
THE ENVIRONMENT IS 
SMOKING



EYES-OPEN-4:30-A.M.-WITH-A-FLIGHT-BOARDING-AT-5:30-AT-LGA -- that kind of adrenaline is better than coffee. 
So good that I don’t even remember the arduous feat known as “getting to literally any terminal in LGA”. Needless 
to say it was fast. Half-asleep when I landed in Dallas I got a car and made it to my favorite coffee shop (Weekend 
Coffee) in the lobby of the Joule Hotel. 

I saw one of my best friends the next morning in a Wal-Mart parking lot before the Chic*-fil-a opened. The day 
started easy enough, but just after Fort Worth our merry caravan (yes, we were in separate cars; I’m an only child, 
I like my space) was stopped by an interstate wreck. I rolled down the windows of my gleamingly-clean Silver 
Mitsubishi SUV (hybrid or hybrid-ish idk tbh I’m not good with cars) and recorded sounds of the highway going by 
on the other side of the interstate. 

Around Abilene my caravanning best friend made the unfortunate discovery that they had left their wallet at the 
all-you-can-eat-contiguous-United-States breakfast bar. We had stopped for a bathroom break when the realization 
happened near a gas station soda fountain. I continued on; they went back. It’s important to see the light in West 
Texas during the day. Driving into Marfa from the East is beautiful in the afternoon.

Abilene, Texas



EVERYTIME I see gossip girl I think 
about Prada Marfa. And, it’s not just 
because of the sign in the Van der 
Woodsen living room, either.

The store seems so dusty (but 
maybe that’s my imagination—my 
imagination always takes over when 
I’m remembering the “feeling” of 
seeing art). The fashion seems so 
dated. The store seems so desolate. 
The railroad across the street? It 
obstructs the best view on the block!

In a world where people can peer 
inside the lives of nearly anyone 
on the planet, it’s uncomfortable 
to be refused entry to the ultimate 
(2005) Prada closet. We can see, 
almost immediately, fashion-lebrity-
influencers talking about their latest 
bags/shoes/makeup (fascinated). Or, 
if you were lucky enough to catch an 
episode of The Fabulous Life (c. 2005) 

you’d have seen Lindsay Lohan’s 
swag bags. Still, our headbands will 
never be as perfectly positioned as 
Blair Waldorf’s.

Something happens to the passage 
of time when you stay for a long 
time in the desert. I think about the 
Israelites wondering for 40 years 
looking for the promised land nearly 
every time that I take a road trip. 
Or, if you’re not into religious-ness, 
I often think about how there are 
portions of the desert in Egypt that 
are covered with a type of glass (that 
keeps me up at night; but that’s also 
usually during an Ancient Aliens 
binge session). The thing about 
putting precious stuff in the sand 
is that after a while people wonder 
how it got there. And whether there’s 
more. by playboy? by target?

What are the Marfa lights anyway? 

OKAY SO WE HAVE TO TALK ABOUT 
THE LIGHT IN THE DESERT. 
I try to leave Marfa early, but I was 
delayed on this trip. (So, I had an 
amazing time with a new “friend” 
and I was sad to go, but I left and 
then came back later; just hang on 
(and #followforfollow if we’re all still 
doing that)). I usually try to go north, 
through Fort Davis. There’s a fantastic 
ranch available for sale there right 
now on Sotheby’s real estate 
($25M? Beautiful Views! PRESERVED 
LAND!). There’s also the McDonald 
Observatory. Remember how I said I 
don’t really care about cars? Ya, that’s 
because what I would spend on a 
telescope, most people would spend 
on a Bentley SUV. It’s that serious to 
me.

I love looking at the stars; there’s 
almost no greater love than Amy 
Winehouse and stargazing for 
me. C’mon, get close, I’m writing 
this at treetop time (it’s 3:43AM 
(palindrome!) and the witching hours 
are when I go up in the trees to stay 
safe). When I get anxious or scared 
or nervous, I totally do the ‘lie-back-
and-look-at-the-moon-and-think-
about-your-problems-being-way-up-
there’ thing. Then, try to remember 
that it took Voyager 2 almost 40 
years to go beyond the solar winds 
of our sun (I haven’t fact checked 
that, but it’s what I imagine). We’re 
in a good part of life if a thing that is 
as powerful as the Sun can leave us 
unscathed. And why? Because there’s 
a magnetic field around the Earth. 

