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Introduction





  Death hit and I lost my job, all the jobs and death were lost. Even when you ask the mountains, all the languages of mountains, you do not receive a pension or a portion of their growth. Once, while learning Swedish, my teacher asked me where new words come from. I felt I could not seriously say, ‘From you, my teacher.’ We were thousands of years too late for that, unrobed, and out of the sandy training ground.




  So I looked out the window. She followed my eyes, through the screen in our online classroom, up to the sky, then looked at me questioningly. We laughed, almost indistinguishable from people laughing. We believed in something universal.




  All our lives, we were brought up on the conviction of the global market. I was pulled out of class, with all the other children, and taken to the main hall, in my first year of secondary school. The head teacher—her square and German body, which I believed to be necessarily connected for years afterwards—climbed on stage and told us all to sit. ‘We have gone to war with Iraq,’ she said.




  And at the same time, Tony Blair wanted to pull down all the council estates, because they were filled with crime and a lack of social drive. Anything that existed in social housing quarters was what the quarters were ‘ridden’ with. The invisible expansion of Westminster moved into our history of housing, the places where our ancestors had created the rolling myth of us. And the invisible expansion of London and Washington, DC, moved, less invisibly, as bomber jets into the Levant, over racialized territory, smashing up the ground and murdering for the global balance of the market.




  My uncle was one of the White bodies carried into war. He watched Brown bodies through a digital telescope, marking himself as central through the definition of whatever is seen by a telescope as distant. The looking subject is here, in the middle, as the cause. The observed thing is over there, tele.




  I was one of the tiny White bodies who believed in the universal reach of the Good British Market. My mum told me that those Iraqis treated women badly. Others added an important possessive pronoun: ‘They treat their women badly.’




  I embraced my mum, my three sisters, my sexy Barbie doll. I would never treat my women badly.




  And look what I’ve become. Hero macho-feminist, doing chin-ups on white birch trees in my Swedish utopia, my countryside Dalarna life, beside my long and chiselled Swedish wife. A saviour of the sensitive sex, unlike those Iraqis who my Great British Uncle shot, for the Grace of the Globe and its Secular Market.




  But then one day the world seemed to close and I lost my job. The expanding, universal promise of Britishness opened into a tiny lie, which for me manifested as a one-bedroom council flat in Elephant and Castle.




  The universality of the Universal Market was shunned. Everyone said stay in, stay local, like we were some radical fringe housing collective. And what do you do, what on earth can you do, when you wake up and your enemies are repeating your opinions? What can happen when you listen to the radio and the prime minister is denying the false universality of the market’s global reach? I felt like I was the non-universal thing emerging out of global spreads. I had begun a PhD in Black studies and was researching ways of resisting the global reach of racialization, of the market’s slapstick drama in every crevasse of the world. All my studies had led me, after years, to the refusal of universality, to the love of little islands. And now the chancellor of the exchequer agreed with me!




  As the lie collapses onto your final can of lager before the bluish glow of an empty bank alert, what you need is foreign friends. My lifelong lady Eugenia contacted her impossibly long list of comrades on the continent.




  She has a friend in the Dolomites, in the very north of Italy, who runs an art gallery and residency programme. The friend, Kathrin, said she had recently built a new storage facility for her archive of contemporary art. She needed to move everything there: hundreds of artworks, thousands of books, and to register them all in an online archive. She would pay for us to fly to Italy, rent us a car, and let us live in her flat on what is known as the ‘Wine Road’, which in the two competing local languages—Italian and German—is either the La Strada del Vino, or Weinstraße.




  Genia spent most of the day at the top of a mountain above Bolzano or Bozen, in the new underground archive, processing information through the online system, looking for publisher and date and author names in thousands of art books. Meanwhile, I drove up and down the curvy mountain road, from the previous storage in Kathrin’s home to the new location. I had Bob Dylan’s latest album on full volume and constant repeat for 2 months, necking chilly non-alco beer as I drove for 10 hours a day, from the lava-heavy heat of Bolzano to the cool arrival of the mountaintop.




