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APOLOGIA
PREFACE
I’ve have answered to several working names over the years: scooper, student, teacher, designer, ethnographer, monteur, farmer, theorist, practitioner.  When I claim practitioner in this book, I mean that I helped build the television apparatus I am now describing: local, network, national, international.  I won the awards and the dirty feelings to prove it.  
This book is a sister text to the video website Cultural Farming (www.culturalfarming.com).  There, as long as it lasts online, you will find the repository of 20 years of television production exploration.  Videos project dates range from 2002-2020.  This book then is a translation from one medium to another.  Expect much here to be lost, buried, forgotten.  Time passes on, things decay.
The language I will be using is specific.  I don’t talk like this in reality, but books do.  This is also true with television.  It speaks in its own mysterious manner.  The connections I make throughout may be dense, but proof lies inside the product of production.
This book also runs in several shifting voices.  None are primary and none require identification.  All advance the same proposition.  Cultural Farming can be read horizontally, vertically, or diagonally.  The book and the video projects can be engaged simultaneously or separately.  One register is not a footnote to another.  Analysis will run alongside autobiography.  Read or watch.  All is designed to illustrate, illuminate, and fumigate.  However, the magic is not in reading or watching Cultural Farming.  Magic resides inside the practice of collision, ignition and explosion one experiences when practicing Farming Culture.    
There are dozens more voices.  Bertolt Brecht, Walter Benjamin, Sergei Eisenstein, Jean Baudrillard.  Williams & McLuhan.  Barthes & Bordieu.  Bakhtin & Bataille.  Duchamp & Debord.  Dworkin & Sontag & Haraway, Arendt.  These thinkers named the operations of the apparatus before I had language for what I was experiencing inside it.  I began reading these thinkers after the age of 50.   Their resonances stopped me in my tracks: “I can show these ideas visually, using TV alone.”  So I jumped the tracks and cut my own trails.
_______________________________________________


A note on what this book is not.  It is not a memoir of a television career.  It is not a technical manual.  It is not a media studies textbook dressed up in practitioner clothing.  It is more like a collection of field notes.
I am Cultural Farming and Cultural Farming is me.  This is a structural fact to remember about the method, not an invitation to sentimentality.
The academy calls this kind of work practice-led research.  A Cultural Farmer calls it: doing the experiment and then writing about doing the experiment.  The point where they converge or diverge is where this small kind of magic inhabits.  
Cultural Farming is a particular mediaturgy of television.
Mediaturgy is the application of a dramaturg's discipline to the operations of TV as a medium.  The dramaturg asks: what is this performance doing, to whom, under what conditions, and at whose expense?  
I have asked these questions over forty years of broadcast and digital television.  Cultural Farming’s expressions, as answers, are not comfortable.  Many were uncomfortable for me to produce.  That is the correct sign that the question is the right one.  Cultural Farming is a method for personal understanding television.
_______________________________________________
INTRODUCTION
I was trained to make images behave.
That is the simplest description of my career and also the most accurate.  For decades I worked inside theatre and television production at a level where the central questions were rarely philosophical.  Nobody in those studios sat around debating representation while countdown clocks screamed toward airtime.  We solved practical problems.  Could the camera move there?  Would the lighting flatten the anchor’s face?  Could the sequence survive the transition?  Would viewers stay through the commercial break?  Did the pacing feel smooth?  Television production is not primarily an interpretive profession.  It is an operational profession devoted to continuity.
This distinction matters because continuity is not neutral.  It produces a particular relationship between perception and time itself.  The smoother the sequence becomes, the less visible the production decisions shaping the sequence become.  Arrangement disappears into experience. Timing disappears into feeling.  Structure disappears into familiarity.  Viewers encounter finished flow while remaining largely insulated from the conditions that produced it.  The sequence feels natural precisely because the labor organizing the sequence has been concealed successfully.  In television production this disappearance is considered achievement. The better the production, the less the production itself is noticed.
In theatre this invisibility remains partial.  Audiences still enter a room aware that a performance is about to occur.  Curtains, lighting grids, architecture, ticket stubs, stage boundaries all preserve awareness of constructed experience.  Television operates differently.  Television arrives embedded inside ordinary life already normalized.  Kitchen.  Bar. Airport.  Classroom.  Waiting room.  Bedroom.  Pocket.  Dashboard. Elevator.   The apparatus no longer requests special attention because it has merged itself with everyday perception.  Performance and ordinary life now circulate through the same sequencing machinery.  The image-field no longer sits politely across the room waiting to be watched.  It surrounds social life continuously, arranging experience before experience has fully recognized what is happening to it.
I accepted this for many years as normal professional practice.  I became highly skilled at it.  I designed television environments viewed by millions of people who never once had occasion to think about who built the rooms they were looking at.  Its why did authority suddenly glowed blue.  It is why newsroom began resembling a financial weather station.  It is why camera movement increasingly felt weightless, and why visual urgency slowly became the dominant emotional register of modern broadcasting.  Not seeing this is not criticism of audiences.  Audiences are not supposed to notice these operations.  Television works hardest precisely where it becomes least visible.
I loved the machinery long before I understood what it was doing.
Live television especially fascinated me because it transformed uncertainty into choreography.  Everything might collapse at any instant and yet the apparatus continued moving forward as if continuity itself possessed moral authority.  Scripts changed.  Anchors stumbled. Satellites dropped feeds.  Deadlines compressed.  Entire productions reorganized themselves in seconds.  Yet the sequence continued.  
Flow repaired everything.  Most practitioners admire this capacity deeply because maintaining continuity under pressure feels like competence, professionalism, even civic responsibility.  Television rewards people who can keep movement alive.
Over time repetition changed my relationship to the apparatus.  Repetition affects practitioners differently than viewers.  It began to irritate.
Viewers experience continuity as smoothness.  Practitioners experience continuity as labor.  The same production solutions repeated across hundreds of broadcasts gradually reveal themselves not as creativity but as system.  The same pacing structures.  The same emotional timing.  The same visual assumptions.  The same transitions recurring regardless of content.  Production habits slowly harden into operational law.  Eventually you begin recognizing that television solves nearly every problem in exactly the same way: just keep moving.
A contradiction may appear yet the sequence moves forward.  An uncomfortable image may appear yet the sequence moves forward.  A politician lies or a war begins and the sequence moves forward.  A body falls and the sequence moves forward.  A commercial follows and the sequence moves forward.  Motion itself becomes reassurance.  
Continuity becomes proof of stability.  The apparatus teaches viewers that nothing must remain long enough to exceed the sequence carrying it.  Incessant repetition kills life.  It can even ruin a book introduction. Maybe that’s the point here.  To show incessant repetition.
This realization did not arrive dramatically.  No thunderbolt.  No cinematic revelation.  Pressure accumulated slowly through decades of studios, edit suites, design meetings, control rooms, rehearsals, client presentations, production deadlines, technical limitations, and increasingly accelerated cycles of media manufacture.  
Something about the medium began feeling structurally unfinished to me despite its growing technical sophistication.  Television was becoming smoother while simultaneously becoming more fragmented.  Faster while somehow less capable of sustained encounter, and more immersive while increasingly detached from duration itself.
At some point I recognized that the apparatus was training viewers how long anything should matter.  I was being taught too.
That sentence became foundational because it shifted my attention away from content alone.  Most criticism of media still concentrates primarily on messages.  Is the information truthful?  Manipulative?  Biased? Ideological?  Those questions matter, certainly, but they remain downstream from production itself.
Television’s deepest operations begin before declared meaning arrives. They begin in timing, pacing, framing, adjacency, segmentation, replacement, rhythm, emotional calibration, and controlled duration. Production organizes perception structurally before interpretation even begins.
Production always speaks first.
Long before I possessed theoretical language for these concerns I was already trying to work through them practically from inside the profession itself.  I questioned newsroom folklore.  I challenged inherited assumptions about authority, staging, camera movement, and design.  
Television professionals inherit enormous amounts of operational superstition disguised as technical wisdom.  Anchors could not wear certain colors.  Backgrounds had to behave according to old camera limitations no longer technically relevant.  Set geometry followed conventions nobody could fully explain anymore.  Emotional tone attached itself to visual formulas repeated so often they became invisible.  Most practitioners accepted these traditions because television production moves too quickly to interrogate itself deeply.  The sequence must continue.  Airtime approaches.  Deadlines rule everything.
Sometimes clients found my questioning invigorating.  Sometimes they found it confounding.  Television welcomes innovation only when innovation strengthens continuity.  The moment experimentation exposes the machinery rather than smoothing it, discomfort enters the room.  I became uncomfortable too.
Part of that discomfort emerged historically.  Through the 1990s television news transformed rapidly into something increasingly frantic, theatrical, graphic-heavy, accelerated, and market-driven.  News environments mutated into glowing electronic command centers.  Corporate consolidation intensified.  Ratings logic deepened.  Segments shortened.  Visual density exploded.  Journalism slowly surrendered ground to managed stimulation.  Broadcasting no longer resembled information awkwardly packaged as entertainment.  It increasingly resembled perpetual performance masquerading as inevitability.
Yet sensationalism alone was never the deepest problem.  The deeper problem involved absorption.  The apparatus could absorb almost anything into flow without rupturing continuity.  Violence, suffering, contradiction, catastrophe.  It could absorb political absurdity, even Death itself.  Everything that entered the sequence became manageable through timing.
The horrifying realization was not that television showed terrible things.  Television had always shown terrible things.  The realization was that terrible things no longer interrupt the machinery carrying them.  Everything must fit.
Eventually I realized the most disturbing moments in television are not the moments when the apparatus fails.  The most disturbing moments occur when the apparatus succeeds perfectly.  When something morally unbearable enters the flow and continuity remains untouched.  When sequence proves stronger than encounter.  When suffering becomes operationally identical to weather, celebrity scandal, sports highlights, detergent commercials.  It all circulates through the same machinery of managed succession.
At roughly the same historical moment digital technologies began transforming not only broadcasting but ordinary life itself.  Cheap cameras appeared everywhere.  Editing systems migrated into homes.   Storage expanded.  Recording became continuous.  Early internet culture accelerated circulation.  Images detached from stable locations and began moving endlessly across platforms and contexts.  Media production escaped institutions and dispersed outward into everyday behavior.  The television condition generalized.  Infinite montage no longer belonged exclusively to broadcasters.  It became ordinary social atmosphere.
Around 2003 I began recording broadcast television continuously at home. vNot selectively.  Not archiving “important” programs.  I wanted ordinary broadcast field: local news, commercials, weather systems, political coverage, talk shows, transitions, graphic patterns, exhausted anchor expressions, tonal repetitions, accidental gestures. I wanted the endless low hum of managed perception.  I accumulated thousands of hours of TV detritus, and then began cutting into the material.
I slowed sequences down.  Repeated gestures.  Removed sound.  Added different sound.  Extended duration beyond television’s comfort threshold.  Forced images into unfamiliar adjacency.  Held expressions longer than the apparatus intended them to survive.  I wanted to see what happened when continuity was interrupted from inside the machinery itself.
This practice eventually became Cultural Farming.
The name matters because farming is not passive observation.  Farming is labor performed within conditions never fully controlled by the farmer.  Weather arrives.  Soil thins.  Seasons arrive.  Constraints arrive. The farmer works inside unstable conditions while attempting to alter relationships between things through sustained practice.
Cultural Farming approaches media similarly.  It does not fantasize escape from mediation because there is no untouched outside remaining.  Instead it works directly inside the image-field, using the discarded materials of broadcasting to expose operations television works hardest to conceal.
Cultural Farming is not interested primarily in correcting content.  It is interested in exposing conditions. Mainstream media criticism often behaves as though better information alone will solve perceptual crisis. Yet entirely opposing political positions can still operate through identical systems of pacing, emotional management, segmentation, and spectacle. 
The work of seeing is not what television says.  The issue involves how television organizes relations between bodies, time, emotion, authority, and attention before conscious reflection fully begins.  Television is not simply delivering information.  Television is training forms of encounter.
This is why the chapters that follow focus so heavily on production itself.  The production of production was the central question guiding everything I was experiencing.  Who is holding the camera?  Why is the camera held this way?  What production conditions make these forms feel inevitable?  What emotional habits are reinforced through repetition?  What forms of authority are embedded directly into pacing, framing, sequencing, and flow?  What happens to democratic culture once continuation becomes more important than duration?
These questions eventually forced me outside professional broadcasting and deeper into my home studio and library.  I intended long-term ethnographic observation of the apparatus itself.  I stopped trying merely to produce television and began trying to understand what television production was producing socially, psychologically, politically, and bodily.  The distinction matters enormously because television is not simply a communications technology.  It is a perceptual environment shaping how reality becomes recognizable in the first place.
This book emerged from these recognitions.
This book is not simply a media studies argument, nor an autobiography. It’s not a technical manua, or nostalgia for older broadcasting systems.  It is an attempt to examine what prolonged exposure to infinite montage does to perception, memory, ethics, attention, and public life from the position of someone who helped build portions of the machinery now under examination.  
The chapters ahead move through wounds, systems, consequences, responses, and practices.  They examine television not merely as technology but as atmosphere, choreography, pedagogy, ritual, architecture, and industrialized perception.  They ask what happens when continuity becomes more important than accumulation.  They ask what happens when replacement becomes the dominant rhythm of culture.  They ask what kinds of human beings emerge inside systems where nearly everything appears briefly before being swept forward into infinite montage.
Most importantly, this book asks whether the work of seeing can be applied inside the apparatus itself.  Not purified.  Not escaped.  Worked.
That distinction changes everything.
__________________________________________




PART ONE - The Wound

Chapter 1: Television is happening to you.

