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My father called this morning, too early for it to be good news. I only remember him saying, “Did you hear about Carlin?” I 
hadn’t.

George Carlin died yesterday, he was 71 years old.

Carlin was a personal hero of mine growing up, I can remember seeing his famous HBO specials even before I really should of 
been watching. The sharp wit, piercing observations and sarcasm all poured out of the man with a brilliant point of view that 
seemed so obvious, you wondered why it took Carlin to point it out to you.
TIME called and needed him photographed for a 10 Questions article. I set up hours early and waited for him to arrive in the 
hotel suite. I left the door closed before he arrived, I wanted to see Carlin through the peephole. He was just like you would of 
expected, only kinder and happier. He went into a rant about hair care products when I asked him to take his hat off, that then 
descended into a wonderful moment of he and I yelling the F bomb back and forth at each other till I blew the circuits to that 
half of our hotel room. Thankfully, I had this second shot ready to go, it was a better photograph anyway. I am so happy I blew 
those circuits or this image never would have happened.

It was the best assignment I ever had, it was one of my favorite people and it was one of the happiest days of my life.

March 19, 2004.

“The most unfair thing about life is the way it ends. I mean, life is tough. It takes up a lot of your time. What do you get at the 
end of it? A Death! What’s that, a bonus? I think the life cycle is all backwards. You should die first, get it out of the way. Then 
you live in an old age home. You get kicked out when you’re too young, you get a gold watch, you go to work. You work forty 
years until you’re young enough to enjoy your retirement. You do drugs, alcohol, you party, you get ready for high school. You go 
to grade school, you become a kid, you play, you have no responsibilities, you become a little baby, you go back into the womb, 
you spend your last nine months floating...

...and you finish off as an orgasm.” ~George Carlin

G e o r g e  C a r l i nA t l a n t i c  C i t y



I photographed someone awhile back in few different outfits. No real point 
to any of it other then to have fun or otherwise make pictures. She said I could 
shoot her in one if I never posted them, even though other outfits showed 
more skin, she didn’t want these posted. I said ok and kept shooting.

That was a mistake.

All the images I like best I cannot use or maybe I only like them because I 
cannot use them, I dunno. I have a release from her, but still, my word is my 
word.

So yeah, I can no longer see the point in making images I cannot share.

Now I know that, without a doubt.

I  M a d e  A  M i s t a k e N a t h a n  |  K r e g  |  2 0 0 7

Nathan and Kreg invited me back to their homes in New Hampshire. At some 
point I will make something from this trip, at least I think I will, someday.



1 2 7 1  6 t h  A v e . T h e  A m e r i c a n  A l b u m

1271 Avenue of the Americas, 23rd floor, April 11, 2008, 12:17:35 P.M.
(TIME Magazine)

me

The American Album
Book one of three - LONE STAR - formerly Red Star.

undated



L o o k i n g  A r o u n d  I s  E a s i e r  W h e n  Yo u  A r e n ’ t  D r i v i n g N J  Tu r n p i k e

I can drive and photograph planes at the same time on the NJ Turnpike at 75 
mph it seems better then I can drive through Times Square at less then 3 mph. 
Maybe if I had been photographing something at the time, those dents never 
would of happen.



1 0 / 2 5 / 0 7  -  L a v e r t u e K . F.

11:51:35 PM + 11:57:56 PM

11:46:03 PM

When I was looking for a model for the shower project, I emailed a girl who 
had posed for me many times before who has since moved away. She sent out 
a great email to her friends for me, asking if anyone would be interested in 
letting me take their picture. In the meantime, I found and hired a model 
and proceeded with the shoot. The day of this shoot I got an email from K. 
She would model for me and was up for anything. We had never met or even 
known about each other until this email. I had no idea what she looked like, 
we didn’t even talk on the phone, just a few emails and then she was here, last 
night, to let me photograph her.

It turns out she is a picture editor. It turns out she is the editor for a great 
friend I have known 16 years. It also turns out her sister lives 2 blocks away. It 
turns out she used to date someone that lived in my building.

She is the 56th person in With OutYou.



Caption Caption

M y  F a t h e r ,  M y  B r o t h e r C o n n e c t i c u t

Texas, 2 Weeks After My Niece Was Born, 2004
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T h e  S p r i n g ,  N i g h t T h e  S p r i n g ,  D a y

April 16, 2008 April 17, 2008



S m o o t h N e w  Yo r k  M a g a z i n e

The PR was crazy nice, I got into the building smoothly, I had time to set up, 
the subject was very nice, they gave us lunch, the client was happy, the client 
paid on time, my job has its good days. Now, I just need to make what the 
CFO of CBS makes. That would be good too.

Maybe i just need an acronym?

My dad is big on acronyms, in fact much of what he does involves some that 
are pretty out there (military related, the military is big on acronyms), he re-
cently created this one for some of what he does:

SIDZ
Sustainable Industrial Development Zone

Now why is this interesting? It’s his name, Sid, so SIDZ as his idea and his 
project and his name...

Acronyms.

I got my first job ever from a blind drop off. (Not at New York Magazine).

If I hadn’t shot that first job from that blind drop, I never would of gotten 
another job of any kind. That was 11 years ago now. I haven’t gotten a single 
shoot from a blind drop since, yet for some reason, I keep trying. I don’t know 
if this is good or bad anymore. The longer I have done this job, the less I un-
derstand about how it works.



B i o

At an early age Mister Saunders fell asleep roadside in a pickup truck on the way to visit the site of the Battle at 
Gettysburg in Pennsylvania. While asleep he experienced a calling from the ghost of Timothy O’Sullivan in a dream. 
Ever since this dream, Mister Saunders continues to roam the country making images and telling stories, some of 
which are even true. Mister Saunders continues to suffer from insomnia to this day and often the results can be read 
at iliketotellstories.com.

Mister Saunders hobbies include seeking out awkward social situations, collecting playing cards, losing English 
sporting clay tournaments and reading your blog. His images sometimes appear in magazines like TIME, People and 
Forbes much to the delight and dismay of his parents and others that know him. Mister Saunders would like nothing 
more then to photograph you, so send him an email, as he gets lonely.

- - -

A bio for me was once requested.

40 min after sending this bio and my images (I sent three images to choose from) the editor wrote me back:

“Just read your bio – excellent! My editor chuckled away and suggested we run it with the picture of you with the 
rifle!!!!!!

Top stuff, _______”

R e a l ,  N o t  R e a l





A n  O n g o i n g  S t o r y  |  P a r t  E

I made these all in less then a minute, in the midst of doing something I 
shouldn’t have done, a fools errand really. I do many things, knowing they are 
a mistake, yet I still do them, unable or unwilling to control the impulse. I 
do feel better having done it however, sometimes. This time, following up on 
other mistakes I cannot fix, this errand had to be done regardless of how I felt 
about it. I could of ignored it, in the big picture, it didn’t matter and made no 
difference, yet I did it anyway.

Today a friend got a tattoo because it was friday the 13th, Tim Russert died 
in the midst doing of what he loved and I made a foolish errand that changed 
nothing as the sun came up on a street named after me, sort of.

Reverend Dr. John W. Saunders Place - Harlem, New York City.

6 3 0  A M  F r i d a y  t h e  1 3 t h



B i l l y  R a y  C y r u s B i l l y  R a y  C y r u s

for People for Me



M a r i n a  A b r a m o v i c  K i s s e d  M e 6 / 1 4 / 9 7 ,  1 1 : 3 1 P M  -  6 / 1 5 / 0 7 ,  1 1 : 0 2 P M

I hadn’t been to the Guggenheim in a few years. I went this past Friday, Cai Guo-Qiang had a show I 
wanted to see. I photographed him for TIME awhile back and have since been randomly finding new 
work of his in unexpected ways, always smart, always leaving me different then before I saw it.