  As a believer, a Motenist optimist, a fleshy resource of faith in all the best shit, I have inhabited many utopias, regardless of my surroundings. But none has quite surpassed the utopic summer in South Tyrol. There was an abandoned swimming pool beside a medieval church, among a vineyard halfway up a mountain, where we took wine and pizza and tobacco every evening, unabandoning the abandon of the bluest pool.




  We were living with a man who had been Genia’s lover years before, and his spinal despair was all that held him upright, his calcified core of misery. He smoked with nonstop fury, and he drove in silence, observing the impossibility of his dreams through thickset sunglasses.




  Genia wanted to exercise, so he and I went to the lake. We drank beer and swam and some children jumped on my glasses, supposedly by accident. I drove home blind, blurry, and Genia and I argued. The ex-man took her somewhere, out to be away from me, and we set up a flowing framework of desire.




  The next day at the archives I was overheated and the world was overhung with boozing. I stopped the operation of the endless mountain driving, on the verge of vomiting, and took up some archiving. I picked a book from the enormous pile. It was called LOVE and had no words, only pictures of tattoos, mostly of dogs, but on people’s skin. It was by an Israeli artist called Idan Hayosh.




  I felt myocardial electricity fizz me into lovish full life, and I had to write about it:




  LOVE, by Idan Hayosh and Corina Künzli




 

    What’s love but a mark on the skin? What hates more than the pain of being skin-marked? When a landslide slips on the side of a mountain, the colour doesn’t run. It intensifies. The painful stain of motion and rhythm brings the colour out, sharper. Nothing is pushed in or subdued by the pain of sweeping over. Landslides are not tattoos. Fair enough. And mountains aren’t like skin. I get the feeling Idan Hayosh would hate such a sentimental comparison. But tattoos of puppies are like porn. The performative reproduction that reproduces not reproduction itself but rather the aesthetics of reproduction, that’s puppies and porn, baby. A pet dog is always already reproduced only as an aesthetic accumulator of cultural value that has been reproduced in order to carry cultural value to the owner. Look how fucking cool I am—I have a dog. And porn—which is the most immediate policy of LOVE in San Fran’s ubiquitous brand of post-Marxist techno-capitalism that we brutally pseudo-exist inside—lovingly reproduces the cultural value of sex as a purely abstract aesthetics of reproduction. Fucking (as a disguise for labouring) on screen is the same as catching a fish at the fair, shooting the middle of the target or getting a Nobel Prize in quantum mechanics. The reproductive abstraction of reproductive aesthetics. Porn and tattooed puppies are loving reproductions, and all that LOVE means in this world is the LOVE of capital, the private LOVE of branding that puppy into my skin, of investing in the next series of cock-pump advertising and Feminist™ hashtags that reproduce the melting labour time of billionaire culture-porn-puppies in private jets. Eczema itching? Idan and Corina intensify the colour in a landslide of puppy LOVE. If Idan gets me a tattoo of a private jet with its own tattoo of me naked on its rock-hard and waxed wings, I’ll be the happiest porn puppy alive.
I LOVE IT.







  I was surrounded by mountains and by puppy love, and by Genia who is a polyglot mountain to my silent life in the flatlands, and surrounded by friends who take me out for pizza and beer, and by lakes where fish wink at me as I cast a splint of burnt skin into cracking gleams of lakelight, and by books whose authors paint forest scenes for the fantasies of global reason that insult my little hill-dreams, and by magic.




  I posted the paragraph on Instagram and mentioned the account that seemed like it might be Idan Hayosh, @idi_thrice_removed. He responded a while later with a red love heart.




  And then nothing happened.




  I re-started a PhD I had barely begun, but this time in the Humanities School at Brighton University, and spent the first few months applying for funding, while working as a welfare manager at another university. I had an argument with the Humanities School and moved to the School of Architecture, finding new supervisors.




