their first prayer of the day, Adonais felt a foreboding within as he approached this otherwise peaceful-seeming village.




  Allahu akbar, Allah is the greatest, Adonais always reacted to this statement, it always seemed strange, a seeming admission that he is not the creator as he claims to be and he needs to have it constantly restated. Ashhadu anna la ila illa allah, I confess that there is no deity except Allah, this stirred him at a deeper level, he could agree with it up to a point, if Allah was the same as the voice that spoke within him. He had come to understand that the word Allah could be applied to different beings, sometimes at the same time. Ashhadu anna Mohamadan rusol allah, I testify that Muhammad is the prophet of Allah. The sung Arabic of this was truly beautiful and though he did not believe that he spoke in the name of the voice he heard, he could not deny the beauty of what he had created.




  There were many more cries from the top of the tower and Adonais drew near to see the faithful gathering for their dawn prayer and he determined to gently mingle until he found means to replenish his meagre supplies. He was spotted by a large but calm eyed man that seemed to guess some of the spiritual forces that surrounded Adonais and spoke gentle but challenging words towards him.




  “My Brother, you speak Arabic? Good, this is not a good time for strangers in this area. Your bearing marks you as an Infidel, a noble one at that, but please keep yourself hidden.”




  “What shall I do good sir?”




  “There are seats in the small glade ahead; await me there and we will converse, Insha’allah.”




  Adonais was alive enough to realise that he had just had a significant encounter. Truth lay as the Quran said between the worlds of Djinn and men and those with real sight, for good or for evil, can see into both levels of existence. Sometimes we have a conversation in one world, but both participants know that they are talking of the realities of another.




  Such was this encounter and it was with a mixture of excitement and trepidation that Adonais waited in the orange glade as dawn’s light broke through the leaves. The man approached and invited him to follow him, and they walked through the glade and to the edge of the now slowly awakening village. He was led through a low door into a sun kissed house and found himself in a central courtyard which spoke of a certain prosperity amidst a contented family life.




  “Sit down please; let us eat for I sense that we have much to talk about.”  The noble stranger thus addressed Adonais as he called out for tea and breakfast to those in the heart of the house.




  Adonais was a communicator and walked with an open heart to all that he met, and often people would be struck by his radiant complexion and profound inner peace. This would often draw him into deep conversations as strangers would be curious as to the source of his inner power.




  “My brother, it’s strange to see a Friar of the order of St Dominic in this area and also one that has a completely different bearing than your pompous brothers further north. What is your story because I sense that it is interesting?” Adonais tried not to let his amazement at the man’s insight and perception show on his features. Like the view from the other direction, those in Muslim lands seldom knew the slightest detail about life in Christian Castile and so such knowledge and insight was a shock to Adonais.




  “The original way of our founder was a way of love, simplicity and humility and I have sought to live that path. Love carries me this far south, because though there is little sympathy for the pomp and violence of some of my brothers, every place has a home for those who walk in love.” Prompted by his inner voice, Adonais had spotted something in this stranger, a genuine need, and hence he was guiding the conversation in the direction of the transparency that would cause hearts to open.




  As Adonais spoke the stranger’s eyes widened as he perceived some of the depths of Adonais and his increasingly relaxed stance acknowledged the offer of transparency.




  The stranger quickly showed himself to be a man of profound intelligence and perception and Adonais was happy at the prospect of a deep conversation in the pure Arabic, Al FusHa. Adonais could converse in the most adulterated of street Arabic, but since he had started to learn Classical Arabic at the age of twelve, he had come to love the sounds, and the clarity of expression of the ‘language of heaven’ as it is described by the Muslim mystics.  




  An unveiled and friendly looking woman came in and placed tea and a breakfast of olives and goats cheese at a small table nearer the fountain. Her smile and intelligent eyes gave her a sense of youthfulness that belied her age that Adonais would have placed, like the stranger, at around sixty. The woman and the stranger exchanged friendly banter in a language that Adonais knew to be Arabic but couldn’t fully decipher.




  “My wife.” Said the man as she walked away, and his eyes were full of love and respect as he watched her walk back into the house.




  “We met many years ago in lands far to the east, where the sun rises. I took her from her home and she has joined me but we speak in her dialect so she can remember the home and family she left for my sake.”




  The stranger moved his seat to a small wooden table by the fountain and motioned Adonais to take a seat near him as he poured tea out in carved silver glasses. The sound of it pouring harmonised with the relaxed hum of the fountain and the courtyard came alive amidst the sights and sounds of dawn. Both of the men were robed but subtle differences in the cut and style of the robes gave away their different religious affiliation. The stranger had a vigorous face but eyes that betrayed many years and many deep and profound experiences.




  “My name is Abdul Haq al-Saidi, I have found myself in this village after many journeys, and a life of searching after truth. One thing I have learnt is that the inside of a man is what is important. His outward form, appearance, badges of place, nation and culture can hide an inside of nobility or rottenness. Now, I saw you to be an infidel, your bearing gives it away, but I see that you are a noble man who seeks to live the truth of Allah; a man who sees into the world of Djinns and men, deeper than the outward surface, and holds in his heart a secret peace.”




