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Prologue


Sometimes to understand this world one must turn away from it.

In describing Basquiat’s Icarus, Angela Stercken tells us:




As his already quoted understanding of facts indicates, questions of pictorial references

and transmission covering various media soon take centre stage in his work.




And in this reality the trap is to believe in just the facts. How does

that help us? I am at war with their quantization. The truth omits




the unattended moment. I am here to look at the unattended moment.

A painting is a living space of vivid dimension, enclosed, that lets us enter it




and pierces through the volume of our thoughts. It knows there are other

worlds superimposed on our own, as if we were reading off a diagram.




The Ugandan summer of ’76 sits in the center. Again, I apologize in advance

for not telling you everything. This only camouflages my discomfort in speaking




to an audience. Black-winged Icarus, the first container, will be our mythology.

Basquiat, the second container, will be my imagination, the new Hi-Tek the new




Bitek. Something in his rapid pace already seems like flight. Therefore, he is valuable

to me. The canvas is our set as seen through the eyes of a bird or the eye of God




(in this world God is not just a being but a state of active consciousness) or the

eye of a poet with a story to tell. But we will need the future too. With respect to




XXXX some names have been changed. Remember, not only the living die.

Futures die. So can a past. So can a people – or, worse still, escape into action.




With that paradox as our landscape, we must risk delight. So, with respect

to the dead, these events have been told exactly as they occurred.






I.




Bring your camera.

I am downstairs. Bring cash.

The meter’s running.






flight | flʌɪt


1 flight (There are things that can never be the same, like the history of space.) 2 AM. This is the actual

moment when Basquiat and I first meet. In the light of that moment, he begins to talk about doing

something other than art: writing perhaps. I take his coffee and cup it in one hand as he draws a pair

of wings on the back of a napkin. Why wings? I ask. Because this body is an imperfect container.




2 flight (Time is what stops everything from happening at once.) I remember Icarus, Iverson’s 48-point game,

the taste of sorrel on a beach, but I have forgotten the fear of flying. I wake from a deep sleep,

conscious I am an animal. A bird on fire looking for an edge. For the third time in my life, I am

scissoring through darkness. The night is thick with everything coming. Swift is the night. Slow is the dark.




3 flight (Fleeing.) Think of it like this: Amelia, the flight attendant, will want to know if everyone is OK.

My face framed in the mirror of an Airbus bathroom lacks courage. A gun in a paper bag. All things

fear you and tremble in your presence. As my life has taught me, we must suffer. Without this world,

I will take myself and unhinge myself from this body. (Keep in mind that this section is translated.)




4 flight (Between floors or levels.) I didn’t get to choose the location, 0.0436° N, 32.4418° E in its darkness

and hunger. Neither did I choose the ceiling of stars that made me a foreigner that evening. In the same

way that the air becomes something else the moment we lean into it. Waiting to bear us up as we glide

upon it. Then I too am a new thing born of another language. I am both familiar and unfamiliar.




5 flight (A selection of small portions.) This photo was taken towards the end of the shoot. It is a Love Movement.

If you add captions under the sound of the rain pounding you can hear my father ask the cameraman,

Will the light displace us? Stevie Wonder is playing. I am off-camera and at three years old I already

know they are going to split up. That Uganda skyline looks completely different now.




6 flight (A far-fetched idea.) Who understands the world? The year is 1976. It will be a long summer.

Air France Flight 139 will depart from Tel Aviv. So far, no sign of blood. The future, what does it know?

We are in the last stages of waiting. A German will ask for the freedom of forty Palestinians detained in Israel.

They are moving to a changed destination, a foreign city that houses the room in which I was born.




7 flight (The tail.) Do you know this one? I call it Icarus’s theme tune.




He flies away like a dream, and they cannot find him;

Even like a vision of the night, he is chased away.

Job 20:8






’76

I.


If this is what we know, then their year is 1976 and the air is thick

with everything coming. If this is not a war, then there will be

no need for an enemy. If there is a hero, then there will be death.

If history, being what it is, demands a hero, we could use the

DeLorean to jump back into time. If only it were that simple.

Then this text would be the experiment in which we are studying

time. It passes more slowly the more you are moving. I used to be

a scientist. Consider, for example, how light emitted from an existing

source admits a lower frequency. I am moving. When you change

your cause, you rotate the direction of time. This is how time



II.


behaves when it is rotated – it becomes relative. We will begin

with a plane because you might have heard one pass your window.

What is flying but a way to climb the air? We are at 30,000 feet

on Flight 139. What do you know of the Revolutionary Cell?

What do you know of Athens airport? What do you know about

Operation Thunderbolt? You may or may not have heard of Yoni

and what happened in 1976. In the movie, Yoni is the hero. Known

terrorists are the enemies led by Bose. We are seven days away

from the 4th of July but this is not an American story. We are

heading to a foreign town on an airport runway on the same day



III.


The Real Thing tops the charts with ‘You To Me Are Everything’.

The song will spend three weeks at No. 1. You might be

asking, What does that band have to do with the terrorist operation?

It is in the first line: I would take the stars out of the sky for you.

I want to tell you about the sky. I want to tell you about the

sounds of leaving. I may talk about Basquiat and what he knew

of Icarus. I don’t know where to begin so I may jump around

in search of a source code, in search of a known life, in search of

fire and something to displace us. There will be foreign dying.

But before we begin with these segments here is a commercial break.






Codex© of Birds


In the first part of the night, I saw the coastal villages, men arguing

about the price of oil and swifts darting into shadows. Their repeated

outlines cast them into flight. When I was the night, when I was the seeker

in the void, I took shape. The sun and day were no longer witnesses.

It was the only way I knew to catch the world’s attention. In a universe

filled with light, I belonged to things that burn. That is my alibi. Trees rose

over my eyelashes. The sky was filled with night. There was a time when

I thought that to release myself from my self and its boiling rage I had to

become the sort of animal that swallowed expensive wine from mason jars.




In that doubling, I began to master the speech of birds

in the same way that a pilot draws darkness down. Imagine the body

just passing through. Imagine a kiss that binds one animal to another.

Delicious because it was hers. I was no easy prey, like an engine

questioning its parts. Be flock, be mouth, be the shadow. The questions

you ask as you coil in a cabin – What does living do to a country

that is no longer here as you push away from the earth? How can you

reverse the direction of the heart? Once, on a plane, when I was younger,

as the sky unfastened from its edge, I saw the sea as a boundary and an ending,

as the hostess passed words from one mouth to another. Each flight

a reincarnation. And now I am the sky.
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