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Treasures Revealed – 2 
 
Laleima as guide 
 
Since the time of the event, I had housed her suffering within. Laleima was an embodied presence 
with whom I lived for many years before my desire to know propelled me to actively engage her story. 
While our dialogue was often cryptically elusive, nothing she presented in the inner space of co-
performance proved a discomfit. I plunged myself into her world – contextually, via character-
immersive techniques – so completely that I found I could intimately understand her life choices and, 
despite the tragedy of her narrative, could feel my heart expand with the joy encapsulating her way of 
love. Here, several examples to highlight how our relationship developed to such a point. 
 
Firstly – my site visit to Granada, returning to the place where I witnessed her pain in the halls of the 
Alhambra years before. It is no understatement to say I was nervous – how would she appear to me 
here, this time, in the hammam? Yet meaningful coincidence played its part – the area was closed for 
renovation. Psychically freed from memory, I was open to the possibility of compassionate witness to 
her life in other locations, and situations. Thus did I find myself more often in AI than out. Tourist 
crowds melted as the inner landscape was engaged; dialogues between self and other spontaneously 
arose, and I wrote entries in my journal such as the following: We sit together in Aisha’s Mirador, on 
cushions by the arches. The burble of water from the patio garden quiets our thoughts, orange and 
myrtle branches reach in through open windows. Beyond is the kingdom of your brother and Lord. We 
sit, tilework at our backs, stained glass in the domed ceiling above, a pot of mint tea to share. The 
wind is high risen on a day in late autumn. The cypresses are flirting, I say. See how the wind bows 
them deep in a dance of love? 
Their fruits will fall all the 
faster, you reply. I laugh. Let 
it not be on fallow ground! 
You blush ... 
 
Yet my most potent 
experience in Granada 
occurred beyond the scope of 
such ‘imaginal dialogues’ 
(Cwik 1995, p.138). Co-
performance suddenly, 
unexpectedly, morphed into 
something beyond when I 
became the instrument for 
another’s witness after I 
entered a particular area of the 
palace. The uprising of this 
new text was preceded by clear sensory signals – palpitating heart, quickened breath, blurred vision, 
unchecked tears. Both Laleima and I were in the presence of a higher source, a ‘subtle substance’ 
(Corbin 1998a, p.4), which had entered our performance space to mediate a dialogue neither she nor I 
could have begun. Under a seeming cone of silence I felt myself exit time, tugged by a frozen moment 
to an event more than six centuries past. As awareness of my task struck, the writing became swift and 
frantic, penning content which Laleima could not have coherently communicated to me, being only a 
small child at the time. Indeed, it is possible she had no clear or present memory of it in any case. 
Embodied knowing was the instrument and my writing the ‘current’ (Salverson 1996, p.184) tasked 
with joining different dimensions in the rhizome, to connect Laleima with a higher witness to her own 
past. Thus did the following words form in my understanding – words spoken to Laleima herself and 
for which I merely took dictation: 
 
When you were small, and a girl child at that, you could not come to your father in his throne room, 
the Hall of the Ambassadors as it was called, a place of celebration, public office, high officialdom. 
But this is where they brought you this night. For in your father’s grief, it was here that he had come. 
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No courtiers, no prying eyes, at night only shadows and memory, where he could sit upon his throne, 
surrounded by Qur’anic inscriptions, surrounded by the Nasrid motto: La ghalib ila Allah – There is 
no victor but God. Yes. Before you were brought to him, after he had left her cold and bruised flesh, 
he wept and lamented the cry of his ancestor. No one could cheat mortality, not even his Beloved.  
 
Now he weeps afresh when they say you kissed the lips of death, but holds you close and, soon enough, 
sleeps himself. Moonlight streams in through the high latticed windows to dapple your faces in shades 
of rose. Your journey through the passage of night this night is fringed by stars, stars set into the 
ceiling of a high domed hall, seven heavens on the path to Paradise – the first made of emeralds, the 
second of red pearls, the third of rubies, the fourth of white silver, the fifth of gold, the sixth of white 
pearls and the seventh of brilliant light. Crowned by Paradise itself, in which are buried the roots of 
the tree of life to sustain the stars and galaxies, the all of an infinite universe. 
 
You wake. It is dawn. Father’s beard has tickled your cheek and brought you up and out of your 
dreams of life to the reality of life. Dawn, and the sun rises, throws light into the hall, while in the 
dome, each of the heavens explodes in colour. The greens of the emerald heaven, the reds of the 
rubied, the clear light and gilt edges of the silver and gold. The sunlight grows more solid, insistent on 
entering. The room is alive with jewels amassed, mosaics splashed with shafts of joy. All shadows are 
banished, the dark of death sent skating. All this you see as you wake from your dream – the colours, 
the sparkles, the twinkling stars, reflecting the glory of Allah’s kingdom, right here where you are. 
You wriggle and tug at Father’s beard, shake his shoulder in your excitement to bear witness, to share 
this new knowledge. Look Papa! Till he wakens to your bubbling joy. Look now! Mama has arrived in 
Paradise. She is greeting us from the kingdom of Allah! 
 
