Two photographs

I always thought it would be in the eyes. It isn’t. 
For years, I am unable to uncover an inch of you 
behind these same bottle thick glasses.
I leave you for dead.
 
Sunday morning, I catch my son, rarely unmoving, 
outside the front door of our home that you 
have never visited.

You are unusual in colour. Sitting red and half-smiling
at the corner of his mouth. Years stretched out
across the periphery of his features. Resting, 
at the curve of his ears. 

Mostly present in the slight lift of a lip 
towards an almost smile. Waiting your turn 
to appear, as a boy tilts-towards a man, 

as time tilts- towards the revealing of things. You 
dress him in your resemblance.  He is like you and, 
not like you. Carries your familiar, despite 
not knowing you exist.   







Notes

· Barthes- “the ultimate effect of punctum is the intimation of death”. 
· What of family resemblance?

Apologies that I have deviated from the theme slightly. I had an experience this week that leant itself to the exercise so thought I would run with it. 
Last week I took a photograph of my son, in his rugby kit, outside my house and thought very little of it. Until, when I looked back at it later, I saw my estranged Fathers features contained therein, vivid and unmissable. Not only this, that picture taken on my phone, called to mind another photo I hadn’t seen in twenty years, and likely looked at only once or twice. My Dad in his school uniform, a similar age to my son now. 
A photograph pinned down my dad’s domestic return. I do not regularly see him in the face of my son. They bear no striking likeness save the visual impairment they share.  It was the expression frozen, noticeable in a picture in a way not possible in real time, that called to mind their similarity. As if my dad was before me, not in a picture but in the flesh. But, in a picture, none the less. 
My phone pings, the relative has sent a response. There it is, the likeness I had suspected, clear as day. The photograph I thought I had half imagined. I put them side by side. The “punctum” is in the slight lift of the lip into a “half-smile”. 
It is not surprising that my son looks a little like his grandfather. They are close blood relatives after all, perhaps surprising he doesn’t look more like him. It is my recalling of the original photo, to see another face so quickly and clearly in the first face, that has something of the supernatural, the spooky, about it. I wonder where it had been sitting in my subconscious these twenty or so years?
Photographs capture moments, lift them up out of time, seal them fast to our memory. In the case of family resemblance, hand us immortality. Not always epitaphs to death but an opportunity for resurrection.    
  