Prada Marfa 
Established: October 1, 2005
Artists: Elmgreen and Dragset 
Studio
Commissioners/Producers: 
Art Production Fund & Ballroom 
Marfa
Architects: Ron Rael and Virginia 
San Fratello; Joerg Boettger
Construction: The Maxwell 
Company Site
Site Representatives: Smokey Hall 
and Manny Perez
Project Patrons: Suzanne Tick and 
Terry Mowers

Click Here to See The Marfa Lights 
on Youtube

Because there’s atmosphere. Because 
it’s possible to breathe here.

The light in the desert is magical 
because its possible to see there. The 
sun is usually floating with a slight 
bank of clouds that appear cheerfully 
honest. The hills and plants are mild. 
The winds are cool and strong. If it 
does rain, then there’s a warning—
you can see grey mist coming across 
basins, floating atop mountains. 
The light in the desert is beautiful 
because you’re not confined or 
directed to one way of seeing. 

Valentine, Texas

Fort Davis, Texas
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DID YOU KNOW? On the way down, 
every hot air balloon makes a crash 
landing? And, when the French 
were initially flying the first hot air 
balloons, people thought they were 
aliens (see previous space-obsessed 
post)? And, to prevent people from 
skewering them for being aliens, hot 
air balloon pilots brough champagne 
in their baskets to sedate and toast 
with their would-be captors? I LOVE 
hot air balloons.

Instead of going North, I went 
through El Paso. I called my friend 
in San Jose and told them about 
a new “friend” in Marfa. They were 
going through their own stuff, and 
we talked for hours. Mindlessly 
chatting. Until I spied a Sonic. In one 
of my favorite little towns. Truth or 

consequences!

Coincidentally, I talked to my caravan 
friend, who perfectly described how 
I left Marfa. Down to the clothes of 
shopkeepers returning from lunch 
(with me). They supposedly left 
town (before me) and stopped in 
Southern New Mexico (after a long 
day of driving). Earlier, I bought two 
tickets for a hot air balloon ride as a 
surprise. I thought we would be able 
to go together. But without being in 
Albuquerque by early morning, that 
plan was impossible. And the drive 
was too long complete at night.

This was a growing up moment 
for me. I’m clearly not an early-bird 
(see first post), so I set 4 alarms for 
myself. Two terrible alarm clocks I 

brought with me (you always want to 
get shitty alarm clocks-- the buzzer 
has to make a rattling sound in its 
plastic encasement IMO); One alarm 
clock from the hotel I was staying 
at (a bug-a-night inn or something 
like that. It looked sketchy and two 
men followed me from my car when 
I brought my video cameras in to 
charge, but I could pay by the hour); 
and, my phone, obvs. 

Waking up, I threw on a NY Mets hat 
and 5 layers of clothes: long johns, a 
UCLA t-shirt, an SMU hoodie, a green 
sweatshirt, and a denim jacket. I 
went to a gas station; then, found my 
way to the HOT AIR BALLOON!

Click here to see the ride on Youtube

Albuquerque,
New Mexico

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=49fruyoyLfg&t=11s


A LOVE STORIES AND GROWTH 
MOVIES. Amirite?
For every James Cameron Titanic 
there has to be a boxed-in Juno 
(which is a great movie, but the 
premise is a little messy).  And this 
story is no different (even if it is 
from an unreliable narrator— or 
maybe especially since it’s from an 
unreliable narrator).

Speeding across the desert, the same 
day as the hot air balloon ride, I had 
a breakdown shortly as I crossed the 
Arizona border. Did I have time to go 
to the painted desert? 

I HAVE NO IDEA!!!! THE DASHBOARD 
IS ON EAST COAST TIME (a quirk 
of mine), THE ALARM CLOCKS ARE 

ON CENTRaL TIME, MY PHOnE IS 
DEAD BECAUSE I LOST MY ChARGER, 
ARIZONA IS iN A DIFFERENT TIME 
ZONE, AND I DON’T TRUsT THE 
GRIMY GAS STATiON ATTENDaNT IN 
FLAGSTAFF.