Television is happening to you.  Not as an idea, not as a concept, not as something you might notice later if you look carefully, but as a condition you are already inside.  An image arrives, resolves, and is gone before you can test it, replaced immediately by another that asks nothing except that you continue.  You do continue.  You call this understanding because it feels smooth, comfortable.  You call it clarity because nothing resists or challenges.  You call it completion because nothing requires you to stay.  You experience a sequence and mistake it for coherence.  You experience movement and mistake it for thought.

What you are encountering with television is not simply a series of images.  It is a structure that determines how long anything is allowed to matter.  It is a schedule that governs duration before duration can be felt.  It is a pacing that arrives already decided, already calibrated, already optimized so that nothing holds long enough to become difficult.  That pacing is not neutral, not a technical detail.  It is not something that sits behind the images as a support system.  It is the condition that organizes the images into something that appears complete before you have had the chance to test it.  It is the only work of TV.

Television’s pace does not simply organize attention.  It replaces the need for attention to deepen.  Fragments move through you quickly enough that they appear to cohere without ever having to carry the full weight of what they represent.  You are not asked to decide what matters.  You are not given the time to discover whether anything could matter if you stayed with it.  You are always moved forward.  That’s the primary goal.  That forward motion becomes the proof that something has been understood.  It is the goal where continuity stands in for accumulation.  Recognition stands in for engagement.  The sequence stands in for thinking.

You are trained to feel the moment when an image has lasted long enough.  You feel when it should end.  You feel when it is time to move along.  That feeling is persuasive because it feels like personal judgment, but it is not judgment.  It is training.  It has been repeated into you, installed into you, rehearsed through exposure until it no longer appears as something external.  It feels like you. You speak it, you repeat it, you forward it, it feels like a decision.  It feels like intelligence operating efficiently.  But it is a learned response to a structure that cannot tolerate delay.

This is where the work of seeing infinite montage begins.  Not in correcting content.  Not in improving images.   Not in arguing about what they mean.  It begins at the point where something ends before it has been exhausted, at the point where you must move on because the structure has already moved on.  It begins where duration is cut short, not because there is nothing left, but because nothing is ever allowed to remain.

This book does not offer a way out.  There is no outside position from which the system can be observed without participation.  There is no vantage point that allows you to stand apart from the endless flow and analyze it at a safe distance.  The images continue.  The sequences continue.  The apparatus continues.  The only question remaining is what happens at the moment an image meets you.

The shift is small.  It is also disruptive.  You try holding the image longer than it asks to be held.  You return to it repeatedly after it has been replaced.  You place it beside something it was not meant to encounter and you keep it there.  Not for effect.  Not for style.  For pressure.  So that something begins to scrape, to turn over, to resist.  So that something in the sequence refuses to resolve.  So that something stays long enough to become difficult.  This is the gravitation center of Cultural Farming.

This personal gesture is not dramatic.  It does not announce itself.  It appears as hesitation, as friction, as a slight failure of smoothness.  The image is not allowed to pass cleanly.  It catches, snags, and lingers.  It begins to behave differently.  Its gaps begin to register.  Dangerous edges appear.  What is not there presses against what is.  The sense of infinite completion begins to fracture.  This is where Cultural Farming begins to work images again.  This is cultivation.

There is no guarantee that anything in the world beyond this changes.  The sequence does not slow because you resist it.  The system does not pause because you refuse to move on.  The apparatus trundles on.  

What changes is local: bodily.  What changes is relational and inside of you.  What changes is whether you allow the image to complete itself, by passing through you without interruption.  That decision is small.  It repeats and accumulates or it does not.  There is no scale to Cultural Farming, except the one produced by repetition.

This book does not ask you to understand television in the historical sense of a century of media-studies.  It asks you to recognize that television has already understood you well enough to move you before you decide to move.

Images arrive within sequences you do not control, at a pace you do not determine, arranged according to decisions you do not see.  Each image presents itself as complete and sufficient.  Each image asks only that you acknowledge it and release it.  The next something follows immediately.  Nothing waits.  Nothing demands that you remain.  You are not watching television.  You are being carried along by infinite montage.

What carries you is not the image itself.  It is the structure that organizes the images into a continuous field.  Timing prevents delay.  Placement prevents resistance.  Repetition prevents rupture.  These are not aesthetic choices.  They are operational conditions of the apparatus.  They determine what can appear, how long it can appear, and whether it can matter.

The image replaces the event not because it is more powerful, but because the structure ensures that nothing else can last long enough to challenge it.  The problem is not distortion or un-truth.  The problem is displacement.  The problem is the removal of duration as a condition of experience.  Without duration, nothing gathers.  Without gathering, nothing accumulates.  Without accumulation, nothing presses back.  TV is always a one-way street with no speed limit. 
__________________________________________



Chapter 2 — The Scale Break
Detroit, 1967.  I am fourteen years old and on a yellow school bus full of church kids going to see the Monkees.  This is not a metaphor.  
	The Monkees were a serious proposition in 1967 if you were fourteen and living on a farm in the midwest, which I was.  I had cornfields, woods, and my dog.  My connection to the wider world arrived, nightly, through the television set in our living room: Walter Cronkite, Huntley and Brinkley, Roger Mudd, John Chancellor.  My mother and I watched every night over dinner.  We discussed what we had seen at commercial breaks.  The world, as far as I could determine, was what those men said it was.  
	The bus drove through Detroit to get to Cobo Hall.  Detroit, in the weeks before our pilgrimage, had been the site of a major uprising of Black Americans.  Forty-three people dead.  Two thousand buildings burned.  The National Guard.  Then the Army.
	By the time our yellow school bus was moving through the city, the immediate violence was over.  What remained was the aftermath: block after block after endless block of utter destruction.  Major portions of the city had been burned to the ground.  The devastation was profound.
	I remember pressing my face to the bus window and trying to understand what I was looking at.  I remember very little of the concert.  What I have carried for sixty years is the bus window.  Because I had seen this already on TV myself with my mother.  So why hadn't I seen this, this way, on television?   Nothing I had seen on the screen had prepared me for the physical scale of what a burned city looks like from a school bus window.  The acrid smell.  The weight of the absence.  The blocks of nothing where blocks of something used to be.  The Monkees were great I’m sure.  I don't remember them.  I remember the school bus window.
___________________________________________

What this farm kid saw on television was a reproduction of Detroit.  What I saw from the bus window was Detroit.
The gap between those two things is not a technical limitation.  It is the apparatus's central operation.  And it is not incidental that the apparatus's central operation is also the condition under which infinite montage becomes possible: you can continue the sequence precisely because no single image carries the weight of the real thing.  The screen, frantic design studio, farm, bus, burning city: these are not the subject.  They are the evidence of the apparatus.  
The subject is the apparatus and what it does.  What the bus window showed me, and later what decades inside the apparatus confirmed, is that infinite montage is not a style.  It is a technology of hypnosis.  A continuous sequence seance.  Production continues.  The eye continues.  Nothing is required to stop. 
The bus window did not edit.  It did not select, pace, or resolve.  It did not ask for attention and then reward it with completion.  It simply remained.  What appeared through that pane of scratched glass did not move on when I was finished with it.  It stayed.  Block after block, structure after structure, the same condition repeated without variation or relief.  
There was no cut to a wider shot to soften the blow, no anchor to reframe the meaning, no sequence to suggest that what I was seeing had already been processed and understood.  There was only duration.  And within that duration, something accumulated that had never accumulated on television.
The difference was not content.  The difference was not that television had lied and the bus window told the truth.  The difference was structural.  Television had shown images of Detroit burning.  I had seen them, sitting at the dinner table, watching with my mother.  I had accepted them as events.  But what I had not experienced was the weight of those images when they were not organized to pass.  What I had not encountered was the persistence of a condition when it is not broken into segments, when it is not placed within a sequence designed to move forward.  On the bus, nothing moved forward.  The city did not resolve into a narrative.  It did not offer itself as information.  It remained as a condition that exceeded my ability to process it.
That excess is what television cannot tolerate.
Television does not simply show events.  It organizes them into durations that can be completed.  It measures experience in units small enough to be absorbed and released without residue.  It ensures that nothing remains long enough to exceed the structure that carries it.  The bus window offered no such containment.  It produced a mismatch between what I had already seen and what I was now seeing, and that mismatch did not resolve.  It stayed with me because it could not be placed inside the grammar I had learned from television.  
The scale of what I saw from the bus window did not fit inside the scale I had learned from television.  It was not simply that the destruction was larger, more extensive, more continuous than what had been shown.  It was that it did not arrive in portions.  It did not present itself as a series of discrete events that could be separated, narrated, and concluded.  It was a field condition, extending beyond the limits of any single frame.
Television had prepared me to encounter events as segments.  A riot.  A fire.  A report.  Each contained within its own boundaries, each given its own duration, each resolved before the next began.  What the bus revealed was not a segment but a continuity that exceeded segmentation.  The event was not a point in time.  It was an environment.
To encounter an environment is different from encountering an event.  An event can be described, measured, and placed within a narrative.  An environment resists these operations. It surrounds. It persists. It does not offer itself for completion. It must be endured or left. There is no clean exit within it.  This is farming.
The bus did not allow for exit.  It moved through the environment, but it did not leave it in the way television leaves an event.  There was no cut that signaled the end.  There was only continuation.  The devastation did not conclude.  It extended.  It repeated without variation.  It accumulated.
This accumulation is what television cannot reproduce.  Not because it lacks the ability to record it, but because its structure cannot accommodate it.  Accumulation requires duration without predetermined limits.  It requires the possibility that something will continue beyond the point at which the sequence would normally move on.  It requires the suspension of completion. 
There are worlds reality beyond any camera, the these is time to sit a reflect.  Television replaces accumulation with infinite succession.  It offers a series of images that suggest continuity, but this continuity  is constructed through movement, not through persistence.  Each image is linked to the next, but the link is temporal, not material.  The sequence moves forward, giving the impression that something has been followed, when in fact nothing has been allowed to remain.
What I saw from the bus window was not produced in this way.  It was not a sequence.  It was a condition that held across time and space, that did not require linking because it did not break.  It did not need to be connected to itself because it did not separate.  This is the difference between representation and encounter.
The encounter produced a dissonance. What I had seen on television did not prepare me for what I was now seeing.  The images I had consumed did not translate into the experience I was having.  There was a gap between the two, not because one was false and the other true, but because they operated under different conditions of duration and scale.
This gap did not resolve.  It remained as a question, one that would not be answered for decades.  Why did the images I had seen fail to carry the weight of what they represented?  Why did the sequence that had seemed coherent now appear insufficient?  What was missing from the experience of television that was present in the experience of the bus window?
The answer was not in the content.  It was in the structure.
Television had not failed to show the event.  It had succeeded in organizing it into a form that could be completed.  The bus window had not added new information.  It had removed the conditions that allowed the event to be contained.  It had allowed the event to exceed the structure that would normally define it.
This excess is not something that can be easily communicated.  It cannot be reduced to a set of images that capture its entirety.  It is not a matter of representation.  It is a matter of duration and relation, of how long something remains and how it interacts with what surrounds it.
Cultural Farming begins at this point of excess.  Not to capture it, not to reproduce it, but to reintroduce the conditions under which something can exceed the sequence that contains it.  The work of seeing does not attempt to scale the experience of the bus window.  It operates at a different level, one that works within the constraints of the medium while altering its internal relations.
The bus window did not offer this method.  It offered a condition that revealed the limitations of the method I had been trained to accept.  It showed that something could exist beyond the boundaries of the sequence, that something could persist without being resolved, that something could accumulate without being segmented.
The bus window did not teach me this as a concept.  It demonstrated it as a condition.  It showed what happens when duration is not managed, when images are not organized to pass, when something remains long enough to exceed the structure that presents it.
It took decades to understand what had been shown in that moment.
___________________________________________
PLACE BDA SPEEH HERE??

