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THE 6TH MOMENTUM BIENNIALIMAGINE BEING HERE NOW THE 6TH MOMENTUM BIENNIAL

A Letter to Amália Jyran, 
Who Will be Fifty Four in 2061 CE

Raqs Media Collective

i. to a four year old, and to a fifty four year old

Dearest Amália Jyran,
 
in 50 years time, in 2061, a time capsule buried on the 
grounds of the Alby Estate in the city of Moss, in the 
Østfold county of Norway, will hopefully be opened, and 
if and when it is opened, our insertions in the handsome 
aluminium box that came parcelled to us only the other 
day from the Momentum exhibition at the Nordic Bien-
nial of 2011 will be made public. 

You – Amália – who likes rabbits and ribbons so much 
today will then be a mature woman at the peak of her 
powers, 54 and a bit years old. You will be wiser than 
we are now, more experienced. You will have seen more 
things in your life by then than we have at present. 
In writing to you today, we are responding to the pres-

ence of the four-year-old child that you are now as well 
as addressing the 54-year-old woman you will have 
become in 2061. This requires us to exercise a strange 
ambidexterity, inhabit a strange ambivalence, to write 
both to innocence and to experience, as well as to the 
interval between them that we might call a coming-to-
awareness. This awareness comes to us by way of a se-
ries of paradoxes, and a mulling over of puzzles, incon-
sistencies and obstinate aporiae – some of which we are 
trying to work through even as we write to you now. 
We hope that in the fixed deposit of the time capsule, in 
the course of their dark interim under the earth, these 
inconsistencies, even if they are not evened out, will 
gather interest, and that you will reap their dividend.  

ii. time capsule universe    The sealing of the time capsule 
in a few days’ time at our studio will be one instant. (We 
are planning on having you help us seal the box). Its 
opening in 2061 will be another instant. The contents 
of the box will remain in a kind of cognitive suspension 
between these two instants. 

The physicist Julian Barbour, whose work excites a 
great deal of philosophical attention amongst those 
studying questions of temporality nowadays, posits a 
timeless universe that depends on a series of what he 
calls “Nows”, modelled as if they were an infinite series 
of time capsules standing in relation to one another.

Barbour’s postulates are radical, and even if one does 
not accept them in their entirety, their implications 
remain generative, partly because of their provocative 
force. Speaking of the “timeless” universe, he says,
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“My basic idea is that time as such does not exist. There is no 
invisible river of time. But there are things that you could call 
instants of time, or ‘Nows’. As we live, we seem to move through 
a succession of Nows, and the question is, what are they? They are 
arrangements of everything in the universe relative to each other 
in any moment, for example, now.

I aim to abstract away everything we cannot see (directly or in-
directly) and simply keep this idea of many different things co-
existing at once in a definite mutual relationship. The intercon-
nected totality becomes my basic thing, a Now. There are many 
such Nows, all different from each other. That’s my ontology of 
the universe – there are Nows, nothing more, nothing less. 

[…] I suggest that our belief in time and a past arises solely 
because our entire experience comes to us through the medium 
of static arrangements of matter, in Nows, that create the 
appearance of time and change. Geologists certainly deduced 
that the earth has an immensely long history from structures 
frozen in rocks. That is, evidence for time and motion in static 
form […] I merely want to suggest that the appearance of 
time arises exclusively from very special matter configurations 
which we find can be interpreted as mutually consistent records 
of processes that unfolded in a past in accordance with definite 
physical laws that involve time. I call such configurations time 
capsules.” 1

In counterpoint to Barbour, you could also listen to 
Borges refuting the refutation of time. At the end of 
Borges’s intriguing essay “A New Refutation of Time” 
(was there ever a more paradoxical title to an essay?) 
the Argentine sceptic gently dismantles the marvellous 
logical edifice of his denial of time by saying, 

“Time is the substance of which I am made. Time is a river that 
sweeps me along, but I am the river, it is a tiger that mangles me, 
but I am the tiger; it is a fire that consumes me, but I am the fire. 
The world, unfortunately, is real. I, unfortunately, am Borges.” 2

iii. displacements    The world fortunately is real, and 
you, fortunately, are Amália, and regardless of our 
presence or absence on that day 50 years from now, we 
would like it if you were present when the time capsule 
is dug out of the earth. Take good care, so that in the 
summer of 2061, you can set aside a few days to make 
this trip to Norway and indulge our memory and our 
modest vanity. Don’t say no. We are, after all, asking 
for this appointment well in advance, and we know that 
your calendar for the year 2061 is empty, as of now. 

