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_ Above sequence from top left to bottom right: A light
plastic tarp was stretched above the ground below a Ginkgo
tree in september. It was left in place throughout the Fall. T-he
surrounding ground was given a month long time exposure to
the season while the ground underneath the tarp wai blocked
out. opposite: An "image in time sensitive material" beneath
the Ginko.



The Ginkgo is a very special tree. It is a living fossil, the
only genus and species of a gymnosperm family which was

once abundant in prehistoric forests. The single species

survives only because it was cultivated for its beauty in ancient
China and Japan and continues to be cultivated today. The
Ginkgo represents an intervention in time and evolution by
man's esthetic sense,

It is rumored that when the sun rises after the first hard
frost of autumn the Ginkgo tree sheds all of its leaves in a

shower lasting only minutes. On the basis of this rumor, I
stretched a light plastic tarp about two feet above the ground
directly under a Ginkgo tree to stop leaves in their descent. I
hoped to produce an illusion of arrested time by catching the
falting of leaves which, more than anything else, signals the
changing of season.

My waiting for the Ginkgo event became a month-long
ritual every morning after a frost. The leaves survived half a

dozen light frosts before the wind began to loosen leaves in a



"l laid under the tirne sherter and looked upthrough the captured reaves.,,



"lt was like looking into the future from the past."
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"I curled up in the space I had caused. There was no longer a

sense of anticipation. A time shadow had been cast."

slight sprinkling day by day. As this occurred the space
sheltered from the falling of leaves began to generate
distortions of time. I laid under the tarp with anticipation and
looked up through the captured leaves and berries which lay
clearly pressed against the semi-transparent plastic. Beyond the
leaves and berries was a blur of blue sky, tree branches and
golden leaves. It was like looking into the future from the past.
The present lay just before my eyes as an interface between the
future above and the past below. Rolling out from under the
tarp, I rolled three weeks into the future which instantly
became my present. Then, looking down through the scattered
leaves, the green past faintly showed itself through the cloudy
tarp.



"The forces of time and nature pressed against the force of my
intervention."

The leaves fell and though I was not present for the event,
it seemed all the more sudden because my memory of the ripe
tree so contrasted the blanket of yellow I found on the ground
when I arrived. The tarp was sagging with the weight of leaves
and beneath it, untouched, was the green grass of nearly five
weeks earlier. The tension produced between the underside of
the sagging tarp and the grass was extreme. The forces of time
and nature pressed against the force of my intervention. I
curled up in the space I had caused. There was no longer a
sense of anticipation. A time shadow had been cast. I gathered
the corners of the tarp one at a time so that it never touched the
ground and carried it away full of leaves, leaving an image in
time-sensitive material.


