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If you get good at cheating
You’ll never have to get good at anything else.






We were in Seattle. It was around 9 or 10 at night and we were visiting some guy’s studio
space. Both of us were lit up on the positive vibes of the evening. As we were walking through
the hall | recall hitting the stairwell and stopping mid stride. Will and | both heard it. Someone
was playing a violin through a guitar amp in one of the rooms. Hearing that sound seemed to
signify what we were already feeling.

Infinite potential.






| remember taking a poetry class with Thom and explaining to him that | didn’t understand
what poetry was or how to do it correctly.

Then he told me that he couldn’t imagine something that | would write and turn in that he
couldn’t accept as poetry.

| remember thinking, “l don’t know if you realize what you’ve just given me, but you've
definitely given me a license to kill if | want.”

It was a similar feeling when | first met Jeffrey. I’d made up a lie to conceal the fact that | was
there with the sole intention of meeting him. But by the end of the conversation he had given
me his mailing address and we agreed to send each other images. | remember thinking “you
have no idea what you just invited me to do.”

I think I sent things to Jeffrey for two or three years.

He never really sent anything back but we did become friends.

Mariel said that to me once.

That | gave them permission to do things as an artist.

I think of all the times someone has given me permission. And maybe what that means to me
now.

Floodgates.

Came in like hail stones.






Items of a certain color go into one pile, and the interest of the day leads me to make a
separate pile over here, then | find a collection of light-bursts that | think should stay together
so | do my best to make that happen, a separate group could be made based on their
movement, or perhaps by who's in the frame, or where | remember being when the images
were generated.

But no matter what the logic is, it always ends up broken.

There are always outliers to any group or pile and others just float around aimlessly.

There are always images that actually belong in another group but never seem to get there.
They are lost sheep that have strayed from the herd and lack a caring shepherd to guide them
home.

To some degree | actually enjoy scattering them around. It provides new possibilities within
what one feels they already know.

That process began in photo school when most of the photographers would keep their
negatives in organized binders. They had sleeves of film strips with complete rolls of film. Some
individuals meticulously label every roll, while others, even the most disorganized, kept them in
binders that were separated by year. | on the other hand would intermix the sleeves and even
pull individual negatives from their home to group with the day’s workload. Never again would
they find their proper resting place. With this | developed a working method. Wherein | have an
image in mind that | wanted to work from, but in order to locate it, | would literally have to look
through every negative | had ever produced to try and find it. Sometimes | would, but many
times in the process of looking | would stumble upon another image (or several) that seemed
more pressing to explore.






Ambient lights are both subjects and sources of illumination for other subjects.



Everything is about something, even if it's nothing.

Photographs at night are about walking around.

Photographs on the porch are about smoking.

Photographs of street lamps are about the freedom to stay up late because | no longer have a
bedtime.

Photographs of the ground are about the grass.
Photographs of your feet are about being somewhere.
Photographs from the car are about moving.

Photographs of your hand are about being the creator and the participant.
Photographs of doorways are about potential
And moving on.

Photographs of snow fall caught by the flash is about reflection and not having the ability to
really notice light in the present tense.
The same with rain.

Photographs of driveways are about being there.
Photographs of legs are about intrigue.

Photographs of the sky are about something greater.
And wonder.

Photographs of parking lots are about wandering.
Photographs of chairs are about absence.
And vacancy.

Photographs of the ocean are about big and small.
And space

And the power of nature

And contemplation

And maybe nothing

Photographs from up high are about looking down.
Photographs of lovers are about remembering.

Photographs of the moon are about disappointment.



Photographs of rain on the ground are about enjoying sadness.
Photographs of people in the rain are about joy.

Or perhaps desperation

Photographs of a blowing rain are about trying to understand force.
Photographs of rain on a car windshield are about security.

And comfort.

Photographs of windshield wipers in the rain are about sound.

Photographs of someone sleeping are about watching.
Photographs of birds flying are about the inevitability of death.
Photographs of houses are about home.