That’s right. Flagstaff, Az. In my manic 
state of not knowing what time it 
was and trying to determine whether 
I could see the painted desert, I 
sped through my destination and 
nearly made it to my next: Nevada. 
Vegas. It’s easy to grow when you’re 
not paying attention and just trying 
to get to the next place. But, that 
method of growing will give you a 
panic attack as people at NAU try 
to pump their gas in peace. Lesson 
learned.

When my phone recharged (thanks 
to my shakily going INSIDE the gas 
station to utilize (ugh hate that word, 
so it’s appropriate here) a nasty 
bathroom and purchase a USB cord-
to cigarette lighter adapter. Oh and 
some cigarettes, too. Don’t forget the 
cigarettes. 

I started smoking in Flagstaff. I know, 
it’s a nasty habit and I quit soon after 
this trip, I promise I did. But when I 
was sitting on a corner in Flagstaff, 
Az, I needed a Marlboro 27 just to get 
my head straight. Do you know what 
happens when you look back instead 
of going forward after making a 
colossal mistake?

Flagstaff, Arizona



THE DESERT DOES A WEIRD THING 
TO TIME IN UTAH.  

I’m thinking about the Israelites 
wondering for 40 years looking for 
the promised land in the desert 
because they didn’t obey G-d. 
What happened to them? Did G-d 
provide for them on their way to 
the promised land? Was it like Cain 
and Abel? Did they have children in 
the desert or were they murderous 
after such a long search? Was it like 
Sodom and Gomorrah? Did they 
doubt and turn into glass, sprinkling 
the desert of Egypt?

Spiral Jetty.  Robert Smithson’s well-
known earthwork from April 1970. A 
spiraling coil adhered to the earth, 
teeming with red stuff-- planktons. 

The Jetty has been through many 
states of being: equaled with 
the Great Salt Lake, equipoise; 
submerged under Salt water, 
buoyancy; caked in Salt, purification; 
separated from the Receding 
Shoreline, disparity.

I saw Lucy Lippard talk at The Fort 
Worth Modern in 2012, promoting 
her book Undermining, and she 
described some earthworks as 
tantamount to a cruise ship-style 
“Destination!” for the art public. 
An old boss of mine working in 
education described finding a Pistol 
on the nearby hilltop. I have always 
found litter and trash at the site—
from soda bottles to full diapers 
to discarded sand castle toys. A 
person I follow on Instagram recently 

mentioned the joy of discovering the 
earthwork for their child. I tend to 
side with the last example. There is 
discovery in the desert. The site was 
chosen because of the waste around 
it. When the railroads were joined, 
Union Pacific and Central Pacific built 
beyond each other because they 
were paid by the mile of track laid. 
Golden Spike, the last railroad spike 
laid to connect the coasts, is nearby.

The last time I was at Spiral Jetty, I 
felt like turning into a pillar of Salt 
a la Lot’s wife. The Great Salt Lake 
had receded, creating a marsh land 
and replacing the red plankton with 
swarms of gnats. I decided that 
Cyanotypes were the best media to 
use to develop my photos. Prints the 
sun burns into. 

Lucin, Utah



MY FOUR ALARM CLOCKS GAVE ME 
THE BEST TIMING IN THE WORLD, 
BUT YOU SHOULD NOT DO AS I DO. 
I made it from Albuquerque to Las 
Vegas just in time for a summer 
sunset in a single day (not to speak 
of a hot air balloon ride and a mental 
breakdown, too).

Oh but that photo? No, it’s not of 
sunset at Seven Magic Mountains. It’s 
of sunrise. Since I had a panic attack, 
I decided to give my mother one, 
too. After I realized the crowds were 
going to prevent me from taking a 
solid photo of the installation I went 
to Jack In The Box—and while I was 
eating ravenously in the parking 
lot I realized that I could go to the 
adjoining Taco Bell for a second 
helping. 

