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Iamwritingthispiecesittingnearmy14-year-olddog,Galaxy,AKAGal,who
Iamgoingtohavetosaygoodbyetosoon,potentiallyassoonastomorrow.Itis
asubjectinphilosophyI’vebeenwantingtotackleandwriteonforalongwhile
now,andwiththislovelysoulbesideme,andneartodeparting,writingthisseems
suddenlyimperative.

Galaxyhasbeenwithmeformorethanhalfofmylife,andIamnotexaggerating
whenIsaythatshehassavedmylifemultipletimesbythevirtueofherexistence
andunboundedlove.Igrewupinviolence,abuse,andfear,andoftenshewas
theonlylivingbeingthatreliablyshowedmethewarmthoflovewithoutpainor
manipulation.Ihaveonlybeenapartfromherforthespanoftwoweeks,sixyears
ago,andoneweek,twoyearsago,intheentiretyofthe13yearsshehasbeenwith
me.Shehasalwaysgoneeverywherewithme,andallwhohaveknownmehave
knownmewithGalatmyside.

Itrulycannotconceiveofalifewithouther.WhenIhavetosaygoodbyetoher,
IknowIwillcarrythelossinmyheartfortherestofmylife.

SoasItacklethissubject,IamgoingtospeakofGalaxy.Somewhoreadthis
mayfinditabitmelodramatictobewritingaboutthephilosophyofconsciousness,
death,andlossfromtheperspectiveoflosingapet,butIaskthatyouwithholdyour
judgmentonthispoint.WhatIamspeakingofhere,inthetruestsense,istheloss
ofafellowconsciousnessthatoneisinterrelatedwith.Iamalienatedfromadeeply
abusivefamilyand,withthat,alienatedfromtheplacemostpeopleexperiencetheir
firstandoftendeepestformationsofinterrelationality.Formetheoldestandsafest
consciousnessthatmyownconsciousnesshasrelatedtoisthatofmy14-year-old
bordercolliemix.Mybest,oldest,andkindestfriend.Icanthinkofnobetteror
moreworthysubjectoflife,consciousness,andaformofinterrelatedmortalitythan
Galaxy.However,whatIwriteabouthereisnotjustapplicabletothelossofapet.
Idearlyhopethatifyouhaveexperienced/areexperiencingthelossofabeloved
fellowconsciousnessthatyoufindsomethinginthisthatprovidesyouthekindof
solacethatdoesn’tdoyouthedisserviceoftryingtofillinthespaceofyourgrief.
Ihopeinsteadtoherehonorthatgriefbyaddingtoitsomethingsacred,without
resortingtotheotherworldlytodoso.

Beyondthatpoint:IfeelthatIoweittohertomeaningfullyinterweaveher
withtheworkthatIamcreatingnow.Idon’tbelieveIwouldbealivetodoso
ifnotforher.Thispieceisaworkofcelebration:ofalifewelllived,alifethat
changedmine,andalifechangedbyme.Thispieceisaworkofremembrance:an
acknowledgementthatwedon’tneedtohavecertaintyinaspirituallifeafterdeath
tofindcomfortinthetruthofadifferent,moretangible,lifeafterdeath.

Thispieceisalsoaworkofgrief.Galaxywillliveonwithinme,butthereisso
muchofherIwilllose.Thisisthetimeandplacetoholdbothrealities.
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Solitary Confinement and Consciousness as a Net-
work

In her book Solitary Confinement: Social Death and Its Afterlives, Lisa Guenther
draws on and then expands the phenomenology of Edmund Husserl as she exam-
ines the experiences of prisoners in solitary confinement in America. This text not
only details the excruciating torture that such confinement inflicts upon the vic-
tims of the carceral system, but also suggests a new understanding of what human
consciousness requires to remain consciousness. That instead of the standard under-
standing of our consciousness, that we are more or less perceiving beings indepen-
dent of one another, our consciousness and understanding of being-in-the-world is
dependent on our relationship to other perceiving beings. Guenther writes, “This
multiplicity of perspectives is like an invisible net that supports the coherence of
my own experience, even (or especially) when others challenge my interpretation
of “the facts.” These facts are up for discussion in the first place because we inhabit
a world shared with others who agree, at the very least, that there is something to
disagree about.” (Guenther, 146)

In this perspective, I seek out social interaction not only because I am a social
animal, but because being around other beings who also perceive and interact with
the world holds the reality of that world into place for me. I can only perceive
the world from the central point of my body. I can only view something like an
apple from one side of a time, but the possibility that there could be an Other — a
“there” to my “here” — perceiving the other side of that apple, holds that reality into
place for me. Guenther goes into detail about how people who are held in solitary
confinement almost invariably begin to lose their grip on that reality when that
relationality is taken from them. An example of this can be found in the writings
of Jack Henry Abbott, who was held in a solitary blackout cell in a US prison with
absolutely no light for 23 days, “I heard someone screaming far away and it was
me. I fell against the wall, and as if it were a catapult, was hurled across the cell to
the opposite wall. Back and forth I reeled, from the door to the walls, screaming.
Insane.” (Guenther, 37)