Photographs of your home are about change.

Photographs of a house you know are about wishing.

Photographs of you on your birthday are about counting.



You never swim in the same river twice






| love hearing the clock towers chime the hour.
I’ve lived in several towns where that happens

and it always feels like home.



Like the trains passing?, and their whistles?.

But which always make you want to go somewhere else.
Theirs a comfortability to it>.

| know it.

And it’s mine.

1 1n Oklahoma Grandma woke up with every train, said they sounded like they were coming through the front
door.

2 Dad just said he thought someone was drunk and blowing the car horn.

3 Like staying at Julia’s where the “)” and the “M” run all night and wake you up every 17 minutes. It’s always just
enough time for you to start to fall asleep again.



I love the towns that have a bank clock that displays the time and temperature.

Juniata had it.
And it was a big deal when it broke 100.
It would make the paper.

In Perry it would only make the paper when it broke 110%.
But it’s a dry heat there.

4| remember going to the library at 2 in the morning to sit in my car and use the Wi-Fi that they would leave on
and looking at the bank clock (Exchange Bank) that read 109 and thinking “man the sun has been down for over 5
hours and it’s still one hundred and nine degrees out. | loved it. We had a wall unit AC, but never turned it on once
until Grandma came to visit. “Embrace the heat” | would tell Case. The corn did wilt and die while we were away
once. When we were there | would water the gardens in the middle of the night to counteract the steam that
would happen if you did it during the day.






I have this attraction towards places that allow me to wander around at night, parking lots and
the spaces behind gas stations, or at rest stops, any place that has ambient light but is also
pretty dark and doesn’t really have anyone around.

I'm sure that this is a result of my mother's overprotectiveness when | was younger and the fact
that | always had to account for where | was at any given time.

At some point | started to really get off on this notion of not having anyone know where | was at.

| once rode the Greyhounds to Florida to visit a friend and | remember wandering around all the
shady bus stops in every city that | had to connect in. And then after arriving and having a place
to stay and everything, | would wander off by myself so that even my buddy didn’t know where |
was at, | didn’t want the one person | knew in the state of Florida to know where | was. All with
the attempt to satisfy this feeling of really being on my own or by myself. To know that no one
knew where | was and that in fact no one | knew even knew where this place was.

| went out on this deserted fishing pier at night. Knowing that if something happened, no one
would have a clue where to even look for me. | loved that.

That was always the concern when | was younger.

‘something could happen’



Notions of freedom aside, the attraction to these places and wandering around at night is in part
connected to the logistics of the lighting.

I come from a photo background, and having available light is essential and necessary if you
want to be out at night and generate images beyond flash.

Theirs a bit of a trick to it. It's a specific type of lighting that people are vaguely familiar with.
It's very suburban and small town.

You need street lights and the energy to waste by lighting spaces that don’t really need to be.
It's a setup that is both unforgiving and foolproof at the same time.

It's easy to blow things out with the light or lose it to darkness altogether.

But once you figure out how to compensate for it, there’s a reduction of detail and color and a
compression of light that works like a filter.

It's similar to stage lighting, everything looks dramatic.
Theirs a quasi-chiaroscuro effect.

The Rembrandt lighting of my youth.

| walked with Shannon all night one time. Those are still my favorite photos of her.

It might have been Ocean City.






| feel a strong connection to a story that | read about Richard Prince when he went to
Woodstock in 1969. He had taken his camera with the intention of documenting his experience
and capturing the event, but when he got to the festival he realized that he only had a single
frame left in the camera. And he didn’t want to spend the festival with the pressure of trying to
take this one perfect picture. So instead, he simply spun around in a circle and clicked the
frame. With this he knew that it was done and that he wouldn’t waste the next several days
worrying about what picture to take but rather live the experience. | remember seeing the
image he produced, and it was kind of exactly what you would expect, it’s a bunch of hippies
sitting in a field and there’s a stage or something in the background, | remember thinking it’s
probably the most perfect image if you had gone to Woodstock and wanted a visual for
whatever experience you might have had there. | realized that he had most likely captured a
perfect image to trigger memory and allow one to reflect on the experience. Sure, the frame is
crooked, and it’s not quite composed, and it may look a bit random, but in essence it’s a very
genuine moment at the festival. What would have been a better use of that single frame?
Would it really have meant more if he had gotten Jimi Hendrix burning the guitar or something
or like that?