  I tried to go to Brighton once and my bicycle fell apart on the train, which I understood as divine intervention. I never went back to Brighton.




  I was not given funding, not even given a single interview. Another lockdown came, then another. Genia and I decided we wanted our own little puppies to love, human ones, and we wanted to make them in Sweden, where Genia is from. So we moved to Sweden. All our work was online anyway so it made little difference to our schedule.




  I started applying to Swedish universities to start my PhD again but with funding this time. Months of Hollywood-level suspense followed and then I got 5 years of full-time PhD funding at Uppsala University, in the English department, which also got me a visa to stay in Sweden permanently.




  I had recently finished writing an academic book—Building Black: Towards Antiracist Architecture—after its final stage of peer review. The final version was sent off, to sit in the publisher’s inbox for months until all the other attendant operations made it ready for publication.




  I hated the long waits of writing, the months for anyone to respond, the years between finishing the book and it coming out. When I finished Building Black, I was waiting for two collections of my poetry to come out, with different publishers. The first I had finished over 2 years beforehand, and the other a year and a half. A fading bulb of lust for publication was building up inside me.




  I was getting bored of work, of dealing with every student’s daily disappointment, and of waiting for books to be published, so I broke out sideways into a tunnel, a weird tunnel where all the fish are always dead. Meanwhile, fish are everywhere, on Swedish menus and in the heights of my pleasure as I wrote this book. I was in a hole, forbidden, turned into everything I didn’t want to do, like the Preacher says:




  

     If the spirit of the ruler rise up against thee, leave not thy place; for yielding pacifieth great offenses.




  There is an evil which I have seen under the sun, as an error which proceedeth from the ruler:




  Folly is set in great dignity, and the rich sit in low place.




  I have seen servants upon horses, and princes walking as servants upon the earth.




  He that diggeth a pit shall fall into it; and whoso breaketh an hedge, a serpent shall bite him (King James Version: Ecclesiastes, 10:4-8).


  




  Writers should write, leaving not our place.




  The tunnel opened into the Dolomites, in many languages. Idan was there. He was surrounded by fish in a lake as clear as lakewater, fish as beautiful as fish, and everything was generosity of spirit.


  

  



  Cast thy bread upon the waters; for thou shalt find it after many days.




  Give a portion to seven, and also to eight; for thou knowest not what evil shall be upon the earth.




  If the clouds be full of rain, they empty themselves upon the earth: and if the tree fall toward the south, or toward the north, in the place where the tree falleth, there it shall be (KJV: Ecclesiastes, 11:1-3).







  I had the most intense dream of my life on the sofa in our flat. I was in the Monticolo/Montiggl lake, surrounded by mountains and dark green pine, black poplars and oak. A huge fish approached me, slow and careless, and spoke to me in Hebrew. I understood Hebrew. We were two aquatic Israelites, alive forever in cool mountain water.




  My psychoanalyst understood this fish to be my fiancée, Genia, who is also a psychoanalyst. But I was unsure, unsatisfied with the lack of fish in her response.




  I could feel the friendly offering of its scales, and the generosity of its need to give me a new book. It was punching through little scales of sustenance to me, and in the water I was sustained.




  The fish was always around me as I was swimming, even if I couldn’t see it in the greenish waters. I knew it was probably just keeping some laky snake away from me, or guiding windy waves to other shores. I was as safe as it was possible to be.




  And then, in the dream, Genia said that we have to move to the sea, to somewhere near Gävle, on the Baltic coast of Sweden. I had to leave the fish behind, the companion to everything, the scale clogging up the tunnel with its fat and watery life.




  We got to some miserable seaside town and I went swimming. The water, being Swedish, was freezing, and all the fish sought to hurt me. They knew what I had been up to with the biggest and best fish in Monticolo, in the warm and greasy beauty of the Dolomites, thick like oil and bitterly fresh like rocky salt and zested lemon. These Baltic fish could feel my ego, its bloated past of pleasure, and they hated me.