____________________________________________


This is not theory.  It is a condition that can be encountered directly.  I found myself publicly calling for this kind of sensibility directly to my professional TV cohort: the producers of media production in the cultural/creative industry.  I was acknowledging, at the podium, that I wanted to better understand my world, my medium, my profession practice, and myself.  I wanted to express the illogical familiarity in television with its logical strangeness.  Who knew I would confess this in public?  I was signifying my own ‘germination’. 

I stood and spoke truth to power.  Nobody in the room and nothing in the structure resisted what had just occurred.  Nothing I said required that anything be changed or held.  Television appears, registers, and passes.  And so do its makers.  The system did not hesitate.  My cry did not mark the event as different.  Television did not break.  It did not stop.  It patted me on the back, absorbed my words, and moved along.

The same production conditions that allow images to behave also conform images into proper behavior.  The same grammar that made coherence possible made that moment passable.  The same structure that was requiring my design studio to swim inside a morass of the newest technologies was also helping to keep me moving on.

It struck home to me that in the course of four or five short years essentially everything --how I work, who I work for, the industry I work in, the results of my work, even the reason I work-- had been completely transformed. It was my first fulsome consideration of a fundamentally important question:  What control if any did I have anymore?  
Was I an artist, a designer or just an indentured servant?  To what extreme expression would my work be associated?  What kind of future was I helping to build?  And maybe the most important questions that continue to guide me to this day: Who is holding the camera?  How and why is the camera held in this manner?  What encourages camera production to come to me in this way?  These are questions about the production of production.
This moment became the initial seed --the rhizome-- of Cultural Farming, although it would be years still before I made the connection.  Now after bucking the odds against commercial theatre for fifteen years, I was questioning if I should do it again and make another gravitational life-turn away from television.  
Pencilogic, my Boston-based ‘design boutique,’ was flourishing and I was considered a visual innovator within the broadcast industry.  I thought I was a maverick, a trend setter.  But I had changed.  Now I wanted to provoke change.

In that instant, the work I was doing and the system I was inside became indistinguishable.  Continuing as if nothing had happened became impossible.  This was not a failure of content. It was not a failure of representation.  It was a revelation of structure and production.  The system did not fail.  It succeeded.  It did exactly what humans designed it to do.  It maintained continuity.  That is the problem.  

_____________________________________




Chapter 3 — It Fit
Boston, 1996, “it was 6:45pm - I was setting up a rendering on one computer, transferring files to another server computer for printing and typing a response to an e-mail letter on still another, while talking on the phone to a Gulf Coast client, when call waiting buzzed.  The new call was my client from San Francisco faxing back approval of an updated document I had just scanned moments before which now needed to be quickly photo-copied into individual over-night packages for my construction shops in North Carolina and Indiana, all before FedEX closed for the evening. 

	My assistant, meanwhile, was on the mobile phone discussing hi-res output quality with an in-town service bureau, while dumping a graphic from Beta onto the array hard drive, for insertion into a new 3-D model that was being textured mapped for an animated fly-through, so it could be dubbed onto my portable HI-8 player for presentation during my meeting in Detroit the very next morning.  (Ha... you've all been there, right?)  ...But then...I had a hideous revelation - an epiphany of grotesque proportions. 

	It had nothing to do with the dramatic technological changes in my business, or the fact I am completely using new and exotic tools to fashion my designs...  It came, instead when, in the midst of all of this studio commotion, I happened to glance up at the TV on my desk to see a short video clip on the CBS Evening News of a wounded young man writhing in pain on ground in a riot-torn, burned out village in Burundi, Africa. 

	In this ten second clip, as the man moaned in the street, another gunman secretly crept up to inspect the fallen man.  The gunman looked down and gently pointed his semi-automatic into the wounded man's chest and - with the TV camera following closely - squeezed off a burst of bullets splattering red flesh up into the air - forever recording this enemy's agony through video tape onto the permanence of my memory.  I sat there in stunned silence.  What in God's name did I just see?  What was that?  Why was that?  That wasn't a news story.  That was an execution.  Worse.  It was a voyeuristic snuff film, actually recorded and edited by someone, and then transmitted into my home.

	This wasn't the typical, slo-motion footage, of piles of dead and bloated bodies we've become accustomed to on TV.  No, this had gone the final last step.  Now, we could witness.... we could...participate.  All the while, the reporter's voice-over droned, about how hopeless the situation was - then, it cut back to Dan Rather’s face.  He was smiling, saying something about 48 Hours, and then a cut to a denture cream commercial.  Did anybody see what I just saw?  Did anybody notice?  I wanted to vomit.

	In one horrific instant I was painfully reminded again of the awful, often vulgar direction the medium I've chosen for my profession has evolved.  I know the old argument: “who can argue news content is worse than anything else?”  But what's going on out there?  Who's in charge?  Are we thinking about what we’re doing?  Was the software left on autopilot?  It hit home that in the course of four or five short years virtually everything - how I work, who I work for, the industry I work in, the results of my work, even the reason I work - have been completely transformed.”  (Wilde, 1996)

_______________________________________

The shock is never that the image exists.  Violence on television is not new.  I had seen bodies before, ruins before, aftermath before.  The medium had already trained me to accept these as part of its vocabulary.  The shock was that this moment did not rupture that vocabulary.  It did not stand apart from the flow as something that required a different kind of attention.  It did not interrupt.  It did not hesitate.  There was no solemn piano music, no filtered photo of an innocent victim, no pause and fade to black.  It did not demand that anything stop.
It fit.
The execution did not arrive as an exception.  It arrived as a segment.  It took its place within the sequence, occupied its allotted duration, and yielded to what came next.  The voice-over continued without strain.  The anchor returned without pause.  The commercial followed without friction.  There was no visible seam, no break in continuity, no sign that the structure had encountered something it could not contain.
This is the point at which the apparatus reveals itself most clearly.
Not when it fails, not when it breaks, not when it produces something obviously distorted or false, but when it succeeds completely.  When it absorbs something that should exceed it and renders it manageable.  When it demonstrates that there is nothing it cannot organize into its own terms.
The problem is not that the Burundi image was shown.  The problem is that it was shown in a way that prevented it from exceeding the conditions of its presentation.  The problem is not representation.  It is containment.
Containment is achieved through timing.  The clip lasted as long as it needed to last in order to register, but not long enough to accumulate.  It began, it delivered its impact, and it ended before that impact could deepen into something that required sustained attention.  The duration was sufficient for recognition, but insufficient for relation.
Containment is achieved through placement, infinite adjacency. The clip was positioned within a sequence that framed it as only one element among others.  It did not stand alone. It was surrounded by context that normalized its presence, that placed it within a narrative that could absorb it.  The transition into and out of the clip was smooth.  There was no isolation, no suspension that would have allowed it to operate differently.
Containment is achieved through succession.  The image was immediately followed by another, unrelated element.  The shift to the anchor, the mention of another program, the move to commercial.  Each step reinforced the forward motion of the sequence, ensuring that the viewer did not remain with what had just been seen.  The next thing arrived before the previous thing could settle.
This is how the apparatus maintains itself.
It does not deny the existence of what it shows.  It does not hide it.  It integrates it.  It ensures that no single element disrupts the continuity of the flow.  It distributes impact across a series of segments, none of which are allowed to carry more than their share.  In doing so, it prevents accumulation.
Accumulation is what would have caused a rupture.  If the image had remained, if it had been held beyond its assigned duration, if it had been placed in relation to itself or to something that intensified its effect, it might have exceeded the structure that contained it.  It might have demanded a different kind of response.  It might have made continuation difficult.  Instead, continuation was seamless.
This seamlessness is not a sign of strength in the image. It is a sign of strength in the structure.  It indicates that the apparatus has been designed to handle even its most extreme elements without breaking.  It indicates that there is no content that cannot be absorbed, no event that cannot be organized into the flow.
This realization does not produce clarity.  It produces surreal disorientation.  The expectation that something should have happened—that the system should have hesitated, that the sequence should have broken—collides with the reality that nothing did.  The absence of rupture becomes the problem.
It is not enough to say that the system is indifferent.  Indifference suggests a lack of engagement.  What is at work here is active management by humans.  The system engages the material fully.  It processes it, organizes it, and presents it in a form that can be completed.  It does not ignore the event.  It renders it passable.
Passability is the key.
An image becomes passable when it can be encountered and released without residue. When it does not require return. When it does not demand that the viewer remain with it beyond its allotted time.  The execution became passable.  Not because it was insignificant, but because it was structured in a way that prevented it from becoming significant in the experience of the viewer.  This is the transformation that matters.
The event does not change.  The representation does not lie.  What changes is the relation between the event and the viewer.  The structure intervenes, shaping that relation in advance, ensuring that it conforms to the requirements of the sequence.
The question that emerges is not about truth or falsity.  It is about control.  Not control over content, but control over duration, placement, and succession.  Control over the conditions under which something can matter.  Control.  Control.
When I asked, in that moment, whether anyone had seen what I had seen, the question was already misdirected.  Others had seen it.  The image had been broadcast.  The issue was not visibility.  It was the form of that visibility.  It was the way in which the image had been presented and the effect that presentation had on its capacity to register.
The system did not fail to show the execution.  It succeeded in showing it in a way that did not disrupt the system.
That success is the problem.
It reveals that the apparatus is not vulnerable to content.  It cannot be challenged by what it shows, because what it shows is always already structured to fit.  The only point of intervention is not in the content, but in the structure that determines how that content is encountered.  This is where the questions begin to shift.
Who is holding the camera becomes inseparable from how long the shot lasts.  How the shot is held becomes inseparable from where the camera is placed.  Where it is placed becomes inseparable from what follows it.  Each of these decisions contributes to the overall effect, not as isolated choices, but as elements of a system that operates to maintain continuity.
The production of production becomes visible in this moment.
Not as a theoretical construct, but as a lived realization that the conditions under which images are made and presented determine their effect more than the images themselves.  The apparatus is not neutral.  It is an active participant in the construction of experience.  TV can ‘shoot’ anything on 5th Avenue and viewers will still give a thumb’s up.  
________________________________________

To continue working within this apparatus without addressing these conditions becomes untenable.  The distinction between making images and being shaped by the system that produces them collapses.  The work I was doing and the system I was inside become indistinguishable.
This was my turning point.
Not a decision to leave, not a rejection of the medium, but a recognition that the only meaningful engagement with it must occur at the level of its operation.  At the level of timing, placement, and succession.  At the level where the structure can be adjusted, however slightly, to alter the conditions of encounter.
The image itself is not enough.  The event itself is not enough.  What matters is how the two are brought together, and how that relation is managed.  That is where Cultural Farming begins to take form, not as a concept, but as a necessity.
It would take years before this recognition could be translated into practice.  At the time, it remained as a dissonance, a mismatch between what I had seen and what I was now seeing.  It did not yet have a name.  It did not yet have a method.  It was simply a problem that would not go away.
That problem is the ground from which everything that follows grows.
The problem was not that CBS had aired a snuff film to the world.  The problem was that it fit.  It fit the timing.  The execution fit the sequence.  It fit the structure that required it to appear and disappear without consequence.  It did not rupture the system, it confirmed it.

It has been the accumulation of innumerable personal moments like these that initially led me to discover Neil Postman and anthropological film theory.  No one could teach me this, I knew it already.  But I had no idea what it was I knew.  I just had to make something in order to change myself.

