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The country was 

cold, and 

getting colder.





Wife’s birthday,  

as it happened. 

Celebration moved, 

again. 

Family reasons,  

again.





I set out, but not to make this. 

For some reason it came to  

seem worthwhile to  

create something from images 

taken on three different days,  

days when  I took the time to stop, 

instead of hurrying on.



Slowness 

            is  

       hard 

                to  

    achieve.







This idea emerged and grew coercive, as often happens.  (Whether compelling I leave to you.)  
Working on something else, I noticed several winter images I thought successful, for me at least, that 
happened to be taken on February 11. 

An assemblage (less than an essay, which means trying, and this is more aimless), might (must) be 
made from these such images, what I happened to take on a lucky day, unconstrained by purpose. 

Three days.  Three, because, well, three.  Seems right. 

Reverse chronology, for the happiness of the whole.  During the pandemic, I thought that was better 
for loved ones, and for that matter, me.  

Pictures taken only on those days.  Used, or not, even if flawed.  Not retaken, not similar but better 
from another day.  Three days. 



So those are the rules.   

Sometimes you want 
rules.  Form.



My childhood social studies book described tree islands  

sheltering homesteads from the wind 

on the high plains.





Musing on Walter Benjamin, 

Larry McMurty reckoned that 

across the Western vastness,  

a threadbare excuse for culture 

and sheer loneliness 

drove folks mad. 

In Europe . . . 



Work like this inclines 
to portraiture, of a 
place rather than a 
person.   

But this is not a fair 
representation.  Two 
seasons.  No people.  
So much else missed. 

As if representation 
were possible.   

Or avoidable.





July 4, 2020







I’m not that brave. 

Or that lucky. 

Yes I am.   

The scary part is 
the rage, 
unrealized,  yet. 

Thank God.



He was in a dust wallow, 
feet in the air, storm 
coming in. 

 
I slammed on brakes, 
found place to turn 
around, got back, and 
missed the shot. 

Here he is, seeing me, 
getting up. 

But that was that day. 

Rules.







Maybe a year on I first recognized, while moving firewood, that the third day was 
almost the anniversary of the first, and that the second was almost exactly in the 
middle, and the 4th of July, besides.  On that day, after the sun set in my rearview, 
fireworks began popping up over the country, but I wanted family, arrival pizza and 
beer, and didn’t stop to try and capture.  Hurrying.  Connections emerge. 

Albeit “found,” the images are not random.  Things catch a beholder’s eye, over and 
over.  In my case, big animals.  Roads.  Horizons.  Sky.  Cold, snow, or heat, too much 
sun—privation.  Space with its implication of loneliness.  Commitments somehow 
beyond.   

I have taken the same photographs so many times, never adequately.





February 11, 2020



Moonset at sunrise.



The previous image, moonset at sunrise, drives me 
crazy.  If recollection serves, I was out of bed, not 
dressed, barefoot, and in the cold didn’t notice 
that the post was lined up with the tree.  
Distracting.  Just one step to either side! 

I have other versions of this view, but not from the 
11th.  Rules.  I say this here so as not to spoil the 
picture for you.  Maybe you focused on the 
alpenglow, the sky, and the moon.  As you should. 

This tree was bent over the driveway by heavy 
snow. I straightened it — see the parachute cord? 

We do what we can.



So yeah, this project isn’t fully realized.  
Shoot me. 

“Fully realized.”  Roll that around your 
mouth like a high test bourbon. 

*    *    * 

At this altitude, on a clear winter day, 
the sky to the north, through the trees, 
is in fact this charged blue.



glimmers, 
shadows, 
traces, 
variously 
understood







sacred animals



TWO!









What do these images mean, together? 

Associated by  

  date,  

  location  

  my looking, taste, making, tools. 

  

In many other ways, too. 

But I do not know. 

Zen rock garden.





to see 



Out here, or maybe just beyond, you can sense the “is-ness” of a few 
things. 

I sometimes imagine a life lived with that sort of solidity.  Ecce homo.   

Perhaps this thought is available only to those for whom the experience 
is unattainable.



END