  How long until a fisherwoman, cruising her fiberglass sails over Monticolo, would kill my fish and photograph the scene?




  I searched online for Idan Hayosh, and found his Instagram account. Hundreds of fish were photographed slaughtered, held up by women in bikinis, proudly protected from the water on yachts. Nothing had ever meant so much to me.




  I was in love with it all. Like anyone in love, I started writing about fish and an artist I had briefly connected with on Instagram.




  I scrolled through his account endlessly, while pretending to work. Idan’s Instagram account is called The Institute of Semi-Interesting Maritime Images, Etc., and features hundreds of photographs of fisherwomen holding dead fish. Almost all of the photos are taken on yachts, and not one is taken by the woman in the photograph. There is always an invisible observer who mediates the way of seeing of the picture. In just a few of the scenes, large fish like sharks or aquatic mammals like whales have incidentally washed up on a beach, and a woman is posing—for some reason—beside the corpse. But in almost all of the photos, the fish has been caught and killed, and a woman, on a yacht and in a bikini, is holding up its corpse, proudly smiling for the camera.




  These killing scenes are clearly sexualized. Idan took many of the photographs from the account of a fisherman and photographer in Florida’s Key West called Hunter Ledbetter, who reveals the scenes’ gendered way of looking. He boasts about his double-catch on Instagram. The (fisher)woman has caught a fish, while the (photographer)man has caught both woman and fish.




  I started talking about this with Genia, about the bizarre and deadly scenes. She wondered about the status of the trophy. Trophy hunting, trophy wives. The distinctions that cut the violence of imagery was spread wide in these shots. The more we spoke about it, the more there was to say.




  Idan writes short texts beside the images. The stories seem to have nothing to do with the images, but as I spent my days increasingly scrolling through them, they became intimately united. The stories follow a first-person character who spends a lot of time at home and occasionally walks around the city. He often loses his girlfriend—sometimes called his ‘wife’ in the stories—and his credit card. He runs out of money, and is confused by the economic operations of contemporary life. In one of the texts, he phones the bank and asks them to refill his account because it is empty. They tell him that it doesn’t work like that. He is stunned, incredulous. He has to get a job, they tell him. He laughs and hangs up the phone.




  Over many evenings, Genia and I went through the infinite links: between texts and images, between gendered bodies and caught animals, between the sea and the land, between yachts and Instagram, between photographers and hunters, between artists and writers.




  But, of course, Genia has her own life, her days already stacked with meaning, so I had to hold the growing project somewhere else, in some other kind of lovespace.




  When it was -20 degrees in Sweden, which seemed crucially significant, I wrote to Idan Hayosh. Genia was an art writer before she trained as a psychotherapist, so she had worked with Kathrin a few times in South Tyrol, at the gallery. Because of that, she knew Idan already. I wrote to him, mentioning the connection through Genia. And then I leapt out of silence with a proposition for a book. He responded almost immediately.




 

    hey Elliot, thanks, i read your text about LOVE a while back, and loved it :) making something about the ‘institute’ sounds great. i am curious to hear more. give my love to Genia







  The triple workings of love—his love of my loving work on his book LOVE—was too much to bear, with the love of Genia. I am a little box of excitement-charge, a spilling-over-node of ecstasy, and if you say love three times I burst, and I’ll write a book about you.




  I tried to hold in the writing for a while, but I was tightly coiled with anticipation. If I held it in, I would establish a crater and a lake would be formed. The geological force of my joy.




  Meanwhile, Idan Hayosh carried on his life in Essen, a city surrounded by other cities in the north west of Germany. He lives there with his partner, Friederike, for whom he began the Instagram account. He explains his life to me in an email.