________________________________________-

	“Here, adrift in a phenomenology and cultural analysis of late capitalism we find ourselves, voyeurs all, products of the cinematic gaze.  Our challenge is clear.  Begin to write, and live our own pedagogical versions of postmodernism, making our own playful ‘mystories’ of this bewildering, frightening, terrifying, exhilarating historical moment.  

	...Theorists of postmodernism are storytellers.  ...Our most powerful effects as storytellers come when we expose the cultural plot and the cultural practices that guide our writing hands.”  (Denzin, 1991, p.156)

	“The challenge now is to think video, to think cinematically, to visualize, not only theory and culture as products of a complex visual cinematic apparatus, but to show how that apparatus entangles itself with the very tellings we tell.  To tell a theory visually, like a story or a ‘mystory’, to use Ulmer’s (1989:xi) term, is to argue for a new ethnographic relationship to old-fashioned writing itself.”           (Denzin, 1995. p.200)
___________________________________________

Chapter 4 — Inside the Studio - Learning the Machine
You do not learn television by watching it. You learn television by making it behave.
The studio is not a room. It is a constraint engine. It is a place where decisions arrive before meaning and where meaning is forced to follow. Lights hang where they must hang. Cameras sit where they can sit. Cable runs determine where bodies can stand. The floor is marked. The timing is fixed. The rundown is locked. The clock does not negotiate. Everything that appears on the screen is already shaped by what can physically and economically occur in that room.
This is where the phrase “production speaks first” stops being an idea and becomes a daily fact. Before a single word is spoken, before a single image is composed, the conditions of the room have already decided what can happen. Not in detail, but in range. Not in content, but in possibility. You do not begin with a blank field. You begin with a set of constraints that require solutions.
You call them solutions because that is how they are presented to you. A camera cannot go there. Solve it. The segment runs thirty seconds. Solve it. The anchor must hit the mark, read the copy, toss to tape, and smile on cue. Solve it. The client wants something “fresh” that still looks like the competition. Solve it. These are not aesthetic prompts. They are structural demands.
You learn quickly that nothing begins where you thought it began. You thought it began with an idea, with a story, with an intention to communicate. It does not. It begins with time. It begins with the duration you are given and the sequence into which that duration must fit. Everything else is adjusted to meet that requirement.
You design backwards.
If you have fifteen seconds, you do not ask what the event requires. You ask what can be made to appear within fifteen seconds that will feel complete. If you have thirty minutes, you do not ask what the material needs. You ask how to divide those thirty minutes into segments that will maintain movement. The segment is not the result of the material. The material is forced into the segment.
This is the first lesson the studio teaches: form precedes content.
You do not arrive at this as a philosophical position. You arrive at it because you are paid to deliver. You are judged on whether it works. “Working” does not mean that it tells the truth or that it deepens understanding. “Working” means that it moves. It means that it fits. It means that it does not snag, does not stall, does not call attention to its own construction. It means that the viewer is carried from one moment to the next without resistance.
You learn to remove resistance.
You cut away before something becomes difficult. You add a graphic before the eye has time to wander. You change the angle to refresh attention. You write the line that bridges the gap so the jump is not felt. You place the sound so that it carries the image when the image itself cannot. You learn to smooth.
Smoothing is not a secondary skill. It is the primary function.
The studio rewards smoothness. The viewer rewards smoothness. The system requires smoothness. Smoothness is what allows the sequence to continue. Anything that interrupts that continuity is treated as a problem to be solved.
You solve it.
This is where the craft becomes seductive. There is pleasure in making something work under constraint. There is satisfaction in finding the exact cut that makes the sequence flow. There is pride in delivering a segment that lands cleanly, that hits its marks, that disappears into the larger program without friction. You feel like you have done your job well when nothing calls attention to itself.
You are not wrong. You have done your job.
But what is the job?
The job is not to reveal. The job is to arrange. The job is to take whatever material you are given and organize it into a form that can be completed within the time allotted. The job is to ensure that nothing remains long enough to disrupt the flow. The job is to maintain continuity.
Continuity is the currency of the studio.
Everything is measured against it. Does it flow? Does it move? Does it hold attention without demanding too much of it? Does it transition cleanly? These are not peripheral questions. They are the core criteria by which work is judged.
You internalize these criteria. They become your instincts. You begin to feel when something is too long, when a shot needs to change, when a beat needs to be filled. You feel the moment when the viewer might leave, and you act to prevent it. You call this intuition. It is training.
This training is efficient. It allows you to operate quickly, to make decisions without hesitation, to produce at the speed the system demands. It also installs a relation to images that is difficult to unlearn. You begin to see images not as events, but as units to be managed. You begin to measure them in time, in placement, in function.
You do not ask what an image is. You ask what it does.
This is the second lesson the studio teaches: images are operational.
An image fills a gap. An image carries a transition. An image supports a line of copy. An image resets attention. An image does not exist for itself. It exists as part of a sequence that requires it to perform a role.
You assign that role.
You decide how long it will last, where it will appear, what it will be next to, what will follow it. These decisions are not arbitrary. They are guided by the constraints of the system and the expectations of the audience. They are shaped by what has worked before.
This is where repetition enters.
You find a solution that works, and you use it again. The camera move that felt right becomes standard. The pacing that held attention becomes default. The structure that delivered cleanly becomes template. You do not reinvent the sequence each time. You refine it.
Refinement leads to standardization.
Standardization leads to predictability.
Predictability leads to efficiency.
Efficiency leads to scale.
This is how the production of production takes hold.
You are no longer just making a segment. You are contributing to a system that produces segments in a consistent way. Your individual decisions feed into a larger pattern that shapes what is possible across the medium. The solutions you develop are not isolated. They are absorbed, repeated, and reinforced.
You begin to see the same moves everywhere.
The same pacing. The same cuts. The same transitions. The same structures appearing across different programs, different networks, different contexts. What felt like your solution is revealed as part of a larger grammar.
This is the moment when the machine becomes visible.
Not as an abstract system, but as a set of operations that repeat regardless of content. The differences between programs become less significant than the similarities in how they are constructed. The apparatus reveals itself not in what it shows, but in how it shows it.
You recognize your own hand in this.
You see the choices you made, the solutions you developed, appearing in contexts you did not intend. You see how easily they are transferred, how quickly they become standard. You begin to understand that you are not just responding to the system. You are helping to build it.
This recognition is not comfortable.
It raises questions that cannot be answered within the logic of the studio. If the job is to maintain continuity, what happens to anything that requires interruption? If the goal is to move forward, what happens to anything that demands to remain? If the measure of success is smoothness, what happens to anything that resists smoothing?
The studio does not have answers for these questions. It has procedures.
You continue to produce. You continue to refine. You continue to deliver. The system continues to function. The questions remain.
They accumulate.
Accumulation is not something the studio is designed to handle. It is designed to distribute, to segment, to resolve. When something accumulates within you, it does not find an outlet within the existing structure. It presses against it.
This pressure does not immediately produce change. It produces awareness.
You begin to see that the problem is not the content you are working with. It is the conditions under which you are working. The apparatus does not need to change what it shows in order to maintain itself. It only needs to maintain how it shows it.
This is the third lesson the studio teaches: the structure is the message.
Not in the sense that content is irrelevant, but in the sense that content is always already shaped by the structure that delivers it. The impact of an image is determined less by what it depicts than by how it is arranged in time and space.
To work within this realization is to shift attention.
You begin to look not at the image, but at the timing. Not at the story, but at the sequence. Not at the message, but at the arrangement. You begin to ask different questions. Not what does this mean, but how is this made to mean? Not what is being shown, but what is being prevented from remaining?
These questions do not fit easily within the production cycle. They slow you down. They introduce hesitation where speed is required. They create friction where smoothness is expected. They are not rewarded.
You carry them anyway.
They sit alongside your work, not yet integrated into it, but no longer ignorable. They begin to shape how you see, even as you continue to produce within the existing system. They create a split between what you do and what you understand.
This split is the beginning of another kind of practice.
Not yet Cultural Farming, not yet named, but already present as a tension between the demands of production and the recognition of what those demands produce. It is a space where something else might be possible, if the conditions could be altered, if the relations could be adjusted, if the sequence could be worked differently.
The studio does not offer this space.
It must be made.
______________________________________

	“Taken simply at its face value, imagery invites us to respond in accordance with its nature.  Thus, an adolescent, eager to “grow up,” is trained by our motion pictures to meditate much on the imagery of brutality and murder, as the most noteworthy signs of action in an ideal or imaginary adult world.  

	By the time he is fifteen, he has “witnesses” more violence than most soldiers or gunman experience in a lifetime.  And he has “participated in” all this imagery, “emphatically reenacting” it.  Thus initiated, he might well think of “growing up” (that is, of “transformation”) in such excessive terms.  

	His awareness of himself as a developing person requires a vocabulary -- and the images of brutality and violence provide such a vocabulary, with a simple recipe for the perfecting or empowering of the self by the punishing and slaying of troublesome motives as though they were wholly external.  

	One can surely expect such imagery to have sinister effects, particularly in view of the fact that the excessive naturalism of modern photographic art presents the violence, as nearly as possible, without formal devices that bring out the purely artistic or fictive nature of such art.  There is no difference, in photographic style, between the filming of a murder mystery and the filming of a “documentary.”             (Burke, 1950, p.17-18)

______________________________________






Part II — The System

Chapter 5 — Mediaturgy
Mediaturgy is dramaturgy for television, brought to the screen under pressure.  Television does not sit down with itself and ask what this performance is doing, to whom, under what conditions, and at whose expense.  Television shoe-horns the day.  It takes whatever arrived, whatever burned, whatever smiled, whatever bled, whatever promised, whatever failed, and forces it into the available form.  It makes the day fit the slot.  It makes the slot feel like the day.  That is not mediaturgy.  That is production doing what production is paid to do.
Mediaturgy is what Cultural Farming does to that production after it has happened.  It stops.  It pauses.  It holds the made thing long enough to ask the questions television cannot afford to ask while it is moving.  What is this performance doing?  Who is being addressed?  Who is being trained?  What has been made visible, and what has been removed from visibility in order for this to feel coherent?  What history is being smuggled into the frame as if it were common sense?  What politics are being performed before any political content is named?  What fashion of authority is being worn today, and who paid for the costume?
This matters because television is not self-reflexive by design.  It is reflexive in the cheap mechanical sense only: it reacts, adjusts, repeats, updates, refreshes.  It notices ratings, not meaning.  It notices drop-off, not damage.  It notices whether the viewer stays, not what staying does to the viewer.  The apparatus does not ask itself ethical questions unless ethics have become useful as content.  Even then, the ethics are fitted into the sequence, polished into a segment, given a runtime, and sent down the same chute as everything else.
The dramaturg’s discipline begins elsewhere.  In theatre, dramaturgy attends to the whole performance: text, history, structure, audience, staging, intention, rhythm, contradiction, consequence. It asks how the parts are working together, not merely whether the actors remembered the lines. It asks what world is being made by the arrangement. It asks what the audience is being invited to believe, tolerate, desire, fear, ignore, or carry away. It understands that meaning does not live in the spoken line alone. Meaning is staged.
Cultural Farming takes that discipline and turns it toward television because television also stages, but refuses to admit the stage. Its desk is a stage. Its anchor is a performer. Its camera is a position. Its lighting is an argument. Its pacing is a politics of attention. Its graphics are costume, banner, heraldry, weather system, carnival barker, and court seal all at once. But television does not say: this is a staged world. It says: here is the world. Mediaturgy begins by refusing that smooth little fraud.
____________________________________


CALIGARI

____________________________________

To practice mediaturgy is to treat television as performance without letting it hide behind information.  It is to examine the made event as made: its timing, placement, repetition, tone, costume, voice, gesture, graphic, rhythm, and intended effect.  It asks how the day was shaped into this thing, how the shoe-horn worked, where the pressure was applied, what bulged, what was trimmed, what was hidden behind the desk.  It looks not only at what television says it says, but at how what is said functions across the field of social life.
This is why mediaturgy cannot be reduced to interpretation. Interpretation asks what something means.  Mediaturgy asks what something is doing.  Interpretation often arrives with a little fishing pole and a basket for meanings.  Mediaturgy arrives with mud on its farm boots and starts looking at the drainage.  It asks how the performance was produced, why this form was chosen, what conventions it depends on, what audience habits it activates, what histories it pretends not to carry, and what political relations it normalizes by making them look like format.
The pause is essential.  Television does not pause on its own.  It moves because movement is its proof of life.  The pause must be introduced from outside the flow but not outside the apparatus. 
____________________________________