Think of all the waiting that the objects in the time 
capsule will have undertaken before being exposed to 
your gaze. Time capsules are designed to withstand the 
effects of duration, and so it is possible that the contents 
of the capsule we inter into the earth will be reason-
ably well-preserved, even when you set eyes on them 50 
years from now. And yet, what you see when you open 
the capsule will not be what you saw when we shut it 
in your presence. Not necessarily because the contents 
will have undergone any transformation. What will 
have changed is you. Whatever you read into the con-
tents of the box as a 54-year-old woman will not be what 
you saw as a four-year-old child. Your eyes, your vision 
itself, will have changed. 

What is revealed in the second instant, when the capsule 
is opened, will be a trace of the first instant (and maybe 
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it will trigger in you a memory of that day – that soon-
to-be April day, that once-was-April day, on the blue 
floor of our studio in Shahpur Jat in Delhi) but it can-
not be its re-instantiation. We will not be present, but 
a record of our intentions will remain. The interval be-
tween the two instants will see the transformation of our 
act from the substance of a sign to the aura of a trace.

In a sense, anything that makes a claim to be art is a 
time capsule, because it has to traverse the interval 
between the instant of its making and all the possible 
encounters that it has with those who come upon it, sub-
sequent to its creation. It does not matter whether this 
occurs within days, years, decades or even centuries. If 
it is to be worth the effort that went into its making, its 
career as a trace has to have as luminous a trajectory as 
its life as a sign. The same goes for human beings. 

The philosopher David Wood, who has a particular 
interest in time capsules as artistic projects, says, “If 
you suppose that these capsules might protect their contents for 
thousands of years, they might be discovered by beings no longer 
human, or evolved versions of us, or even what we might think of 
as aliens. Such a capsule might well contain items, and certainly 
collections of items nowhere else known. Each of these thoughts 
provokes a reflection on the here and now. If we imagine very 
different beings discovering this, who are we? And if they strug-
gle to interpret these items, does that not allow us to look again? 
Projecting the future allows an imaginative displacement of the 
present.” 3

In fact, we might even say that objects like time cap-
sules, because they acutely concentrate within them the 

tension between what is human at the instant of their 
interment and what will be, or what will remain of what 
it will mean to be human at the possible instant of their 
exposure, act as sentinels at the limits of philosophy, 
of a series of ontological speculations made concrete 
through the occasion of art. As artistic performances, as 
Wood calls them, of the unconscious schemata of philosophy.4

iv. nagarjuna, shantarakshita, kamalasila and bergson; and 
their strange conundrums    A time capsule is nothing if 
not an attempt at creating a demonstration of the rela-
tionship between the future and the present, and be-
tween the present that will soon be past, and the future 
that will become present one day. 

And yet, if the present and future state of a thing were 
to depend on its past, then we would have to admit to 
the possibility of these states also being present in the 
past. But for them to be the present and the future, they 
must not have been the past. But, as we have just seen, 
if they were not situated in the past, they would not 
inhabit the present, nor grow into the future. And since 
the present is only another term we use for what will 
soon become the past, and the future too will become 
present, presently, then neither present, nor future, nor 
past can have any meaning. So how can time exist? Or, 
if time does exist, why must it be seen only as if it were 
witnessed by a straight line called the self passing con-
tinuously through points describing locations arbitrarily 
named yesterday, today and tomorrow? 

Are you puzzled by this conundrum? So are we. We are 
pretty certain that anyone who has read these state-
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ments, or variants of them, ever since the Madhyamika 
Buddhist anti-metaphysician Nagarjuna5 taught them, 
sometime in the 2nd or 3rd century CE, will have come 
away with their coordinates shaken. They make sense, 
and yet, for them to make sense, everything else has to 
be suspended. Will you be more puzzled by this enigma 
then than you are now? At four, the past, present and 
the future are still plastic for you, you can still “pretend” 
in play that today is tomorrow. In 50 years, they will 
no longer be as malleable for you. The regimes of the 
clock and the calendar will have drilled a different logic 
of time. How will you figure your head around a radical 
rejection of absolute time in favour of a series of “nows” 
(and no, it doesn’t make sense to talk of them arranged 
serially) – a series of time capsules that contain each 
other like matryoshka dolls, extending infinitely out-
wards, not in a straight line, but in all directions. Nei-
ther the arrow nor the boomerang of time, just a series 
of puzzle boxes, time capsules, hidden one in the other 
in the other in the other. 