  

     born in israel, grew up in raanana (small town next to tel aviv. 7 min drive to the beach, a bit like brighton, but with more posh folks).




  after the army (3 years mandatory in israel. i was in combat infantry, which means that nowadays i got chronic back pain), at the age of 23, i moved to amsterdam to study art. then 3 years later i started masters in enschede (NL), but quickly decided to quit and just ‘be an artist’. i.e: rent a studio and make work. 5 years nothing happend, i was part of the amsterdam underground experimental scene of the 2000s, mostly concerned with installations, that eminate sound/noise, and as part of a scene, i was getting inspired by the crazy great artists of the decade. a bit like what was going around cafe OTO in london back in the day, only 100 fold, and massive scale works. then after 5 years, everything happened.




  i make large scale sound installations, very loud, very dangerous (genia can attest to that), and that’s about it.




  all the works i make are based on photos i collect. i take the photo, trace its composition, or the outline of its content, and then revive it, using my own set of objects, mechanics and materials, then show it to folks. and drink the beer.




  when i met friederike, at an opening (in germany, where i moved to after 10 years in holland), and asked for her e-mail adress, she said she’s on instagram and that we should talk there. so i joined instagram, that was a couple of years ago. and since then, i post stuff to try to impress her :) she is a linguist, so i had to start ‘writing’ stuff for the first time in my life, to fit her interest. we are together since then and she did not leave, so i guess it works!




  so those collections, posts, and text, for me, are a life thing. i do not see an artistic quality in it, as i am so immersed in my own 3 dimensional practice. i get it that people do see quality, and are affected by it, but i don’t. for me they are leftovers from an obsession of collecting, that are a layout of decorations to make people laugh (or to make my girlfriend stay).







  We write to each other, in long and unstructured confessions, giving more and more to the other as it begins to emerge that one of us is really going to write a book about the other, and both our girlfriends stay. He tells me to call him ‘Idi’, which is what his friends call him, so I write a whole book addressed to Idi. Our love is locked into the practice of writing, the sociality of sound and sight that forms months of a kind of scripted embrace between Essen and Stockholm, and then to Falun, where Genia and I moved when she got a better job there.




  Without a title yet, I wrote the book like prayer, like seraphic dedication to all my forms of love. To Genia and her work as a psychotherapist and psychoanalytic theorist. To Fred Moten, my dream and patron saint in the undercommon world of Black studies. To Idan and his heavy sounds, his constant distortion, his humour and his imagery that runs across a strange flat space outside and beyond liberal ethics, with a demeanour that is impossible to understand.




  I thought about all the yachts in Key West at the bottom of Florida, where I’ve never been and I’ll never go, about Bob Dylan’s love of Key West, his 10-minute ritual feast of gargling in minor Florida keys, and I thought about islands, about my love and her smell which took me all the way to the end of a book about islands.




  

     Come with me from Lebanon, my spouse, with me from Lebanon: look from the top of Amana, from the top of Shenir and Hermon, from the lions’ den, from the mountains of the leopards.




  ...Thy lips, O my spouse, drop as the honeycomb: honey and milk are under thy tongue; and the smell of thy garments is like the smell of Lebanon.




  A garden enclosed is my sister, my spouse; a spring shut up, a fountain sealed (KJV: Song of Songs, 4:8-12).







  I put together a few ideas, maybe ten pages of writing, laid alongside Idan’s images from Instagram and the stories that accompany them. I proposed a collaboration, a way of writing this book together, somehow between Sweden and Germany. He responded, and handed over control of the book to me, politely refusing my offer of collaboration.




  Instead, I decided to write the book in the form of a letter to Idi, set in the Institute of Maritime Images, Etc. What happened next is The Instagram Archipelago.




