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“Time is a Boomerang”’
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Christina Sharpe writes that
“time collapses in on itself; it is not
linear; it is a boomerang”.

If time collapses, what can you grab
before it's gone?

Before | sat down to begin writing this
introduction, | washed out Bernie’'s food
bowl.

At the time | am writing this it has been
over one month since he passed.

We havn't put any of this things away.
His bowls have been steadily collecting
dust and food particles that have fallen
from the kitchen counter.

| dried it off and set it back in its spot
after.



[and i am secretly jealous,
a stupid, ugly thing,
when he visits jacob and not me]

| know he isn't coming back.

But sometime he visits us in our dreams.

I've been rethinking dreams as temporal
imprints, rather than silly subcouncious
fictions. It helps.



THE

IMPOSSIBLE SHAPE







dear jacob,
“sorrow makes a shape that is familiar”
it wraps around you, circles you.
it has no beginning or end.

since i met you, it has been a pleasure
to share in your sorrows.

our sorrows shall likely have no
beginning or end.

this, i hope, is a blessing.







our parents got us these flowers for our
anniversary? i am uncertain, as they
could also be bereavement flowers.

the time between now and bernard’s
death is already starting to go fuzzy.







l1l. 1 AM OUT OF TIME.



“berniellll”

i call his name the same way i always
have as i enter the flat.

he is laying on the ground with his head
under the couch. i ask him why his head
is under the couch as i go to make him a
snack (he didn't eat that morning].

i grabbed some of his chicken? from the
fridge and held it out in my hand. he did
not want it. i said that it was okay.

i am already starting to forget what
happened next.

he was in distress; he had an accident
- he pooped laying down. we are petting
him, saying it is okay.

jacob washes up, i notice his breathing
has changed.

“..hey jacob? i think you should maybe
come over here”

i think back to the night jacob told me
about the lump. i know he is going to die.
i think that this is it.



his breathing is labored.
iam petting him .
jacob is petting him.

i watch him slip away through his eyes.

the hand i have on his heart informs me
that he has passed.

rather, he has died - “passed skirt[s] the
hard work of dying”.

his eyes remain open.

jacob is howling, clutching bernie’s life-
less body against his as the its legs flop
open and the tongue drops out of its
mouth.

i‘'ve looked away. i do not want to see
that detestable cancer-ridden body that
couldn't keep him here with us.



i do not exist. i am out of time.

jacob is calling the vet, i am staring at
the wall & sitting on the couch.

bernfe bernie’'s body is wrapped in a
sheet?

iam not sure when that happened.

it is dripping liquids. the carpet where
he died is wet.

the ER vet is annoying and unhelpful, i
can hear her through the phone.

it's fucking sunday evening and the
nearest open vet is far.

in the end, we wrap him his body in one
of the vacuum seal bags we used to
bring his toys over, put it in a suitcase,
and uber there.

it is a little funny; the thought of the
wheels on the cobblestones makes me
want to laugh and vomit.



i am humbled and grateful he waited for
us to come home to die.

that moment exists severed from time.

i hate it, and i hope i will remember it
forever.






IV. “CAPACITY TO
- | REMEM B Ey

M. Gluhovic - "Theory for Theatre Studies: Memory”



“the capacity to remember is linked also
to the capacity to shape narrative, or
even forget it”

i started shooting this roll of film when
bernie got his diagnosis.

when i finally developed it 7 days before
he died, the whole roll was blank.




an old roll i shot in 2019. | found these B4gs340t
underexposed, light fogged images while \\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\\
looking through our archive for the card .

the vet's office sent after he passed.




these impressions,
suggestions of figures,
suggest narrative.

personal & provacative.

scooped from time,
propmting remembrance]
prompting a new story.







this one had a tear

who tore it?
was it an accident?
when did it happen?
what is the image of?
where was it taken?
when?

the only person i could
ask, i havn't spoken to in
in four years.

rupture, too, suggests
narrative.
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Mulberries foraged from the 170 year-old
tree by the Thames in Chelsea.

There is a‘liberation in wild urban
foraging. Equalizing almost?
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WHAT IS OUR RESPONSIBILITY?



we kept the flowers for too long.

they.molded over







In the hole, you root around in darkness,
waiting for the chance to attempt to
fight your way out.
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It's dark, it's warm. £
Comfortable.
But you are a husk.

You fight your way out.

N
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When you emerge, where are you? &




“grief fractures time” (c. sharpe] -
it ripples, slows, speeds. degrades.
distorts. contorts.




in visualizing the hole

and what might come after

i seek ways in which i might
degrade/distort/contort
canonized temporal patterns of
montage.




when we emerge from the hole,
we are not ‘out’.

the world we come into is vague,
esoteric, fantastic; an imitation
of reality.




what narratives might we
build here?

in what capacity might we
remember the hole?




A. Carson - “Nox”
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“whatever night grabs”

carson’'s translation work
holds me. sweeps me up.

i feel a kinship with her -
another woman exploring

loss through scans.

[i must remember to thank
emily again for the book]|

quid quid - whatever
nox - night, also darkness

aufert - grabs, also
separates

i suppose one might read
the latin as:

“whatever darkness
separates”



what is all of this
scanning?

this way of image and
impression making?




as a cinematographer, |
must separate and join
simultaniously.




i imagine darkness might be
my partner in that process.







what is obscured from these
figures? these characters?

what is the narrative
obsuring?

the separation darkness
provides helps me to answer
these questions.

“Marigolds”- Vanessa Marcos Pires De Oliveira




i think often of bernie’s last
moments. how his eyes were
open but darkness was likely
the last thing he saw.



“Marigolds”- Vanessa Marcos Pires De Oliveira







although jacob disagrees. he
says i was sitting in front of
bernie’s head. he said the last
thing he saw was me.

perhaps it's both.
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