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Treasures Revealed – 4 
 
El Crucio as translator 
 
The central panel of the triptych, the slim sister in between Laleima’s and Kisha’s narratives, is titled 
Cantigas de Santa Maria. Cantigas are songs, medieval troubadour hymns to love, Santa Maria the 
holy mother of God. The specific text to which the title of this panel gives reference is a 13th century 
illustrated manuscript which the Christian translator brings as a gift to the Moorish court in the first 
panel, Laleima’s Story. It is a cantiga he sings to Laleima to explain how time and space dissolve into 
an eternal now, all because of love’s energy at the centre of creation. 
 
Meanwhile, in the Cantigas panel, we follow the journey of a troubled man, El Crucio (the Sad One), 
as he weaves a meandering course across the landscape of medieval Europe before finally finding 
peace as an iconographer on the Isle of Candia (present-day Crete). It is a story told in four voices by 
those who witness his pilgrimage to the heart of being. The Song of the Brother begins the text. The 
Song of the Gypsy follows as a prophecy in riddles. The Song of the Monk continues the tale. And the 
Song of the Revelation, told in the voice of an unnamed omnipresence, completes the ring cycle. In so 
doing, it folds the panel back onto itself and into the first, a process anticipated at the conclusion of the 
third panel, Kisha’s Story, by the protagonist herself. 
 
Even though this was the second, or central, panel of the triptych, its text was written last. 
Intriguingly, in both its conception and execution, no dreamwork presented, no specific AIs occurred, 
nor were synchronistic events encountered. Character-immersive research into the practice of 
iconography and its history across the Mediterranean region was my sole ‘outer’ knowing offered into 
the process of its making. My writing was rather founded on ‘inner’ knowing – pure intuition. It 
seemed to reflect, in a way I can only describe in hindsight as remarkable, the process of achieving 
spiritual union through an icon, however in my case it was via bringing the text out onto a plane of 
intimate exteriority. I had read about the descent of grace (charis), the icon’s active element, life or 
spirit, as a conduit of divine response (Pentcheva 2007, p.124), but for me to experience it through 
writing this text into existence was completely unexpected. The narrative’s uplift from inner to outer, 
symbolically and materially, seemed to mirror El Crucio’s ‘knowing’ as he wrote his Kiria icon – a 
process infused with the gnosis of an ‘inner directing and transforming presence’ (Hoeller 1989, p.8) – 
and I can only nod my head in agreement. The panel thus functions as ekphrasis to ‘convey the 
experience of sacred space in which the seen and unseen, tangible and intelligible, are equally real’ 
(Webb 1999, p.74). Just as the iconographer journeyed from unknowing to knowing across the 
chronotope of the songs’ narration, so too did I in writing the Cantigas, this panel’s ‘becoming’ 
completing my own.  
 
Without the harnessing of 
any specific practices, my 
felt-sense was to naturally 
embody each witness as 
he or she arose from the 
Otherworld to share 
stewardship of the icon 
into existence. The 
writing which arose thus 
had an aethereal quality. I 
felt myself floating in 
space the whole time it 
was written; no teeth were 
pulled in its translation. 
Finally it was as if I had reached the point where Benjamin’s ‘pure’, his ‘echo of the original’, waited: 
‘Translation does not find itself in the centre of the language forest but on the outside facing the 
wooded ridge; it calls into it without entering, aiming at that single spot where the echo is able to give, 
in its own language, the reverberation of the work in the alien one’ (Benjamin 2007a, p.76).  
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Somehow I had reached this ‘single spot’ in the rhizome, wading into the intertidal zone and 
immediately finding myself in the exact location to receive the echo. Even with the evidence before 
me, I still struggle to understand how it happened. Here, an excerpt from my journal: 
 