I refer to Guenther’s work here, and her expansion of Husserl’s phenomenol-
ogy, because it offers an understanding of consciousness rarely seen in philosophy:
consciousness is a network, rather than something that exists in a localized, bound-
aried, unit. This perspective might sound familiar to those of us that have studied
David Hume’s bundle theory of the self, which he articulates in his work A Treatise
of Human Nature, in which the mind (or self) is “nothing but a bundle or collection
of different perceptions, which succeed each other with an inconceivable rapidity,
and are in a perpetual flux and movement” (Hume, I, IV, VI). However, Hume’s
bundle theory still articulates the self as more-or-less a contained unit to which our
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besides adding more trauma. What we need instead is to find ways to honor what
we still hold within ourselves after loss. We need to cry, to rage, to truly grieve the
loss of continued, dynamic relating while at the same time finding joy and a sense
of the sacred in what of them we still carry with us. What we may find in that path,
I hope, is that when we acknowledge the parts of others that live in us, and us in
them, we will find that we can keep parts of all interrelated beings we cherish alive
through continuing to relate to others.

For me, that means that every day I live, Galaxy will live on. My sweet, joyful
little companion of 13 years. Part of her consciousness is in me and will go on with
me still. Just as part of my consciousness will leave with her to wherever she goes
on to, even if the only place she goes on to is to the earth (there is something holy
even in that, I think). I live because she was in my life. I will live in gratitude for
her gift to me. I will carry part of her on with me always, and give parts of her
consciousness out to others, intertwined with mine in the giving. We will both live
on in that way. And in that way we will never be fully separated.

Onward to whatever is beyond this place, sweet one. I will do my best to see
you there safely. I will make sure your last moments are ones of love. I will send
you on your way with a precious part of me and I will keep the part of you you’ve
entrusted me with safe and close to my heart. Thank you, Gal, for seeing me as far
on my path as you have. I love you.
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mortalandinevitable.Therealityofhermortalityisnolongersomethingdown
thepath,butintheroomwithme.Itloomssolargeitfeelslikeitsucksalltheair
frommylungs.Itfeelslikeadaggerthroughmyheart.Iwanttoscream.Iwantto
resist.Iwanttograspontoherlifesotightlythatwhenitfinallyslipsawayfrom
meI’llatleastalwayscarrythescarsoftheropeburn.But…Iowehermorethan
that.Itookituponmyselftolookaftertheinterestsandwell-beingofalittle,fluffy,
wonderfullivingotherwhoisentirelyvulnerabletome,andthatresponsibilityand
powerincludesmakingthechoicetoendherlifewhenhersufferingistoogreat
forhertoenjoyit.Iwanttheentiretyofherlifetobeoneofjoy,eventheend.

DidyouknowthatthewordeuthanasiaoriginatesfromtheGreekwords“eu”
whichmeansgoodlyorwell,and“thanatos”whichmeansdeath?Thegoodlydeath
is,allthingsconsidered,aworthwhilelastadventureformetoaccompanythis
wonderfulotherconsciousnesson.Eventhoughthereis,Iknowanddread,apoint
onthatpathwhereshe’llhavetocontinueonwithoutme.

Loss,especiallythelossofafellowconsciousnesswehaveintimatelyinterre-
latedtooveralongtime,isarending.Anyonewhohasknownthatkindofloss
canspeaktothisfeeling.It’slikeasuddenvacancyinyourheartwheretherewas
onceadynamic,living,love.Manyhavenootherwordstoexplainitotherthanto
say,“itfeelslikeI’velostapartofmyself.”Indeed,ifwetakeourconclusionsabout
consciousnessasanetwork,wedoloseapartofourselves.Maybeinrecognizing
thiswecanevenbetterhonorourgriefandhonormoredeeplytheoneswegrieve
for.Weleavepartsofourownconsciousnessesineveryotherconsciousnesswe
interrelatewith,andthelongeranddeeperthatinterrelationthemoreofourselves
weleavethere,andsootherconsciousnessdowithus.Inviolence,thisresultsin
trauma.Inlove,itcanresultintranscendence.So,whendeathcomescallingforthe
onesweinterrelatetointimately,ittakesawayanypossibilityfurtherinterrelation.
Ittakesawaythejoyofdynamic,unfoldingpossibilityandleavesinitswakethe
starknessoffinitude.Wefeelitinthefarthestdepthsofourselvesthatsomething
ofushasbeentornawayalso.Itiswhatofuswegavetotheminrelation.

