
 

HONEYSUCKLE JOYRIDE 

 

“I long to hold back! I love to be withholding! to tease and not give!” 
RACHEL RABBIT WHITE  

“What are the confessional forms a nonconfession might take?” 

Porn Carnival, 2019 

 

  

1. The constellations I saw above Black Mountain the night I went in July were: Orion’s 

Belt, Scorpio, Big Dipper, and Ursa Minor. I also saw Jupiter, I think. The fog rolled in   

pretty quickly with the heatwave ending, and the sky started to glow red from the safety 

light above the radio tower and the almost-full moon. We smoked a joint and fucked in 

the back seat on a picnic blanket with fruit printed on it. Unusually for Belfast, there was 

very little wind so you could hear the cows bellowing out in the grasslands on the top of 

the mountain. I drove home to the Waterworks via the road from Mallusk to Cavehill and 

down through Ballysillan to catch a glimpse of all the lights in the city from the edge of 

the mountain. It felt like a crap teenage movie scene, or a Cocteau Twins album cover, 

but it’s lovely and fleeting anyway. One time when I drove up here last month, I thought I 

saw a dead horse on the side of the road, but it was just asleep and woke up before I 

could take a photo.  

 

2. In an addendum to the essay “What Do Pictures Want?” by W.J.T Mitchell, the author 

furthers their thought experiment about the lives and loves of images through a 

biological lens. Can images be born? Can they die? And if they can die, can they be 

killed? If they can reproduce, “what else is implied when the proliferation of images is 

discussed in biological figures as a kind of epidemic, as implied in the title of Zizek’s The 

Plague of Fantasies?” How do fantasies come to be like an infectious disease, an out-of-

control virus or bacteria? Hito Steryl speaks of the Poor Image and its dubious 

genealogies as ghosts and effigies. Winsor McCay’s early animations bring the fossilised 

image of Gertie the dinosaur and its sea serpent frenemy back to life in 1914. Andre 

Bazin’s mummification analogy suggests that the desire to preserve bodies and their 

likenesses within the plastic arts was set free by the invention of the photograph. Does 

this make Instagram a garden or a graveyard? 

 

3. I drop my chopped strawberries on the tarmac next to a long stretch of beach in Co. 

Down and they roast slowly over the course of the day. I think of my catalogue of pre-

made 3D materials in Cinema 4d: I have both strawberry and tarmac spheres, but also 

lobster skin, several types of fungi, clouds, and many types of sweets. An inventory of 

pink flowers are out by the sea in July: mallow, sea thrift, fireweed, red valerian, and 

those neon wildflower daisies (erigeron glaucus, I think). Their pinkness and the salty air 

compliments the bottles of orange juice, tanning oil, and coconut water that got warm in 

my white Glossier sports bag while it sat in the car. 

 

4. In 2017, Alan Warburton’s “Goodbye Uncanny Valley” posits that the battle for photo-real 

CGI has been pretty much won, and he categorises these “CGI territories” on a map that 



 

encompasses both time and space - the Uncanny Valley, the Frontier, the Wilderness, 

and Beyond. Post-truth, post-cinema, and theoretical photorealism inform the 

progression of mainstream 3D animation, where black holes (literally unobserved but 

visually accurate) are ‘seen’ beyond ‘sight’, as in the 2014 movie Interstellar, where 

computer generated images manifest a fiction that is supported by theoretical physics. I 

wonder about the economics of this geometric real estate, and the size of the funds and 

engines that are required to render scenes on this scale, at this level of ‘reality’.  

 

5. Evelyn Hammonds’ essay “Black (W)holes and the Geometry of Black Female 

Sexuality,” offers black holes as metaphors for understanding the silence around this 

ignored subject, and asks that a different set of methods be used to explore these 

‘spaces’ on ‘maps’. A “different geometry” to be utilised as a metaphor to challenge the 

“conceptual basis for our own notions of visibility and resistance.” Maria Ochoa, an artist 

and anthropologist, similarly submits the speculative quantum theory of the black hole as 

a reference point for the “coloniality of power” of Modernity as it intersects with 

Translatina social justice in the Americas. Speculative bodies collide with material 

realities - I don’t know if this stuff matters, most of the time. 