  Throughout the book, I talk about lots of different things, in these sliced and splattered conversations with Idi. I talk about his Instagram account, and its bizarre images of fisherwomen, the scene of the kill repeated so many times that it becomes banal, becomes entertaining even. The images in this book—in the section Idan Hayosh’s Institute of Maritime Images, Etc., which comes after the main text—are not actually those on his Instagram account. Because of Instagram image quality and copyright laws, I have had to replace his archive of fisherwomen with similar stock images. The stock images, being stock, are nowhere near as shocking or personal as the images Idi has collected online, but they show more or less the same thing: the kill, the visuality, the frames of seeing and the caught lines of history. But they are prepared, they are staged and over-determined by the requirements of stock sales, so they are not the same. Because of that, I have put only a brief selection of them in this book. For the full hit, the sharp zest of the multilayered killing scene, you have to visit the Instagram account itself.




  It’s important to note that when I refer to specific images in the text, which I refer to by the date Idi posted them on Instagram, I am referring to the ones on his account, not the ones in this book.




  Throughout all of the imaged conversions with Idi, the passages of study and of love that fill this book, there is one unifying proposition, which I try to develop in more academic and more architectural ways in my book Building Black, and in various essays.




  The proposition really comes out of a disappointment with the conviction of atheist liberalism. The liberal (and atheist) mode attempts to universalize a particular way of seeing the world, and treats that universalization as a gesture of benevolent inclusion. The liberal way of seeing sees parts of the world as wrong, and it attempts to turn them into the right way of atheist liberalism. It is an expansive way of knowing the world, folding all of life into a single ethical proposition. This ethical proposition of atheist liberalism is, in its own logic, unquestionably right. For liberal atheists, it is impossible that anything divine or godly could exist; and for atheist liberals, closed borders, secluded and independent cultures, prescribed traditions and rituals, and the refusal of production are totally unfeasible.




  Within most religious, pantheist, or agnostic belief systems, however, belief in God/gods is not absolute. There always exists the possibility that there is no god, or that there is another god, an unknown kind of god.




  In the area of contemporary philosophy called Black radicalism, moreover, there is a fundamental belief in people’s ability to develop and build their own traditions and rituals, and a respect for those independent rituals that might be unknowable to a dominant logic. Black radicals would not propose teaching different traditions in a single school system, for example, because then all the independent non-hegemonic traditions taught in schools become subsumed inside the dominant logic that orders the curriculum and the central way of knowing the world.




  Instead, Black radicals would say that it is more radical—and therefore more ethical—to have different schools for people with different traditions, in order for their tradition, and their particular way of knowing the world, to be maintained, and to be discussed, studied, and developed by the practitioners of that tradition itself.




  The idea of Black radicalism is to resist the urge to universalization and its necessary subsumption of different and divergent cultures. And the idea of agnosticism or a doubtful position within religion is to recognize and respect the meaning of traditions themselves; to give time and study to the observation and practice of rituals, which create the meaning of cultural groups, without the totalizing and self-convinced claims of atheism, and without the universalization of liberalism.




  I call this Black island thinking. The Black in Black island thinking is taken from Black studies, which is also called the Black radical tradition.




  I try to make a proposition for Black island thinking principally through a reading of Idan’s images from his Instagram account, but I also follow many paths into other cultural phenomena. In this book I talk about such things as contemporary Black cinema, American fishing blogs, early colonial maps of the USA, the actor Emma Watson, the model Emily Ratajkowski, the philosopher Tiffany Lethabo King and her idea of Black shoals, Japanese bathrooms, Chance the Rapper and his hidden Judaism, the structure of Jewish belief systems, Jesus Christ and Saint Peter, John Berger and the zoos he visits, Nina Simone’s nuclear weaponry, and Aristotle’s breezy robe as he strokes fish on Lesbos.




  What I try to make clear either by celebrating or criticizing—or both—each of these and many more scenes is that their violence comes from any attempt to universalize themselves. As soon as an ethical proposition or act attempts to claim universal validity, and to establish a homogeneous world in which it is itself the ideal of reason, then it becomes violent and unsustainable. It is unsustainable in the sense that it literally stops the possibility of its own existence by its own violence, which is constantly disrupting the logic that allows it to exist.




