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WHAT I’M LOOKING FOR 
2004/15:00/HD/SD 
Shelly Silver 
 
Transcript 
 
 
This is the first photo I take 
or maybe, it’s this one 
 
 
Anyway, I can start here, with a small boy waiting at a stoplight. 
I can almost feel the winter air on his skin.   
 
I have a preoccupation, an obsession, with time. 
I want to stop time.  We all do. 
 
 
I take photos of strangers that I see on the street.   
And strangers that contact me through the Internet. 
What I’m looking for… 
I want to see each detail, each wrinkle, each hair. 
 
 
What am I capturing here?  …I don’t know.  Perhaps very little.  Perhaps nothing. 
Small truths, but mostly lies.  Projections. 
 
A photo. 
It doesn’t move or speak. No sound, no time, it’s frozen. 
I feel like a priest, observing abstinence, and having a hard time accepting it. 
The temptation is too great. 
I can’t help myself.   
Like a junkie,  
I want it, I need it… 
  
I let go. 
I make them move. 
 
At 30 frames per second. 
60 fields per second. 
 
 
Online, my profile name is 100th of a second,  
I write: I’m looking for people who would like to be photographed in public  
revealing something of themselves, physical or otherwise.   
No other relationship will take place outside of being photographed. 
 
 
He’s the first one who answers.  He’s the first one. 
 
We meet at Starbucks.  He signs a release form.  We order nothing. 
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I photograph him, but I don’t know what he’s doing here, what he wants to show me. 
 
I feel lost. I go home.  I keep looking. 
 
 
He writes, but he doesn’t want to meet. 
 
She writes:  I want to meet you.   
I want you to photograph me naked, playing pool.   
I wait for her at Starbucks.  She never arrives, she stands me up.   
 
 
I want control. 
To see the same movement repeated over and over.   
I want time to be liquid, flowing forward and back. 
Then to stop. 
 
So I can see between these gaps to what’s missing. 
To what I’m looking for.   
 
We meet at Starbucks.  We order nothing.  
He wants me to photograph his naked armpit.   
Instead I shoot this. 
 
What I’m looking for? 
I don’t know yet.   
 
 
He writes from Japan, that he wants to be photographed at ground zero.  I think:  tourist. 
 
We meet, and he talks of three places, three separate events: 
The destruction of the World Trade Center 
the earthquake in Kobe 
and the bombing of Hiroshima 
2001. 1995. 1945. 
 
He tells me of a Japanese news show, broadcast after September 11th,  
which reported that only 20 percent of Americans knew what happened in Hiroshima, in 
Nagasaki. 
 
His father, a small child, during the bombing of Hiroshima,  
survived by wildly running away, through fields and across streams.   
Most of the people from his village were killed.  Annihilated. 
 
These three events, these three places, brought together in his stories.   
Can a photo capture this? 
 
 
He writes from London:  I saw your profile and found it very inspiring.  The idea of exposing 
something, whatever that means, in public very much intrigues me. 
 
He writes:  I think you have in mind what I have in mind. 
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He calls me ‘his director.’ He wants me to tell him what to do.  
I want him to show me what he wants me to see. 
We struggle, he sends me these.   
 
Like a boy playing with a small headstrong dog 
Not dangerous, just unruly 
I can’t show you the rest. 
 
 
I need some fresh air. 
I visit the tourists. 
 
 
We meet at Starbucks.  
It’s fifteen degrees out,  
He wears a t-shirt and a thin leather jacket.   
I wear a down jacket, two sweaters and thermal underwear.  
 
He has a beautiful neck.  
 
 
We meet at Starbucks.  It starts snowing.   
I have time for only one photo 
 
 
He writes again from London:  you’ve fallen a bit quiet over there.  Not to complain, but you 
must entertain your model…. 
 
He sends me pictures, I can’t show you.   
Or, perhaps I can…. 
 
 
We meet at Starbucks.  He’s wearing a black wool coat.   
We talk about fantasy.  He says he has none.   
He says he has something to tell me, but he can’t tell me yet. 
 
 
He writes: 
Meet me at the north west corner of Worth and Church Street at 10:25 pm. 
 
He writes:  You have to trust me, if you're expecting me to trust you,  
a strange 46-year-old woman met on the Internet  
who won't even tell me her goddamn name, let alone her phone number  
 
It’s 7 degrees out.  And snowing. 
He’s wearing only socks, and underwear.  
He says,  "The brave are in front of the camera. The cowards, behind it."  
 A man shouts from the parking lot: 
Hey lady!  Take the picture already! 
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Last night he explodes for me.   
I’m sorry.  This is all I can show you. 
How was he able to capture this liquid moment, now frozen. 
A culmination of desire, and precision, and luck. 
What I’m looking for….  
 
I want to see every detail, every hair, every line. 
 
We meet again.   
He says he has something to tell me, and that he can finally tell me now. 
I wait.  Watching him think.  And then…. 
 
I want to fill this space.  This time. 
To fill it to bursting. 
  
There are some films, some books, usually among those I love most, that end badly.  
   
They start with adventure, movement, pursuit; people who don’t know each other meet, they walk 
alongside each other, love each other, change.   
 
Then it all stops.  Someone dies or disappears. It’s the end.   
 
I would prefer to end in plentitude 