The last time I went, the best part, was what I saw through this window after leaving the show. I still 
think it’s one of the more beautiful things I have ever seen. Earlier that night I watched one of Marina’s 
performances, this one:

November 14, 5 PM to 12 AM 2005.
Marina Abramović, Lips of Thomas (1975, Galerie Krinzinger, Innsbruck). Abramović ate a kilogram of 
honey and drank a liter of red wine out of a glass. She broke the glass with her hand, incised a star in her 
stomach with a razor blade, and then whipped herself until she “no longer felt pain.” She lay down on an 
ice cross while a space heater suspended above caused her to bleed more profusely.

When it was over, she got a loud, long round of applause and cheers from those still on hand. It lasted 
long enough that security had to force the issue to make everyone leave. I left, went around the corner, 
and saw a few other people looking though this window. I stepped closer and the small crowd of us re-
spectfully watched and kept quiet. Inside, through this plain unmarked window, you could see her galler-
ist and her lover or boyfriend or husband (I don’t know which) holding her in a blanket as she appeared 
to be weeping... joyfully.

Another time shortly after this I got to meet her, she kissed me on the cheek, it was a good moment as 
well.

It all happen in spring 1996 in San Francisco, but in June of 1997, across the street from the Visual Studies 
Workshop and not so far from where Minor White did and thought his things in Rochester NY, sitting 
in a church converted into a boarding/halfway house, I decided I would write it all down, I didn’t want to 
forget a single thing. 

I can remember writing it so well, the bad desk lamp bounced off the wall, the single window open, the 
breeze of the crisp June Rochester air coming through the window, the soft sounds of night outside and 
listening to those renting the rooms around me scream and fight because they were trapped in their little 
rooms too. I couldn’t write fast enough.

I dare you to read the next two pages.

I wrote this in a journal I have since given away, I have no good copy of this story, other then what I am 
posting here. I wrote at a little desk next to the light table, a Walmart bag and pile of paper next to my 
feet was knee deep, it was the only bag large enough to hold all the film Ihad just processed and was 
scrambling to get printed that summer.I think some part of me knew that vacuum of living and breathing 
what you love with no regard for the daily nuisance of making a living and normal everyday life was about 
to end, I miss that vacuum.

It is all about the girl above.





Caption Caption

P e t e r  M e n t F l o r i d a

I found this polaroid this week.

The polaroid is a picture of Peter Ment. Peter died in the summer of 2004. He was a friend of friends and 
he helped me on a few shoots. I didn’t know him that well, butI always enjoyed his company, he reminded 
me that it should all be fun whenI got stressed out on some silly shoot by simply laughing at me, in a good 
way, at least I always thought so. I wish I could remember what this shot is from, but at the moment as I 
write this, I cannot remember. I can remember almost every frame I ever took of anything, how I lit it, 
where it was, who it was, but this one is escaping me. There’s a chance I set it up and never shot it, I do 
this often. Either way, I am glad I found this one polaroid. 

The polaroid is the modern day equivalent to the deguerrotype. This object is a picture, a one of a kind, a 
tangible, touchable one of a kind that was once in the same room, place and moment at the same time as 
the photographer, and more importantly, the subject. Present in its physicality at the time of its creation 
by its very nature. 

I remember sitting right here at my computer when my friend sitting on my couch got a phone call, I 
knew after hearing just a bit of the conversation, it was bad news, but not what it was or who it was about 
till he was off the phone. It all felt so unreal and took a long time to sink in.

I went to his eulogy. It was given by Stéphane Sednaoui who knew peter pretty well, it was beautiful.



Caption - ctrl and click on this frame to change the text

Caption - ctrl and click on this frame to change the text

Caption - ctrl and click on this frame to change the text

Caption - ctrl and click on this frame to change the textYOU

L e t t e r L e t t e r

The person I mailed this to says he never got it, but his wife remembers it, I don’t know what that means. Color copied, mailed and almost forgotten. Undated. All prior to 1998. Not mailed to anyone pictured.

TOUCH ME TOUCH YOURSELF RETURN NO LOVE

Drive. I was driving from san francisco to 
rochester, I had been driving at least 15h, it 
was dark, I was in one of those states where 
its just dark all around, you could be on a 
highway or the moon. I put all the windows 
down,  turned the music up all the way, 
screamed along to the music, picked up my 
only working camera I owned at the time, my 
little Olympus point and shoot, jammed it up 
into the steering wheel and pressed that little 
button.

Bed porn. It was my third time living in a 
boarding house, a kinda place where you pay 
rent weekly. It was even my second in Roch-
ester, the boarding house was right across the 
street from the Visual Studies Workshop and 
although I never actually went inside VSW, I 
liked having it across the street, it somehow 
brought me comfort knowing it was nearby. 
The first thing I always did in these places 
was inspect, I never even knew what for, I just 
wanted as much from the previous occupant 
gone. Well, experience had taught me to look 
between the mattresses. This time, instead of 
rodents or insects, it was porn. When I got it 
all stacked to toss out (it was heavily soiled), 
the stack was 2 feet high. I even found a com-
pact magnifying glass hidden in the pages. 
There were Victoria Secret catalogues and 
random odd issues from times square stores 
dating back to the 70’s.

San Francisco Woman. It was one of my first 
walks with my first Leica. I owned the body 
almost a year before I had the money for the 
lens. I loaded it with Konica 640 chrome film 
I had gotten for free and went out. No agen-
da, just made images as I needed to. I loaded 
the camera and looked up and she was right in 
front of me, the first thing I saw after getting 
the camera ready. I raised it to my eye and 
squeezed the button. It felt right. 

Rail Yards, Rochester. I was back after 2 years 
and went for a walk again. When I first left 
Rochester, it didn’t feel like it was for good. 
Now I was back again on yet another ran-
dom walk, ignoring all the things I should of 
been doing. Rochester was my first home in 
many ways, the first place I was ever on my 
own. I have even been back since I made 
this picture, returning there then and since, 
has always felt special. It took me 14 years, 
but I finally got my degree, I even attended 
a few classes, but my path to a BFA was not 
a straight line, course or plan. Much like my 
walks around that place.

RJ. Old friends came to visit me in San Fran-
cisco. We went to get food. I grabbed the leica 
but only made a few frames all day. This is one. 
She was talking to one of my best friends at 
the time who also happen to be her husband 
and looked at me while stretching and telling 
a story when I took it. Everyone accuses me 
of being in love with her, but I never thought 
so. She was just one of the only women in my 
life in anyway for years. Things are sometimes 
never as them seem or look, sometimes they 
are and sometimes it’s the exact opposite.

KC. The first professor I ever had. I cannot 
find words for how thankful I am that I got 
him, his first year teaching at this big photo 
school was my first year at it. The assign-
ments were unlike anyone else’s. I walked out 
of my first class so excited, someone was fi-
nally going to help me learn all that I wanted 
to. My class hated him, they tried to have him 
fired. In the end, he even made the students 
that hated him smarter. The school reacted 
too, after that year he was never the same and 
eventually ran away too. Some 10 years later, 
me and two friends who had him later then 
I did hit the road to attend a lecture of his. 
It was worth it. I made this the summer I re-
turned to print for 10 weeks only to run away 
again. Right after I took it, he asked, ‘What 
gives you the right to take my picture?’ I re-
member him swinging at me, but I cannot 
remember if that really happen, or if it’s just 
what I know he wanted to do.