| relate this to my own making of images. Where it isn’t that | believe the content of the image
doesn’t matter or that the formal aspects are not important, but that rather it’s more about
generating a feeling that reads through within the image.

That the act of making a photograph can be, and often time is, more important than the
photograph itself.



Every time | go to the ocean, | stand in front of it and just crack off an entire roll of film or blast
50 frames from the cell phone.

It’s an odd thing, irrational even. But it must be done. And | always look at those images.
Despite the fact that | have countless from before and in no way am trying to ‘make a better
image’ than | have previously done.

The visual components are important, and I’ve argued many a times from a formalist
perspective about photography, even consider myself to be one really. But | always come back
to the notion, that the need to generate an image, and that moment where an image becomes
an object, far outweighs the potential that any specific image could hold.

In that same way | think I've always held the act of driving to be sacred. And | never get tired of
shooting frames out the car window.

| remember when | lived in Oklahoma, driving was always one of my favorite pastimes. If | had
nothing else going on that night | would just take a drive, burn it up Interstate 35 and when the
moment was right you could cut off the lights and just coast. Watching the moon lit landscape
pass by in shadowy glory. Then Case would get scared and make me turn them back on.

I had one particular turn around | would drive to, a specific exit | don’t even remember now,
but | would drive to it, turn around and drive back, and it would satisfy my desire every single
time.

Theirs a song lyric that talks about letting the landscape enter your body as it passes by. It was
probably written to be metaphoric, but to me it’s a very realistic notion to let the scenery enter
your body.

| think you can take from it, that the environment can impress something upon you.

And there’s something about being in motion through it at a rate of speed that makes it
impossible to comprehend all at once. Rather you can only see it as a whole or take it in as
something larger. | think that is a powerful way to perceive it. The only real example | can think
to give is when riding the train and looking out the window. If you look at any one place
outside of the window, it never seems like it would be all that fun or intriguing to stop there
and be in that one particular spot. It seems rather insignificant, but as a whole, as a passing
through the space, the whole thing seems majestic and awe inspiring.

In that same sense, | think about landscape as a power that we have access to.

This dawned on me when | lived in Oklahoma.



| was struck by the flatness of the land.
And it contributed to the mindset of those living there in a very palpable way.
There was a low-grade paranoia that persisted most of the time.

There was always a slight fear that permeated the landscape. At any given time, you really
were vulnerable to the elements.” This was mostly due to the possibility of extreme weather,
but the realization eventually set in that one actually couldn’t elevate themselves by means of
the landscape.

| realized that | had always lived in an area that had mountains and large hills, and that one of
the great natural advantages of that is when one ascends the hills, they gain the power of the
landscape by proximity.

The simple fact that you couldn’t obtain a high vantage point lent a certain amount of
vulnerability to the observer in any situation. | was reminded of military positioning and why it’s
always better to take the high ground.

5| distinctly remember the first time the siren’s went off and we went to the center of the house where three
small door frames met and put the mattress on top of us.






Colorization is the tinting of a scene.

Like a memory - colored by regret or the wearing of sunglasses while stoned
The hue of everything is slightly off and reads a little bit differently.






So much of what | do comes out of what I’'ve experienced within other Art

| take something from everything — And then it is mine. A part of what | want. — or will utilize-
or will let go and come back to.

It all means something to me. or meant something. And now | do the making.