  What I propose instead is a cultural logic that celebrates the differences of non-universal ways of thinking.




  In Lena Waithe and Melina Matsoukas’s 2019 film Queen & Slim, for example, the two eponymous protagonists have their own logic among themselves, which is not concerned with the universalized logic of the racist police. The two characters want to go to Cuba, by first driving south through the USA and then by catching a plane from Florida. Outside of their own little island of internal thinking, there is a global logic of police surveillance that has already caught and killed this couple. The existence of the police already means capture and death for the subjects it exists to police: Black subjects; racialized subjects; juridical and ontological anti-subjects.




  So, Queen and Slim are not concerned with the police’s logic. That universalized code already signifies their own death, so they ignore it and reduce their world to the internal meaning of their own little island, their own language that the police cannot understand. In the film this is portrayed literally, as the characters often speak to each other without opening their mouths or making any sound.




  In Queen & Slim, a Black island of resistance is successfully formed against the universalizing reach of a violent, hegemonic logic. The characters are murdered by police officers in the final scene, but their island logic of internal difference survives, and the threat they pose to the neat global reach of the police remains despite their deaths.




  The islands have their own way of knowing, each island with its own internal system. They function against and without the expansive form of the sea, the sea that is always expanding into the dry and warm social life of land. The sea is the universalizing force, the police, the empire, the nation-state as a logic of subsumption. The island, meanwhile, holds its own internal language, and that little island language allows one island to speak to others, so all the islands understand a certain kind of difference that cannot be caught by the sea.




  It is that kind of island of resistance that I seek in The Instagram Archipelago.




  One difficult question silently performed in this book is whether I—as a White man—am enacting an atheist liberal mode of writing by universalizing my Whiteness into the study of Black radicalism. Ultimately, Black radicalism is a tradition for Black people, for the specific and independent cultures of Blacks and the meaning of Blackness. By writing another book of Black study, while being White, I am inevitably subsuming a part of Black studies into my White way of knowing the world.




  I confront this difficulty at various sections in the book, but still I have no final answer or definitive excuse for my involvement.




  This is a book about an Instagram account that is made of lots of second-hand images of women in bikinis holding dead fish. It is also about the politics and poetics of visuality, about the violence of ways of seeing, about the mechanisms of sight that this long era of global expansion is based on. It is about gender, too, and race. It is about the ways in which forms of human life are gendered and racialized through complex streams of invisible and hypervisible violences over centuries. It is also about bikinis, and the way clothing codes the body within. It is about art, too, and the productions that provide or fail to provide openings into other ways of thinking. It is about Black studies, the radical contemporary school of thinking that is always escaping from presupposed forms, the study group that I am obsessed with. It is about Black women scholars, about discussing what Black women say in academia and literature not necessarily because they are Black women but because the Black women quoted and engaged with in this book have a lot to say, and because so few texts from outside the practice of Black studies are concerned with their works. This book is about the land and the sea, and about a certain form of internal and undercommon radicalism that I call ‘Black island thinking’. It is, largely, about islands. About islands of thinking, and islands of existing otherwise, and islands where no one who writes the canonical texts will go. It is about islands that I don’t know how to get to, or how to find. It is about islands that I love to think of, to study with. It is about the way the sea is always expanding, with and as global empires, as neoliberal capitalism, and how these oppressive movements attempt to turn everything into themselves, and about how islands resist that expansion, that homogenization. It is about Judaism, about Jews, about Israel, about the Torah, about prayer and about dance and about music. It is about the peculiar site of Instagram, and about the ways in which specific cultural productions can open paths towards understanding the fundamental mechanisms of modernity that produce racialized and gendered lives, and open other ways of understanding life and ourselves and the world. It is about those little islands of possibility, about the optimism of radical life on islands that refuse to become the sea. It is about Idan Hayosh, about the noisy fantasies of Idi. And it is about the lives of dead fish.
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