I drove back and forth between 

WITH THE SUNRISE AT SEVEN MAGIC 
MOUNTAINS came the seven magic 
lanes of traffic leaving Las Vegas and 
heading north through the Great 
Basin desert. Sometimes music can 
take you places, and at this point, 
I was listening to the that-night-
released No Shame by Lily Allen. 
Cake is still my favorite song from the 
album, and I don’t care that it’s trite 
and cliché. 

It’s impossible to relay now what 
I was learning then. What I saw or 

Sloan and southern Las Vegas for 3 
hours before I decided to try to get 
a photo of the night sky and nearby 
Jean Dry Lake (great subjects in 
the dark (that’s sarcasm)). With I-15 
quiet, Seven Magic Mountains kind 
of resembles the reflectors on the 
interstate overpass that announce 
small country roads. Seven Magic 
Mountains foregrounds Jean Dry 
Lake, too, which was once a haven 
for conceptual land art. For my fellow 
nerds: SAY FRIEND AND ENTER!

Around midnight I gave up trying 
to find a hotel and decided to 
sleep in front of the sculpture. Two 

hours later, a man knocked on my 
window. I was covered in towels and 
blankets and so much luggage and 
photography equipment there was 
no way he could have known I was in 
the car. So, I waited for him to leave 
and then drove down to The Gold 
Nugget, a small casino-convenience 
store with the vibe of a Nevada dude 
ranch (only with the exact opposite 
of Heidi Fleiss’s clientele). I slept from 
2:00 am until 5:00 am. Up with the 
sun, I raced down the road to get this 
photo.

thought about. Staying in the desert 
for too long does something to 
time. It gives people energy despite 
tiredness, the kind of drive that build 
the railroads and made people pan 
for gold in dense mountains. Driving 
through the Great Basin is deceptive, 
though. What seems dense may not 
be so solid.

I pulled over on the side of the 
road to take this picture (you 
can see in the rear view mirror). I 
love the shape of the rock, how it 
disrupts the road to match its own 
curvature. And, when I got in my 
car to drive away, I was stuck. In 
the teeny-tiny pea gravel that Kyle 
Richards complained about all of 
those years ago when she walked 
through Lisa Vanderpump’s drive 
way (urh parking lot) in Beverly Park. 
My wheels just spun. There wasn’t 

anything for me to do. My cellphone 
didn’t get service. There wasn’t a 
place for me to go.

Two options: 1) wait for the state 
park patrol to find me; 2) summon 
the courage I had to set four alarms 
to wake up at 4:30AM to get in a 
hot air balloon and then drive to 
Las Vegas by 8:00pm the same 
day. I chose to be resourceful. 
Sticktoitiveness is what my medieval 
art professor called it. 
And so, I cut up my snack box.

I laid it flat behind my rear wheels, 
backed on to the cardboard, and 
reversed onto the road. And yes, I did 
pick my snack box up because I AM 
NOT A LITTER BUG.

Sloan, Nevada



The drive into Utah is surreal. From 
Las Vegas you drive through the 
Great Basin as previously chronicled 
and make it to the border. Having 
spent the previous night in my car, 
I was eager for some fun. Plus, the 
long drive of listening to the floating 
pop of Lily Allen transformed me by 
way of a strange variety of Highway 
Hypnosis (I ended up singing The 
Keepers by Santigold on Instagram 
Live. I still feel it was a good choice 
given the angsty world of Trump’s 
Presidency).

I came to Wendover, Utah when the 
sun was down and the lights were 
up. My caravanning companion de-
toured into Colorado after I sprinted 
across Arizona. We just touched base 
as I stopped in a gas station on the 

CARDI B MADE ME MISS MY EXIT. 
She shoulda thrown a shoe to let me 
know where it was. And to get to the 
Bonneville Salt Flats, the exits were 
45 minutes apart. F O R T Y F I V E M 
I N U T E S. So, I did what everyone 
was doing in the summer of 2018: 
I parodied “I Like It” (or at least I 
prepared my version for Instagram, 
which was much worse than the 
version of it in my head—trust me). 