A SHORT LIST:

Sarah Sze — Organization, but that’s maybe not immediately logical, use of the maximum. —
some of the early images you see from grad school, twisting up little bits of paper towels and
spreading them out — working with thumb tacks and plastic cups. — where the studio is the
work. Not much difference between the working and the work.

Jill Magid — The Books, giving the work over to a system —admire the ability to place trust
outside oneself and let the work happen. - Depending on other people — Using people — ending
up being about her. - How the books goes back to her and not smoking — there’s a form of
narcissism that’s attractive. — “The kiss mask”- “the Shoe Camera”- “the postcards”- taking over
the MIT screen- The fact that within one day she sent me her thesis and has responded to every
email — Really respect that.

Gerhard Richter — the blur, the photograph to be considered outside of being a photograph,
investment in image, admire his ability to actually paint. — Slippage between photograph and
painting. Admire the ability to truly carry on. — Why paint the 12t school book portrait.

Damien Stamer - Image, paintings that lend themselves to being like photographs visually,
landscape to evoke feeling. — Polaroid process- a drag on the surface- scraping —emulsion

Robert Rauschenberg — The combines, process, printing, the use of an easy aesthetic, meaning
there’s nothing that’s presented in a difficult way, -straight forward. — repetition and using this
collected image base. Working “digitally” in a pre-digital way.

Tracey Emin — personal experience as the pretext to image-making. Color. The titles being a key
element. — | use to do that more. Why have | gotten lazy about it. — That book with her and a
beer on the cover. — The studio shots from grad school before it all.

Sally Mann — “Immediate Family” as a first introduction of mine. — Remember thinking we
would get in trouble. — Don’t buy the naiveté act but think it’s just as great anyway. Really really
was moved by “Deep South”. —Saw her at one of her openings and loved her hair. — Too shy to
say something though.

Emmet Gowin — Those heavenly blacks, the family, what is close to you. Composition — intimacy
— being a really good printer- Haven’t given the aerial stuff much time.



Danica Phelps - Having most of grad school land on you several years later. And putting
yourself through a second grad school. A drawing for all money spent. “Full financial
disclosure” — but that’s Chris Burden. — The reselling and recording each of the resales on the
next iteration of the drawing. — A 30-dollar meal but that was a bad drawing so it’s only worth
7.

Dawn Kasper — The stuff you keep and generate naturally, the art is in there. The way she
organized bandages in a frame to create a series with them. Very orderly, straight forward and
to the point- making it into image — not stressing over the material needs or validation of “art
making” — Nomadic Studio Practice - getting annoyed with me being there. — Feeling a
responsibly to not just watch a movie in the studio, but still taking a walk as it’s a nice day out.

Mark Borthwick- color as memory — color as feeling- color as nostalgia — and the installation —
using the wall as a frame and adding elements within. — Washed out — more visually attractive
than interesting maybe. Is totally enough —the page. — organization within

Hank Williams — His personal struggles being the undercurrent of the song. A Biography. — Old
Hank don’t drink just one beer.

Pearl Jam - “If | close my eyes, where am | “— generating a feeling. Single Video Theory.

Duane Michaels — The Tableaus were a big deal to me. Always so curious about the corporate
portraiture though. - Geoff use to have stories about that. - Saw him at P.P.O.W. as an older
man. A conscious decision not to say anything. He was getting swarmed.

Francesca Woodman — Removing herself. Yet always being there.

Connor Oberst — the rejection of the way he was raised — story as the medium — carrying on in
the tradition - a yearning for a genuine experience. - The hope that there is more to this life
that we live. Expectation. — And knowing when to hold back. Restraint.

Andy Warhol — The production- The factory setup —the multiple. - the collection of ideas that
are not your own. The Shadow Paintings are never at Dia when | go.

Robert Frank — Travel — the hope of America — “developing a negative in a pan of water in the
backseat floorboard of a car”. Looking in from an outside point of view. — The contact sheets
being a mess, but the final images glowing with glory and making high-pitched angel noises.
And the story that he did it all in an apartment in Brooklyn. — Or maybe just laid it all out.

