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is probably only here that it is possible to ignite a dialogue between temporarily equal partners. 
Here in poetics, in the perpetual movement and migration of language, there already exists 
the critique of the actual state of affairs. Living language to the full is to touch the transit, the 
transformation and the translations of what is yet to come.

Here, as Adorno once suggested, we might begin to acquire a familiarity with the idea of not 
feeling at home when we are at home. In this state of vulnerability, the discourses that secure 
and anchor us in the world, the authorised knowledges that have disciplined and directed 
our understandings – from historiography, anthropology and sociology to literature and 
philosophy – now �nd themselves challenged by the same displacement and unhomeliness 
that they seek to explain. 

To return to Derek Walcott: ‘I met History once, but he ain’t recognize me’. Perhaps it is only in 
the oblique gaze and the excessive and errant language of poetics that we manage to travel to 
where the rationalist analytics of the social and human sciences do not permit. The languages 
of the arts invariably leave politics wordless. For the artistic con�guration of space-time, images 
as life and becoming, allow us to harvest the essential truth of the complex ambivalence of a 
historical constellation that does not simply mirror our passage. 

It is the singular intensity of the images becoming Western Union: Small Boats that demands a 
new way of thinking.
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