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I  A m  B l a c k



“ 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 Sep-
tember 26, 2008 where they kissed for the first time. 377 days later on October 8, 2009, 
Mackynzie 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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S h a n e  L i k e s  S m o k i n g  C i g a r e t t e s 

J u l y  1 2 ,  2 0 0 9  |  9 t h  A v e n u e  |  N e w  Yo r k  C i t y
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October 13, 2009 | 03:27:34 PM

Eric had an image coming up in a magazine. The magazine want-
ed 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 photo-
graph 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, 2009      I asked her for a few seconds of her time and thankfully she agreed.Stills from a 176 second film I never made.     5:21:14 PM - 5:24:10 PM | 2 minutes, 56 seconds



$42,000 of love. Some still get love, others left me, all are missed.

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.”
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