Cultural Farming works by pausing television from within television, using television’s own materials, its own sounds, its own gestures, its own cheap magic, its own graven leftovers.  It does not translate television immediately into another language and call the translation understanding.  It stops the made thing, turns it over, weeds it, mulches, plants again and tends with all a body can muster.  Farming is work.  That pause is not passive.  It is an analytic act.  To stop an image is to deny the apparatus its favorite defense, which is continuation. 
To hold a segment is to interrupt the assumption that its duration was natural.  To return to a clip is to challenge the authority of replacement.  To place one fragment beside another is to test whether the relation originally supplied by the broadcast can survive a different neighborhood.  Mediaturgy is not commentary after the fact.  It is examination through altered conditions.
Historicity enters here.  No television image arrives alone.  It comes wearing old clothes.  It carries previous formats, inherited gestures, professional folklore, ancient theatrical habits, advertising reflexes, technical superstitions, newsroom hierarchies, racial habits of lighting, gendered habits of display, class habits of address, and all the exhausted costumes of authority. 
A news desk is never just a desk.  It is a throne, barricade, altar, airline counter, pulpit, corporate lobby, command center, and breakfast table pretending to be common sense.  Mediaturgy asks how old those stereotypes are and why they still fit.
Politics enters before opinion. The politics of television are not only in declared positions, party labels, campaign graphics, or shouting mouths arranged in little boxes like a kennel of expert terriers. Politics begins in who is shown, who is cropped, who is lit, who is named, who is placed in motion, who is allowed silence, who is given grief, who is given suspicion, who is made statistical, who is made intimate, who is made disposable. Mediaturgy asks these questions because television will not. Television will count the dead and sell the mattress.
Fashion enters too, because television is always dressed. The set has a fashion. The anchor has a fashion. The graphic has a fashion. The emergency has a fashion. Even seriousness comes dressed for market. There are seasons of credibility, palettes of trust, textures of urgency, camera moves that age into embarrassment, graphics that smell like last year’s consultants. This may sound trivial until one remembers that television’s authority depends on looking current enough to be believed and familiar enough not to be questioned. Fashion is one of the ways power freshens its face.
Audience is not an afterthought. The audience is built into the performance before the performance begins. Television imagines its viewer constantly. It imagines impatience, appetite, distraction, anxiety, loyalty, fatigue, outrage, comfort, boredom. It designs for that imagined body. It times the segment for that body. It places relief for that body. It trains that body to expect interruption and then calls the trained response preference. Mediaturgy asks what viewer has been imagined here, what viewer is being produced here, and what kind of citizen survives that production.
Intent matters, but not as confession. It is not necessary to know what every producer secretly believed or what every editor muttered while the coffee went cold. Intent can be read in arrangement. It is embedded in choices: what is repeated, what is softened, what is rushed, what is dignified, what is made grotesque, what is made funny, what is made invisible. Television people know how to make the day fit. That fitting is full of intention even when no one has time to name it. Mediaturgy names it by examining the fit.
This is where Cultural Farming becomes practice-led research rather than mere critique. The mediaturg does not only watch and describe. The mediaturg works the material. The analysis happens through handling. A clip is paused, repeated, moved, paired, stripped of its original sound, given another sound, held past comfort, made to collide with a neighbor that reveals its manners. This is not decoration. This is the experiment. The proof lies inside the product of production, so the product must be worked until its production begins to show.
The difference between television production and mediaturgy is the difference between fitting the day and interrogating the fit. Production asks whether the segment works. Mediaturgy asks what kind of work the segment is doing. Production asks whether the sequence moves. Mediaturgy asks what movement prevents. Production asks whether the viewer stays. Mediaturgy asks what staying costs. Production asks whether the package is clear. Mediaturgy asks what had to be buried to make it clear.
This is why mediaturgy belongs after the wound and before the system fully unfolds. The wound shows that something is wrong. Mediaturgy supplies the method of looking at the wrongness without reducing it to content. It tells the reader how Cultural Farming examines the apparatus: not by pretending television has a hidden soul, not by scolding images for being images, but by treating each broadcast event as a performance arranged under conditions that can be paused, questioned, refunctioned, and made to testify.
Television has no mediaturgy in the sense meant here because television has no time for it. It has production, and production has habits. It has expertise, and expertise has speed. It has formats, and formats have appetites. It has professionals who know how to get the day into the chute before the chute closes. That knowledge is real. It is formidable. It is also dangerous because it can become so fluent that it no longer knows it is speaking.
Mediaturgy listens for that fluency. It hears the accent of production inside the finished thing. It hears the old theatre hiding in the news desk, the advertising pulse under the public service claim, the market panic inside the graphic refresh, the colonial postcard buried in the foreign disaster package, the sales department tugging at the hem of civic duty. It hears the apparatus talking before the anchor opens a mouth.
To do mediaturgy is to make that talk audible. Not to solve it, not to purify it, not to pretend one can stand outside and issue clean verdicts from a marble balcony. Cultural Farming stays in the mud. It takes the made thing and works it until the making becomes visible. It asks the dramaturg’s questions of a medium that hates being treated as performance because performance would expose the contract. Television wants belief without admitting staging. Mediaturgy insists on the staging.
The work is therefore both analytic and impolite. It stops the flow at the dinner table. It ruins the smoothness. It asks why the suffering fit so well between the anchor smile and the denture cream. It asks why the burning city looked smaller on television than through a bus window. It asks why a studio built for authority feels more real than the world it claims to report. It asks why the apparatus keeps dressing its lies in the clothing of common sense and why we keep complimenting the tailoring.
Mediaturgy is not a word for television’s own intelligence. It is a word for Cultural Farming’s disciplined suspicion, its theatrical memory, its production knowledge, its ethnographic patience, its surreal willingness to place the wrong things together until they tell the truth crookedly. It is dramaturgy turned toward the image-world, not to admire the stagecraft, but to examine its consequences. It is the pause that asks what the performance is doing before the next performance arrives to erase the question.
____________________________________


Chapter 6 — Production / The Production of Production
Production is not what allows television to exist. Production is what decides what television can be. Before a word is written, before a camera is placed, before an image is selected, a field of constraints has already organized the possible. Time is fixed. Space is fixed. budget, personnel, equipment, workflow, deadlines, expectations, and inherited solutions are already in place. None of these wait for meaning. Meaning arrives late and learns quickly how to behave.
This is not experienced as limitation at first. It is experienced as the normal condition of making. A segment must run thirty seconds. A program must hit the hour. A break must occur at a certain minute. A sponsor must be seen. A graphic must carry information that cannot be spoken in time. A camera cannot go there. A body must stand here. These are not abstract rules. They are physical, economic, and temporal facts. You do not debate them. You solve them.
Solving becomes the craft.
A solution is any arrangement that allows the segment to complete itself within the allotted conditions. It is not judged by whether it deepens understanding or whether it allows something to gather. It is judged by whether it works. Working means that it fits. It moves. It does not stall. It does not call attention to the limits that shaped it. It delivers the appearance of completion without exposing the mechanism that made completion necessary.
The appearance of completion is the product.
You design backward from it. If you have fifteen seconds, you do not begin with what the event requires. You begin with what can be made to appear complete within fifteen seconds. If you have a minute, you do not ask what the material needs in order to be understood. You ask how to divide the minute so that it will continue to move. The segment is not derived from the material. The material is conformed to the segment.
Form precedes content. Not as a theoretical claim, but as a daily practice.
This inversion produces a particular kind of intelligence. You learn to anticipate the constraint before it is spoken. You feel where a cut will land, how long a shot can last, when a voice must enter, when a graphic must carry the load. You do not calculate these decisions consciously each time. You carry them in your body. They arrive as instinct. You call this intuition. It is training repeated until it no longer appears as training.
This training has a direction. It moves toward smoothness.
Smoothness is not a cosmetic preference. It is the operational goal. Smoothness ensures that nothing interrupts the forward motion of the sequence. Smoothness prevents hesitation. Smoothness eliminates the possibility that something will remain long enough to require attention beyond its allotted time. Smoothness is how the system protects itself from accumulation.
You learn to remove resistance.
You cut away before a moment becomes difficult. You insert a graphic before attention wanders. You shift the angle to renew interest. You write the line that bridges a gap so the transition is not felt. You compress. You accelerate. You replace. You solve.
The solution is not neutral. It produces a pattern.
When a particular arrangement works under a given set of constraints, it is repeated. Not as imitation, but as efficiency. The next time a similar problem appears, the previous solution is available. It saves time. It reduces risk. It increases the likelihood that the segment will complete cleanly. The solution becomes a template.
Templates accumulate.
They stabilize into formats. Formats travel. They move from one program to another, from one market to another, from one context to another, carrying with them the same pacing, the same transitions, the same distribution of attention. What appears at the level of content as difference is revealed at the level of construction as repetition.
This is not incidental. It is the system learning how to reproduce itself.
Production does not only produce programs. It produces the conditions under which programs are produced. It standardizes the successful solution and feeds it back into the workflow so that each new instance begins closer to the previous one. It reduces the range of decisions by pre-deciding what has already proven to work. It narrows the field of possibility without announcing that it has done so.
This is the production of production.
It operates quietly because it appears as professionalism. It appears as experience. It appears as knowing how to do the job well. It appears as competence. The producer who can solve quickly, who can deliver smoothly, who can make the segment fit without friction, is rewarded. The reward is not only economic. It is structural. Their solutions are retained. They become part of the system’s memory.
Memory here is not reflective. It is procedural.
The system remembers what worked by repeating it. It does not remember alternatives that were never attempted. It does not remember what was excluded in order to achieve efficiency. It remembers only the path that led to completion. Each repetition deepens that path. Each repetition makes deviation less likely.
Deviation is not forbidden. It is penalized.
Deviation introduces risk. It may delay the segment. It may interrupt the flow. It may call attention to the construction. It may fail to deliver completion within the allotted time. At scale, the system cannot tolerate this uncertainty. It contains deviation by isolating it, by presenting it as anomaly, by turning it into spectacle when it cannot be avoided.
Within everyday production, deviation is corrected.
You feel this correction before it is spoken. Something runs long. You cut it. Something lingers. You move on. Something resists. You smooth it. The correction is immediate because the cost of not correcting is known. The sequence must continue.
Continuity is the requirement that governs all others.
Continuity is not simply the linking of one segment to the next. It is the maintenance of a condition in which movement is never interrupted long enough to become visible as movement. It is the preservation of flow as a natural state. It is the elimination of moments where the viewer might recognize that what they are experiencing has been arranged.
Continuity produces the illusion that nothing has been decided.
In this condition, production becomes invisible. The labor of arrangement disappears into the smoothness of the result. The constraints that shaped the segment do not appear as constraints. They appear as the natural form of the material. The viewer does not encounter the solution as a solution. They encounter it as the event.
This is where production becomes power.
Not power in the sense of controlling content explicitly, but power in determining the conditions under which content can appear. By fixing duration, by standardizing sequence, by repeating successful patterns, production defines the limits of what can be experienced within the medium. It decides how long anything can matter. It decides how quickly it must be replaced. It decides whether accumulation can occur.
Accumulation is what the system cannot afford.
To accumulate is to allow something to remain beyond its assigned duration. To accumulate is to permit pressure to build between elements that have not been resolved. To accumulate is to risk interrupting continuity. Production eliminates accumulation by distributing material across a sequence of segments, each of which is designed to complete before the next begins.
Completion is not the resolution of the event. It is the closure of the segment.
The segment ends. The event continues elsewhere, if at all. The viewer moves on. The system remains intact. The fact that the event has not been exhausted is irrelevant. What matters is that the segment has fulfilled its role within the sequence.
This is how production manages excess.
Anything that exceeds the allotted time is reduced. Anything that cannot be reduced is divided. Anything that resists division is framed in a way that allows it to pass. The goal is not to eliminate the excess, but to render it manageable within the existing structure.
Manageability is the condition of broadcast.
An event becomes manageable when it can be arranged to fit the time, the sequence, and the expectations of the viewer. Manageability does not require that the event be fully represented. It requires only that it be presented in a form that can be completed. The cost of this completion is the removal of whatever cannot be contained within the allotted duration.
What is removed does not disappear. It is displaced.
It exists outside the segment, outside the sequence, outside the conditions of broadcast. It may exist in the world, in memory, in experience, but it does not exist within the form that television provides. The viewer encounters what has been made manageable and has no access, within that encounter, to what has been displaced.
This is not deception. It is structure.
The system does not need to lie about the event. It needs only to arrange it in a way that prevents it from exceeding the conditions of its presentation. The arrangement performs this work. It limits duration. It controls placement. It ensures succession. It maintains continuity.
Within this structure, the role of the practitioner becomes clear.
You are not simply selecting images. You are determining how long they will last, where they will appear, what they will be next to, and what will follow them. Each of these decisions contributes to the overall effect, not as isolated choices, but as elements of a system that produces a specific kind of experience.
You are participating in the production of production.
Your solutions do not end with the segment you complete. They enter the system as potential templates. They are available for repetition. They may be adopted, adapted, and standardized. They contribute to the narrowing of possibility by reinforcing what works.
This participation is not optional. It is the condition of working within the apparatus.
The question is not whether you are inside it. The question is how you engage it. To continue producing without recognizing this layer is to accept the conditions as given. To recognize it is to see that the conditions themselves are the site of intervention.
Intervention here does not mean rejecting production. It does not mean refusing to work. It means altering, however slightly, the relation between the constraints and the solutions they produce.
The smallest shift is in duration.
To hold an image longer than it asks to be held is to challenge the pre-decided length that production has installed. To return to an image after it has been replaced is to challenge the authority of succession. To place an image beside another that it was not meant to accompany is to challenge the stability of the template.
These are not grand gestures. They do not dismantle the system. They introduce variation within it.
Variation is the only form of resistance available at this level.
It does not stop production. It alters its effect locally. It creates moments where the smoothness is interrupted, where the sequence does not fully resolve, where something remains beyond its assigned duration. These moments are fragile. They do not accumulate at the level of the system. They accumulate, if at all, at the level of practice.
Practice is where Cultural Farming enters.
Cultural Farming does not operate by replacing production with another system. It operates by working the materials that production has already arranged and altering their relations. It takes the finished segment and denies it the completion it was designed to achieve. It reintroduces duration. It disrupts succession. It creates adjacency that was not intended.
In doing so, it exposes the production of production.
The viewer encounters not only the image, but the conditions that shaped it. The timing becomes visible. The placement becomes questionable. The sequence reveals its seams. The smoothness breaks.
What appears is not a new content, but a different relation to the same content.
This relation does not provide answers. It produces pressure.
Pressure between what is shown and what has been displaced. Pressure between images that have been forced into relation. Pressure between the duration assigned by the system and the duration imposed by the practice. This pressure does not resolve within the sequence. It exceeds it.
Excess returns here, not as something to be managed, but as something to be encountered.
To encounter it is to recognize that the conditions of production are not neutral. They are active, shaping forces that determine what can appear and how it can matter. To work within those conditions is to engage with power at the level where it operates most effectively.
The production of production is not an abstract concept. It is the daily mechanism by which the medium reproduces itself. It is the reason the sequence feels natural. It is the reason the segment feels complete. It is the reason the viewer moves on.
To see it is to begin to understand what television does.
To work against it, even slightly, is to begin to alter what television can do.
This alteration does not occur at scale. It does not transform the system as a whole. It operates locally, within the relation between image and viewer, between duration and attention, between sequence and interruption.
It is small. It is repeated or it is not. It accumulates or it disappears.
There is no guarantee.
There is only the recognition that production has already decided more than it admits, and that those decisions can be worked, not by stepping outside the apparatus, but by engaging it where it produces its effects.
This is where the next step becomes necessary.
Not to abandon production, but to understand how its patterns extend beyond the segment, beyond the program, beyond the schedule, into a continuous field where images no longer arrive as discrete units, but as an unbroken flow.
This is where production becomes something else.
This is where production becomes infinite.
_______________________________________________


