Deus ex Machine


The photographers lack of vision, all things lost, captured, our fleeting moments in time. Mundane, how sad and simple, the results were sporadic at best. So many ecstatic days and blissful throbbing nights. All of life’s insane impossible tableaus, labyrinthine maze of energy, the mind, crackles with current, but is never deciphered. The voyeur, the lens, wasn’t compatible, wasn’t important, fleeting moments unfurled into days, and weeks and months and years. With ease the experience, pure, undocumented events, washed over. Parched seabed, empty wasted horizon. The sea receded and somehow little of its breadth and grandeur was captured on film. Overlooked, unfelt, yet how would I or anyone who knew find in some photograph a meaning or truth. The film reel might jog the reel inside our heads, glorious Technicolor would enthrall. A laugh, a glance, words and grins and shining luminous eyes. A moment of frigid lucidity, burning clarity. A smug face, a shudder, a grimace. The angle at which one raises their eyebrows. All the infinitesimally small things that are  forgotten, that pass by us and slip away, so easily.