Also, you caught me. This isn’t from 
Salt Lake City or the Bonneville 
Salt Flats, but there are few 
photographers who capture the 
unique combination of green 
mountains, crisp salt flats, and a 
white-hot sun hung in a blue sky. 
I did make my attempt, though. I 
photographed the Bonneville Salt 

Utah side of Wendover. I wanted fast 
food and my companion wanted me 
to make a hotel reservation 3 hours 
away in Salt Lake City for the both of 
us. They claimed to be 3 hours away 
themselves, but described directions 
to towns 7 hours from Wendover and 
4 hours from SLC.

I ended up crashing in a smoke-filled 
room at a casino on the Nevada side 
of Wendover. The “Fancy” kind that 
are most often associated with boats 
and all-you-can-drink-alcohol. This 
particular casino hotel had their fair 
share of elderly patrons.

I rolled my luggage into the eleva-
tor. I had been through 3 packs of 
Marlboro 27s since Flagstaff. I had 
slept in my car. I change my clothes 

every day (even staying in the car), 
but I smelled too much like dusty 
sand and wind-blown ash for it to 
make a difference. An elderly couple 
joined me in the elevator and made 
polite conversation while trying to 
avoid staring. I went to my room, sad 
without a friend—and lusting for the 
mental adventures my new friend in 
Marfa gave me. 

The desert does a weird thing to 
time— especially in Utah. I was plan-
ning on going to the Salt Flats the 
next day. If the Israelites were won-
dering in the desert because they 
didn’t obey G-d, I was wondering in 
the desert because I looked back and 
had turned into a pillar of salt.

Flats to figure out how to make a 
panoramic image. 

I guess this is what I mean; I had 
been trying to figure out how to 
make panoramas in my own way for 
four years. A ton of planning (and a 
lot of money) and several middle-of-
the-night headaches. It’s not enough 
for me to just set up a 360 camera 
on a stick and plug the photos into 
software. I wanted to understand 
HOW someone makes an image 
stick. HOW?!? DO YOU *COMPOSE* A 
360* PHOTO?!

A friend told me they would take 
my tripod to Dallas, but backed 
out at the last minute. The day 
before I arrived in D-Ville, I sent a 
really—and I mean REALLY—cheap 

tripod ahead of me. The Salt Flats 
were inhospitable, but balancing 
the camera et al. on this tripod was 
a heroic effort of survival. Flicking 
off bugs and dropping things into 
the salt, I took as many images as 
possible. 743. Well over 2 times the 
number of images I use now for a 
basic panorama. The result? Messy. 
The tripod was unbalanced and the 
parallax was severe. I learned how to 
edit, warp and measure really well 
with these photos.

Ultimately, this was a great learning 
experience—and one of the few 
things I can point to as a learning 
objective of this trip. Understanding 
is what happens from messy 
situations.

Great Basin National Park, Nevada



I TAKE PORTRAITS EVERY TIME I TAKE 
A 360 PHOTO.

This portrait started the trend (for 
me at least; my only-child-ness is 
showing). I love that scarf, and I 
loved the free independence of the 
Bonneville Salt Flats, and the majesty 
of the landscape. You can walk for 
hours and still see your starting 
point. By then, I had made most of 
the trip by myself, but I kept thinking 
about my new friend in Marfa. I felt 
crushed that I wouldn’t see them 
again, or maybe hear from them, but 
I waited to text them. I didn’t want to 
seem needy, but I felt as desperate as 
an early Douglas Sirk leading lady.

This and the previous images are out 

of order (being honest). I drove into 
Salt Lake City, glossy lakes mirroring 
soaring cliffs on either side of the 
road. Colors contrast more in SLC. 
I drove into downtown (SLC has a 
great layout IMO). The streets were 
clean and neatly ordered, much like 
the grey-and-steel colored buildings.

The idea for taking sun prints started 
at Spiral Jetty, but I got a sunburn 
on this project long before I sat 
in Central Park for three months 
straight trying to get the best images 
I could (THAT sunburn didn’t go 
away for 1.5 years. Scorching!!). Out 
on the salt flats, their pristine, white 
surfaces become dingy and grey 
with flies and natural litter. On the 
Bonneville Salt Flats my phone didn’t 

work, either, so I had to tell how long 
I’d been out there by how far the sun 
had moved in the sky. By how red I 
got, even after multiple applications 
of sunscreen.