Further,Ibelievewefeelthatlossallthemoreintenselybecausetheyhavealso
leftsomuchoftheminus.Theirimpactonourconsciousness,andinfactpartof
theiractualconsciousness,doesnotleaveus.Wefeelitspresence,screamingan
imperative:reunite,continuetointerrelate,IamNOTdonecreating!Itisherethat
ourculturemostfailsusinourgrief.Wearepressuredtomovealongtheprocess,
to“getoverit”,asifonecandealwiththeshockandlossofhavingapartoftheir
entireunderstandingofwhatitmeanstobe-in-the-worldaseasilyascrossinga
bridgeoverastream.Whenwetrytodothis,weineffectattempttosnuffout
thelivingremanenceoftheotherconsciousnessinsideus.Wearebeingaskedto
commit—atleastonaconsciousnesslevel—amurder-suicidewithinourselves.
Weknowthisisaviolenceandacontradictioninactionthatwecannotactually
meaningfullycommitourselvesto,soitneverdoesanythingforusinourgrief
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experiences,perceptions,impressions,ideas,etc.,refertoandareprocessedwithin.
WhenwelookhonestlyatGuenther’saccountofprisonerstrappedinsolitarycon-
finement,however,theselfasasolitaryunitofperceptionfallslikesandthrough
ourfingers.Wecannotholdrealityintoplacewithoutatleastthepossibilityof
otherperceivingsubjectstointerrelatetothatrealityandtoreflectitasreal.We
constructittogether,andnotjustwithotherhumanconsciousnesses.

Quarantinedinmyapartmentwithmytwodogsandcatforcompany,wereI
tothrowmyceramicmugtothefloorandshatterittopieces,thesethreeother
perceivingsubjectswouldinstantlyreflecttherealityofmyactiontome.Thecat
wouldfleetheroominablink,Galaxywould—asquicklyasheroldbonesallow
—darttoherfavoriteplaceofsafetyunderthebed,andmy7montholdtoo-brave
puppywouldstepoffacouplefeetandthenimmediatelyrunbacktoinvestigatethe
shatteredpieces.Justknowingthisholdsthatrealityintoplaceformewithoutme
actuallyhavingtobreakmyfavoritemugandscarethewitsoutofmyanimalsto
proveit.But,wereItodropmyceramicmugtothefloorandnotasingleoneofthe
threeanimalsreactedintheslightest,Iwouldverylikelyfindmyselfimmediately
questioningmyownperceptions.I’dwonderifIwashallucinatingfarbeforeI
wouldeverconsiderthatthreeotherperceivingconsciousnessesallatoncelost
theirabilitytoperceive.Asimple,uninterrelatedbundletheoryoftheselfcannot
accountforthisinitsentirety.Myimpressionsalonecannotholdmyunderstanding
ofrealityintoplace.

Weseethisneedclearlyexpressedintheactionsofthevictimsofsolitarycon-
finement.Manyofushaveencounteredthetropeof“crazed”prisonerswhovio-
lentlyself-harm,attackguards,andeventhrowtheirownexcrement.Mostdepic-
tionsofthisencourageustoinferfromthisthatitisrighttokeeptheseindividuals
lockedupforoursafety.Wearesupposedtothink“Idon’twanttobearoundthat
kindofviolentbehavior!”andbegratefulthattheStatedoesusthe“service”of
lockingthemaway.However,let’skeepinmindournewunderstandingofanet-
worked,interrelated,interdependentconsciousness,andseewhatitisthatithasto
tellus.GuentherdelvesintothisverysubjectindetailinSolitaryConfinement:

Prisonerswhothrowtheirownshitatofficersareusingoneofthelastmeans
ofresistance,theirownbodilywastesandtheslotsintheir“cellularembodiment,”
asweaponsagainsttheirkeepers,saying,ineffect,“IfI’mnothingbutapieceof
shit,thenyoucaneatmyshit—andyoucancleanitup,too.”Notonlydothey
sprayofficerswiththeirfilth,posingbothasymbolicandabiomedicalthreatof
contaminationbyanotherperson’sbodilyfluids,buttheyalsomakesomething
happen,initiatingawholeseriesofactionsthatwillultimatelyreboundagainst
theprisonersthemselveswiththeviolenceofretaliationandpunishmentbutthat
neverthelessexertanambivalentkindofagency.Shitthrowingprisonersrecruitthe
bodiesofguardsasunwillingproxiesfortheirownbodies,whichremainlockedin
cellsandblockedfromalmostallsignificantaction.(Guenther,188)
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When all other avenues of affirming reality are taken from you, when you have
nothing so convenient as a ceramic cup to smash and nothing so interrelated as
animals to watch flee the sound, when you call to the only living consciousnesses
near you and they are instructed to ignore your calls to the point of acting like you
never spoke at all, what else is there to do but to resort to the only actions that will
promise to hold together a decomposing reality? Severed from the network that
holds our own consciousness to reality, we would all resort to any means necessary
to be touched by that network again, even if it caused only pain.