Krissi Strump — First to believe and gave me a lot of shit. Only 100 | knew of. And really loved
going back there with my wife and Will years later.



Thomas Meguane —the short story, an elevation of the everyday. — an attraction to a person’s
bad side.

Joseph Beuys — the lie within art, making something out of nothing, - belief is enough-
Organization — his glass and metal framed pieces at dia beacon

Gorden Matta Clark — Running test’s. The elements of the photographic frame becoming what
the subject of the photograph is — Sprocket holes

Bas Jan Ader — Travel — documenting an experience — the “what happens to you “ is the work

David Hockney — the personal study — relationship — art as a record of an event (even if that
event was not significant) — Prints as objects that are malleable. — Paper Pools — the small pencil
writing below the photo compilations.

David Foster Wallace —way more intrigued with him as a creator than the work itself. — That
Rolling stone interview after he died. — Really love “A supposedly fun thing I’ll never do again”
(Shipping out) and the tennis one. Still have never finished “Infinite Jest” despite three tries and
two copies of the book. Why End Notes vs. Footnotes?

The National — Playing for six hours. ‘cause | don’t want to get over you’ — A lot of sorrow. And
in those suits. To really make art. As told by Greg and Isabel, should read through that
notebook again. And what I’ve learned from: it.

Hunter S. Thompson — The artist is the subject while observing the subject. — All those letters-
read them all while working the night shift at the gas station- Gambling. — hustling up the
assignment.

Zoe Leonard — Those Postcards. Wow. How to take that notion of putting together.

William Eaggleston- “Stranded in Canton” — a prime lens- “Let’s get down”- So frank about
being an everyday person and flat-out normal. — A window into what all he was actually into
and yet what the mass public picks up.

Steve Rogenbuck —an appreciation for the privilege of being alive. The absurd around us —and
its humor. Possibility. “1,2,3 FUCK THE BOURGEOISIE, 4,5,6, FUCK THE BOURGEOISIE” — At the
bottom of everything.

Sara Magenheimer — 25 reasons you like edges- and really getting me going on “the heavy
lifting of why you do what you do” —and really liked that talk she gave. Reasons to be an artist.
Notes on Art and Resistance A-Z. The dismantling of work- as said by S. —Is this a sculpture? —
My job can be to stand on the street and look at something.



Felice Brothers — ‘Frankie’s Gun’ recorded on a portable cassette player. Got drunk with D.A.R.
when seeing them in Beacon. Drove to the train with one-minute left. Always wondering what
those last songs were. That first song, and searching for it for days. - How those guys kept
leaving the stage.

Damien Hirst — The production —the commitment to pushing an idea through completion
(spots) — making an enclosed system (cow head and flies) - experience of the exhibition
(butterflies hatching)

Ray Johnson — The mail, correspondence, tape.

Durga Chew Bose — The way | heard her talk about working — having a longer passion project
and being able to command yourself to work quickly on projects that are less personal. -
Observer —really funny- Heard her say “Stuck behind a lampshade at a party” as | crossed the
room. — Her stack of books online — | keep going back to that interview for inspiration.

Ken Weathersby — obsession or maybe just obsessive — compulsion — Positioning Image against
other elements. And Painting. — His “sketchbooks” — the notecards. — willingness to show
everything in the studio. — Great time with Hayley there.

Z.L. Smith — Turned me onto Kerouac and many others. Was influential at that time. —The
speedway assignment we did together. With him down in the pitts. — Still looking to read that
screenplay. — Billy The Kid.

Caroline Woolard- Just really smart. Can Intellectualize the formal. —a bent to research —
“history of the 5-point star” — pushes me in that way. - Fluxus archive, books, ask her about
that. — Kind of making fun of the functional ability of J.M. book. “what you got it at the
museum gift shop or something?”

Douglas Witmer — | like the black and the grey. His use of liquid- “I never know what it’s going
to look like until it dries” —a reliance on painting. — the found papers drawings — School Papers-
Filling an entire notebook with markers in one setting.

