
FADE IN:

EXT. PITCH LAKE, LA BREA - AFTERNOON

Light reflections on water's surface, as gas bubbles emerge 
from the bronze-burgundy ground beneath.

CARD: *

KARMIC RESIDUE

[credits - tbd]

EXT. COUNTRYSIDE - EVENING

Feet in sports sandals, walking along a dry mud path.

ME (V.O.)
He told us how he walked up the 
stairs as a child, cutlass in hand, 
piercing the stair with the tip of 
his prized sword, as he climbed the 
steps... until he misjudged it. 
Sliced off the tip of his baby toe. 
I was born with a deformed baby toe 
similarly on my right foot. Even 
looks like someone sliced my toe 
with a knife. I know there must be 
a medically scientific reason for 
my deformity, but I prefer to see 
it as a mystical genetic 
inheritance. 

INT. UNCLE MAX/AUNT ALOMA'S KITCHEN - AFTERNOON

UNCLE MAX and I, standing at the breakfast bar.

UNCLE MAX
On the east side of the plaza in 
the centre of Princes Town is the 
share taxi stand to San Fernando. 
Take the share taxi to the Carnegie 
Library in San Fernando, walk 
across the street, past the curved 
bank building, it'll be on your 
left, and you'll find the share 
taxis that will take you to Port of 
Spain. Then... 
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ME (V.O.)
My uncle gives me directions to an 
art gallery in the capital. By 
share taxi, it requires four 
different connections in three 
towns, I've never been to. He 
repeats the directions three times. 
I wonder why he doesn't write them 
down. I briefly consider it, but 
decide against it.

EXT. SHARE TAXI - AFTERNOON

Inside a crowded car, a gaggle of Afro-Trinidadian voices, 
local scenery whips by. A GUY W/PHONE talks in increasingly 
high decibels. 

GUY W/PHONE
... told yuh already, can't come 
'dere right now. 'Ave uh meeting. 
Okay, k, will come after, yea, yea, 
okay, okay, will come 'dere af-ter. 

He ends his call and begins to involve the TAXI DRIVER and 
the other passengers in his phone conversation - a greying 
OLDER WOMAN (50's) and a male COLLEGE STUDENT. 

GUY W/PHONE (CONT’D)
I buy her a TV and she mash up 'da 
TV.

TAXI DRIVER
Man, she smash yuh TV?

GUY W/PHONE
I buy her a car. When she angry, 
she sell da car, 'n then complain 
t'me, now she 'ave no car, that I 
must buy one fuh her.

COLLEGE STUDENT
Whoa... sheesh! 

OLDER WOMAN
Why yuh go see 'er 'den? Just 
a'ksing for more trouble. 

The conversation continues, everyone in the car becomes 
increasingly animated. Traffic on the northbound highway, 
music on the car radio, the northern mountain range, Port of 
Spain streets. 
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EXT. ADRIAN'S CAR - EVENING

My cousin, ADRIAN (mid 40s, heavy set; manages engineering 
projects for a British oil company in the region) driving 
with me on the southbound highway; sun streams in, scenery 
whips by. 

ADRIAN 

Our dads had hard childhoods, 
y'know.

ME
Not entirely sure what that means.

ADRIAN
One pair of shoes, one set of good 
clothes, running around outside in 
bare feet. 

ME (V.O.)
Adrian describes the land he grew 
up on as a young child, the same 
land both our fathers grew up on.

ADRIAN
Where the house is located was 
quite a strategic location. When 
they opened the shop, it became 
lucrative for its sale of rum.

ADRIAN (CONT’D)
Our grandfather was known for his 
abilities in the black arts. Should 
ask my dad about it.

INT. UNCLE MAX/AUNT ALOMA'S KITCHEN - EVENING

At the dinner table, plates of food, utensils scrape. 

UNCLE MAX
My father sometimes took your dad 
and I with him. We'd go into the 
cane fields... 

ME (V.O.)
Uncle Maxi describes the materials 
they brought, the symbols they drew 
on the ground, the puja, or maybe 
it was an incantation, they recited 
asking for a good harvest. 
Intrigued, I began to ask too many 
questions. 
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UNCLE MAX
Not long after, he found the Lord. 
We're very thankful he did cause' 
who knows what might've happened if 
he didn't.

Uncle Max begins to preach.

EXT. PITCH LAKE, LA BREA - AFTERNOON

Textures and colours of the different surfaces of Pitch Lake. 
Bronze coloured sand on a tar black surface beneath pools of 
water. A hand moves a stick around in natural hot pitch, 
lifting it to show its viscosity; the pitch seemingly pours 
back into itself, into the ground. 

