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Existence is time and time is stuck. We spin on a wheel turned by a spoke of its own 
insistence, a self-prophesising traffic jam. The Buddha teaches us to get out the wheel, to 
join him up high outside of space in time. Plato concurs. From there they look down upon 
the wheel, evidencing its futility. Time is less of an illusion and more a performance, a 
dream to wake from. 


From this vantage point up high and outside the cycle, one observes both valley and peak. 
Here, in the lowly material plane, we are armed with glass, chemicals, shadows, animal fat, 
precious metals. We are limited to an oppressive jutting of one act before the next, motion 
after the move, valley before peak. But up there on top, in the realm of the forms and 
gardens of temporal delight, they have all the time in the world. 


Image-making, at its first principles, is an act of time-keeping. Yet we have a libidinal 
tendency to poke this truth right in its soft underbelly; This tension is baked into the image, 
the shot, the keyframe. Photography and its many children provide both argument and 
counterargument in the ongoing case against time: the document is, yet retains a was. We 
move further from the event, photons engraved with a dual citizenship between points. 
Then, and now. Maybe tomorrow. 


Can we keep without capture? Survey, but hold the surveil? Monitor the monitors, throw the 
photons back in the lake. The camera births many timekeepers, but is not the only parent 
on the playground. Internal clocks are a universal necessity in all things; a countdown, 
someone keeping minutes. And with our sundials and clocks, lunar cycles and photo 
finishes, humans have become skilful arbiters of time, radiating our rhythms onto the allied 
forces of nature's timekeepers. The cow need not set its watch to our pace, nor does it 
make any attempt to synchronise with our alleged, dominant temporality. Our time is a bid 
onto the fabric of space in motion, a story we tell ourselves. I don’t think anyone else is 
paying attention.


Within these tabulations and calculations, a phenomenon greater than the sum of its parts 
emerges. One cannot trace the provenance to granular, molecular accuracy. Why would you 
want to? One can’t check the papers of the photon, nor balance books of a shaft of light. We 
must open ourselves to the mystery, the transubstantiation of the camera obscura, the 
screen, the print. There is a promise of eternal life, pickled in the heavens of captured light, 
mummified in the fibers and the gelatines. Ritualistic, secular, a process as old as the 
universe takes place in boxes of shadows and networks of nitrate. The camera is young, 
photography is old. It is better to think of this more as chemical meditation and less as 
technical, laboratorial control. Ride the wave and see where it takes you. Feel the light on 
your face. Time leaks, but does it pool?


Perhaps these modern technologies are still too close in our rear view mirror to properly 
judge the distance, the scale. When will we experience the digital, the analogue, the lens-
based, as just another tool in the carrier bag of bodily extension? Once upon a time the axe, 
the wheel, the word, was new technology. It was hot off the press and the latest craze, the 
kids went nuts. Two centuries of the camera is nothing in this grand scheme of wheel. 
Perhaps, eventually, we will treat it less as a technological invention and more of an 
evolutionary companion —  wolf becomes dog, fire becomes fireplace.