Jeffrey Cortland Jones — Misalignment — Edges — Intentional at being off- Also getting lucky —
looking. Layers. Titles. “She’ll dance to anything” - The nothing image.

Johnny Abrahams — “the paintings vibrate with your heartbeat” —a working method — a
breaking of the straight. — the weird edge. — mechanical by hand. -1 said, “ok, | have to meet this
guy, where is the artist, he must be here.”

Larry Clark- That interview with “MM”- being a door to door portrait guy. Knowing what he
needed when he went back to finish the book.



Suzanne Joelson — Finding likeness — “which one doesn’t belong” — The stripes she showed me.
-from the magazine and the painting and the garment.. Surprised herself with that — Auto
Intuitive- Her piles. —the way she stacked in thinking succession and could go back to the pile
and let it instruct her where to go and what to do with the piece- like she left herself directions.
— really wonderful to watch that. - | never liked the intellectualizing though — or the explaining
done around her- It was fine as it was. — her saying about outgrowing work. - She once almost
let me make the call on where the pieces should be cut. Was so close in that regard. Always
wonder what that might have led to.

Meir Gal- “Benjamin it’s 2017” - You might actually be wasting your life.- | don’t think how did
you come up with it, but rather where did you get it.

Geoff Scott —the titles “a long drive with too few cigarette breaks” — The half-tone screens. Still
haven’t returned them- a very selfish move. And feel shitty about it. Apologized once by email.
Still not sure if I'm done with them yet though or that’s what | said for years.- High Key —or
dark — but not afraid to embrace the flatness- a fondness for the days of graded paper- “and no
matter where you point the damn thing it always ends up in the middle” — Line Shot- “but you
kind of have to decide that you like it”

Kenny Rivero — Nothing dies on the vine- stuff that you know wasn’t planned / obsessive
planning — “I think he plans his ass off” (said “M”) - getting a piece of dirt in the paint then
building everything else around it — funneling everything in to this one magic moment. — hyper
paranoia about missing a moment that was right there in front of you. — If only you’d seen it -
Not believing in an underpainting — or wanting to have a complete notion of where a painting is
going before it’s resolved. — Directing the conversation about what is said about your work —
“no that’s not actually what | said, so can you call everyone back and correct it” — “It’s shit
talking time” — Coming to my place for open studios.- “You can’t just ask yourself what would
make the painting better, you have to also think what would destroy it, then don’t be afraid to
make a drastic move like that” — critiquing the fridge in front of you.

Caitlin ladd — the stand in—houses, chairs —color as driving the whole thing. “Oh, I’'m painting
that shit right out”

Ron Talbott — “Whoa he’s in the developer... and now he’s in the fixer..” —Representation is
never enough. Color is metaphor - The Lineage of Stieglitz, to Steichen, to Ron, and then to me.

Carroll and Lena Dunham — You don’t have to be flamboyant to be flamboyant in your work. —
Always appreciated the way the both talk about what they do. Probably better than what they
do. Makes me really look twice. And I’'m envious

Jeff Edwards — Treating your characters like little wind-up cars. Where you develop them, then
put them in a scenario and watch what happens. “I didn’t know she was going to react like
that”. Now | want you to write this same piece for the next four days from memory.



Garrick Dorsett — printing — the one-off —a one shot deal- “I never really go back and work on
anything again” “Until later if | draw onit.” - but not really working things out or getting them
right. — “the materials change but the rules stay the same”- but any rule could be overlooked-
“I know it when | see it.” And every new piece comes from excess of the last piece. — the spirit
of the proletariat — letting your father pick up the check and no longer arguing about it- leaving
more for those when you’re gone. - Knowing yellow and having a 2” flat brush. - Carrying a
good knife. And all those loaded pistols around the house. The Colt on top of the fridge, and the
one in the truck “that one will bite you” - Thinking he was going to murder us the first time he
drove us back to the lodge at Stoney Creek. — “Spending time with Uncle Dan” — “I will wait my
own fucking turn” —learned my lesson on that one. You should always take them when they’re
offered. Still haven’t gotten those prints. — Spending time with him down at the glassblowing
facility. — Never identified with the work, but always got along with the people there. They were
all burnt up and listening to loud music and lighting cigarettes off the red-hot poles. — laying
down the grey and then pounding the contrast on top- “Presentation is everything. It’s the last
thing you say about your work and the first thing anyone else notices”