My cousin, AVIANNE, and her husband, SHANE, look around while 
listening to the tour guide. I direct Shane in the shot I'm 
composing.

ME
Shane, go back for a sec.

SHANE
Here?

ME
Further back, turn around.

The breeze makes patterns, meandering movements of water on 
the surface of Pitch Lake. 

ME (V.O.)
My dad told us, when he was a 
child, he woke in the middle of the 
night to find a scorpion on him. He 
brushed it off, turned over and 
went back to sleep, waking in the 
morning to find that his brother, 
sleeping next to him, was dead. It 
was a story I heard many times as a 
child. A cousin once said it was my 
Dad's twin brother, and altho my 
mother denied the accuracy of this, 
I remained unconvinced. I let the 
idea marinate in my mind for 20 
years.

INT. UNCLE FRANK'S LIVING ROOM - EVENING

Me and UNCLE FRANK, sitting in his living room, an old B&W 
Bollywood film is on TV. 
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UNCLE FRANK
You're dad wasn't a twin, they were 
born a year apart. All of us were 
born 1-2 years apart. 

[Motion graphics/ animated text] Hands scribbling on paper, 
lists of names, dates, things being crossed off, corrected. 
Scribbling becomes inverted, white writing on a black 
background.

CARD:

Ken 1925, Rajwanti 1926-27, Toya 1928-29, Frank 1930, 
Ramcharan 1932, Steve 1933, Teatrie 1935-37, Max 1939, Danny 
1942, Silvan 1944, Sheila 1946...

ME (V.O.)
Uncle Frank rambles off a list of 
names, years of birth, when each 
sibling died. Ten aunts and uncles 
on my dad's side, now only four 
remaining, all in their 70s, 80s 
and 90s.

Looking down the barrel of a rifle, the sound of a horn from 
a rifle barrel.

ME (V.O.)
My uncle tells me a rifle barrel 
was used as a horn when something 
was wrong, usually a medical 
emergency or a death. It was used 
as a signal to others in the area.

The horn echoes.

INT. UNCLE FRANK'S LIVING ROOM - EVENING

Me and Uncle Frank; an old B&W Bollywood film is still on TV 
in the background. 

UNCLE FRANK
Soon after Ramcharan died, our 
father bought a car. Was when your 
dad was sick. Back then, it was 
difficult to get to a hospital. 

UNCLE FRANK (CONT’D)
We were like 'big shots' driving 
around, the first one's in the 
community to own a car.
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ME (V.O.)
Uncle Frank tells detailed stories, 
multi-tentacled, cause and effect 
family sagas. I'm unable to write 
it all down. Can't remember most of 
it, didn't think to bring an audio 
recorder.

The horn echoes.

EXT. TRINIDAD COUNTRYSIDE - DAY

Cane fields at twilight, fertilizer being spread by hand, 
grinding mills, the cutting, loading and carting of canes.

ME (V.O.)
I still have yet to find the 
location of the land grant my great-
grandparents received following 
their indenture. My uncle tells me 
our family's land in Barrackpore, 
Trinidad was bought for $25/acre by 
my grandfather. Tate & Lyle, the 
British sugar refinery giving 
incentives to cane farmers, would 
transport the cane by rail to their 
factories. Our family's land was at 
one of the purchasing points for 
sugar cane, called 'scales.' 

[Archival footage] - the rail line, Tate & Lyle workers 
collecting the loose cane, the old pulley system (horse 
pulling a pole with a turnstile, wound a chain around the 
bundles, lifting them onto the carriage)

INT. UNCLE MAX'S KITCHEN - EVENING

Uncle Max and me at the dinner table, talking about his 
upbringing; intercut with scenes from “Trinidad Countryside” 

UNCLE MAX

There was a scale each mile for 
seven miles. We lived at the 
'number 3 scale.' Farmers traveled 
from a distance to have their cane 
weighed, sold, then bound with 
chains and lifted by crane onto the 
carriage. A load of cane was one 
ton.
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ME (V.O.)
Adrian, says he was afraid of the 
trains he grew up next to as a 
child; the collection of flatbed 
carriages, piled with cane, loudly 
rattling by.

UNCLE MAX
That area is still referred to as 
#3.

ME (V.O.)
How recent was this?

UNCLE MAX
1940s, 50s and 60s.  

UNCLE MAX (CONT’D)
Was embarrassed to be seen there, 
knee-deep in water, planting, 
cleaning and reaping rice, just 
across the road from where we went 
to school. We had cows, goats, 
sheep, water buffalo, a chestnut-
coloured horse, to pull the cane 
trolley. Water had to be collected 
in barrels from the pond. We grew 
up having to cut grass, milk cows, 
carry water for the cows at 
lunchtime.

