
As it was in the beginning, is now and ever shall be, world without end.  

!
Elliptical litanies shore up uncertain ground. 

!
__ 

!
May 13th 2006 

The landscape is rebelling against us, forming a protest. Part of the ground collapsed overnight 

whilst we slept, taking with it part of a house, and the pond at the end of the road. Green algae, 

fishes, kitchen pans, wallpaper, willow trees, all gone. My neighbour claims he saw it happen: the 

fish frantically jumping out, the big plum tree being pulled down like someone yanking it with a 

hook. Now the outlines of rooms form a stage set. A staircase juts out over the void. 

!
We hold hands and look up, or down, or shut our eyes tight. An almost perfect full stop in the skin 

of the earth, as if it just gave up. 

!
Between wakefulness and sleep, as I’m drifting, as the minutes stretch out, I think of time lost, of 

peering into the future to see what I might forestall. Sometimes I jolt back into consciousness, to 

prevent falling. 

!
__ 

!
15th November 1981 

Either the well was very deep, or she fell very slowly, for she had plenty of time as she went down 

to look about her and to wonder what was going to happen next. First, she tried to look down and 

make out what she was coming to, but it was too dark to see anything; then she looked at the sides 

of the well, and noticed that they were filled with cupboards and book-shelves; here and there she 

saw maps and pictures hung upon pegs. She took down a jar from one of the shelves as she passed; 

it was labelled `ORANGE MARMALADE', but to her great disappointment it was empty: she did 

not like to drop the jar for fear of killing somebody, so managed to put it into one of the cupboards 

as she fell past it. 

!



Down, down, down. Would the fall never come to an end! `I wonder how many miles I've fallen by 

this time?' she said aloud. `I must be getting somewhere near the centre of the earth. Let me see: 

that would be four thousand miles down, I think… —yes, that's about the right distance--but then I 

wonder what Latitude or Longitude I've got to?'  1

!
__ 

!
1st November 2013 

The simple act of seeing demands half the neurons of the brain.  

I’m at a lecture at Goldsmiths College. A large image of Manet’s Dead Christ with the Angels is 

projected in front of the auditorium. The speaker is talking about the flatness of the painting, in 

particular the eyes of Christ, writing down in advance the future of contemporary art. The blackness 

and flatness of his blown pupils expanding outwards and forwards in time. Black inkwells from 

which a story is written. The wide black dilation is the beginning and the end, leading somewhere 

and nowhere. 

Dr. Sherwin B. Nuland, in How We Die, writes of the failing attempts to revive a patient: ‘The 

tenacious young men and women see their patient’s pupils become unresponsive to light and then 

widen until they are large fixed circles of impenetrable blackness. Reluctantly the team stops its 

efforts…’  2

!
__ 

!
August 1982 

She bends down and whispers in my ear: the pain in your belly is witchcraft! And she prays and 

shows me how to pull out the voodoo pin, with my index finger and thumb, and motions to throw it 

out the window. ‘In Jesus name I pull out all fiery darts, pins, needles, and spears, and I return it to 

he who sent it a hundred times over.’ 

!
__ 

!
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25th February 2014 

I scrutinise an online image of Caravaggio’s The Incredulity of St. Thomas. I imagine what it might 

be like to put my finger inside Jesus’s wound. Wet and fleshy, or just a black empty nothingness? 

The painting looks suggestive, I laugh out loud. 

!
__ 

!
I wake, laughing out loud. I am giddy with amusement and the fug of sleep, trying to grasp back 

something fleeting. 

!
I wake, sitting suddenly forward in the bed, my arms outstretched. In my dream I had tripped and 

was falling. 

!
I wake gasping or calling out. I dream the same narrative but with different scenes, or characters. 

!
__ 

!
Autumn 2013 

I mine the past for warning signs, foretellings of what has occurred. I endlessly turn events over in 

my mind, perform rituals to reverse things, conjure past moments where I am able to intervene, to 

save him from falling. My thinking becomes fluid and disordered, I repeatedly bargain with God, 

offer things up in exchange for a different outcome. I notice, as I pray, that my words are causing 

the dust motes to dance in the sunlight.  

!
__ 

!
27th December 2013 

Two days after Christmas we go to the woods, my chest tight with apprehension. We slip through 

tall trees, and run across open ground bracketed with heather. The winter sun, a portentous light, 

casts long shadows. The brightness burns my eyes, and muddles my thinking. We chance upon past 

two gaudy trees, decorated with cards and tinsel. I read tributes to dogs that had died. In my 

confusion I initially mistake the names for children. I sleep walk- my mind elsewhere. 

!



His small body falls, outlined against the blackness. Tricks of the light, afterimages, burned into my 

retinas. A blooming, spreading blackness on the right side of the brain. The neurologists realise it 

doesn’t look good when his right pupil fixes and dilates. They perform emergency neurosurgery to 

clear the blood from his brain but we are told he is unlikely to survive. Pupils fixed and dilated. Two 

dried out inkwells. Full stops. 

!
__ 

!
July 22nd 2004 

Dennis Overbye, in the New York Times writes: 

‘(Yesterday)…Dr. Hawking, the celebrated Cambridge University cosmologist and best-selling 

author, declared at a scientific conference in Dublin that he had been wrong in a controversial 

assertion he made 30 years ago about black holes, the fearsome gravitational abysses that can 

swallow matter and energy, even light…This esoteric sounding debate is of great consequence to 

science, because if Dr. Hawking had been right, it would have violated a basic tenet of modern 

physics: that it is always possible to reverse time, run the proverbial film backward and reconstruct 

what happened in, say, the collision of two cars or the collapse of a dead star into a black hole. 

Now, on the basis of a new calculation, Dr. Hawking has concluded that physics is safe and 

information can escape from a black hole.’   3

!
__ 

!
The film runs back and forth, whisking off its reel. 

!
As it was in the beginning, is now and ever shall be, world without end. 
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