The environment is a tricky thing. It’s 
behavior around the world has been 
assumed to be isolated, locally. It’s 
hard for us to comprehend nouns 
that are larger than ourselves. 

Bonneville Salt Flats, Utah



Leaving Spiral Jetty is a natural 
intoxicant for me: The rustling of 
wind rolling over the northern hills of 
the Great Salt Lake, and a silence that 
weaves through golden fields like 
the rural roads. 

It does no good to go over 60 
MPH on long trips. You end up 
stopping and starting and stopping 
and starting unless the interstate 
is already clear ahead of you. If 
you’re planning to spend the night 
somewhere along the way, there isn’t 
a ‘THERE’ there.

Hwy 6 to Hwy 191 is the only route 

I’ve ever used to get out of SLC. It 
winds through mountains, hills and 
valleys of Eastern Utah, and (unlike 
Utah’s desert) it’s forested. I’ve driven 
that road 3 times, once during the 
day and twice at night. After cresting 
one of the mountains on Highway 6, 
there is a valley dotted with turbines 
packed together so tightly it seems 
as if there isn’t enough space for 
wind. Coming over the hill, cars 
are level with the top of the wind 
turbines. When there’s a bright 
moon, the turbines look like sci-fi 
white trees with spinning arms. Like 
they’re coming to nature’s defense. 
Do you get what I mean by Treetop 

time now? When the world is bathed 
in bright-moon blue? 

There’s not much else to say about 
this night. I stopped, several times 
in several small-towns, for coffee 
and water and cigarettes. I drove all 
night to get to Cortez, Colorado from 
SLC. I needed to see Marfa again. I 
had photographed most of it the 
wrong way, a discovery I made when 
I stopped in a truck stop to rest and 
review my footage. It was my first 
360 photos, and they were horrible. 
Terrible. No good. Very bad.

Great Salt Lake, Utah



For the cheap seats in the back: TIME 
DOES WEIRD THINGS IN THE DESERT.

I cruised through the hills in 
southwest Colorado going 35 mph 
just as the sun started to rise. I pulled 
into a gas station in Cortez, Co. and 
bought pre-packaged donuts and a 
particularly gross variety of coffee, 
water and cigarettes. My night-
long-obsessive-drive-overthinking-
everything had shot my adrenaline. 

I declined to do any tours of Mesa 
Verde; my parents and I went when 
I was little; I still remember a lot of 
the information about the site. It was 
home to cliff-dwelling indigenous 
peoples, but now it feels like a 
tempered version of the way it would 
have been. Tourists who eat the way 
I did on this trip use hiking poles to 
scale the strategically manicured 
steps. The site is impressive, but 
(now) imaginary. I would love to see 
an unblemished cliff dwelling. 

I was talking to myself about doing 

a great makeup tutorial when I 
realized I was hungry and made my 
way to a pavilion selling food and 
postcards. Of course, I had to get 
lots of sugar: Skittles and Snickers, 
Pepsi Cola, and a BOOK of postcards. 
Turning around from the concession-
stand-gift-shop, there was a family 
standing several feet away from me. 
I forgot to change my clothes driving 
all night, and I smelled like I looked: 
doused in cigarette ash, bright red 
from my sunburn and still powdery 
from over-applying bronzer. Skin 
peeling. Cringe.

Driving back into El Paso that day 
was easy. I took a drive through 
Albuquerque, hoping to find the hot 
air balloon place again, and stopped 
for dinner in Truth or Consequences. 
I had heard of a great vintage store 
there. There were multiple summer-
storms that day. Driving south feels 
like driving south in New Mexico. The 
murky-grey storm clouds ahead were 
visible reminders to go slow. 

Great Salt Lake, Utah

Cortez, Colorado



WRAP IT BEFORE YOU GIVE IT.

If you shove it in a bag and call 
it a day, it isn’t really a present to 
someone else. Presents should be 
PRESENT-ED. Adorned with a luscious 
ribbon, wrapped with hospital corner 
precision, and tissue housing their 
delicate contents. Presents should 
make someone ELSE feel special.
 