Chapter 7 — Infinite Montage
Production established the limits. Time fixed, sequence arranged, duration assigned, completion engineered. Within those limits, everything that appears on the screen has already been shaped to move. Nothing remains long enough to exceed the structure that carries it. The segment ends, the program ends, the schedule resets, and the viewer is returned, however briefly, to a condition outside the sequence.
That condition no longer holds.
The sequence does not end when the program ends. It continues across channels, across devices, across platforms, across the ordinary spaces of daily life in which images now arrive. The break between segments is filled. The end of one program becomes the beginning of another. The hand moves from one screen to the next without interruption. The field extends. There is no moment at which the system releases the viewer back into a condition that is not already prepared by the next image.
Infinite montage names this condition.
Not montage as a technique applied within a bounded work, but montage as the environment in which all images now exist. An environment in which adjacency is constant, succession is continuous, and completion is provisional. Images do not arrive as discrete units. They arrive already placed within a field of relations that extends beyond any single sequence.
This field is not visible as a single structure because it is distributed. It is composed of many sequences that overlap, intersect, and replace one another without clear boundary. It is held together by repetition. The same patterns of timing, the same arrangements of elements, the same pacing of transitions appear across contexts. These patterns are not coordinated by a single authority. They are stabilized through use. They persist because they work.
What worked within production now operates without edge.
In the bounded sequence, adjacency is designed. A shot follows another because someone decided it should. In infinite montage, adjacency is given. Every image appears next to another because the field requires continuation. The question is no longer how one image is placed beside another, but how long that relation is allowed to remain before it is replaced.
Duration becomes the decisive element.
Duration here is not simply the length of time an image is visible. It is the interval in which an image remains in relation to others. It is the time between arrival and replacement. It is the condition under which something might be noticed, might be held, might be returned to. In infinite montage, this interval is compressed.
The next image arrives before the previous has settled. The relation is formed and dissolved in the same movement. There is no pause in which the connection between elements can thicken. There is only succession. The field moves forward continuously, and each element is carried with it.
This movement produces a particular form of attention.
An attention that recognizes quickly and moves on. An attention that is efficient at identifying patterns but not at remaining within them. An attention that is rewarded for speed and discouraged from delay. This is not a failure of the viewer. It is a response to the environment. The environment trains it through repetition. Each successful transition reinforces the expectation that the next will arrive immediately. Each moment of continuation confirms that nothing needs to be held.
Holding becomes difficult not because it is impossible, but because it is unsupported.
The field does not provide the conditions under which something might remain. It provides only the conditions under which something might be replaced. The viewer who pauses risks losing the sequence. The viewer who returns interrupts the forward motion that the system has established. The default is to continue.
Continuation is not neutral. It is the condition that prevents accumulation.
In the bounded sequence, accumulation is limited by duration. A segment ends, and whatever has not been resolved is left behind. In infinite montage, accumulation is prevented by succession. Each element is replaced before it can gather force. Each relation is dissolved before it can deepen. The field remains light, not because it lacks content, but because it does not allow content to remain.
This produces a form of coherence that does not depend on resolution.
Elements appear in sequence, are recognized, and are replaced. The coherence lies in the movement itself. The field feels continuous because it does not stop. It feels complete because nothing remains long enough to expose its incompleteness. The sense of understanding is produced by the absence of interruption.
Recognition stands in for relation.
You know what you are seeing. You identify the form, the type, the pattern. The familiarity is sufficient. There is no requirement to remain with the element in order to understand it. The system does not ask for that. It asks only that you continue.
This is how infinite montage stabilizes itself.
It does not rely on any single image. It relies on the continuity of the field. Each image contributes to that continuity by appearing, registering, and yielding to the next. No image carries more weight than it can sustain within its assigned duration. No image is allowed to disrupt the movement that defines the environment.
Content cannot break this condition.
An image may be extreme, novel, or significant, but it is placed within the same field of relations as every other image. It is given a duration. It is followed by another. It is integrated into the flow. The system does not reject it. It includes it. Inclusion is the mechanism by which the field maintains itself.
Inclusion distributes attention.
Nothing is isolated. Nothing is held apart. Each element is one among many, and its effect is moderated by what surrounds it. The field absorbs difference by placing it within familiar patterns of timing and succession. The result is a condition in which everything can appear without altering the structure that presents it.
This is why interruption is rare.
Not because nothing occurs that would warrant interruption, but because interruption would require a break in continuity. It would require the field to stop or slow in a way that allows something to remain. The system is not organized to permit this. It is organized to continue.
To live within infinite montage is to inhabit a present that is always in the process of being replaced.
The past does not disappear. It is displaced. It is covered by subsequent arrivals. It remains accessible only through return, and return is not the default. The future is not anticipated as an end. It is anticipated as continuation. There is always something next.
This temporal structure alters the relation between experience and memory.
Experience does not gather in the same way when it is immediately followed by another experience. Memory does not consolidate when it is continually interrupted by new arrivals. The field moves too quickly for accumulation to occur without effort. What remains is a sequence of recognitions rather than a development of relations.
The consequence is not ignorance. It is dispersion.
Elements are known, but not held together. Events are encountered, but not sustained. The viewer moves through a field of images without remaining in any one long enough to allow it to shape what follows. The relation between elements is established by the system, not by the viewer.
This relation is not fixed. It is provisional.
Each adjacency is temporary. Each sequence is incomplete. The field is always in the process of rearranging itself. This constant rearrangement gives the impression of openness, of possibility, of access. But the terms of that possibility are defined by the conditions of continuation. What cannot move does not appear. What cannot be replaced does not remain.
Within this condition, the question is not how to exit the field.
There is no clear outside. The apparatus extends across the spaces in which images are encountered. It is present in the room, in the hand, in the body. To step away from one sequence is to enter another. The field is not a place you visit. It is a condition you inhabit.
The question is how to move within it.
Movement here is not neutral. It is shaped by the patterns the field provides. To move differently is to alter those patterns at the level of relation. This does not require stopping the flow. It requires changing how one engages with it.
The first alteration is in duration.
To remain with an image beyond the point at which it is replaced is to extend its relation within the field. To return to an image after it has been covered is to reintroduce it into a new context. To place images together that were not originally adjacent is to alter the relations that the system has provided.
These actions do not change the field as a whole.
They create local conditions within it. Conditions in which adjacency is no longer only given, but also chosen. Conditions in which duration is no longer only assigned, but also extended. Conditions in which succession is no longer only automatic, but also interrupted.
Interruption here is not an end to movement.
It is a variation within it. The field continues. The system does not pause. What changes is the relation between the viewer and the sequence. The viewer is no longer fully carried. There are moments in which something remains, in which something returns, in which something is placed differently.
These moments do not accumulate at the level of the system.
They accumulate, if at all, at the level of practice. They are repeated or they are not. They form a pattern or they disappear. There is no external mechanism that guarantees their continuation. They exist only where they are enacted.
This is where Cultural Farming operates.
Not outside infinite montage, but within it. Not by rejecting the field, but by working its elements. Cultural Farming does not produce new images as alternatives to existing ones. It takes the images that already circulate and alters their relations. It holds them, repeats them, places them in adjacency that the system does not provide.
In doing so, it makes the field perceptible.
The continuity that normally passes without notice becomes visible when it is interrupted. The succession that normally feels natural becomes apparent when it is delayed. The adjacency that normally appears given becomes active when it is altered.
This perceptibility does not resolve the condition.
Infinite montage remains. The field continues. The system operates as it always has. What changes is the relation to it. The viewer begins to sense the movement that carries them. The sequence is no longer entirely invisible.
This sensing is limited.
It does not provide a complete understanding of the field. It does not produce a position outside it. It introduces moments in which the structure can be felt. These moments are sufficient to alter how subsequent images are encountered.
Encounter becomes less automatic.
The next image is not simply accepted as the continuation of the previous. It is received with the awareness that it will be replaced. The relation between elements is not assumed to be given. It is recognized as constructed.
This recognition does not stop the flow.
It accompanies it. It operates alongside the continuation that defines infinite montage. It does not eliminate the conditions of the field. It introduces variation within them.
Infinite montage does not end.
It extends. It incorporates new platforms, new devices, new forms of arrangement. It continues to compress duration, to stabilize adjacency, to maintain succession. The conditions it establishes remain in place.
The work of seeing, within this condition, does not begin with explanation.
It begins with relation. With how long something is allowed to remain. With what it is placed beside. With whether it is returned to after it has been replaced. These are small decisions. They do not scale. They repeat or they do not.
They are sufficient to alter the encounter.
This alteration is not visible at the level of the system.
It is local. It is bodily. It occurs at the point where an image meets attention and is either allowed to pass or is held long enough to register its own incompletion. That moment is brief. It does not stop the sequence. It introduces a difference within it.
This difference is where the work continues.
__________________________________________________-