Wr e s t l i n g  S H U T E

2007 was the year of the VISION QUEST. Go rent the perfect 80’s movie, you’ll understand. Push yourself, test yourself, be 
your best against a measurable scale, see how you weight out.

35 tournaments in 232 days. That’s a competition every 6.5 days for 7 months on average. 3200 registered targets attempted in 
competition, 2364 broken for a 74% for the year. The goal was top 10 at Nationals or the Krieghoff cup. That was the quest.

11 of 166 entries - Krieghoff cup, 1 target out after 100  /  31 of 183 entries - Main, 9 targets out after 300

I fell short, shute kicked my ass and I didn’t get the girl.

M







L G A S h e  S m i l e d  a t  M e

I had just gone through the TSA check in San Antonio. I sat down, put my shoes back on and started walking to the 
food court to look for breakfast. That’s where and when I first saw her. I saw her red hair and heavy makeup first, that’s 
what got my attention, then it was her face, she was really cute. Honestly, that’s what really caught my attention first, 
if we were to ever meet, a crush would be likely. She was leaning forward and eating a bagel or donut offered up to her 
by who I assumed to be her boyfriend. It was a simple yet intimate moment. It made me smile a little inside. I walked 
by them a second time after getting my food and that’s when it caught my eye why he was holding her food out like 
that for her, both her arms were missing from just above the elbows down and the scars looked really new. She couldn’t 
have been more then 25. Her boyfriend looked about the same age and the bags they had were mostly military. It hit 
me as I kept walking like a punch in the face. What I thought was a romantic and playful simple moment was in fact 
something else while still potentially being the same. My eyes started welling up with tears. I kept walking, trying to 
not let them out as I walked to my gate.

It was the second time in 24h I did this. While competing in clays, I noticed a trapper had a Segway. I walked over and 
gave it a bunch of close looks as I had never seen one like this or seen one up close. It was just sitting there, parked 
and ready for action. I wanted one instantly. The trapper was a young kid, shaved head, polite and speaking with my 
squad mate already about something else. As I got closer I realized I hadn’t even noticed his left leg was entirely gone, 
it was simply a silver pipe with gold hinges for a knee. That’s when I put it together with the news I had seen months 
ago about some new veterans getting Segway’s during their recovery.

I felt really foolish at first but then decided I’d rather be a fool then live in a world where I assume people are missing 
their limbs from war because they have a Segway or a romantic boyfriend.

Now I was sitting in a rocking chair by the gate in San Antonio, waiting for my flight. She walked by with her boyfriend 
and I wondered where they were off to. Was it home, was it a vacation, was it her first time out of San Antonio and its 
hospitals?

Now sitting on my flight in the aisle seat, getting hit with bag after bag as everyone filed on, I looked up as one bag all 
the sudden had a cat in it I could see through the mesh. The cat was scared and starring at me, as I leaned in for a closer 
look at the poor cat, the next bag hit me, I looked up and there she was again. “Sorry,” she whispered as she smiled at 
me when our eyes met and then down the aisle she went, cats in bags and boyfriend in tow.

I walked out of the bathroom at LaGuardia after being one of the first off the flight. There were people all around and 
it was really crowded in the terminal. As I stepped over some bags and through the crowd to get to baggage claim, 
I saw her again for the last time. I hadn’t even realized she was on my flight to NYC as well. She was bent down and 
wrestling with her bags with what was left of her arms. I think she was actually just talking to the cat, but I’ll never be 
sure. As I went down the last set of stairs, I tried to not let the tears out all over again.



To d a y  w a s  S ’ s  B i r t h d a y 9  m o n t h s ,  0  d a y s ,  2 2  h o u r s ,  2 1  m i n u t e s

Today was S’s birthday. She invited me over last minute to her rooftop for a small party. She too does not enjoy her 
birthday although I think it is for different reasons then why I have a hard time with mine. She randomly drops in and 
out of my life a few times a year, I can never make a plan to see her, I just get calls for last minute ideas of needed or 
wanted company. I went tonight because I had been wanting to take her photograph again for some time, she let me, 
no real questions or explanations needed when I told her I needed to photograph her on her birthday. You may not 
know it from these images, but she was full of joy, it was beautiful.

I made small talk with the strangers, the gallery owner and then lied there in the dark, staring at the sky, waiting for a 
moment to photograph her again. Then, after I took these, I walked back home.

K & K had a baby:
9 months, 0 days, 22 hours, 21 minutes after I made this image.



M a x Mark

Los Angeles, CA | September 13, 2008 | 12:23:37 AM Los Angeles, CA | September 13, 2008 | 8:23:16 PM





Caption Caption

I was waiting on the train platform playing with my camera, listening to music in my headphones and avoiding the 
group of teenagers hanging out nearby, hoping they’d leave me alone and not ask what I was doing photographing the 
bushes and rocks. They didn’t.

My phone rang and I knew it was you. I had been hoping to hear from you and kind of hoping I wouldn’t as I was 
scared of what you had to say. I knew you had another doctor’s appointment today to take even more blood and do 
even more tests. I knew you received results from the last blood test today too. I could hear the fear in your voice when 
I answered. I could see you shaking a little, trembling and stuttering on the other end of the phone in my mind. Your 
voice never lost it’s calm yet I could sense the panic just under the surface in your mind through it. The doctors had no 
answers, they didn’t know what it was causing the problem, they only presented more possibilities of one dire thing or 
another. They could only take more blood and make you wait, again.

I didn’t really know what to say to you to make you feel better, relax you or let you know how much I worried for you 
too, so I kept making pictures while I listened to you talk to me through my headphones. I thought all I can do is stay 
calm for you and not let you hear or sense the panic in my mind, so I calmly kept making pictures while we spoke.

N e w  H a m p s h i r e 4/17/08, 3:58:07 PM 
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1/3/06 - 3:09 AM. The last time I saw you before we moved on.

Apologies

I took countless pictures like these, you lying wherever as I stood over you, wherever we happen to be and only when 
I happen to have that one camera on me. I took the one above on what was I think our third date. I don’t know how 
many I made over the years. I know there are more. They are lost in the binders of film I would process and put away. 
It’s one of those things I think I’ll always get to, yet never do. Now it’s been so long since I looked through them or 
made one or made worthwhile scans or even had you in my life. Our lives are so different now I don’t see the point, 
yet it’s still one of those things I want to get done so badly because I know in my heart for some reason they still really 
matter, but I don’t feel ready to go back into those binders looking for you.

LM - 2/2/02

5/16/06 - 1:23 PM. The first time I saw you after we moved on.

Sometimes I wish we could speak again so I could apologize for everything. Other times I wish we could speak again 
so you can apologize for everything, either way, I wish we could speak again. I wish we weren’t so far away from each 
other, in every sense of the word away. You’re in that state and I am in this one, somehow, that makes whatever this is 
easier.

As different as our lives are now, I never envisioned a day we wouldn’t know each other anymore.



CB CR

Crash Scoliosis



YOL YOL

1 hour  40 minutes  48 seconds |  September  23  |  2007 Los Angeles  |  Solar  Ecl ipse  [  Remembered ]



I  M e t  M a d o f f

* - not the same frame



A n  O n g o i n g  S t o r y P a r t  A ,  B ,  C



T h e  J a c k s o n  C o l l e c t i o n I  Wa n t  To  B e  L i k e  M i k e

Mike was interviewed for a magazine. This magazine wanted to run a photograph with the article. When no existing photo-
graphs of Mike were found that were suitable, the magazine informed Mike at 11:38 AM that they did not have the budget to 
include a photograph of him. At 11:42 AM, just 4 minutes after hearing the budget for the shoot, Mike said he would cover 
the cost. It should be noted that Mike has nothing to gain from being in this article or this magazine. It should also be noted 
Mike is already considered one of the best lawyers here in New York City for his field, so if you are involved in any account-
ing irregularities in the securities and financial reporting world, you better hope you never meet Mike.