I sit before a wide long desk. I am drawn to pen some notes for a scene on a slip of paper but in their 
midst, another thought presents, another snatch of conversation from a different scene, in different 
space-time. It refuses to wait its turn, needs to be captured now, so I take another slip of paper and 
record it. And in its midst, another thought presents, destined for a different slip, and so it goes on. By 
the end of several hours (which I have not noticed pass) many slips of paper lie on this (fortunately) 
wide long desk. The creative journey of composition is illinear, lateral, rhizomatic. Nothing follows 
logically, structuring mechanisms are few and far between. Nevertheless, these slips of paper 
congregate, sort themselves into piles, wander like Deleuzo-Guattarian ant armies between plateaus 
till they find their best-fit. Suddenly I see order emerge from chaos – these are the cantigas, the songs 
to sing the icon into existence. I shake my head, laugh into the void cleaved by this revelation. This is 
what it is like to receive instruction. The rhizome won’t wait, it will continue to traverse random lines 
of flight in a frenzy of becoming, while my task is to capture the tiny fragments in their flow, settle 
them into some narrative structure later. I have to trust the process, it has led me this far but still I 
can’t second-guess it, still it produces the ‘new’. Each time I must trust that becoming conscious of its 
meaning will follow, at some point, to validate the meant to be … 
 
Remarking the remarkable however does not presume that what I experienced is special or unusual. In 
a study of writers’ processes, ‘most interviewees recalled the ability to reach a passive acceptance as 
essential to certain stages of the creative process, some going as far as naming it a nullification of self’ 
(Ben-Shir 2007, p.191). Respondents described such phenomena as: ‘I have become void within … I 
am not inside … All is spirit’ or ‘I am a point of drainage, a place into which many experiences are 
channelled’ (DZ & SJ respectively, cited in Ben-Shir 2007, p.192). While one could use 
Csikszentmihalyi’s concept of ‘flow’ to interpret these observations in emotional-cognitive terms, 
Ben-Shir considers the transcendental dimension: ‘By vacating herself entirely into the characters and 
situations she creates in her work she experiences a spiritual union with the objects of which she tells. 
… Only by transcending the limiting boundaries … can the aesthetic-mystical experience occur’ 
(ibid.). Here she sees parallels with Jung’s theory of individuation (Jung 1995, p.415) but as this 
would take me along a vastly different line of flight, I will simply note her conclusion that writing is a 
‘way of being’ (Ben-Shir 2007, p.199), a notion which supports the finding that ‘writing is a symbolic 
system which articulates what we know, but it is also a tool whereby we come to these 
understandings’ (Colyar 2009, p.422).  
 
Nevertheless, while neither Ben-Shir nor Colyar’s research goes so far to investigate embodied 
knowing as a facilitator to writing our way to understanding, this was the sum of my experience – the 
means by which I entered and co-performed within the becoming landscape of the story, and brought 
this inner knowing out. It is something El Crucio also comes to understand following a prophetic 
meeting with a Gypsy who reads the lines on his hand for a clue to his future (p.215): 
 
Wholly awake or asleep, a desire stirs you. I feel the gift in you, it hums and shimmers in your hand 
like the duende of a dancer –   
 
It is alright! I hastened as he tried to tug away. I know the duende – I too know the daimon’s spirit 
which rises up and sets the feet to spin or the voice to cry out in deep song. It knocks. Loud, louder 
still, does it not? You feel it knock? There will be no peace until you surrender, until you bring her to 
your dance. I smiled and repeated: The duende knocks. 
 
He watched me closely.  
 
You are a writer, I said, weaving words between lands. Your duende knocks loud in your hand to write 
from the book of your heart, the most sacred land of all. 
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I have no truck with words, he said. His eyes seemed to bore through mine, so certain was he. 
 
But you must! I said in my own certainty. The time has now come to dance with your duende and bring 
forth what is written on your heart.  
 
Did you not hear me, woman? No words will I again write! 
 
I sighed and pointed to the palm of his hand, traced a finger across the grit trapped in its creases and 
folds, tried to explain this great thing to him another way. The duende within you seeks release. As the 
wind works upon sand, so must you write. Only then will you find peace, when you bring her to your 
dance.  
 
Her? 
 
Yes. Her. 
 
In 1933, Federico Garcia Lorca wrote a lecture titled Play and Theory of the Duende. In it, he sought 
to articulate the embodied knowing which infused his work, drawing on flamenco and Gypsy cante 
jondo (deep song) to explain his proposition: ‘I have heard an old maestro of the guitar say, “The 
duende is not in the throat; the duende climbs up inside you, from the soles of the feet”’ (Lorca 1998, 
p.49). ‘One must awaken the duende in the remotest mansions of the blood’ (Lorca 1998, p.51); it 
‘requires a living body to interpret (it)’ (Lorca 1998, p.54), arising, as it does, from ‘the fertile silt that 
gives us the very substance of art’ (Lorca 1998, p.49), the rhizome’s fecund swamp. 
 