The Implications of a Networked Consciousness

Guenther’s articulation of consciousness as a network has implications far beyond
the torturous cells of solitary confinement (though we must never forget and never
cease fighting for the liberation of the people we have thus far abandoned to that
torture). Immense is the notion that I require others to reflect reality as they also
need me to do the same. We are not only necessary to one another, but intrinsically
interrelated. I not only need others, but I am others. Were it just about need, then
I would need to be surrounded by others constantly to know what is real. I would
require there to be a living being in the room at all times to know if I really did drop
and break my ceramic mug, but instead it is sufficient that there could be. I need at
least occasional true, living others to reflect reality to me, but even in solitude (not
the extreme, unalterable solitude of solitary confinement, but the simple solitude
of being a room with no other living beings in it) I carry potential Others within
my own consciousness. I drop the mug in a room with no other humans or animals
in it and therefore there is no one but me to react, but I have enough times shared
the experience of reacting to a loud noise or something breaking with Others that
I carry that experience with me. I can know the mug is real, and really broken,
because of this.

Further, this phenomenological account is not the only perspective that lends
itself to the possibility that our consciousness is an interrelated network. To con-
firm this, we need only look at the proof to be found in history, in culture, in lan-
guage, and down to the minutest details of our lives. I — as Hume would agree
full-heartedly with in his bundle-theory — am mostly a complicated conglomera-
tion of all my personal experiences, of all the things I’ve learned, of all the feelings
I’ve felt. I am the result of my victories, my failures, my traumas, and my recover-
ies. Not only this, but all of these feelings, all of these lessons learned, all of these
life events, are inherently intertwined with others. I interrelate with others, as they
do with me, and our experiences and histories interact and synthesis into a shared
experience. Even when I am not interacting with a living other — such as when
I read a book of someone who is long dead — their consciousness affects me and
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changes me. Speaking even broader than that, it is not just the author of the book in
this example who is affecting me, but every single consciousness they every related to.
Every moment of their life, every heartbreak, every accomplishment, perhaps even
a dog that saved their life just by being there, that lead to them writing the book
that I read now, interacts with and entangles in my own consciousness. I, such as
there can even be a singular I, am the historical product of untold consciousnesses
in the dynamic, ever-unfolding act of interrelation.

Such is the part I play as well. In this network, not one of us has ever lived who
didn’t affect another. Even if I speak to someone only once, and even if they never
consciously think of our conversation again, I have left at least a small part of my
consciousness with them. There is no undoing of relationality. Perhaps knowing
this will allow us all to hold our words, our actions, and even our simple presence
with more intention than we often do.

Interrelated in Life, Ongoing from Death

Here then, is our moment to consider death in the face of an interrelationality that
extends beyond lifetimes. It would be easy, I think, to use this as a sort of denial
of death, and that is far from my aim. Death is a real, inescapable truth that is
unhealthy to deny. There are theories and faiths abound that lay claim to knowl-
edge of what happens after death, but there are many of us that lends no solace
to. Regardless of our individual beliefs, what lays beyond death can only ever be
a speculation, a faith, or a hope. It is my contention, however, that this need not
leave us feeling barren or that the ones we love vanish completely from the face of
the earth the moment their life departs us. If we lend credence to the idea that our
consciousness is part of a network of interrelationality, then we truly do carry those
we intimately interrelate with within us, even after the subject of that relation has
left us.

Finally, here I will speak of Galaxy again. About time, too. I can feel her — the
parts of her that live in me at the very least — wondering when exactly I was going
to bring her into this piece as I so thoroughly promised. The real her, on the other
hand, is breathing pretty heavily on my floor, watching me lovingly in the same
way she has every day we’ve spent together these 13 years. I am contemplating her
death and it’s a such a heavy thing to think of. As she’s gotten older over the years,
I’ve always had at least a glimpsing eye to her inevitable mortality, accompanied
by a horrible feeling of dread. At the end of summer last year I saw her struggling
to go on even a short hike with me and had a creeping feeling that I wouldn’t have
her with me much longer than the end of the following Spring. I’ve had the slight
touch of the prophetic in me on multiple occasions through my life and, looking at
her panting now near the end of Spring, I want to curse all that is prophetic and