EL PASO was crazy. I couldn’t find 
a hotel. There was some kind of 
convention. I ended up getting a 
room in another smoke-y Motel 6 
(clean, but I still slept on sheets I 
packed for these types of places – 
one of my ex’s would have chimed 

in ‘Hitchiker’s Guide to the Galaxy! 
Always bring your own towel!’). 
Settled into my bed, I flicked open 
the New York Times app. To my 
horror, the lead story was of children 
held in an abandoned Wal-Mart by 
ICE. In El Paso. 

I got stopped at a border checkpoint 
going North on Hwy 67 after I went 
to Shafter, a ghost town between 
Marfa and Presidio. An agent 
questioned me about whether I was 
a journalist after looking through 
my backseat and finding tripods and 
camera cases. I had been smoking in 
the rental (see previous post about 
staying up all night). The border 

agent had dogs sniff through the car 
and eventually settled on a 1.5 Liter 
“Ozarka” (or “Poland Springs” or “Deer 
Park”) water bottle that I had been 
discarding my cigarette butts into. It 
was nearly full. “AUGH!” was the only 
thing said to me before I was allowed 
to leave.
 
When you give someone a gift, you 
shouldn’t ask for the gift back. That’s 
part of the deal. When children have 
blood citizenship, they shouldn’t 
be casually separated from their 
parents. That’s part of the deal.

El Paso, Texas



You caught me. This is all just a game 
of remembering. I’m sure that I’ve left 
some important details out, and I’m 
sure that this is the MOST unreliable 
accounting of events. It’s all blurry 
in my memory—I remember the 
joy and the sadness and the feeling 
of transitioning from one state to 
another. Slipping towards home. 
I’m writing this in quarantine for 
Covid-19 and it’s all so far away from 
me in this moment. But even now, 
I vividly remember the moments of 
greatness and being in front of great 
artworks. 

My first day in Marfa, I went south 
with several bottles of Topo Chico 

before a storm arrived late afternoon. 
It was emotional to feel the kind of 
heaviness of the rain after a storm. 
I was emotional and processing the 
loss of my caravanning companion, 
who had by now ventured to 
Oklahoma City. It was two separate 
trips in the end, not a caravan.

In a basin north of Shafter, I stopped 
on the side of the road and wrote 
down the names of all of the people 
I was grateful for—it was time for a 
reckoning. Life was so complicated, 
so politicized, and I was doing my 
best to keep up with a difficult 
situation. There was a list of people 
who could attest to my stick-to-

itiveness (many of them helped 
me during moments of extreme 
need). I wrote their names down and 
reflected on their power in my life.  

I connected with several friends 
across the course of the nearly two-
weeks I spent driving, sleeping in my 
car, and seeing the southwest. We 
talked on Instagram as they restarted 
their lives; and, we talked on the 
phone after they got married; and, 
we talked on FaceTime when they 
wanted to keep me company in the 
same time zone. With a profound 
loss of faith in the caravan, I was 
reminded of the people from my 
past. 

Shafter, Texas



LEY LINES are a hidden network 
of serpentine lines connecting 
multiple natural landmarks that carry 
spiritual energy (like “The Grid!” and 
Electricity!). I wanted, desperately 
to grow out of the stresses of my 
then-job, and I hoped crossing 
those points would strengthen me 
physically, emotionally, and mentally. 
I think it worked. Recalling my past 
helped me strengthen my future 
resolve.

A long-since-gone friend appeared 
in front of me on the sidewalk just as 
I made myself known on my second 
visit to Marfa. We made plans to 
have dinner that night (where they 
would awkwardly ask me if I needed 
to shower in their hotel room). I 
ordered a Manhattan just as my fwb 
announced that they were sober. 

My lungs hurt from the pressure of 
the wind coming through the open 
window the night before (and from 
the nearly 2 packs of chain-smoked 
Marlboros). My chest felt satisfied, 
but heavy. The 12-plus hour drive to 
East Texas to see my parents crescen-
do-ed into an impromptu mukbang 
at Taco Bell in Fort Worth, Sonic in 
Dallas, Whataburger in Canton, Loves 
in Van, and so on until I made it to 
my parents’ house. I’m sure I smelled 
disgusting, but their hugs conveyed 
an enthusiasm to see me.