Mike was more dapper, gentlemanly, enjoyable and well put together then most men who wear suits on television playing the 
type of man Mike actually is... I want to be like Mike and so should you.

Object belonging to the Jackson Family | for People Magazine



L  |  M a r y l a n d R o m a i n  |  N e w  Yo r k  C i t y



D I E S  V E N E R I S  X I  J U L I U S  M M V I I I a l l  p h o t o g r a p h s  J u l y  1 1 ,  2 0 0 8  |  Vo l .  I I  |  N e w  Yo r k  C i t y



Caption Caption

M y  B r e a t h  |  M a r y l a n d G i f t
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1 0 0  P h o t o g r a p h s  F r o m  Te x a s  O n  M y  B i r t h d a yT h a t  P l a c e  Yo u  A r e  F r o m



A n t h o n y  M a t a r e s e  J r . 2 0 0 8  N a t i o n a l  S p o r t i n g  C l a y  C h a m p i o n

the experience of knowing first hand just how incredible their abilities truly are. Then imagine being asked to photograph them.Imagine your favorite athlete. Then imagine that you get to compete on the same field of play with all things being equal. Imagine



A n d r e w  H  |  W h a t ’ s  t h e  J a c k a n o r y ?



M y  B r o t h e r  A n d  H i s  W i f e  H a d  A  D a u g h t e r



Caption Caption

9 8 , 2 7 3 , 0 8 4  S e c o n d s

Ninety eight million two hundred seventy three thousand and eighty 
four seconds passed between the first image I made of us and the last 
image I made of us. 
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T h e  J a c k s o n  C o l l e c t i o nC a l i f o r n i a ,  U n d a t e d  ( 1 9 9 5 - 1 9 9 7 )



M r .  P e e k C  J

Mr. Peek, Jeffrey that is, works in finance. I photographed him a few years ago before the term government bailout 
was a household term. Now Jeffrey works at a different place, also in finance. As I make this, he is making headlines 
in many major financial reporting worlds for words like bankruptcy, government bailout, billions of dollars gone and 
other odd, bad words too often associated with white men in suits these days. Look it up, give Jeffrey a peek, decide 
for yourself what exactly he is doing. 

CJ, as in, I don’t want Jonathan to use my real name, works in finance. I have absolutely no idea what she does. I did not 
photograph her at her office. She had seen a photograph of a friend of a friend of a friend I had photographed nude for 
a very specific project. She wanted her photograph made this way too, well, maybe not this way, but nude and however 
the mood struck us. Then after many months and very few emails without ever having met in person, she showed up 
and we made photographs, it was fun. 
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A t l a n t i c  C i t y
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P e n n s y l v a n i aL  |  U n d e r  H e r  F a v o r i t e  Tr e e  F r o m  C h i l d h o o d



M y  F r i e n d ’ s  W i f e

There was a group of us, all of us excited and in various states of happy places, walking through the night 
streets from one place to another. I’ve known her a long time now and even photographed her as a bride. 
Tonight she wanted none of it, constantly hiding her face with her hands from me and my camera. I 
assumed it was a playful avoidance, but I’ll never really know. She was excitedly telling a story as we ap-
proached a cross walk with our green light. She was directly to the left and slightly in front of me and 
followed the rest of the group into the street to cross.

As she turned towards the group and stepped off the curb, I made an image similar to this one about 
the same time I noticed a large white van with flashing lights coming right at us... then I heard it’s siren. 
It was not going to stop and it was not going to avoid us. My left arm was free and the closest to her. I 
grabbed her bag strap and pulled her out of the way, close enough that my arm then went around her waist 
and I didn’t stop pulling her out of that white van’s way till we were almost back up on the curb.

I’ve done similar things before at awkward streetlights and always, always, always overreacted, once so 
bad I never lived it down.

This time, this night, I did not overreact.



I  A m  W h i t e
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“ M e e t  T h e  G R A N D D U G G A R ! ” F a y e t t e v i l l e ,  A R

This is Mackynzie Renee Duggar.

She is 2 days, 19 hours and 32 minutes old in the above photograph.

After a period of supervised courtship, in which her parents were allowed to hold hands 
but not to kiss, twenty-year-old Josh and twenty-year-old Anna married on September 
26, 2008 where they kissed for the first time. 377 days later on October 8, 2009, Mack-
ynzie was born.

Josh Duggar is the oldest child of Jim Bob and Michelle Duggar who as of this story, are 
expecting their 19th child in March 2010 and have a reality show on TLC called 18 Kids 
and Counting. Mackynzie is Jim Bob and Michelle Duggar’s first grandchild.

I was assigned to make these photographs for People magazine.
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October 13, 2009 | 03:27:34 PM

Eric had an image coming up in a magazine. The magazine wanted 
a contributor’s photograph of him and he asked me to take it. As 
it was for a magazine, now now now was in full effect. I made 285 
photographs and gave him a high res of the first three I felt were 
Eric the moment we were done. Then he went on his way and I 
went mine. 6 hours, 6 minutes and 26 seconds later, I received the 
following email:

Subject:   Already framed I love it so much
Body:  Thanks again Jonathan. I really love it

This is why I make photographs.

We were looking for a bowling alley, I really needed to knock something down, I needed that joy. On the way, the technology 
passed us by a carnival but I kept driving, I wanted that alley. We got to the address but the alley was not there. I turned us 
around and drove back past the carnival. As I approached an intersection to the left was a tree making a shadow on the side of 
a gas station and on the right, away from the carnival sitting alone on the curb backlit in the low yellow sunlight, was a clown. 
It was a moment, a moment one could be blind and make this photograph moment.

The streetlight changed and we kept driving, stopping only when we hit the lanes and then we bowled. We bowled the best we 
could and then we went after our cameras, drove back to the carnival racing the setting sunlight and hunted that clown.

We arrived and went our own ways in the blinking lights and setting sun. I didn’t want the clown, I didn’t want the strangers; 
my mind was on my photographic task that brought me here now only hours away and I craved its start.

I sat on a bench, my big camera in my hands, my little cameras spread on the bench around me and I stared at my feet as the 
couples and children raced around. Then I saw him.

He approached me shy and slow with his hand outreached, in this hand was a silver snapper with the manufactures advertising 
stickers still all over it. He didn’t speak English well but I knew instantly what he wanted. He wanted me to take his photograph 
and I accepted without a word. I made two frames with his snapper as they stood together not knowing quite what to do. I 
handed the camera back to him and he smiled, he smiled big. As he turned to share the images with her, he looked back at me 
one more time and smiled with a nod of gratitude.

When I saw this I pointed at my camera and at them and said, “My turn?” His smiled dropped away and he placed his camera 
on the bench and then went to her and took her bag so it too would not be in my image, he knew this was now a different story. 
Having placed their items on the bench he stood next to her and awaited my words. I didn’t give him any, I just made a motion 
of an embrace… then they did.

I raised my camera and took one frame and then whispered, “Thank you, don’t forget your items on the bench.” I then turned 
and walked away… The dark was coming.

04:43:41 PM & 05:03:50 PM 

Rogers, Arkansas | October 10, 2009

P i c t u r e  Tr a d e



S t i l l s  F r o m  A  1 7 6  S e c o n d  F i l m

Los Angeles | The End of Summer | September 23, 2009Stills from a 176 second film I never made.     5:21:14 PM - 5:24:10 PM | 2 minutes, 56 seconds
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$42,000 of love.