But what are the consequences of this view? If the 
straight line of time does not exist, can there even be con-
sequences? And if there are no consequences, can there 
be any meaningfully ethical action? And if there are no 
meaningfully ethical actions, does it matter whether or 
not we act well or badly towards others, and the world? 

Let’s not even answer these questions. Let’s ask some 
more instead and see where that gets us. Let’s turn 
these questions around, like Shantarakshita, who came 
after Nagarjuna did, like Kamalashila, who commented 
on Shantarakshita, did.6 So, if time were absolute and 

if the past, present and future each occupied their para-
doxically serial as well as simultaneous (because of their 
dependence on each other) positions on some imagined 
but impossible chronological line extending onwards on 
the same plane, then, the fruits of every action would 
already be guaranteed, and would require no striving. 
This becomes clear the moment you realize that a line 
on a plane can only proceed in a predictable direction, 
and any conception of time that places the past, present 
and future as if they were points traversed by a straight 
line could only proceed in a predictable direction. Then 
it would neither make sense to do anything, nor to not 
do anything, so one might as well do anything, because 
every instance of the future would already be encoded 
into every instant of the past. The question of an ethical 
significance to an action would not arise, because no ac-
tion would be capable of being chosen freely. 

Henri Bergson was on to something like this when he 
wrote Time and Free Will. He says,

“To sum up; every demand for explanation in regard to freedom 
comes back, without our suspecting it, to the following question: 
‘Can time be adequately represented by space?’
To which we answer: ‘Yes, if you are dealing with time flown; 
No, if you speak of time flowing.’ Now, the free act takes place in 
time which is flowing and not in time which has already flown. 
Freedom is therefore a fact, and among the facts which we observe 
there is none clearer. All the difficulties of the problem, and the 
problem itself, arise from the desire to endow duration with the 
same attributes as extensity, to interpret a succession by a simul-
taneity, and to express the idea of freedom in a language into 
which it is obviously untranslatable.” 7
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v. the measure and the measured    Perhaps our real prob-
lem lies in the confusion we have created between our ex-
perience of time and the conceptual device we have made 
for ourselves to “measure” time, to account for time. Our 
experience points to the depth and amplitude of dura-
tion, while our measure tries to fit that experience either 
into the constraints of the slices of the circle of a clock 
face or the notches on the tightrope of a time-line. Both 
are attempts to convert what is felt in terms of rhythm 
and duration into what can be seen in planar, spatial 
terms. In effect, it reduces being to an “account” of being. 

Consider what it means for us to understand the expe-
rience of life within the measure of a lifetime. In 2061, 
when the time capsule is opened, it is more than likely 
that you won’t find us around. Frankly, by then, we 
(your mother Monica, Jeebesh and Shuddha, some of 
your earliest playmates and oldest friends – the three 
people who make up Raqs) will have probably left you 
to your own devices. Our long dance with each other 
straddling the 20th and the 21st centuries, will have 
ended. Going by the criterion of what it means to have 
a lifespan, this century, this time, the future, is already 
more yours than it is ours. We are sharing it with you 
in the full knowledge that you will taste a lot more of it 
than we ever can. Our lifespan began earlier and so in 
all likelihood will end earlier. That is as it should be. 

However, regardless of how the span is measured, it 
cannot account for a singularity that spills over from 
our life to yours. Together, you and we share a strange 
condition – a new uncertainty born of a special kind of 
not knowing what the future might bring. We call this 

sense a “new uncertainty” because we think it is radi-
cally different from the uncertainties experienced by 
previous generations. This sense is what makes us con-
temporaries today, when we share in your excitement of 
“what next” in a story, when we scan every newspaper 
headline for what it might mean in terms of the shape 
of the world you are growing up in, and this is what will 
make us contemporaries of each other, even when you 
are 54, and we are – your memory. 