Chapter 8 — Adjacency, Duration, Replacement
Television rarely persuades through isolated images. Individual images can certainly shock, seduce, wound, frighten, or inspire, but television’s deeper operations emerge through relation. One thing beside another thing. One emotional register dissolving into the next. One sequence clearing perceptual space for the sequence that follows it. Television works less through singular statements than through managed environments of association.
Most viewers already understand this intuitively. Even children recognize that editing changes meaning. A smiling face followed by birthday candles signifies differently than the same face followed by a coffin. Montage is no longer an obscure insight belonging only to film theory classrooms and avant-garde manifestos. We live inside montage now. The grammar has become ordinary.
But television transformed montage by changing its scale.
In classical cinema, montage largely operates within bounded works. A film begins. A film ends. Sequences are arranged intentionally in order to produce emotional or conceptual effects within a contained duration. Television inherited these techniques, but television also dissolved many of the boundaries surrounding them. Images no longer function only within programs. They function within the larger flow surrounding programs. Commercials, news reports, station promotions, sports highlights, sitcoms, disasters, weather maps, celebrity interviews, and war footage all circulate beside one another continuously. Meaning develops environmentally.
This distinction matters because environmental montage behaves differently than narrative montage. The viewer no longer encounters juxtaposition occasionally as an artistic device. The viewer inhabits continuous adjacency as a perceptual condition. Images do not merely appear. They arrive already surrounded by other images. Television therefore shapes perception not only through content, but through placement.
Adjacency becomes infrastructural.
War beside detergent. Ecological collapse beside weather sponsorship. Pharmaceutical advertising beside terminal illness coverage. Sitcom laughter beside invasion footage. Financial panic beside luxury car commercials. None of these juxtapositions remain accidental once they become routine. The apparatus continuously organizes emotional and symbolic relation through sequence alone.
The body registers these transitions before interpretation fully stabilizes. Television moves quickly enough that viewers often experience relation physiologically before analyzing it conceptually. Emotional adjustment becomes constant. One sequence hands the viewer into another before the previous one has settled completely.
This is one reason television often feels strangely dreamlike while remaining aggressively practical at the same time.
Dreams proceed associatively. One image opens onto another through emotional resonance, fear, displacement, memory, contradiction, desire, or symbolic drift. Television increasingly operates similarly, except the associations are generated industrially rather than unconsciously. The result is not traditional coherence. It is continuity.
Continuity and coherence are not the same thing.
A sequence may feel smooth while remaining conceptually absurd. Television does not require contradictions to resolve intellectually. It requires only that movement continue. The next segment must arrive cleanly enough that the viewer keeps moving with the flow. Adjacency performs this work efficiently because relation forms rapidly under conditions of succession. One image affects the next whether viewers consciously intend it or not.
But adjacency alone is not enough to understand television’s operations fully.
Duration matters equally.
The crucial question is not only what appears beside what, but how long any relation is allowed to remain before replacement occurs. Duration determines whether a sequence merely registers or begins accumulating perceptual density. Television manages these intervals carefully because duration alters emotional metabolism.
An image held too long starts behaving differently.
Details emerge. Contradictions surface. Performance becomes visible. Fatigue appears in faces. Silence thickens. The sequence stops functioning merely as delivery system and starts exposing its own construction. Viewers become aware not only of what they are seeing, but of the act of seeing itself.
Television generally avoids these thresholds.
Not because producers gather secretly in dark rooms plotting perceptual control like bargain-bin Bond villains, but because the larger apparatus is organized toward continuity and replacement. Flow depends upon managed pacing. Sequences must continue moving before too much density gathers in any one location.
This is why television often accelerates precisely when reflection becomes necessary.
A catastrophe occurs. Fragments arrive rapidly. Commentary appears immediately. Graphics animate. Experts materialize. Reactions circulate. Archival footage returns. Commercial interruption follows. Another event enters. The sequence expands outward before the original material has stabilized emotionally or cognitively.
The viewer experiences activity rather than integration.
This distinction becomes clearer whenever duration is interrupted deliberately. A repeated clip shown too many times begins mutating strangely. A face held beyond ordinary broadcast pacing starts revealing uncertainty, calculation, boredom, exhaustion, grief. Silence inserted where commentary normally appears changes the emotional geometry of the sequence immediately.
The body notices duration shifts before theory arrives to explain them.
Even viewers with no formal media training recognize when pacing changes. Slow television feels different than rapid television. Long takes feel different than fragmented editing. Continuous commentary feels different than pauses. The nervous system responds directly to rhythm.
This is why production timing carries political consequences even when discussed as purely technical craft.
Timing shapes relation. Relation shapes perception. Perception shapes possibility.
Television understands this operationally even when it does not articulate it philosophically. Producers know pacing changes audience behavior. Advertisers know repetition alters retention. News directors know urgency can be generated formally through editing rhythms independent of informational content itself.
The apparatus continuously manages attention through duration control.
Replacement completes this system.
Adjacency establishes relation. Duration governs stabilization. Replacement prevents accumulation.
These operations function together continuously.
Replacement is often misunderstood as simple distraction or evidence of shrinking attention spans. The mechanism is more structural than psychological. Replacement preserves continuity by ensuring no single relation remains dominant long enough to reorganize the larger sequence.
Every image arrives under the condition of eventual displacement.
The next segment already waits prepared. The next catastrophe. The next joke. The next outrage. The next confession. The next spectacle. The next advertisement. Television therefore produces a peculiar form of historical experience in which events are replaced operationally before resolving materially.
Wars continue while attention migrates elsewhere. Ecological disasters remain ongoing while disappearing from dominant circulation. Political scandals fade not because consequences vanished, but because the sequence moved forward.
Replacement reorganizes public memory through pacing.
What disappears from circulation increasingly disappears from active social perception regardless of whether underlying conditions changed. Structural realities unfolding slowly across decades struggle to remain visible inside accelerated sequence systems optimized for immediacy. Television therefore gravitates toward events rather than conditions because events sequence cleanly while conditions resist closure.
A flood becomes spectacle more easily than climate.
A bombing becomes footage more easily than empire.
A scandal becomes narrative more easily than infrastructure.
This limitation does not emerge because television lacks intelligent or ethical practitioners. It emerges because the apparatus organizes perception through replacement rhythms that privilege immediacy over accumulation. The sequence moves too quickly for slow violence to remain visible consistently.
This is one reason Cultural Farming places such emphasis on return.
To return to an image after replacement has already occurred is to interrupt the temporal authority of the apparatus. Return refuses the assumption that the sequence alone determines relevance. An image encountered repeatedly across altered contexts begins behaving differently. Patterns emerge diagonally across time. Similar gestures recur. Similar emotional manipulations recur. Similar framing devices recur. The archive starts revealing structural habits beneath the apparent novelty of individual broadcasts.
At first the viewer simply notices repetition. Eventually repetition reveals grammar.
The apparatus begins speaking in recognizable rhythms. Certain emotional crescendos become familiar. Certain forms of urgency repeat so consistently that urgency itself becomes aestheticized. Television trains viewers bodily through repetition long before viewers develop conscious analytical language for what they are experiencing.
This is why television cannot be understood fully through textual analysis alone. The medium operates environmentally. People eat with television. Fall asleep beside it. Mourn beside it. Argue beside it. Grow up beside it. The apparatus structures domestic rhythm and emotional pacing simultaneously.
Infinite montage intensifies this condition by extending sequence logic across all available surfaces. Television no longer occupies only designated viewing hours. The sequence travels continuously through phones, airports, waiting rooms, restaurants, classrooms, automobiles, workplaces, and bedrooms. Replacement becomes ambient.
The viewer adapts accordingly.
Attention fragments preemptively. Anticipation shortens. Silence grows uncomfortable. Duration itself begins feeling suspicious unless continuously justified by stimulation. This adaptation should not be mistaken for moral weakness. Human perception reorganizes itself around dominant infrastructures repeatedly throughout history. Industrialization altered sleep. Electrification altered night. Television altered relation through sequence. Infinite montage extends that alteration into continuous perceptual atmosphere.
Cultural Farming emerged partly as an attempt to slow this atmosphere enough to study it from inside rather than outside. The project works directly with existing image-material because television already contains the operations requiring examination. The same clips return. The same gestures return. The same transitions return. Return is methodological.
To repeat an image after its assigned duration has expired alters its operational behavior. The image stops functioning purely as information and begins functioning as evidence. Images originally separated by years or decades suddenly enter direct relation. Historical periods collapse against one another. Entertainment rhymes with politics. Advertising rhymes with warfare. News performance rhymes with game shows. The apparatus becomes partially visible through recurrence.
This visibility remains unstable because infinite montage continues operating simultaneously. The sequence still pressures the viewer toward forward movement and replacement. Cultural Farming therefore cannot rely upon critique alone. It must work rhythmically through pacing, repetition, interruption, juxtaposition, delay, and return. These operations alter relation materially rather than merely describing it conceptually.
The goal is not to escape montage. Human thought itself proceeds associatively. Memory proceeds associatively. Dreams proceed associatively. The problem emerges when associative sequence becomes industrialized into systems optimized primarily for continuity, circulation, and replacement.
Then relation thins.
Images lose environmental density. Events lose duration. Memory loses accumulation. Everything continues moving while fewer things remain long enough to matter deeply.
This is the condition Cultural Farming attempts to interrupt. Not permanently. Not heroically. Locally. At the level of sequence itself. Because how long something remains beside something else may shape perception more profoundly than the individual image alone ever could.