I  M i s s  Yo uM a n  M a i l  D a y

All text quoted below is exactly as it came to me entirely and is unedited.

From male photographer friend 1:

“BDay Steak & Grilled BDay Steak”

From male photographer friend 2:

“Also just got an EOTech 552 for one of my ARs, yummy...”

From male photography representative:

“Your site is always disconcertingly good.
Best,
J.”

I received all this mail the same day, all unrelated.

From female photographer:

“Hi, Please remove me from your mailing list.
Thank you,
J.”



# 1 R N
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I  A m  R e d  ( i n  t h e  f a c e )





Caption Caption

t h e  g i r l  w h o s e  n a m e  m e a n s  t r e e  b y  t h e  w a t e r

L i n d s e y

Just before Halloween she was my waitress at a Chili’s® in Texas. I was back in Texas at this Chili’s® just before 
Christmas and she was by chance again my waitress. I asked to photograph her and she agreed. We met for only three 
short times on three different days and on these days she let me look at her. 
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On July 6, 2009 a gift was purchased for 
me at truck stop in Louisiana. In the story 
I was told, and delightfully also printed on 
the receipt, this gift was purchased from 
a woman named Crystal. This Crystal was 
remembered and spoken of in high regard. 
I liked this story, I liked this gift.

After hearing this story, I decided then 
that if I ever found myself along this road 
in Louisiana, I would take a portrait of this 
Crystal at this truck stop.

Three hundred seventy one days later I 
found myself on this road racing towards 
Texas. It was almost midnight on a day 
that had already been too long. In the dark 
I approached an exit and it was not until 
I saw the name of this little town that I 
remembered this desire in myself. I almost 
missed it, I almost drove right by. The 
road was taking its toll on my mind more 
than I wanted to admit this day. I did not 
have the receipt with the address on me 
nor had I written it down. I went towards 
the brightest place in all that dark, tried 
to remember every detail I could and as-

sumed this must be the place. It had to be 
the place. I stopped, I filled my borrowed 
chariot with gas and I looked at the clock, 
it was almost midnight. I wanted it to be 
the next day as soon as possible.

I walked towards the door, I stopped, I 
shut my eyes, I took a photograph of my-
self and I hoped that I was about to meet 
this Crystal.

I walked by the register, there stood two 
women, both with their name tags covered 
by other shirts or jackets and a tingle ran 
through my body, which one could it be? 
I found myself something to buy and ap-
proached the register. The man with the 
gun guarding the door was looking directly 
at me and my big ridiculous camera. I was 
almost the only one in there and I would 
be suspicious of me too.

I made my purchase, slowly counted my 
change and then explained my story. The 
two women looked at me up and down, 
then back at one another and then back 
at me. “Oh, yes, I remember Crystal. She 
moved to [this place].” We continued chat-

ting for a moment or two, I thanked them 
repeatedly and explained to them that if 
I ever happen to find myself here again, 
maybe I would try to take their portrait. 
Tonight our story wasn’t complete, for we 
had only just met.

As I walked out the door, that man with 
the gun standing guard, he said quietly to 
me almost too low to hear, “You have a 
good night.” I told him to, “Keep this place 
safe,” and I stepped outside just in time to 
watch it become a new day in the middle 
of the night. I then made photographs for 
the Crystal I could not find, wherever she 
happen to be this night, knowing it is en-
tirely possible that I will never meet her or 
see her beauty with my own eyes.

I pretended I had met this Crystal, I pre-
tended I had heard from the woman that 
gave me the gift Crystal sold her and I 
started walking back towards my bor-
rowed chariot knowing my best efforts 
had not been enough.

So I made another photograph of myself 
with my eyes closed.

I Walked Towards The Door, I Stopped, I Shut My Eyes, I Took A Photograph Of Myself And I Hoped
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My camera had been slung around up 
onto my shoulder and was dangling aim-
lessly as I walked between the cars. I 
had walked too far from my borrowed 
chariot, still sitting at the gas pump 
from before I walked into the store. As 
I walked between the cars, I heard her 
voice before I saw her. “What are you 
doing?” she asked me. I assumed she 
saw me pointing that ridiculous camera 
at myself under the light. “Taking some 
photographs of myself so I can tell a sto-
ry later,” I told her.

“Do you make any money doing that?”

“No, not really.”

Then she told me she was on her way to 
New Orleans so I told her I was on my 
way to Texas. Then she told me about 
some troubles she had and how hard life 
was for her and her babies. So I told her 
about my troubles and how hard my life 
was too sometimes although I had no 
babies. We talked a minute or two more, 
I thought we were getting to know one 
another as people do when they first 
meet over these tales of our shared woe. 
Eventually she asked me:

“Is there anything I can help you with so 
you can help me?”

I didn’t really understand the question 
and thought about it for a moment.

“Where is your truck parked?”

I turned and pointed towards the pumps 
in the distance, wondering why she 
thought I drove a truck.

“It’s over there, still at the pumps by all 
those cars, I wandered off.”

She told me another story about more of 
her troubles and that she only had $6. I 
thought about her question some more. 
I knew I had $10 left in my pocket from 
my purchase in the store trying to find 
Crystal.

“Can I take your portrait smoking that 
cigarette before you light it, I can pay 
you $10 for ten minutes of portrait time, 
how does that sound?”

She laughed and asked why would I want 
a photograph of her smoking. I told her 
I just like to photograph people smoking 
and had my whole life. She kept laughing 
and said:

“Okay, just stand here and smoke?”

“Yes.”

She lit her cigarette and I started photo-
graphing her. I did this for one minute 
and twenty-one seconds, thirty photo-
graphs. My memory card became full. I 
reached for my pocket where the other 
one lives. It was not there.

“We are done, thank you.” I gave her the 
$10 I promised.

“That’s it?”

“Yes, it was really nice to meet you.”

We shook hands and she stomped out 
her cigarette and I started off towards 
my borrowed chariot and she went back 
towards her small, red, dented, two door. 
As I got close under that canopy of lights, 
something started hitting me. Softly, but 
hard, with force, randomly all over my 
body as I got towards my door, desper-
ately trying to remember her name. It 
was unique and I realized I had forgot-
ten it at the same moment I realized I 
was being pelted by insects attracted to 
all those lights overhead. They were in-
sects like I had never seen, even after 13 
years in New York City. These were like 
roaches but different colors, had wings 
and were as big as my fist. I jumped into 
my borrowed chariot as fast I could only 
to realize I had left the moon roof open.

I jumped out, knocked off all the insects 
in a panic and started walking back to 
get her name. Standing there outside my 
borrowed chariot having a panic knock-
ing insect after insect off me, I saw that 
dented little red two door go flying by 
me, windows down with her voice car-
rying outward as her tires squealed out 
over the insects littering the parking lot.

I had not noticed all these beautiful 
creatures when I arrived so shortly ago.



The moon roof now closed, 
the bugs all knocked off and 
a new memory card loaded, I 
sat at the fork exiting the truck 
stop. Left back to the highway, 
right to the hotel and food. I 
wanted, I needed to stop, yet 
it was clear to me in this mo-
ment, I needed to get to that 
Texas line. It was still many 
more miles away than I should 
be driving, I just wasn’t yet 
ready to hit that highway, not 
yet. I went right, right to the 
Waffle House®.

I pulled up and there were no 
cars in the lot but the lights 
were on and there were two 
women sitting on the curb out 
front, directly in front of the 
door wearing Waffle House® 
attire. I pulled up next to 
them, put my window down,

“Are you open?”

“Yeah, we open, why everyone 
keep asking us that?”