ME (V.O.)
Dad used to say, if he decided to 
run away from home, he knew there'd 
be 10 siblings coming to look for 
him.

UNCLE MAX
Really, he said that?

ME (V.O.)
Yeah. 

EXT. OUR FAMILY'S HOUSE - AFTERNOON

Old images of our family's house contrasts the current 
structure as a church.

ME (V.O.)
Sugarcane as the mainstay of the 
economy has been replaced in recent 
decades by oil and natural gas. 

(MORE)
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Our family's land remains there, 
seemingly barren, now barely used. 
The family house has since been 
converted to a church. With the 
rise of oil wealth, higher 
education and the benefits of 
globalization, the hardship of an 
agricultural livelihood in the cane 
field has become a distant memory, 
many would prefer to forget.

I/E. ANIMATION *

Digital poetry in animated text.

CARD:

A CENTURY PRIOR TO THIS, THE FILM EDITING PROCESS WAS MUCH, *
MUCH SIMPLER THAN THIS. THE EDITOR PROJECTED THE UNCUT FILM, *
KEPT DETAILED NOTES, THEN RETURNED TO A CUTTING ROOM EQUIPPED *
WITH A BENCH, SCISSORS, MAGNIFYING GLASS AND A RULE OF *
MEASURE -- THE LENGTH FROM THE TIP OF YOUR NOSE, TO THE  *
FINGERTIPS OF YOUR OUTSTRETCHED ARM EQUATED TO ABOUT THREE *
SECONDS OF FILM. SILENT. SIXTEEN FRAMES PER SECOND. A TAILOR *
SHOP WHERE THE FABRIC CUT WAS TIME. *

FAST FORWARD TO THE END OF THE CENTURY-- A MOVIOLA WAS *
CLATTERING, SCRATCHED FILM STREWN ACROSS THE FLOOR, SPLICERS, *
TAPE, TRIM BINS, GREASE PENCILS. A WELL-WORN HIERARCHY, SOON *
TO BECOME OBSOLETE. *

INT. UNCLE MAX'S KITCHEN - AFTERNOON

Almost in silhouette, a chair below a cast-iron window frame, 
revealing a time-lapse of grey clouds.  

INT. ADRIAN & SOPHIE'S DINING ROOM - EVENING

Adrian and his wife, SOPHIE, talk about running engineering 
projects for the British oil multinationals, with me over 
dinner. Their basset hound, ZOEY, circles the table begging 
for scraps. 

ME
Foreign direct investment? 

ADRIAN
Yeah, the country opens itself to 
oil companies to develop the 
sector. 

ME (V.O.) (CONT'D)

(MORE)
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Later, the government can choose to 
take control of the infrastructure, 
privatize it, if they want. 

ME (V.O.)
Adrian describes the country's 
importance to his company's int'l 
business, how Trinidad now accounts 
for a double digit percentage of 
the company's global oil 
production. 

ADRIAN
The Petronas Towers, you've seen 
them? 

The Petronas Towers at dusk, from a distance.

ME
Yeah, we'd book our flights to 
arrive at night, 'cause the drive 
into Kuala Lumpur had amazing views 
of the towers. This was before the 
underground shuttle opened. It’s 
impressive, what Malaysia's done 
with their oil & natural gas sector 
in such a short time.

EXT. MARACAS BEACH - AFTERNOON *

Rough, rolling waves crashing. My cousin, SHELLY and I 
navigate the surf. SHELLY is equally irked by the rough waves 
and my comfort with them.

SHELLY
You're really comfortable for 
someone who didn't grow up on the 
ocean. 

ME (V.O.)
I try to persuade my cousin, 
Shelly, to come further out, past 
where the waves break where it's a 
bit calmer, but she refuses to go 
into deeper water.

A big wave approaches towering above us. Shelly tenses up, *
grabs my shoulder to steady herself, pushing me under with 
all her weight. I come up to the surface sputtering. 

ADRIAN (CONT'D)

KARMIC RESIDUE 9

JANINE RAMLOCHAN / 08.15.2017



ME
N-no, that's SO NOT DONE (coughing 
seawater).

Waves continue to roll by us. Moving water, light reflections 
on its surface. My hands holding the camera. The camera bobs 
along the water’s surface, sometimes submerged.

ME (V.O.)
For a long time, I wasn’t 
interested in exploring my cultural 
origins, but immersed in the 
geopolitics of our time, I began to 
float and wonder why. 