My feeling of kinship with Lorca and his 
duende goes back to the beginning of the 
beginning of research into Laleima’s world. I 
discovered that he was a native Granadan and 
had written a diwan in homage to Andalusia’s 
Moorish past. This served as a catalyst to 
reading his sweeping Gypsy Ballads which 
then led to his biography and the tragic fact 
that his execution by Franco troops in 1936 
echoed his own Lament for Ignacio Sanchez 
Mejias some two years earlier: 
 
At five in the afternoon. 
It was exactly five in the afternoon. … 
The rest was death, and death alone 
At five in the afternoon. 
 
Accordingly there is a nod to Lorca’s spirit in 
each panel of the triptych, not least because 
my own Woolfian moment of being, otherwise 
known as the event, had hit like a 
sledgehammer at the same synchronistic hour.  
 
As with everything discovered on my journey to bringing the inner out, none of these rhizomatic 
interconnections was known in July 2000 when Laleima crossed my path in the Alhambra. Like Woolf 
and her moments, it was a circular dance toward meaning, circumambulatory reflections probing the 
experiences of kindred artistic spirits while my own understanding of such phenomena gained traction. 
In this way I stumbled across Hirsch’s The Demon and the Angel confirming that ‘Lorca wrote from 
the body, which he trusted as … the vessel of our transformation. … Lorca invariably located the body 
as the source – the site – of our unconscious understandings” (Hirsch 2002, p.13-14). Hirsch likewise 
cites the poet, Rainer Maria Rilke, as experiencing the duende: ‘Lines burst out of him … came to him 
unbidden, and in the strongest possible contrast to the preceding ones. … (He) permeated the 
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membrane between the inner and outer worlds, mystically touched a greater unity” (Hirsch 2002, 
p.43). So did my embodied knowing complete the circle when this Spanish word was gifted on to the 
Gypsy to help her engage a sullen El Crucio in his certainty he would never again write.  
 
Thus did El Crucio and I find ourselves beholden to Lorca’s duende – writing text my symbolic 
system for bringing the inner out, writing an egg tempera and gold-leaf icon his. In the process, we 
both experienced the same phenomena, a nullification of our limited selves, a self-naughting or dying-
to-self so that gnosis could flourish in our emptiness. As noted in my journal, the rhizome won’t wait 
when it finds such empty space in which to expand, like ‘waves … vibrations … inscribed on the 
plane of consistency’ (D&G 2004, p.278). It is an exuberant coloniser, where ‘the self is only a 
threshold, a door, a becoming between two multiplicities. … Not only does it border each multiplicity, 
… not only is it the precondition for the alliance necessary to becoming, but it also carries the 
transformations of becoming’ (D&G 2004, p.275). Indeed, as I floated on these waves, frantically 
inscribing slips of paper, a part of my circle-of-self stepped away to observe the process in action and 
communicate with this ‘inner directing and transforming presence’ (Hoeller 1989, p.8) in poetic form:  
 
Often do you speak through me  
So oft now you sound like me  
Or rather I you? 
 
In attempting to articulate what I observed at one level of my being and experienced at another, it 
seemed the process reflected the culmination of earlier encounters where co-performance became the 
portal to a space beyond my usual territorial range in the intertidal zone. Becoming the instrument, the 
channel, for another’s witness, had previously resulted in situations where my limited ego-self ceased 
to exist – for example, when I took dictation for a higher witness to Laleima’s early childhood (see 
this essay) or when Samir arrived as insistent words formed after I began to wear his ring’s ‘sister’ 
(see this essay). But now, with the writing of the Cantigas, I had reached the ‘single spot’ in the 
rhizome to receive the ‘echo of the original’ in all its purity, just as El Crucio, the Sad One, did when 
he faced Benjamin’s ‘wooded ridge’ and brought his Kiria into existence. Here, an excerpt from the 
Song of the Monk (p.225):  
 