Man Ray — egotism — naming — The Photogram — “rayogram” interacting physically with image
and light and paper.

Gregory Coates — The studio visit and taking it like a crime scene to figure out. — What if it was
called the school of visual research? Or exploration? — The need to be social because as artists
we often work alone. — Dancing in the studio as a completely valid representation of one’s
artwork. That time with my brothers and crawling out of the performance.

Ansel Adams — printer — drying prints in the microwave to check the whites- would love to have
hung out with him- he’s got the grin of a drinker — how to get those blacks? — Seeing those
original prints up close in Missoula.

Lucas Samaras - The Polaroids — just wanting to be in the picture himself. — The cutting of the
images — hand / mechanical — manipulation — learning through self-analyzation — Been told |

need to investigate the paintings.

Walter Robinson — Him purposefully saying things to get the crowd all wound up during that
talk with Amy. — “you have to be working towards an exhibition at all times”

Matthew Barney — Drawing Restraints






No matter how I’'m feeling
| look at that little Pooka

And feel so privileged to be a part of it.



Our love is bigger than Space and Time

It will always be there.



| whisper that to her.






| close my eyes.

And hear that music playing loud.






I’m attracted to the camera as one of the greatest versions of an unreliable narrator.

You just can’t trust it.

And yet it so often thought of as a reproducer of reality.

Even the phrase, ‘the camera doesn’t lie’ is something that most people have come to accept as
a fiction of sorts or perhaps a false proclamation, and yet when we’re presented with a

photograph there actually is the inherent notion of truth.

This was once explained to me as the nature of photography as an evidence-based, data-
capturing device.

That by the nature of how the machine works, i.e. it reproduces light that is reflected off real
surfaces, we then read the images a camera produces as ‘real’.

And yet anyone who knows even a little about photography realizes that this is an incredibly
inaccurate notion. But we still trust it. It holds real weight in eyes of a viewer.

For example, a photograph can and often is used as evidence of an event.
One could never do this with a painting.

A painting can only serve as evidence of a painting being made, even if it's being made as a
record of an event.

Jason told me that.






And what is it about a photographic image that would make a viewer sense that it was warm?

Or cold?
And how does an image convey the fact that it was muggy out?

Because | sense these sensations when | see images, and | never know the specifics of where
that translation occurs.

To go from that which was felt in real time and space, to that which can be perceived visually in
an image.

These are some of the questions keep me up at night.






Half-truths
or truths that leave a little out.

There’s a part of the picture | just don’t want you to see.



And I’'m all about the lie in art.

No one gets the full story.

I’ll give you part of it and if you want more, I'll give you a little of the other side too.



To be unwilling or perhaps incapable of adequately telling the tale.



I’m always telling a heroic tale that ends with the realization that the characters are really just
pathetic.

I mean what would it actually take for one to change their life.

doubt






I’ve worked in far too many restaurants to not believe in process. The structure is always there.
There’s a system at play that dictates all the moves

The ratios are always more important than any specific measurement

Presentation is half the battle.

The details are what separate the ok from the really good.

And in the end, it’s really only the experience of the individual that means anything at all.

| fucking hate working in restaurants. And yet at the same time I've always sort of loved it.
There’s something to being a part of a machine.
And something magical about the way it makes your body move.

Unnatural movements done at top speed. You need grace to do it.

There’s a structure you can follow and if you get it right, it’s instan