Working with such texts and filling gaps in the rhizome with my own practice, over a concentrated 
three-month period I developed a full draft of Laleima’s narrative. I put it away, let it settle, began my 
research on Kisha’s world. Yet several months into this latter work, a startling dream presented, a 
critical intervention to what I thought to be a finished product: I am in an Islamic setting, a teteria, 
sitting at a small table with three men I do not know, foreigners wearing strange garb (I am in 
traditional silk robes). They look like 19th century English explorers to India with their pith helmets 
and safari suits. They have a Dalmatian dog with them which is exuberantly rushing about the room, 
sniffing. I am frantic and cry out: But who will look after my child? It seems they are here to take my 
son away. The men answer: Fenula will care for him. Coming up a spiral staircase I see ‘Fenula’. She 
is my servant, Sara, and with her is my child. He is around six years of age, dark-haired and eyed, 
solemn. Someone says: This is the way it must be … 
 
Within the dream, I was hyper-conscious – no longer a witness to Laleima’s world, I embodied her 
experience, saw through her eyes, felt what she felt, and woke, drenched in her tears. Many things 
confused me, but one thing was clear. I had mistranslated the words which formed during my 
visionary first glimpse of her in the halls of the Alhambra years before. Her miscarriage or abortion 
had gone wrong because the foetus had survived, her child had lived. The intensity of this revelation 
was only exceeded in the moment by the realisation that there was a vast amount of further research 
and re-writing to do if I was to assimilate this new knowledge. Yet the message of the dream was 
cryptically elusive beyond the single fact of a child. Who were these three men? What was a 
Dalmatian doing there? Why the name changes? And why was this the way it must be? Myriad 
questions, nil answers. I retreated from the intertidal zone, something more would need to present, 
perhaps synchronistically, to reveal the psychoid unity by which I, little limited I, could recognise the 
interconnections in the rhizome.  
 
I returned to researching Kisha’s world and more months passed. My focus now was Serbian 
Orthodoxy and its iconography. The 14th century was a watershed, apparently, for the Bosnian 
kingdom. Victories over the Serbs had resulted in territories extending to the Dalmatian coast, the 
conqueror crowned at a famous Orthodox monastery on the trade route inland from Ragusa (present-
day Dubrovnik). Suddenly Laleima was back centre-stage. Images flashed, too much, too fast, the 
intersects in the rhizome too chaotic to track. I walked long beside a creek, through a forest of 
birdsong and fragrant water, to quiet my mind, and therein saw three ‘wise men from the East’ 
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(Matthew 2:1-12) offer sanctuary to her child. But this information essentially post-scripted the story. 
Where had she been, what had she done in between carrying her child full-term and their separation 
six or so years later? A wide frontier of becoming landscape remained uncharted. Nevertheless I was 
beginning to trust the signposts she offered. Laleima would return with another puzzle piece when the 
time was ripe. 
 
I only had to wait nine days. A weekend of art museum visits planned months earlier had arrived – 
first stop Zentrum Paul Klee for a retrospective centred on work arising from his trips to North Africa, 
something I thought may be interesting for my PhD in terms of knowledge production via aesthetic 
engagement. I arrived to find Klee’s aquarelles and sketches juxtaposed against local art and culture, 
the first exhibit being a collection of Moroccan tribal (ie pre-Islamic) art. Confronted by a shroud, a 
huge swathe of camel cloth painted in symbolic shamanic shapes, I was suddenly overwhelmed by the 
same embodied knowing of seeing through Laleima’s eyes. In a frenzy of scrawled notes, I knew her 
place of exile. The source had gifted me red threads to unravel a mystery, like firefly sparks 
illuminating individual points within the rhizome so I could make the connections. She had pointedly 
targeted each of the different outreach methods in my practice – dreamwork, AI, character-immersion 
and synchronicity – to help me along the path to understanding. In so doing, the Otherworld revealed 
that its approach to dialogue is as much founded on a way of love as mine. Laleima’s approaches were 
never deliberately opaque, but respectful of my alterity, gifting images in language which would assist 
their translation, ‘finding gestures or words which touch the other in his, or her, alterity’ (Irigaray 
2002, p.151). 
 
To conclude the story of our relationship, let me share her final coming. Knowing her task would be 
complete and that my understanding would now be whole, she came one last lingering time before 
leaving me to continue the journey alone – of bringing her treasure back into the land of time, into a 
world of not enough love. In a silent space, a sacred space, we spent six days together, writing 
together, she gifting me her 
treasure before melting back into 
the ocean depths. And, no matter 
how clumsy the translation or how 
unusual the situations she imaged 
for me, I felt empowered by her 
presence to stay true to the spirit 
of Benjamin’s task, to respect 
Eco’s deep story, and to honour 
the considered judgement of 
Milan Kundera’s Italian publisher: 
‘The mark of a good translation is 
not its fluency but rather all those 
unusual and original formulations 
(“not the way to say it”) that the 
translator has been bold enough to 
preserve and defend’ (Calasso, 
cited in Kundera 1988, p.130). 
 
Coming down the chimney in a whirl of soot and wind in the stillness of a moonless night, Laleima 
showed me her death, a ‘death’ which was in fact no death, for love had already given her the strength 
to die-to-self three times over the course of her on-earth journey. The description of her death scene in 
text thus became fundamental to the concept of linking past-present-future as a single moment, an 
instant envisioning her afterlife, her own personal beyond. And, even if my translation of that moment 
remains completely opaque to a reader, it must stay as written, as experienced. Her body may have 
been stoned to a bloodied pulp for the crime of adultery, but this was completely irrelevant to a soul 
intent on a fresh task – to confront the ‘Angel of History’, the sad rendering given to Klee’s painting 
of Angelus Novus by the tragic hand of Walter Benjamin in another time and place and implore him, 
over and over, to face the stream of time as she did, in full faith of love’s truth, her tiny firefly spark 
still one more than none – an inspiration to all of us to trust to love as the salvation of a torn humanity. 

 