The philosopher Peter Osborne says that our time, 
modernity (including its special case, post-modernity) 
is marked by an “openness towards an indeterminate future 
characterized only by its prospective transcendence of the histori-
cal present and its relegation of this present to a future past.” 8 
Speaking historically, this is a relatively new condition. 
The history of human consciousness, until now, con-
sists of a contest between relatively certain assertions 
about the shape of the future, be it conceived in terms 
of progress, decline or cyclicality. You could choose 
your picture of the future, depending on your inclina-
tion, your eschatological preferences, your philosophical 
persuasions, your cultural context and your life experi-
ences, and rest assured that your model had heft and 
stability. We are not speaking of an estimation of per-
sonal futures here (which have always been contingent) 
but of the future of the species, of humanity itself, which 
even though seen differently, pessimistically or optimis-
tically, was seen to stretch ever onward. One could look 
forward to a day of judgment, accumulating prosperity, 
the realization of utopia, permanent revolution, the ex-
ploration of outer space or the steady decline to a civili-
zational nadir before another slow, spiralling, upward 
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climb. It was assumed (notwithstanding Nagarjuna and 
Barbour) that nothing that we as humans did could af-
fect the certainty of the fact that, barring accidents with 
asteroids, and the eventual freezing of the sun (both of 
which, it could be said, would be theoretically possible to 
elude by means of an ambitious, but species-saving, inter-
stellar exodus – which has been the stuff of a great deal 
of science fiction) there would, assuredly, be a future. 

vi. something new happened    Something happened in 
our time to change all that. The 20th century has left 
our species with the dark inheritance of the capacity 
to commit collective hara-kiri with atomic weapons, or 
through a gross miscalculation of how we use up the 
energy resources available to us. While everything else 
may have precedence in the past, this fact alone is new. 
Not even previous conceptions of the divinely ordained 
end of the world and apocalyptic prophecies can ap-
proximate the unique status that a nuclear holocaust 
or a global ecological catastrophe would have as an 
event. The difference lies in the fact that the apocalypse 
was never conceived of as being authored by humanity. 
Once we concede that we can pull the plug on ourselves, 
then, everything we do (as a species) has to be viewed in 
terms of a choice about whether or not it hastens that 
self-induced end. Just as every person alive is making 
a conscious decision not to commit suicide (which is the 
obverse of the fact that some do), so too humanity’s deci-
sion not to unleash its own destruction has to be, from 
now onwards, a conscious decision. 

This changes the way we can think about the future for-
ever. The future is no longer simply something that will 

happen to us; instead, it is also now something humans 
happen to have the capacity to cancel. The question 
of whether or not there will be a future in the years to 
come depends on the choices we make, and the choices 
that your generation will make. The fact that as a spe-
cies we have encountered this choice only very recently 
means that its implications are not yet transparent to 
us. We have faint intimations of what this might mean, 
and you will have a stronger sense of what this will 
mean, and your children will have an even stronger 
sense, and though a lot will distinguish the space of our 
experience from yours, the horizon of our (yours and 
our) expectations will be annotated by the crescent of 
the question mark that human beings now see rising 
over tomorrow.9 

Anyone who plants a time capsule into the earth in 
these circumstances does so in full awareness of the 
fact that there may not be anyone recognizably human 
around to read their intentions in the fullness of time. 
Of course, we hope that you (and here you stand in 
for humanity in general, and as our contribution to 
humanity in particular) will be there to open the 
capsule in 2061. But we say this knowing full well 
that history could turn out otherwise. You too, in 
turn, were you to place a time capsule into the earth, 
would be in the same position as us, even if nuclear 
disarmament were to be achieved, even if global 
warming were reversed. The fact is, as a species, 
we now know how to end things, and we know that 
we know that we can end things, and once we know 
that, even the resources of hope, such as universal 
disarmament or sound ecological measures, will 
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always be shadowed by the possibility that some of us, 
some day, might re-enact the consequences of our once 
poisoned knowledge. 

And that is why, exactly as we say to you when we share 
a melting ice-lolly with you on a summer afternoon (and 
what is the future but a melting piece of frozen time 
skewered on the stick of the present) – we ask you not 
to be too greedy. Not even you, proud citizen of futurity, 
can claim time as property. The future is not yours; you 
will have to keep deserving it by making sure that you 
do not act to destroy its possibility. We have to do the 
same, for your sake. 

Reprising what the ancient Greek philosopher Epicu-
rus said in his letter to a man called Menoeceus, and 
partially correcting our willing away the future to you, 
we could say, “we must remember that the future is neither 
wholly ours nor wholly not ours, so that neither must we count 
upon it as quite certain to come nor despair of it as quite certain 
not to come.” 10

This means that no matter what we estimate, some of 
the things we hope for will not come to pass, and some 
of the things that we fear will occur, even though our 
hopes themselves may linger and our fears continue 
to haunt the world. Further, some things that we can 
neither predict nor imagine will certainly happen, de-
lighting and troubling us, but no doubt surprising us 
with their unexpected reality. The things that we in-
ter with the aluminium time capsule will be witnesses 
to our sense of tomorrow, for even if they do not come 
laden with predictions and desires, they will bring with 

them a whiff of the time of their inception. Whatever we 
put into the box will tell you something about the things 
we knew, the days we spent together and the world we 
imagined for you and ourselves. They mark the things 
we owe to our time. 

