Reflections on Pursuing Decolonial Time

Mapping Ancestry Through Sound, Space and Time moves through ideas of decolonial time; a
thing | know and crave but am often instinctively outside of. There is no one fixed definition of
exactly what decolonial time is, despite the enthusiasm the phrase inspires. More often than not
for myself, "decolonial time" and my particular brand of "ndn time", is often the admission of
having been railroaded into conceding to and compromising for what is more and more
pervasively present colonial measure of time: a thing that is linear, definitive, tracked,
monolithic, production driven, institutionally mediated, violently enforced and always hungry to
eat into the social and leisure time where relationships are built. This runs contrary to the ideals
of decolonial time; social time and deep time that is not scrutinized, that languishes and rolls in
and through the day and conversations; unhurried and urgent moments alike where unexpected
connection can bubble up when everyone’s guard is relaxed or the trust exists to fumble through
together. This time is often wedged between periods of vexations in colonial time: I didn't send
that email. | didn't submit that writing. The work is not done. | failed to make my time measurably
productive.

We had ambitions in the early stages of this exhibition; there were hopes of doing a book club.
We applied for funding to offer a weaving workshop to other Black community members. There
was talk of a vessel for offerings, a place to deposit some of the complicated, fractalling grief
that can be felt within and around us to bring some order through ritualizing it. These things
were not possible despite our best efforts and now live in the dissolving edges of “imagine if’
and “if only”.

For many artists I've worked with in the past few years, this tenuousness between putting up an
exhibition, which should be something a little bit serious but a /ot celebratory, has been difficult
to mediate against deadlines and schedules lost in the uncertain deluge of overwhelming grief
against seemingly unstoppable and inexplicably cruel acts of violence being enacted not only in
Palestine, but also still in liberated Haiti, in the Congo, Sudan and decolonial struggle across the
globe. Match that with the pressure to make everything mean something, to connect it all, or be
thoughtful enough to speak to all parts of a question—creating art becomes a tremendous thing
to ask. Atop it all? “Be professional’ even if the human thing you want to do, the only thing that
helps in some moments, is to scream and cry at the top of your lungs. The reassurance I've had
in facing this collection of ambitions and expectations that are both external and internalized is
remembering that this whole thing we're going through is collective, global and distinctly
colonial. We, colonized and displaced peoples across the globe, did not make these
circumstances for ourselves. So our meetings will have miscommunications, some awkward
moments and crying and we’ll still hold onto what matters; the dreaming.

Stina held onto the dreaming; her dedicated and deep work shines through in the craftsmanship
of these pieces. The voodoo flags in this exhibition feel timely as they are derived from a lineage
of revolutionary work that comes from her Haitian ancestry. She describes the flags as similarly
aligned to the history of resistance within Black quilting practices, used to subversively carry
messages that could be transmitted beyond the periphery of the colonial eye for libratory and



revolutionary purpose. The Haitian Revolution, a rebellion lasting twelve years between 1791
and 1804, is often cited as the only successful slave rebellion in recorded history. There’s power
in that. There’s lineage in that. There’s also nostalgia in it—-while organizing against colonial
tyranny has become more globalized online, we lack the tactile remnants of radical
transmissions produced in the domicile. These works feel both an ode and a call to honor the
practices that came before, while reflecting how the image of “productivity” was used to obscure
crucial tactical messaging; a Black body sewing is not outwardly the same threat as the
resistance it's messaging to. It has not been a small piece of the work for Stina to think through
the formation of the Black body as a resource for colonial extraction both historically and
contemporaneously.

With this work, | am reminded of a series of workshops created by Syrus Marcus Ware, where
he reframed art-builds for protests and demonstrations instead as an event titled, “In Movement:
Training Sessions for Freedom Fighters”. This was done to address that when advertised as an
art build, the greatest response repeatedly came from racialized queer and femme folks in our
communities. This project pointed to the time-consuming and invisibilized labour often
namelessly used to aestheticize movements as being deserving of examination and respect.
And too, a valuable space to build community. While there have not been names found in
Stina’s growing knowledge of this moment of voodoo flags, the labour of those ancestors is at
least honoured in this exhibition and her making was in communion with them. If the images we
use matter, so do the hands that make them. | think of this in relation to the collaborative sound
works produced by Markus Floats; in these works are embedded the voices of Black thinkers
and writers who have shaped the work of both Markus and Stina. Again; there is a power here
that is beyond colonial imagining, and a lineage.

| haven'’t defined succinctly what decolonial time is or how it can operate in an institution (in my
opinion, echoes of it can and reformation will still not centre it) and neither can this exhibition.
But the work can speak toward some of the finer qualities of decolonial time. Perhaps primarily
that it is non-linear. If it's a 12 year rebellion, 500 years of resistance or over 75 years of
occupation, decolonial time speaks beyond deadlines, last chances and last ditch efforts.
Decolonial time holds the past, present and future together; we work while in solidarity and
conversation with those behind and those ahead and look at every site of our lives as a potential
for resistance. | met Stina in a time of many parallel struggles and we were not perfect. But, we
persisted, adding this exhibition to the chorus of our ambitious revolutions.


https://www.syrusmarcusware.com/art/in-movement
https://www.syrusmarcusware.com/art/in-movement