  The man held a hand out to stop any humble interjection.




  “Yes, I saw a lot as I was observing you when you came round the vale of the mountain, and I saw your heart, full of joy and sweet communion.”




  At this point, a pained expression came into the eyes of this, hitherto serene, centred and noble man.




  “What I want to ask of you is, what are you communing with and how does this force give you such peace and joy?”




  This question was direct, and Adonais was shocked to find such an open soul. Something of this shock must have played out upon his features, because the noble stranger went on.




  “Forgive my boldness, but I have such a pain in my heart that I long for any draft that would assuage the agony I have within, when I spot a soul that is truly at peace I need his secret however uncomfortable may be the answer.”




  Though Adonais felt a trepidation as to where this conversation may lead, he sensed that this stranger was responding from a genuine inner need rather than any attempt to entrap him into saying things that would insult Islam. Adonais was not naturally suspicious but the Iberian Peninsula was deeply divided on religious grounds and in his engagement with other communities he always ran the risk of misunderstanding leading to major difficulties.




  “My observations of you brother friar is that you have found something deep and special in your heart but have journeyed long to find it and have known some of the depths of human pain.” The statement was direct as they were both relaxing in the atmosphere of openness and trust that Adonais had initiated.




  “Siddi Al-Saidi.” Adonais replied as he looked first into the humming fountain and then into Abdul Haq’s piercing eyes.




  “My story is one of a long journey physically, but more importantly, a journey from a soul pierced and shattered in boyhood, and then finding a force within which the broken strands of my life could be restored.” The rhythm of Adonais’s speech was slow and the owner of the house was hanging on his words like a hungry man before a feast.




  “I’ve seen wars, destruction and seen the blessed security of my Mother’s protection brutally ripped from me before my eyes, leaving me to wander, confused and alone in a world I didn’t understand.” Adonais was entering some of his deepest pain as he said this, and Abdul Haq’s soul seemed to connect with some of the feeling that he was conveying.




  “I see that, your eyes betray some of your deep suffering. You’ve seen things that no child should see but I see that you have found some release from that pain. Tell me where is this release to be found for my soul is still trapped in the hurts of my boyhood?” Again Adonais tried not to convey the shock he felt at the man’s perception but centred himself as he went with his inner nudges and prepared to speak into the Abdul Haq’s deepest hurts.  




  For several hours they sat in the courtyard and they opened hearts to one another. The noble man drank deeply of Adonais’s honest flow of explanations of his life of faith and spiritually. As they talked Adonais could hear the promptings of the voice within urging him to have faith in what He was doing in this man’s soul. As the sun reached a level that suggested midday they were at a point where Adonais felt that this man could be led into an encounter with the powerful force of love that dominated his life.




  It was at this point that Adonais’s sense of trepidation started to come together in corporeal form. There was a knock at the door, and before the atmosphere of the conversation could be changed, three men were entering the courtyard. They were upright, local men coming to spend time with their friend. They had many of the cares and worries of local men, but Adonais could sense powers behind these men that wanted to interrupt the flow of their conversation.




  “Sit down, my friends and let me introduce you to Adonais, a humble wanderer headed for the Alpujarra.”




  It was obvious that his big character was trying to brush over the quizzical looks and thoughts that were created by the young Friar’s presence. The conversation had moved on and the host was questioning and putting at ease his three new guests, but even the most boorish of men could have sensed the discord in the spiritual atmosphere. Adonais could look at the three men and see that they were acting in all the best modes of Islamic civility, but his inner eyes could sense the powers that surrounded these men, and he could sense that these powers desired to strike at him.




  They had moved in conversation from the perfect Classical Arabic of the earlier conversation into the local Andalucian Arabic, this was a rough variant of the Arabic of the Maghreb coloured by the experiences of the Kingdom of Al-Andalus. They assumed that this educated stranger, versed in al-Fusha, would not speak the local dialect. They were wrong; Adonais’s knowledge of the Arabic language was very deep and had learnt the local dialect of the Moorish quarter of Jaen before he had relentlessly studied its classical form. This had helped him in his many journeys south into the Nasrid kingdom, and if he had chosen to his looks and linguistic skills would have made him indistinguishable from the local Moorish population.




  Adonais decided to declare this early in the conversation as the visitors were getting more and bolder in their probing into his presence. He burst in on the discussion with praise for the beauties of the day to a certain surprise from the other participants. He talked in a normal tone but he could see the jaws dropping, the inner questionings and could sense the anger of the powers that were becoming further infuriated as this enemy reached further into the now softening hearts of the three visitors, and further amazed the spirit of the now more soothed host.




  Adonais’s diplomacy and centeredness in his inner prompting smoothed over this potentially difficult situation. His ability to reach the hearts of men, now aided by their hearts’ tongue, was in full flow and the anger that the village felt against the infidels was forgotten.




  Abdul al-Haq Al-Saidi sensed the powers at work that has transformed this potentially very dangerous situation into a feast like time of love and friendship. As he accompanied Adonais to the door, he fixed him with eyes full of understanding.