Albaro returned from the monastery of Agios Georgios to wait beneath the laurel till I unbarred the 
cell and released its prisoner next day. So it was that we both watched the Sad One emerge like a babe 
born into the harsh light of a foreign world. With one hand he shielded his eyes from a setting sun, 
with the other he clutched a single sheet of torn and filthy parchment. Indeed, we watched him emerge 
from the cave leaving all else behind save this scrap of paper trembling with life between his fingers, 
poetry in a script only his hand could write. He had surrendered – fully, completely, been crushed to 
dust. No fragment remained of his self to be rebound, reforged. None needed. For out of dust had 
arisen a jewel of creation, our Lady Kiria, the merciful, the most compassionate. Embodied loving-
kindness born afresh by his hand. It was Kiria, the All-Pure, who had brought him home. By the grace 
of our Lady, he was restored to God’s care.  
 
This was the beginning of El Crucio’s relation with his inner guide, for his duende to ‘dance’ as the 
Gypsy prophesied. When no fragment of his self remained, space was afforded for a new jewel of 
creation to manifest. The Otherworld offered up its treasure and he, a pearl diver in the tradition of 
Benjamin, humbly received the echo of the original. It was an experience so cathartic, so purifying to 
his very being, that he returned to the wooded ridge over and over, each time writing a new Kiria as if 
it were his first, his only. And to which, once, the monk bore witness (p.244-5): 
 
That night I saw the Holy Spirit move through him, mix the colours, sketch the outline, fill the form 
with delicate strokes. Work silently written. As conceived, so delivered. As received from a space 
beyond thought, beyond language, so translated into gold leaf and egg tempera. No need of word, no 
need of thought. From the beyond to the beyond by way of a single hand, a pure heart, he wrote with 
full attention to his task, returning the Lord’s gift unto Himself, gifting it on, out into the world, this 
gift of love divine. 
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While he wrote, something shimmered, hovered at his elbow. At first I was unsure, I thought my eyes 
failed me. The night was long, perhaps my sight was blurred by weariness. But it did not shift, this 
shimmer, no matter how I squinted. So after a time, I accepted it as I saw it, as I see it still in my 
mind’s eye. At his elbow was a misted presence of golden light. Either connecting with his body from 
without, or seeping from the very core of his self within, I could see no sharp edge or outline to his 
form. All a-shimmer, aglow, at his right side, melting, merging with the deft strokes of his hand. 
Perhaps it was only the fluidity of movement which I smudged into unknowing by my witness. My eyes 
were not a youth’s, after all. But perhaps, just perhaps, my vision was clear, and I saw straight 
through from the heart’s inner eye – that an angel had entered the room.  
 
… No time had passed in the space where he was, yet dawn approached. With the first twitter of birds 
in the grey half-light which precedes the sun’s rise, he stood and stretched, returned from a journey 
into the closet of his heart, the icon the story of his voyage … 
 
It is indeed a humbling and 
awe-inspiring experience to 
witness such an ‘inner 
directing and transforming 
presence’ (Hoeller 1989, p.8) 
at work, gnosis in the process 
of being revealed, the inner in 
the process of being outed. It 
is even more humbling to 
apprehend such revelation in 
one’s own work – work that 
fully embodies an Other’s 
presence to speak through 
one’s heart as the trans-
sensory organ of perception, 
home to the spark of love.  
 
The heart is the ‘source of the intimate’ (Irigaray 2002, p.44), and the idea that it operates as a trans-
sensory organ of perception and knowledge is common across mystic traditions (Underhill 1995, 
p.71). The words ‘soul’ and ‘heart’ are often used interchangeably to describe a location which acts as 
both border and mediator between sensual and spiritual knowing – the locum of access for an inner 
guide, the space where the duende manifests. Thus have I, like El Crucio, experienced what Irigaray so 
lucidly expresses: ‘The approach is possible only in the recognition of the irreducible difference 
between the one and the other. This, in fact, gives access to a path from the one to the other and to the 
sharing of a still free energy and space. … Something arrives which did not exist and that the bringing 
together of two worlds produces … the mysterious legacy of an encounter which it is important to 
remember without simply appropriating it’ (Irigaray 2002, p.153). Mysterious, yes. And I feel blessed 
to be able to share the texts arising from such encounters, a way of love which gifts inner knowing 
outer expression, now gifted on. 
 

 