“Because it looks closed,” I 
told her politely laughing. She 
laughed too and we all sat there 
talking for some time, me in 
the borrowed chariot, window 
down, the two women sitting 
there smoking. It took seri-
ous effort to understand each 
word, the accents had such 
specific beauty, I wanted to be 
sure I savored it. I didn’t really 
want to go inside. I got out of 
the borrowed chariot, ridicu-
lous camera still swinging from 
my shoulder. We kept talking.

A man boy arrived out of no-
where, taller than me (I am six 
foot one), taller than me by a 
great deal and skinny as a rail. 
He said something to me I 
swear wasn’t even English and 
started laughing at his own 
comment instantly. I never got 
him to repeat it. Then it was 
the four of us, standing outside 
the door of the Waffle House® 

telling one another stories. I 
could have stood there hours.

A group arrived next to us in a 
car, put their window down,

“Ya’ll open?”

The two women looked at me 
and started laughing while they 
went inside. I stayed outside 
for a moment, watching the 
new car unload four twenty-
somethings that looked fresh 
out of Brooklyn, but had likely 
had never left Louisiana, all 
walk by me as if I wasn’t there 
and go inside. The tall skin-
ny rail was still outside too, 
thumbing around a burnt out 
cigarette and looking for more 
on the asphalt. I asked him if 
I could take his photograph 
smoking:

“Helya no you caint.”

He then went inside as fast as 
he could. I stood there a min-
ute, wondering why, only as 
he had a minute ago been so 
curious. My hunger made me 
forget this and I walked in-
side. I stood inside the door, 
the Brooklyn kids were at the 
counter, no non-awkward spot 
was to be had there. There 
were three booths lining the 
front window, one was empty 
and dirty, the middle one had 
a young woman sitting there 
alone, head to toe in green and 
the last booth was also empty, 
but one woman who had been 
outside and friendly a minute 
ago, was sitting on the last 
stool directly next to it now 
glaring at me. There was no 
non-awkward spot to choose. I 
chose to head towards the one 
clean booth and to go ahead 
and face the girl in all green, 
head to toe all green, even if 
it meant we’d be staring at one 
another over the empty side of 
her booth and the empty side 
of mine.

Just as I started towards my 
seat, skinny rail jumped up 
from the counter where he 
had taken a perch next to the 
Brooklyn kids,

“Dooode, ya got a craze giant 
bug on you!!!!!!”

As he said this, the Brooklyn 
kids all jumped from their seats 
and ran towards the booths 
away from me, the waitresses 
ran away from the center of 
the restaurant and even the 
cook I only now noticed ran 
back from me. There I was, 
in the middle of this Waffle 
House® just after midnight, 
spinning in a circle with my ri-
diculous camera flying outward 
on its strap, slapping my body 
randomly to knock off a giant 
insect I had not yet seen, still 
on me from the truck stop. I 
stopped spinning and asked 
the skinny rail,

“Did I get it!?!”

“Naugh maaan, ya arm pit, ya 
armpit!”

I had practically ripped my 
shirt off in the middle of this 
Waffle House®, big ridiculous 
camera bouncing all around, 
when I finally saw a large, giant 
black beetle or roach or what-
ever fall to the ground. I kicked 
it over and over toward the 
door, opened the door, kicked 
it through and then turned to-
wards the inside of the Waffle 
House®. The entire place was 
as far from me as it could be. 
I arranged my shirt back into 
place, placed my big ridicu-
lous camera back under my 
arm and asked the skinny rail, 
“Anymore?” He just shook his 
head no and sat down. I stared 
at my feet, walked to my awk-
ward spot in the corner booth 
and sat down. The woman who 
had been friendly outside and 
only glared at me inside, got 

up from her spot nearby at the 
counter, walked to other side 
of the counter  and sat back 
down. I ordered and waited. 
The green girl across from my 
booth never once looked up at 
me or away from her phone. 
She had on a green bandanna 
of sorts high up in her dark 
hair, a green shirt with a gi-
ant frog on it and green stock-
ings. She looked as if she was 
dressed for a rave and this girl 
was not kidding around about 
it, she was ready for her close 
up in a rave/club kid movie, 
here, in Waffle House®, after 
midnight, in nowhere Loui-
siana. It was wonderful and I 
couldn’t stop staring. I was the 
sweaty, odd, oldest guy in the 
room who had just brought in 
a giant beetle. Everyone was 
done talking to me.

I ate my food and waited for 
the check. Everyone else had 
left by the time it came. The 
woman who brought this 
check was the first woman who 
had spoken to me outside and 
laughed when I asked her if 
they were open. She was really 
sweet when she brought it and 
told me to have a safe drive. 
I told her to have a safe night 
and looked down at the check. 
Her name was Karen, just like 
my mother.

As I was going through the 
door, looking for the insect 
I had kicked out earlier, tall 
skinny rail was there. He made 
a point to jump out of the way 
and avoid me but more oddly, 
the downward facing lens line 
of the big ridiculous camera 
still dangling from my shoul-
der. I asked him why so scared 
of a camera and his response 
was that a man was holding it. 
If I had been a woman, he’d 
have been posing away for me.

I had only been stopped in 
Louisiana 66 minutes.

T h e  L a s t  M i n u t e s  O f  J u l y  1 1 ,  2 0 1 0  –  T h e  F i r s t  M i n u t e s  O f  J u l y  1 2 ,  2 0 1 0L o o k i n g  F o r  C r y s t a l

I was on the highway now. Not staying in Louisiana was becoming more and more of a good idea, at least for this night. I had started 
off on this journey so long ago and it was now just after one in the morning. I wanted that Texas line and it was not going to be easy. 
The moment that thought entered my mind is when I saw it. On the side of the road, coming up on my right, the only lights around in 
the perfect dark, was a U-Haul truck pulling a trailer and a car, all filled and bursting with extra items tied to them where there really 
shouldn’t be. It was sitting there idle with a man standing out of the drivers door, high beams lighting up the road in front. There, just 
on the edge of the high beams and the edge of the asphalt, was a woman in a pink house dress, holding the hand of a small boy with 
his pants around his ankles, urinating out into the wild.

If that little boy can do that in a moment like this as fearless as he seemed, surely I can make Texas. I put the windows down, I opened 
that moon roof back up and turned up the music.

- – -

I made that Texas line. I again almost missed noticing it in the dark. I started looking for a place to stop. I have crossed this east Texas 
line twice now this year, both times felt the same and it wasn’t the joy I hoped for, both times a total surprise of things I had desired 
so greatly going so wrong.

I ended up stopping in the one town I didn’t want to, almost to spite myself. I couldn’t keep my eyes open. I checked into a hotel and 
went to the room leaving everything in the borrowed chariot, minus the cameras. I took off all my clothes, laid down and thought the 
sleep would wash over me like a pleasant wave. The moment my head hit the pillow I was no longer tired. I was ready to start the day 
all over again.

I had been awake almost 24 hours.
I had made 1,493 photographs.
I had made 77 videos.
15 hours 1 minute total trip time.
8 hours 44 minutes driving time.
6 hours 16 minutes stopped time.
I averaged 61.9 MPH.
I traveled 541 miles.
I drove across 5 states.
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I laid there a few hours, shut my eyes and pretended to sleep. I stayed in the hotel as late as I could, ignoring the call of the road to get 
out of this town. I packed my gear and went to check out, I had received no receipt under my door. At the counter there was a woman 
who politely helped me. For reasons I still don’t know, it took over twenty minutes to check me out of the room I did not sleep in. We 
chatted, I made jokes, she laughed, she smiled and I told her stories. I didn’t want to leave that counter, please have a more difficult 
time checking me out. I asked her if I could take her photograph and she simply replied that she hated having her photograph made. 
Yet there I was, snapping, as the camera sat on the counter not quietly making images. Her eyes charmingly rolling and rolling at me.