INT. AIRPORT SECURITY GATES - DAY

Motion blur of international airports - baggage carts, check-
in kiosks, conveyor belts, signage in different languages. 
Me, being detained. 

ME (V.O.)
As I attempt to trace my origins 
from Canada to the Caribbean to 
South Asia, to at least, know more 
about the geographies my great-
grandparents and parents removed us 
from, I am distracted by the 
cultural identity imposed on me. 
The rising systemic barriers I now 
must navigate, all of which have 
nothing to do with my own cultural 
origins.

IMMIGRATION OFFICER #1
Where are you from? 

IMMIGRATION OFFICER #2
How did you get this passport?

An immigration officer holds my Canadian passport.

IMMIGRATION OFFICER #1
But where are your parents from? 
Not India?

IMMIGRATION OFFICER #2
Your middle name... that’s Arabic 
isn’t it? 

IMMIGRATION OFFICER #1
Can you come with me please?
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IMMIGRATION OFFICER #2
Can I ask you to step aside please?                
We’d like to ask you some 
questions. 

INT. TT NATIONAL ARCHIVES - DAY *

Century old archival records: ship logs, immigration passes, 
etc. Animated text.  

CARD:

OFFICIAL RECORDS ADHERE TO FABRIC PAGES, THREADS UNRAVEL TO *
REVEAL OLD AGE, CRACKED COVERS STAINED WITH TIME. BROKEN OFF *
CORNERS, OLD TAPE DISSOLVES THE CALLIGRAPHY, OBSCURING WHICH *
SHIP LOGS THEY UNCOVER. *

ME (V.O.)
Closing a gap in my ancestry means 
sifting through entries in General 
Registers to find assigned 
plantations and dates of arrival. 
Then, correlating names to ship 
registers and emigration passes. 
Almost 150,000 names are registered 
as arriving under indenture between 
1845-1917. 154 ships made 319 
voyages from South Asia to 
Trinidad. After a five year 
indenture, South Asian labourers 
could remain and receive ten acres 
of land or return to the Indian 
subcontinent. The vast majority 
remained.

I/E. UNCLE KEN'S BALCONY/UNCLE MAX’S KITCHEN - AFTERNOON *

UNCLE KEN (elderly man in his 90s), Uncle Max and AUNT ALOMA 
(elderly woman in her 70’s) tell me what they remember about 
my great-grandmother. 

UNCLE KEN (V.O.)
I think that was her name, if I'm 
not mistaken.

ME (V.O.)
Uncle Ken is the only one who 
remembers my great-grandmother's 
name. Now in his 90's, he recalls 
more than anyone else. 

(MORE)
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What he's unable to answer isn't 
because of his memory.

UNCLE KEN
They wouldn't tell you and you 
didn't ask. 

AUNT ALOMA
They really were like that. People 
of that generation didn't say much.  

UNCLE KEN
I remember her sitting in the 
gallery when we came home from 
school. Was in the hospital with 
typhoid fever when she died. Was 
very attached to her, so no one 
wanted to tell me.

UNCLE MAX
Remember her being old and wrinkly, 
a sweet old lady, how she used to 
smoke a brass hookah pipe.

INT. NATIONAL ARCHIVES - AFTERNOON *

Archival records, a land survey with a green box highlighting 
a section of land. Dates in columns on an Excel spreadsheet; 
timeline spans 1855-1950; a box narrowing the scope to a 
particular decade.

ME (V.O.)
Arrivals were logged mostly under 
first names. My great-grandparents 
had common names for the time, but 
being married prior to arrival was 
a relative rarity. I delve into the 
archives around 1900, based on my 
best guess, but I don't find 
anything. When I crunch the numbers 
again, 1888-1894 emerges as a more 
likely window. My aunt provides 
information that conflicts with my 
uncle’s. This widens my search 
window by two decades. 

INT. OFFICE - NIGHT

An old photo album on a desk, pages slowly flip. Black paper 
pages, gold photo corners, square photos from 1960s urban 
Trinidad; 

ME (V.O.) (CONT'D)
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my parents newly married, tailored clothes, vintage cars, 
commercial street scenes, upwardly mobile social scenes. 

EXT. UNCLE KEN'S BALCONY - AFTERNOON

ME (V.O.)
My uncles ask about my brothers’ 
careers and seem to assume I must 
not have one. I ask Uncle Ken, now 
in his 90s, about the 
disproportionate prestige allotted 
to church ministers here. Without 
knowing I was an int’l business 
strategist, he succinctly explains 
how the business models of 
Penecostal and other church 
denominations differ here. I am 
astounded by his lucidity.

KARMIC RESIDUE 13

JANINE RAMLOCHAN / 08.15.2017


