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The 56 photographs collected here are something akin to, but not exactly
the same as, a summation of the several hundred I’ve taken using cell
phones I’ve owned since early 2014, when I was 18 years old, and living
through my second semester of college. I muddled through my first
semester, in fall 2013, with a Tracfone, and prior to that I didn’t own a
phone at all. To be extremely clear, this was not in any way a financially-
motivated decision – I simply didn’t want one, and it was only the massive
social impediment which its lack imposed on me that eventually forced me
to change my mind. Now, of course, I’m as chained to the thing as anyone,
but it got its claws in unusually late. I’m explaining this in the hopes that it
might provide a useful frame of reference for the images contained herein
– some insight into the sort of person I am and my relationship to the
technology that produced them. I figure it’s the least I can do, especially
since it’s all I intend to do. These are, of course, unavoidably and
irreducibly personal images. All of them have emotional resonance for me,
some of them very powerful emotional resonance, but unless you’re also a
party with it to begin with (which I know some of the people reading this
will be), this is not something which I’m interested in sharing.You’re
welcome to guess at what these images “mean” to me, of course, but all
you’ll really be able to glean is that they mean something. This isn’t a
photo-diary or -memoir, or any of the related forms of affectual
pornography currently so in vogue with emotional exhibitionists and their
self-satisfied audiences, but an aesthetic compendium, collecting what
few striking scraps of imagery I happened to capture in a period of my life
where, without really intending to, I had essentially stopped creating art in
any other way. This isn’t true of the entire period covered – this collection
exists because I’ve started practicing photography seriously (again – it
was an obsession in my childhood) and it felt right to put a capstone on
these years – but it’s what’s there at the core. They’re pictures that, by
and large, aren’t really for anyone, even myself – products of chance,
compulsion, and reflex. I think there’s a beauty in that, and a sadness.
Perhaps you will, too.
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