Then I was on the road again. It was no longer an adventure, it was an errand. I pulled over before the town line. I pulled into an 
abandon looking driveway and I called that hotel in which I did not sleep. The same woman I had been photographing answered just 
as I had hoped. I asked her to have lunch with me and I could hear her eyes rolling at me again as she politely declined.

I got back on the road.
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T h e  P i n k  F l o w e r A m a n d a

My Typical Thumb & The Inappropriate Finger Next To It | August 1, 2010

Two women that knew me well enough and did not know each other have each used different words, single words, to 
describe me, what I make or the combination there in. Neither of these two words had I thought about myself before 
and now I cannot forget them.

1999 | Los Angeles

- – -

One time, long ago, in photo school, during a critique in which I had not done the assignment nor attempted it, as I was 
too busy printing photographs that had nothing to do with anything, tacking them to the wall anyway, a girl stood up and 
was defending me. I did not know she even looked at the photographs I made before today. I was surprised. I remember 
her far across the classroom looking at me, through me, towards the professor. “Jonathan photographs rocks. Not like 
you or I would just take a photo of a rock, Jonathan makes that rock hurt you.”

I looked at my feet and I blushed. It was exactly what I wanted.

I think her name was Victoria, yes, it was.



Yo u r  L e f t  E y e
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F  U  R

13 photographs made in the dark



S h e  A s k e d  M e  W h y  I  H a d  T h e  C a m e r a  A n d  I  To l d  H e r  W h y J u l y  7 ,  2 0 1 0

Today I was X-Rayed, I was cleaned and I was drilled. This took several hours, all today, in two different visits. Then I told her every time it (you) hurt me, I will press that button.
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Caption Caption



1  O f  1

We had hundreds and hundreds of phone calls, many many video chats, uncountable texts and thousands of electronic letters totaling some 
maybe 100,000+? words. (I again tried to count and gave up, my first estimate here was so very wrong). This was all in far far under the last 
two years. Yet, I only met you, saw you in person, 5 times. We stayed in 5 hotels and you were welcomed in 2 homes of those that love me 
and sometimes share those homes with me. You, you never invited me, to any real you.

After our 4th meeting and before our 5th, I was planning this next trip of ours, excitedly looking at maps. You know how I love maps. I was 
planning my drive as your car was broken and you were on the way between where I stay and where we were going to go. So finally, I asked 
you, what I should have never not known, directly and simply,

 
“What is your address?”

 
You said, “I live in #### StreetName St., CityName, StateName #####”

 
The street address did not even match the zip code. I pretended this was all okay, even though I knew this address was not real. I still 
wanted to see you. See you in person. None of these calls, none of these texts, none of these electronic letters mattered anymore. Who are 
you, when you stand in front of me.

 
We would still meet just days later, not where I stay, not where you live, not in the empty lot you told me you did, but at a place almost half 
way between us, found as we drove towards one another. In this meeting I almost didn’t come to myself, after a photograph I had made 
of us this day sank in, a photograph I asked if I could make, sank in, after the good and bad of this day sank in, after the words we shared 
sank in, after I watched and waited for you to sleep, or pretend to, while curled up in a ball next to me, I quietly left in all that dark when 
I didn’t really want to. I had decided you were correct in what you told me last time I left sooner than expected, so much time before this 
day, you said, “You don’t even know me.” That was all I was trying to do, all along. Know you. I never learned and you never wanted me to.

 

When I last heard you, you said it was funny experiences mean different things to different people who were both there. The last time you 
wrote me, you were proud that no one you know even knows you know me. There were so many things I asked directly, that I would only 
learn, later, on the internet, didn’t match. These were things that weren’t what I was allowed or taught to believe, all along. All along, you 
knew I was wrong and you didn’t correct me, once. I learned more about you from the internet, than you ever told me, directly. There is so 
much more, so much more, so much more – but my heart, my mouth and my brain are tied and tied by me alone.

Months after I last saw you, I did find where you really live, from a map, on the internet and I told you so. As you long ago told me, every-
one, on the internet, your small neighborhood. As you long ago showed me, everyone, on the internet, what your home looks like. As you 
sent me long ago, a picture of a street sign, closer than you likely even know… All I did, was learn, to put all these things together. I learned 
to doubt. I learned to doubt my eyes. I learned to doubt my ears. I learned to doubt your everything. So long ago, I stopped looking, at 
your everything. All this meeting you has taught me, was to doubt, everything, in a world I once found very beautiful. The world on the 
internet and the world not. Yet, you never stopped clawing me for it, teasing me for it, using parts of my specific me only I could see, for 
your others, time after time and times three on your birthday and the day after. Who knows for who or for how many or for why. Know not 
I. Today, this day, was the day I was born and tomorrow is the day after.

 

What + How, Do I Pretend I Didn’t Ever, Now, Clearly See + All

I Am 1 Of 1, Whatever I Am, I Risked More Than I Had For A Chance I Didn’t, I Told You True

“I can no longer see the point in making images I cannot share.” – Me, Being Read Back To Me, By You

Read Once Again After I Made A Thousand+ Images Of You & Before I Made Thousands+ More



D e a d  M a n  C i r c l e

Turn the page.

Stand in this place of a

Dead man who was once a Living man

here. Look in the opposite direction of North.

Then turn in a circle, slowly, all the way around.

Do this until the opposite direction of North

is once again the way you look.

This Is The Inside View

Of A Circle
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I  G o t  D o w n  L o w

9 May 2011

The day I know I was born was the day I think you may have died. 

Late this afternoon I visited my grandmother. As I approached her door, I saw that there was a small bird directly in its nook. I could not 
open her door. I stepped closer, the bird tried to take flight in all its fear of me but this bird could not do so, it was broken, its wings would 
not work and no amount of its will would matter.

I got down low, I approached from an angle I thought induced the least panic in its heart. The bird got to the side in the leaves before I could 
make a difference, it would not let me close. Then it simply sat there stunned and staring at me. I took this bird’s photograph.

I went inside to be with my grandmother, all my thoughts couldn’t focus. My brain was filled with this bird, only this bird, there was nothing 
I could do; I could not will it well, I could not photograph it well, I could not tell its story well.

My visit was not long, minutes maybe. I stepped out the door and looked for where it had gone. In the first moments of not seeing, I felt joy. 
Where had it gone, had it taken flight? Then, taking a few steps, I saw a peek of feather again. There it was. Lying motionless only feet from 
where it had been.

I got down low, I approached from an angle I thought induced the least panic in its heart. Before I was too close I pressed my lips softly 
together and gently blew all the air from my lungs towards it. The leaves, the brush, the feathers, they all reacted to my air… This bird did not 
react to my wind, this bird was no longer stunned, this bird was no longer staring at me.

4  April 2010







Remember that scene in that movie where there were all those men and there was that one man leading them who yelled 
at them: 

“What makes the grass grow?” 

Remember what all those men who were being led, said, in unison, back to their leader:  

“Blood, blood, blood.”

This man here, he too is a leader of men. He has a long, storied history of this proof as well. This man here, he was sought 
out and hired to grow something that had never existed before. He was tasked with planting seeds that would forever grow 
through the sweat, the tears and yes, the blood of those men he must lead.    

 
Follow him, for he is now the first where before there was no one.

- - -

UTSA 1st Ever Football Coach Larry Coker

Inside The Heart Of Texas, Inside The Alamodome, Yes, That Alamo, Remember ?

This Is My Trophy, I Planted It In My Grass

Te x a s  M o n t h l y
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May 21 [2011] would be the date of the Rapture and the day of judgment, “Beyond the shadow of a doubt.”

