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I do not pretend to understand the moral universe; the arc is a long one, my eye reaches but
little ways; I cannot calculate the curve and complete the figure by the experience of sight; I
can divine it by conscience. And from what I see I am sure it bends towards justice.
-Theodore Parker, 1853

Photography is an art of excavation and synthesis, both personal and cosmic. It occurs at the
confluence of the artist’s imagination and the dictate of the universe. Faith in some sort of
cosmic order is inherent in the practitioner. “Making a photograph”, said Harry Callahan, “is like
saying a prayer”: one extends an intention into the universe, hoping for a response but
presuming no entitlement to a return.
This is especially true for artists relying on available light, working in natural and social
landscapes—and doubly so for those working in analog media. The risk of shooting film is the
reward of bearing witness to the magic—or miracle—of this medium. A print made from a
photographic negative is not only an optical impression, but actually a an actual compression of
time and space into an two-dimensional artefact. More like a footprint or a death mask, than a
mere rendering.
A photograph is a performance that comes before the rehearsal, and the process does not
follow a linear trajectory, but an oscillating pattern. Photographing, processing, printing, editing,
and conceptualizing, are all part of a creative chicken-or-the-egg conundrum. In its process,
distinctions between self-expression and self-discovery, execution and selection and curation,
dissolve.
An individual image does have a beginning and an end, but converse to the aboliitionist
trancendentalist minister Theodore Parker’s concept of the arc of the moral universe (a concept
which greatly informed both Abraham Lincoln and Martin Luther King, Jr.), it extends from the
unknown, from beyond the horizon, and emerges into an infinite present. The images herein
were photographed over the course of some four years (2015-2019)—a period of great global
political and existential turmoil—without thematic or even aesthetic intent; with only intuition as a
guide. The result expresses a cohesive vision, but functions as more of an ellipsis than a period.
It is a basic priciple of physics that without friction, there can be no movement. It might be said
that this show is about cosmic, existential, and political friction. My Eye Reaches But Little Ways
is a debate between a faithful and hopeful I—
 who wants to have faith in the inevitability of
justice beyond the horizon, and seeks evidence of it—and a pragmatic I, who recognizes that
while the shape of an arc is formed by land, sea, and perspective, it is also the shape created
by a pendulum’s oscillations.
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