vii. time and debt    In an early Sanskrit commentary 
on the Vedas called the Shatapatha Brahmana (The Brah-
mana of the Hundred Paths)11 there is an interesting 
idea about indebtedness. The commentary states that 
each human being is born entangled into four kinds 
of debt. A debt to the gods and the cosmic order (to be 
repaid by sacrificial offerings), to the learned ones of 
the past (to be repaid by learning and producing new 
knowledge), to the ancestors (to be repaid by progeny, 
by making sure there are beings to witness the fu-
ture just as our ancestors witnessed the past), and to 
all human beings, who made it possible for us, their 
guests, to mark our sojourn on earth after being born 
(to be repaid by hospitality). These four debts mark 
our relationship to time. We exit the world either with 
our pledges partially or fully redeemed or are found 
wanting, and if found wanting, our debts are passed on 
(with compounded interest) to future generations and 
to future births. 

The things we do, including spending hours and days 
thinking about how to fill an empty aluminium box so 
that you can be pleased to open it 50 years from now, 
are all done in partial fulfilment of the debts that we 
were born with. They represent a sacrifice of our time 
and a harvest of our will, a process of learning and read-
ing the world, a link to you, our real and symbolic proge-
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ny and our effort to clear a little space that can be hospi-
table to a thoughtful sojourner. All art is a repayment of 
the debt that we owe to life. Partly to the past, in part to 
our present, and indefinitely to our future. 

With the feminist philosopher and historian of science 
Elizabeth Grosz, we could say, 

“The task is not so much to plan for the future, organize our 
resources towards it, to envision it before it comes about, for this 
reduces the future to the present. It is to make the future, to in-
vent it. And this space and time, for invention, for the creation of 
the new, can come about only through a dislocation and dissocia-
tion with the present rather than simply its critique. Only if the 
present presents itself as fractured, cracked by the interventions of 
the past and the promise of the future, can the new be invented, 
welcomed and affirmed.

[…] The past produces the resources for multiple futures, for 
open pathways, for indeterminable consequences, as well as for 
those regularities and norms that currently prevail. The present, 
with its structures of domination, has actualized elements, frag-
ments of the past, while rendering the rest dormant, inactive, 
virtual. This means that the future, possible futures have the 
inexhaustible resources of the past, of the realm of the past still 
untouched by the present, to bring about a critical response to 
the present and ideally to replace it with what is better in the 
future. The past persists, and its virtual contents are rearranged, 
restructured, with each passing moment; it is because the past is 
contracted throughout the continuity of the present that history 
remains a political force; the site for the unravelling of the given-
ness of the present. 
[…] The weight of the past is also its lightness, its gift.”12

What bears thinking out is the fact that now, “making 
the future” takes on an added meaning because it is 
always shadowed by its other – the “unmaking of the 
future”. Everything we do is weighed in terms of what it 
means to undo the “unmaking of the future”. 

If this is the case, what can we say about the things that 
are also called “art”? In The Gay Science, Nietzsche says 
that without art, “...life would be utterly unbearable, honesty 
would invariably lead to nausea and suicide.” 13

Nietzsche may have been addressing the condition of 
the human individual, but nothing constrains us from 
applying the import of his statement to our species. We 
could take this to mean that the entire history of art has 
been a preparation for the time when the human species 
faces the possibility of being powerful enough to cancel 
its own future. That time has begun, and it is now that 
the full significance of why we have art in our lives is 
only beginning to reveal itself. 

This lends a certain special significance to the wager 
that Momentum makes through its artists. And the 
wager goes like this: “By inserting something into the 
earth that will be exposed only half a century from now, 
we are also taking the risk of asserting that our species 
will want to continue to exist, and will be prepared to 
take steps to ensure that this is not simply an empty de-
sire”. Here, half a century is a convenient cipher, a mark 
to check on what we intended and what will be read, but 
wagers of this nature do not come with a “sell-by” date. 
When we pledge our “now” to your “now” or to any “now” 
succeeding it, we are not constrained to limit it by a 
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mere five decades. A “now” worth having, even 50 years 
from now, has to have an expanding horizon. Otherwise, 
why bother?