  “We will conclude our conversation when my business takes me into the conquered lands, in Jaen we will spend an uninterrupted time together.”




  As Adonais started up the valley in an exultant mood he had left all the men with something to ponder on and it was with excitement that he started the next stage of his journey north.




  Chapter 2




  The Alpujarra are the beautiful valleys that lie in the shadow of the great Sierra Nevada, a mountain range to the south of the Iberian Peninsula. This wild yet gentle region lies between Gharnata and the sea. To this day, there is something about this series of breathtakingly beautiful valleys that attracts nether-worldly souls that want to live outside of the structures of normal living. Who knows why? The sea meets the land, mountains meet hills, Moors meet Christians, it is certainly a border country. A border country naturally, humanly and spiritually; such places draw those who have no natural home; they rest in the shadow world between more settled human habitations.




  The young Friar was making his way up the valleys to meet his friend and mentor El Obispo. El Obispo was a hermit that had settled in these valleys many years ago and given himself to a life of contemplation and deep communion with the Creator of the beautiful valley that he had made his home. Over the years, different people would be led to him, to draw from the deep strength and wisdom that he had found. Adonais had been led by direct promptings of his inner voice to El Obispo in a time of confusion after one of his first missions into Muslim territory.




  The name El Obispo, or The Bishop in Castilian wasn’t his real name. No one knew who he was before he took up his cavernous base on the Poquiera shelf in the upper slopes of the Alpujarra. However, to all who knew him or even had become aware of him through rumour, he was El Obispo, a source of spiritual power and wisdom. His word would be final in any situation as his lifestyle had caused him to find a deeper place of wisdom than can be attained by those whose communion is tainted by their distraction with the cares of this world.




  Adonais let his heart be drawn upwards by the enchanting beauty of the area as he prepared his heart for his meeting with El Obispo. He had journeyed through a narrow path and had started to climb and as he reached the heights above the tree cover his heart was shocked at the beauty of the valley. He had explored these valleys on many occasions but still the different sights thrilled him. These valleys would always be associated with the Wild man and their deep communion but Adonais loved the journey to him with its awesome sights, gentle paths and breathtaking waterfalls. He was climbing up the Poquiera shelf as the Wild Man lived near the snow-capped heights; he was anxious to reach his friend but would regularly pause to take in the rarefied spring air and otherworldly beauty of the sun-kissed valley.    




  Adonais could not remember his real father but the love he had known from other men had slowly rebuilt his soul and had helped him to develop into the sure and relaxed man he had become. He could have been such a surly, violent character but the love and acceptance that he had known in the Friary had given strength to his self-image and he had developed into the open giving soul that brought blessing to everyone that crossed his path.




  As Adonais mused he thought of his other Father, the power behind the one he talked to and the one whose voice he heard. This power of overwhelming love and tenderness expressed in the voice had led him out of so much pain and confusion and into the exultant world of communion with its source and with the people that he met. He thought of the different men who had poured themselves into his life and how some brought something of the other Father and some didn’t. He paused to think about this and realised that all human love is uplifting but that which truly merges with that great power of love has a quality that can build and recreate the most damaged of human souls.




  It was as if the different strands of the love of the Father met together when he was with the Wild man. His communion with the divine had made him as solid as the mountains in which he resided and lived his life of contemplation and the dispensing of love and wisdom. Adonais planned to spend a few days in his presence and draw from the energy of the man. He knew with a mystical knowing that he would be there and he would be prepared for Adonais’s coming.




  As he walked up the hill it would be wrong to say that Adonais felt fear. Yes, something about the man for which he was searching caused all that was within him to be exposed to a new light, but he knew that his incisive words and heart-cutting perception came within a deep and tender care for the very depths of Adonais’s soul. He felt a joy, this strong but tender man would touch Adonais in ways that no other human being could, but there is always a fear. Love can be withdrawn, it can cause hurt like no other emotion. Adonais would come and give the deepest secrets of his soul to this man and he did this, somewhat wisely, with a certain trepidation.




  He walked up the hill and as he rounded the curved path he saw the opening of the cave and he could sense the fire burning at its mouth. He hadn’t seen the large, imposing figure before a voice rang out.




  “Sit down my boy, the Lord has brought you to me and here the questions of your heart will be answered, here your soul will find restoration.”




  It was like this with El Obispo, he wasn’t one for small talk and as soon as you were in his presence you were ushered into a new realm of the Spirit. With him it seemed as if you were no longer human and you conversed spirit to spirit. Such was the tenderness of his love and sensitive understanding; that Adonais would let him into the depths of his soul, causing things to arise that other humans would never see.




  Adonais sat down and for what seemed like an age there was a pregnant silence. He was awed by the man’s presence and sat bathing in the holy energy that emanated from this spiritual giant, as vast and immovable as the mountains that surrounded him. The Wild Man looked at his young protégé, his coarse tunic overlaid by a thick blanket to guard against the chill spring winds that blow through his part of the valley. They sat opposite one another, the love and energy in the older man searching the inner motives of his visitor.
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