Back in Dallas, I crashed with a friend. 
Well, sort of. I drank coffee in my fa-
vorite coffee spot (Weekend Coffee) 
and shopped the Downtown Neiman 
Marcus (a sales associate gave me 
sunscreen instead of moisturizer—I 
didn’t notice until I got home). My 

People change.

That night, I filmed what would 
eventually become a 360* video of 
the Marfa Lights. The velvet midnight 
sky adorned with a sash of clouds 
that levitated across the plant-spiked 
Chihuahua desert. Fences that were 
obtrusive during the day melted 
away in the darkness. Thunder roiled 
as lightning illuminated the cloud 
bank.

When it started to rain, I sat in my 
car outside of the observatory. 
Coming back into the musty, ash-
filled cockpit from the divine desert 
air, fresh from rain, reminded me 
of a quote from Rachel Johnson c. 
2012: ‘Apart from the telly and the 
cigarettes, they’re living like animals.’

Later I met my friend. Relaxed into 
soft, white cushions air conditioned 
by an open window, we talked 
through the night as it stormed. I 
told them about my long-since-gone 
friend (my caravanning companion, 
too) and showed them photos of the 
trip which were met with comments 
like “fresh!” and “genius!”. They gave 
me book recommendations (which 
I always need). They read to me. 
The quote in “The Environment Is 
Smoking” comes from my memories 
of that night:  “In a war no less lethal 
because it was silent”.

friend works at Neiman’s (I’m very 
proud of them—they’ve done very 
well for themself!) and we had lunch 
together at Mirador across the street 
in 4510. Afterward, I bought some 
cologne that smelled like cigarettes 
smoked in a cedar box. 

There was a woman who sat on the 
same banquette as me in Mirador. 
She had dark hair and I recognized 
her from auction previews in New 
York. I told my friend what I thought 
about online viewing rooms and 
strategies for using them in art. I 
wanted to make something differ-
ent, something that actually seemed 
inviting and approachable online. 
Something that evoked an atmo-
sphere and a feeling. A website that, 
in some ways, duplicated the intui-
tive feeling of magic when you see 

an object that is splendorous.

My suitcase was already packed to 
the gills when I decided to re-pack 
my luggage, again. It was my last 
evening in Texas, and, I was drunk 
from dinner and pie on a patio in 
Oakcliff. I wanted to have everything 
perfectly ready to fly before I went 
to sleep. I felt like a mess, but I had 
hope for the work ahead of me. 
There was hope I would glimpse my 
Marfa friend again, too.



SEEING-EVERYONE-YOU-KNOW-ON-A-FLIGHT adrenaline is terrifying. Seeing people from college, from previous 
jobs, and sitting behind someone from your childhood on a flight at 7:30 A.M. is a living nightmare. Getting on 
the flight back to NYC: I smelled disgusting; My body hurt from travel; I hadn’t shaved; and, gas was bubbling up. I 
travel cheap (in case you hadn’t noticed), so I was the LAST person to board. WALK-AN-AIRPLANE-AISLE-IN-FRONT-
OF-PAST-ACQUAINTENCES-BEFORE-8:00-WITH-A-SCRAGGLY-BEARD-AND-SMELLING-LIKE-A-DIVE-BAR-shame is far 
worse than the worst gas station coffee.

I stayed behind when I de-planed to avoid any uncomfortable sniffs or stares. The stewardess still said “Goodbye?”

Back in my own bed, after a long shower and requisite shave, I called one of my dearest friends to say hello. “HI!” 
they said from the comfort of a bright LA backyard with a view of the Hollywood sign (if you squint (their words not 
mine)). We read each other’s tarot cards and smoked weed virtually “together”. 

Later that evening, I checked my mailbox. The book suggested by my Marfa friend arrived! I snapped a photo and 
sent it on to them. The equivalent of “K” is what I got back in return. It was a loss that brought me back to the mid-
dle-school-rejection I felt when my best GIRL friend said they weren’t into me. BUMMER.

Later that summer, my Marfa friend and I stopped for coffee at a shitty gas station, again.

Dallas, Texas