It would occur at 6 p.m. local time, with the rapture sweeping the globe time zone by time zone.

Something More Than Mockery

(I Came Through A Door Of Green Only When Requested To Do So)

21 May 2011 - one before and one after 6 p.m.
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B a c t e r i a

Last Night WhiLe i Was sLeepiNg, Bacte-
ria attacked Your BLood. this Bacteria, 
it raised Your temperature, it sLoWed 
Your heart aNd it shocked You.

Your 
BLood
is 
mY 
BLood, 
so 
here,
i 
give 
that 
You 
gave 
me, 
Back

mY temperature is LoW, mY heart Beats 
too much & todaY, NothiNg shocks me.

11-11-11 & i.c.u.



C F O
L i n k e d I n

W h e n  E v e r y o n e  I s  C o n n e c t e d  To  E v e r y o n e

I  F e e l  B l u e
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Yo u  D i e d  5  D a y s  B e f o r e  Yo u r  B i r t h d a y

H a p p y  B i r t h d a y



f i f t e e n  y e a r s f o u r t e e n  y e a r s



N e w  Yo r k  S t a t e  F a i r  1 9 9 4  &  N e w  Yo r k  C i t y  2 0 1 2
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M . F.

N . E . X . T.



s i x t e e n  y e a r s t w e n t y  y e a r s



M . R .H o w  C a n  I  G o  H o m e

That song says:

“Did they love you or what?”

That song says:

“They love what I do. The only one who really loves me, is  you.”

All Around Us In The Dark There Was Water Falling From That Sky

But Here In Only This Place, We Were Dry

We Could See The Lightning Up There Too But We Could Not Feel It, Either

Because It Was This Night Like No Other Before It, I Made Some We Could Try To



Caption - ctrl and click on this frame to change the text

Caption - ctrl and click on this frame to change the text

Caption - ctrl and click on this frame to change the text

Caption - ctrl and click on this frame to change the text

N o  L o n g e r  K n o w n  A s  A p r i l



Ye s t e r d a y  I  L e a r n e d  Tw o  L o v e s  H a v e  N o w  B i r t h e d  A  S o n  T h e y  E a c h  N a m e d  S k y

J u s t  B e f o r e  Yo u  B e c a m e  A  S o u r c e

Yo u r  N a m e  M e a n s  Tr e e  B y  Wa t e r ,  S o  T h i s  I s  W h a t  Yo u  A l l o w e d  M e  To  M a k e  Yo u
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K l a u s  &  N e w t o n



F o r e v e r 4 4  Ye a r s



D a y O n e









C i r c l e s  E q u a l  A  S u m  O f  W h a t  H a s  B e c o m e

P r e c i s e l y  A s  A  S c i e n c e  I  W i s h  C o u l d n ’ t  B e  M e a s u r e d

D a y  O f  O r  D a y s  B e f o r e
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J e s s i k a
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E m m a U n k n o w n



M a r t h a Six maybe seven years ago I was in the bodega across from my home, waiting in a line. I looked behind me as I was bored and frustrat-
ed and impatient. There, directly behind me was a woman towering over me, so it seemed. I am six feet and an inch, yet she was even 
taller. I had to look up to see her eye to eye and I liked this, a great deal. I was frozen. I couldn’t stop staring. Her hair, her features and 
her stare, her stare forward and as bored as I felt, I was frozen. I was staring at her and I didn’t care and she didn’t notice. I remember 
her clothes, the way she shifted her weight with impatience in that same damn line directly behind me. I remember her fidgets, the 
way she sighed, the way she played with her hair and the way she walked by me when she left, each movement as if planned to be full 
of nothing but grace. The woman I had come here with noticed all this and laughed at me for being such a fool. I laughed too. Over 
a short time, back there, back then, I would see her only 4 more times. Each of these times I became as frozen as before. I didn’t find 
it funny anymore and neither did the woman I had been there with for all that time so long ago.

Then some years went by. The woman I had been there with left me and I left that place to live in the home of my grandmother far far 
away, a woman whose first name belonged to only to her. In all my time alive, only she had this name and I had never met another. 
I lived in her home for over a year waiting for something it took me far too long to realize wasn’t real. So when I knew this, with all 
my heart, I left it and went to another new place, far away from the there of being frozen and far away from the there where I had 
waited. Then, right after I arrived here where I now am, this woman of only this name, my grandmother, died before I was ready and 
moments before her birthday.

Then some days went by. I received a letter of electronic from a stranger on a place where lonely look to cure it. I looked, I read and 
I saw a photograph with a description of height. I recognized her immediately when I would later learn I was nothing but a stranger 
to her, I was frozen, again… It was the woman who had been behind me in line, 6 years prior or maybe 7 years prior. I didn’t know 
how to tell her, I wasn’t sure I should tell her and knew I didn’t want to tell her. But I did tell her, all because she found me first not 
knowing what I can remember…

I was about to meet the only other woman who shared my grandmother’s name.

The second time I met her we ate a meal, we told each other stories and we went for a walk and a drive. Just to make things. We found 
the light we liked in the dark. We parked my chariot close and left the music up, loudly. Then I would walk up behind her, place my 
arms around her and with her forever machine I watched her make her hands dance, just for me while I stood too close watching the 
forever machine’s screen through her hair as she leaned back into me.

Before we met for the first time, we discovered that we were born just days apart, the same year. We discovered our fathers started 
their lives the same way. We discovered that some of the same people were in our overlapping circles from lives long ago and we 
discovered that we once lived across the street from one another, for a very long time. From my old there of frozen, if we were to have 
looked the correct direction from our doorways, we would have seen the home door of the other. We were this close for that long so 
long ago, yet I only saw her five times, back then.

Before we met for the first time, I told her, “I’d like to take photo of us, standing side by side, full length against a plain wall anywhere 
outside, two strangers side by side but holding hands.” During our first time together, she asked me why I hadn’t taken it yet. I told her 
it was because I was shy. She told me the light was fading and that I better hurry. So I did. I stopped us right where we were. There was 
a brown wall and there was a place to set my forever machine. I set the machine, got it ready, asked her to set her cup down, pressed 
the button, walked over to her, stood next to her, held her hand for the first time and I waited. I would only notice the pickle, at my 
feet, moments before I first sent it to her.

When we met for the first time, we talked and talked and talked.
We would discover that many of our lives greatest and worst moments, had the same timeline.

Sometimes just days apart.

 

- – -

 

When we met for the third time, I didn’t know it would be the last.
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D R E A M  L O T  H E R E

My name is Jonathan.

I will wear what you ask me to wear. 
I will stand where you tell me to stand.
I will look like you want me to look. 
I will say what you ask me to say.
I will be who you ask me to be. 
I will become everything you want. 
This is what I want to do for you. 
All for you, because being your dream, is mine.

This place was made for you to believe.

When you shut your eyes can you see me?

Why are you here?

What is your name?

Who are you?

Where do you want to go?

Does time go forward? 

Does time go backward?

Do you want to love me? 

Do you want me to love you?

Was this all pretend?

- - -

I will become everything you want. 
This is what I want to do for you. 
All for you, because being your dream, is mine.
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W H I T E D O G

l a s t  N I G H T  o f  a  y e a r
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A  C h r i s t m a s  S t o r y    



A  C h r i s t m a s  S t o r y    



2008 -  2013

1    2    3    4    5    6    7    8    9    10    11    12    13    14    15    16    17    18    19    20



w w w. i l i k e t o t e l l s t o r i e s . c o m

j o n a t h a n @ i l i k e t o t e l l s t o r i e s . c o m