 

6. My friend Sophie killed herself in June, and I have been going to visit her grave weekly 

to see the progress of the earth settling, but in this heatwave I think too much of compost 

heaps and steam and try to stay away. I drive out to  where she is buried in Hillsborough 

and buy some flowers at the florist there anyway, but bring them home and put them on 

my kitchen table instead and talk to them. The Yew tree is a common sight in an Irish 

graveyard, and Sophie is buried next to two large ones, so I take a few clippings from 

that too. As little as 6 ounces of Yew can kill an adult horse in five minutes, but 

fortunately avatars don’t eat. My dog Heidi came with me the first time I visited and lay 

down on her grave, and I went home and watched as many videos by Ask A Mortician 

as I could find on her Youtube channel. THE CORPSES THAT CHANGED MY LIFE: 

Torrey Peters writes about the social space of funerals in the trans community in her 

book Detransition Baby and it makes me feel better, somehow. I hope somebody put 

Sophie’s signature lipstick on her little mouth before sealing her in.  

 

7. Gloria Anzaldua’s work on Borderlands/La Frontera defines the border as a demarcation 

of “places which are safe and not safe.” It is often hard to tell whether it is the inner or 

the outer part of the black hole that you’re better off in. 

 

8. In his book The Irish Garden: A Cultural History, Peter Dale addresses the lack of Irish 

participation in traditional British gardening aesthetics and practices in the domestic 

garden as deeply linked to the problems of land ownership under colonialism on the 

island. Positioning it as a type of refusal, he notes that gardening was “not part of 

Catholic nationalism,” and the demesnes created pleasure gardens while the Irish had 

only potato fields. It is perhaps worth looking to the graveyard, instead, for a history of 

the Irish garden. Joyelle McSweeney describes the definitive processes of the 

Necropastoral as “decay, vagueness, inter-embodiment, fluidity, seepage, inflammation 



 

[and] supersaturation… Death lives there.” It is a place where the outrageous horrors of 

the Anthropocene are made visible as part of Nature, and not separated from them. I 

return to the idea of Instagram, or perhaps the entire web as it exists now, as a 

graveyard and/or a garden of images - where this concoction of personhood, 

consciousness, agency, and desire melts into a grotesque flatland of pixels and 

aspiration. Another “coloniality of power,” another bong rip.  

 

9. Pink and gold elephant hawk-moths pollinate wild honeysuckle at night in the hedgerows 

around my house in the North of the city. The hawk-moth’s caterpillar feeds on fireweed, 

so I let the plants grow rampantly in my tiny front yard, while my neighbours cultivate 

thistles and dock (on the left) and peonies, Himalayan honeysuckle, and David Austin 

roses (on the right). I wonder if the pinkness of their moth bodies are in any way 

informed by the colour of the flowers they feed on, a neon kind of fuschia that sits next to 

the purple buddleia bushes, red dog roses and lurid yellow gorse that thrives in vacant 

lots around here.  

 

10. While I am visiting my doctor’s rural clinic, one of his foals dies outside in the sun. Heidi 

sits in my car panting, even with the windows down and the wind blowing. After I turn the 

engine back on to leave, we share a cup of water and blast the air-conditioning. The foal 

was born healthy, but took a turn after a few weeks; I watched it happen over his 

shoulder, out the window, pretending to listen to him talk while the foal struggled to 

breathe amongst the buttercups. It is not as hard to watch as you’d think. “Abstract 

paintings are pictures that want not to be pictures, pictures that want to be liberated from 

image-making. But the desire not to show desire is, as Lacan reminds us, still a form of 

desire.”  

 

11. Sedgwick describes falling in love as: “a matter of suddenly, globally, “knowing” that 

another person represents your only access to some vitally transmissible truth or 

radiantly heightened mode of perception, and that if you lose the thread of this intimacy, 

both your soul and your whole world might subsist forever in some desert-like state of 

ontological impoverishment.”  

 

12. Why is CGI so afraid of itself? I appreciate the traces of software that reveal themself in 

a scene in the same way that I appreciate the efforts that groups of boys in cars go to 

late at night up on the mountain, marking the roads with their burnt rubber donuts and 

figure of eights. The snail mucin of the machine on the surface of the image. I want to 

see the scene decompose and recompose in front of my eyes, pixels dissolving and 

resolving: virtual gases, steam, smoke, some kind of digital energy. bell hooks describes 

how “we often cause ourselves suffering by wanting only to live in a world of valleys, a 

world without struggle and difficulty, a world that is flat, plain, consistent.” I find myself 

longing for this lack of intensity. I go for a drive through the mountains and fall in love 

anyway.  


