


I am sitting in my bedroom in the new Cambridge, Massachusetts.  
I am sitting in my bedroom in old Enfield. 

I am sitting in my bedroom in Port of Spain, Trinidad & Tobago.
 I am sitting in my bedroom in Peckham, Hackney, and other emerging 

settler colonies. 
I am sitting still and ask my grandmother to show me the verandah

at which barrels arrive and depart to London. 
15 years of cinemas:

seagull cries, free movements, 
furrowed stares, and deafening silences. 

Always, you ask me to imagine what peace looks like. 

What time will it be t/here, again?

Ornella’s departure arrives. I cannot record. There are no more frames. 
I arrive. I place myself in a technical future 

surpassed by the body it destroys. 
I walk. I have no need to run.

I hover along the highway led by a face I can’t see.

Her long hair and military jacket are not 

enough. The packet again asks me to follow

Adeola Young’s path. On a CCTV camera 

across the bridge, I shoot three men 

holding their hands up. On 27th June 2020, 

I shoot from barrels held by eight tactical operatives in my force. 

Imagine how overjoyed I was when everyone said they saw me: 

when they saw who, and what,

I had captured.

Each visit, my aunts sit around the dinner table 
our silence sighing: this was a surprise to all of us. 

She prided herself on her size: it was her health. 
Raised buttons itch, telling me that mosquitoes 

flying through the louvers did too. 
Everywhere: shrouded; 

hiding their travel onto her skin, strung like cloth on her bones. 
Each daily visit, we decide who goes for the permitted hour. 

Unlike us, the mosquitoes stay longer. Unlike us,
the mosquitoes stay together. They do not hear your husband calling

Reynold, Primus, or Jack again. How does it feel to trade the repetition of one ghost
 for another? 

I see the dying of family; 
I see layers of distance to a fading shadow.

...

I search in your notes for an explanation of the R.P.J. from 

which we depart. 

On 30th June 2020, Ornella Greaves was just trying to be 
a witness to history: this is public-interest lawyer, Kemba Godson-Philip, describing 

how Ornella used her smartphone during a protest near Beetham Gardens, 
a neighborhood bordered by a highway, a swamp and a landfill site. 

Holding her camera during and after Trinidad and Tobago Police Service officers 
start firing live bullets, she records a joint escape. 

These bullets reach her and her unborn child, 
two months shy of the seven years between this now 

and her brother’s killing 
by their hands.

The video goes dark at frame number 1860 
before it replays. In the remaining icon, her flight from being live 

continues; directing our eyes, she wields a power to die.

Again, I say that I simply cannot register touch without 

you. I need this photograph made in New York 

between your eye and the laptop screen 

playing Milk by Andrea Arnold. 

I scrub the film: she suffers a miscarriage and refuses to 

attend the funeral, 

she finds a younger man to suck on her breasts, 

she releases her milk, and, 

finally, cries. In your file, I copy: 

find a way to welcome the depth and darkness without
 pity. 

depart(ed) shroud(ed) touch(ed) follow(ed) always