viii. untimely manoeuvres    You have every right to ask, 
when you open the box, whether or not we will have 
then redeemed this pledge to offer you the possibility 
of renewing the future with the help of the resources 
of our present, your past. Our effort will be to continue 
to dislocate the tyranny of the timeline by denying 
our obsolescence. Our trace will remind you, in what 
Elizabeth Grosz calls the “nick of time”, that it is 
always possible to open up a crack in time by insisting 
on the undertaking of untimely manoeuvres, moves 
that may be prophesied but cannot be planned for. 
That is the difference between art and policy. Both are 
designs on the surface of the future, but one acts to 
extend the imagination, to bring forward the future into 
the present, and the other acts in order to safeguard 
predictability, to ensure that the present repeats itself 
into the future.

But when you weigh the value of our moves, please 
do be generous in your estimation. The quality of our 
experience was formed to a great extent in the impov-
erished workshop of the 20th century, for that is the 
time, that time of cant and terror, in which we grew 
out of our childhood. We grew up injured by the cyni-
cism that prevailed around us, and intoxicated by the 
escapes that utopia held out. The time you were born 
into was marked by less cynicism, and fewer illusions. 
We are glad we brought you into the world when we 
did. It was the right time.

In the time of our formation we ran after machines, 
danced to slogans and were laid waste by the stupor of 
nostalgia. We were schooled in haste, tested by scarci-
ty, seduced by irony and thrown into prisons of doubt. 
And yet, we got by. We fought and learnt to be friends 
in the fighting. We learnt to think with images and 
picture thought. 

We came to know that men and women are more curi-
ous, more diverse, more amusing and more irritating 
than anything else on earth. We found each other, and 
argued with all our hopes, our fears, with every con-
jecture that either one of us had picked up from the 
streets of our times and dusted off to hold to the cold 
light of our collective gaze. This is how we learnt to 
see the world.

Today, on the day when the newspaper speaks of a mad 
dictator’s last stand in Libya, of radiation leaks in Ja-
pan and Wikileaks in India, of a world poisoned and 
entertained in equal measure, the things we know and 
remember will shape the things we apprehend of your 
future. Everything we do today will water the seeds of 
all that we have learnt to hope, fear and expect of all 
that is forthcoming. This is what goes into the box that 
you will open. These are the things built on the founda-
tions of our memories and experiences. These are the 
shadows of our expectations. 

ix. out of africa    Once, a long time ago in Africa, we 
stood on our feet and became Homo sapiens sapiens, the 
ape that understood. Now, we sit at our desks and are 
imprisoned by all that we understand. We have become 
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the ape that sat down to understand and did not get up 
again. For things to get better again for you, your gen-
eration will need to stand again, make memory and im-
agination work to produce new thoughts, new concepts, 
new ways of being human. We will have to find a way to 
leaven a portion of understanding with a great deal of 
imagination, and a fair amount of poetry. 

Homer, the poet, began his Odyssey by asking the muse 
to “sing of the man of twists and turns”.14 The ape that 
sings, that twists and turns, is Homo homerus. We hope 
that you, Amália, will be one of the mitochondrial Eves 
of that species. We pass on our debt to the future to 
you. When the children who will dance between the 
stars look back on the earth and remember you as their 
ancestor, the three of us will have become fossil fuels, 
waiting to be ignited in a world that will no longer de-
pend on us. We will be spent then, and our debts will 
finally be cleared.

In his Confessions, St. Augustine of Hippo tells us that 
“Perhaps it might be rightly said that there are three times: a 
time present of things past: a time present of things present: and 
a time present of things future. For these three things do coex-
ist somehow in the soul, for otherwise I could not see them. The 
time present of things past is memory; the time present of things 
present is direct experience; the time present of things future is 
expectation.”15

Within this moment that we call “now” between our-
selves is the time in which we fill and seal the time cap-
sule in your four-year-old presence, on the blue floor of 
the studio. Imagine that one of us fetches memory, the 

other, experience, and the third, expectation from what 
St. Augustine would call the well of our conjoint soul 
– the intersection of our imaginations. We will create 
combinations of these three things to make a compound 
of the times present of things past, the times present of 
things present and the times present of things future. 
We will then shut the lid and seal the parcel. This is our 
present to you. A box of our time. To be opened, at lei-
sure, within a box of your time. 

With all our love and hope,

Monica, Jeebesh and Shuddha
(Raqs Media Collective) 

New Delhi, 22 March, 2011 CE
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