Chapter 9 — Cameras Are Guns / Graven Images
The sentence arrived long before I understood it well enough to defend it.
Cameras are guns.
I first said it publicly sometime in the late 1990s while speaking to a room full of television designers, producers, animators, and station executives gathered beneath the glowing optimism of a booming media economy. Projection screens pulsed behind us. Corporate slogans floated through the ballroom like weather balloons filled with caffeine and venture capital. Everybody wanted “the future.” Everybody wanted convergence, interactivity, immersion, customization, portability, flexibility, impact. Nobody wanted to discuss what endless visibility might actually do to human beings.
The sentence did not arrive as theory. It arrived as irritation.
By then I had already spent years inside television production watching cameras behave less like recording devices and more like tactical instruments. Every year they moved closer, faster, lower, smaller, more aggressive. Lenses no longer merely observed events. They entered them. Cameras pushed into faces during grief, hovered above car chases, crouched beside bleeding bodies, waited outside courtrooms like bounty hunters, rode beside missiles, entered schools, hospitals, riots, funerals, hurricanes, and wars with the same relentless appetite for access.
And the industry celebrated this as progress.
What disturbed me was not simply the increase in visual intensity. Television had always depended upon intensity. The deeper shift involved the relationship between the camera and the body holding it. The operator was no longer simply documenting events. Increasingly the camera functioned as a device of pursuit. It tracked. It targeted. It stabilized. It closed distance. The body behind the lens became operationally fused with the machinery of acquisition itself.
Television cameras had once been massive industrial objects. Studio cameras sat on pedestals the size of refrigerators. Field cameras required shoulders, cables, battery belts, assistants, tape decks, carrying cases, engineers, trucks. Their bulk imposed friction. People adjusted themselves visibly around them because the apparatus occupied physical space aggressively and announced its own presence before recording anything.
Miniaturization changed the psychology of the image entirely.
The smaller the camera became, the more naturalized its presence became. It could enter spaces previously unavailable to broadcast production. It could move unnoticed through crowds. It could remain permanently ready. Eventually it became body-adjacent. Hip-mounted. Handheld. Pocketed. Holstered.
The sidearm analogy emerged from practice before it emerged conceptually.
A camera hanging against the hip reorganizes social space before it is even activated. People pose, retreat, perform, confess, conceal, freeze, escalate, soften, or become self-conscious simply because the instrument is present. The camera does not merely record behavior. It produces behavior.
This is not metaphorical flourish. It is operational reality.
The lens establishes an asymmetrical relation from the beginning. One body frames. Another body is framed. One controls duration. Another inhabits it. One selects. One is selected. One possesses replay, storage, circulation, distribution, and repetition. The other risks exposure.
Exposure is a form of vulnerability.
Modern subjects understand this bodily now even when they cannot articulate it theoretically. People move through contemporary life under conditions of ambient recordability. Airports, schools, concerts, sidewalks, traffic stops, restaurants, grocery stores, protests, offices, elevators, waiting rooms, and bedrooms increasingly operate beneath the possibility of capture.
The image no longer merely follows the event.
The possibility of the image shapes the event while it unfolds.
People perform toward future circulation.
This alters intimacy. It alters protest. It alters crime. It alters confession. It alters grief. It alters childhood. It alters violence. It alters selfhood itself because life increasingly unfolds under conditions in which almost any moment may become transmissible image-material.
Television normalized this condition long before digital platforms distributed it globally.
The television camera taught populations how to behave under observation. It trained posture, pacing, facial management, emotional timing, reaction performance, confession rituals, crisis gestures. Reality television merely intensified a process already underway for decades: the migration from living before cameras to living as cameras.
That distinction matters.
To live before cameras still implies separation between ordinary life and the observing apparatus. To live as cameras means internalizing the apparatus behaviorally. Consciousness bends toward self-surveillance. People begin editing themselves continuously even when no visible device remains present.
This is where the gun analogy deepens.
Weapons do not merely injure bodies. Their presence reorganizes environments psychologically before any discharge occurs. A visible firearm changes posture, speech, movement, anticipation, and emotional geometry immediately. The possibility of force restructures the encounter.
Cameras increasingly function similarly within social space.
The possibility of capture reorganizes behavior before capture occurs. The possibility of circulation reorganizes speech before speech occurs. The possibility of exposure reorganizes identity before identity stabilizes.
Again, this is not conspiracy. It is infrastructure.
And like most infrastructures, it disappears most effectively once normalized. Children now grow up understanding that almost any action may become permanent image-material. Entire generations learn sociality through continuous potential exposure. The apparatus no longer arrives ceremonially in the living room as a special object called television. It arrives already embedded within ordinary conduct itself.
The body adapts accordingly.
This adaptation produces strange contradictions. People fear surveillance while craving visibility. They resent intrusion while volunteering disclosure. They condemn voyeurism while participating in it daily. They experience anxiety when watched and anxiety when ignored. Visibility and vulnerability become fused operationally.
Television did not invent these contradictions.
It industrialized them.
Because television industrialized them at scale, the medium became one of the central laboratories through which modern identity learned to externalize itself into images continuously. Broadcast culture trained populations to experience mediated visibility as ordinary social existence. Digital systems later accelerated and dispersed the condition until the distinction between broadcaster and audience began collapsing altogether.
Now everyone carries the apparatus.
This does not democratize image power as completely as contemporary rhetoric often claims. Distribution may expand while structural asymmetries remain intact. Some images still circulate farther than others. Some bodies remain more exposed than others. Some deaths remain more televisual than others. Violence still follows existing power unevenly even when everyone possesses cameras.
But the field has changed fundamentally nonetheless.
The old broadcast arrangement positioned viewers primarily as receivers. The newer arrangement recruits them into production continuously. Every subject becomes potential operator, witness, archivist, editor, performer, distributor, and target simultaneously.
The apparatus no longer waits for events.
It solicits them.
Police body cameras alter police behavior and civilian behavior simultaneously. Smartphone cameras alter protest behavior and state behavior simultaneously. Viral possibility reshapes conduct before conduct fully emerges. The image increasingly arrives before the event becomes itself.
Representation historically followed occurrence. Increasingly occurrence bends toward representation in advance.
People learn experience through prior image grammars and unconsciously reproduce those grammars while living. Contemporary violence often feels cinematic before cameras even arrive because televisual logic has already migrated into behavior itself.
The television era trained populations to recognize violence as image-event. Camera angles, reaction shots, emotional crescendos, witness positioning, pacing rhythms, replay structures, and narrative escalation became culturally familiar long before digital ubiquity. Public crisis now unfolds inside populations already conditioned by decades of moving-image grammar.
The camera no longer merely documents catastrophe.
Catastrophe increasingly understands itself through camera logic.
This does not make the violence unreal. Bodies still break. Blood still spills. Grief still destroys lives. What changes is the relation between violence and visibility.
Visibility now participates in violence operationally.
The Burundi execution revealed this to me with terrible clarity years ago. The problem was not simply that the camera recorded a murder. The deeper horror involved the camera’s behavioral position within the execution itself. The frame stabilized professionally. The sequence completed itself smoothly enough to coexist beside toothpaste commercials and network promotion spots without rupturing broadcast continuity.
It fit.
That phrase continues to disturb me because it reveals something fundamental about television. The apparatus does not require moral coherence in order to continue functioning. It requires formal continuity. Anything capable of being integrated into the flow becomes usable sequence-material regardless of ethical magnitude.
A famine follows sports.
An execution dissolves into detergent.
Political collapse leads into weather.
War footage precedes sitcom promotion.
The apparatus experiences no contradiction because contradiction at the level of content does not interrupt continuity at the level of form.
The form absorbs everything.
This absorptive capacity is one reason television became such an important object for Cultural Farming. The medium continuously reveals operations larger than any individual program because television cannot fully conceal the contradictions required for its own continuation. The seams remain visible to anyone willing to stay with the material long enough.
The phrase “graven images” eventually entered this investigation through a different doorway entirely.
The Second Commandment prohibits the making of fixed sacred images. The commandment is often interpreted narrowly as a prohibition against idols, statues, or false gods. But beneath the theological surface lies a deeper anxiety about fixation itself. Graven images freeze relation. They convert living process into stabilized object. They replace encounter with representation.
Modern image systems industrialize this process at planetary scale.
Television transforms moving life into endlessly repeatable surfaces detached from original conditions while still carrying enormous emotional and political force. The image survives. Relation thins. Representation gradually replaces encounter as the dominant mode through which reality becomes socially available.
This is one reason modern politics increasingly resembles image-management more than governance. Visibility itself becomes operational power.
The problem is not that images lie.
The problem is that images stabilize.
They hold attention in forms that gradually begin replacing direct relation to lived environments. The represented world becomes easier to manage than the material one because representation can be circulated, repeated, edited, accelerated, branded, archived, and optimized continuously.
_________________________________________________


Chapter 10 — Dead Images
Images die differently than bodies.
Bodies decay materially.  They decompose, collapse, return to soil, disperse into systems larger than themselves.  Death, in biological terms, remains inseparable from transformation.  The body exits one arrangement and enters another.  Nothing about this process is abstract.  It smells.  It leaks.  It stains.  It requires labor from the living.  Burial, cremation, mourning, documentation, inheritance, memory.  Death reorganizes physical space and social relation simultaneously.
Images do not die this way.
An image can disappear from circulation, but disappearance is not death. An image can be archived, forgotten, buried under newer sequences, transferred between formats, degraded through duplication, compressed into artifacts.  It can be detached from its original context, stripped of attribution, accelerated through repetition, or converted into parody.  Yet throughout these transformations the image remains strangely undead.  It persists as retrievable surface.  It waits.
Television altered humanity’s relationship to this condition permanently.
Before mass image reproduction, memory required bodies, stories, ritual, objects, paintings, monuments, scars, songs, architecture, and recurring acts of recollection.  Images existed, certainly, but they remained tied to material limitations.  Their circulation moved at the speed of transport.  Their reproduction required labor. vTheir persistence depended upon institutions capable of maintaining them physically.
Broadcast television transformed the image into atmosphere.
Once images could circulate continuously at industrial scale, the distinction between event and replay began collapsing.  A thing no longer needed to remain physically present in order to continue operating socially.  The image could outlive the event while still shaping perception as though the event remained ongoing.  The dead returned nightly.   Wars replayed. Assassinations replayed. Explosions replayed.  Disasters replayed.  Faces of the missing remained illuminated inside living rooms decades after the bodies themselves had vanished.
The replay changed the ontology of public memory.
Television did not merely preserve events.  It reformatted them into endlessly renewable sequences capable of re-entering the present repeatedly without undergoing ordinary historical decay.  The image ceased behaving like memory and began behaving like infrastructure.
This altered grief profoundly.
For most of human history, mourning involved distance.  The dead receded because physical access receded.  Voices disappeared.  Gestures disappeared.  Motion disappeared.  Eventually only fragments remained.  Memory became incomplete by necessity.
Television interrupted this process.
Now the dead could continue moving.
A murdered president waves forever from a motorcade.  A collapsing building burns forever against a skyline.  A child runs forever from napalm.  A prisoner falls forever from a rooftop.  The body dies once while the image repeats indefinitely.
The consequence is not immortality.
It is suspension.
The image becomes trapped between disappearance and continuation.  It remains socially active without remaining alive.  The dead image neither fully exits nor fully resolves.  It continues circulating operationally inside the perceptual environment long after the originating event has ended materially.
This condition intensifies under infinite montage.
In earlier broadcast eras, images still possessed intervals around them.  A nightly newscast arrived at a scheduled hour.  Historical footage appeared occasionally within documentary formats or anniversary retrospectives.  Even repetition retained some relation to institutional pacing.
Digital circulation eliminated much of this friction.  Now images do not wait for scheduled return.  They remain permanently available for retrieval, remix, reposting, reaction, reframing, monetization, outrage, irony, commemoration, and weaponization.  The dead image no longer rests in archive.  It remains active within continuous circulation.
This has produced a strange transformation in historical consciousness.  The past no longer recedes consistently.  Instead it competes continuously with the present for perceptual priority. Events from decades ago circulate beside events from hours ago within the same visual field. Historical scale compresses. Temporal distinctions flatten. The viewer moves through a perpetual coexistence of image-times detached from ordinary chronology.
Everything appears equally current because everything appears through the same illuminated surface.
This flattening affects political memory directly.
Events that once might have accumulated historical weight through duration now compete inside accelerated circulation economies where visibility depends less upon consequence than upon transmissibility.  Images capable of rapid emotional activation survive more effectively than images requiring sustained contemplation.  Outrage circulates quickly. Ambiguity circulates poorly. Catastrophe circulates efficiently. Structural analysis circulates weakly.
The dead image adapts accordingly.
Some images become iconic not because they explain history adequately but because they condense complexity into transmissible visual shorthand.  The raised fist.  The tank and the student.  The crying child. These images function almost liturgically inside contemporary media culture.  They return repeatedly as symbolic anchors around which historical feeling organizes itself.
But repetition changes images.  Each replay detaches the image slightly further from the singularity of the originating moment.  The image gains symbolic mobility while losing environmental specificity.  Eventually many viewers recognize the image without understanding the material conditions from which it emerged.  Recognition survives while context erodes.
This erosion is not accidental. Infinite montage rewards portability.
Portable images move easily across platforms, ideologies, emotional registers, and commercial systems.  They can be quoted quickly, consumed quickly, redeployed quickly.  Complexity slows circulation.  Compression accelerates it.
The result is a perceptual environment crowded with dead images that remain socially active while increasingly detached from lived conditions.  This is one meaning of mechanical death.  The image survives.  Relation dies.
Television prepared the conditions for this transformation because television always depended upon controlled intervals of forgetting. Every new sequence displaced the previous one while still retaining the possibility of future retrieval. The apparatus trained viewers to move continuously between partial remembrance and partial erasure. Nothing disappeared completely. Nothing remained fully present either.
The dead image occupied this unstable middle zone.
Cultural Farming emerged partly in response to this instability.  Not because dead images should be abandoned, but because they needed to be worked differently.  Television treats images primarily as units of circulation.  Cultural Farming attempts to restore relational friction to them.  Friction matters because friction slows replacement.
To hold an image too long, to repeat it incorrectly, to relocate it beside unexpected material, to interrupt its normal circulation pathway, is to alter its operational behavior.  The image begins resisting smooth consumption.  It thickens.  It regains some environmental density.  
This is especially important with images of violence.  Television often neutralizes violence precisely through successful circulation.  The viewer receives the event, registers it emotionally, and moves on within the continuity of the sequence.  The apparatus does not require indifference. It requires continuation.
Continuation disperses consequence.
One catastrophe replaces another before the previous catastrophe accumulates sufficient relational depth to reorganize perception materially.  The viewer experiences repeated activation without corresponding transformation.  Emotional intensity rises and dissipates rhythmically without altering the larger movement of the field.
Eventually the nervous system adapts.
This adaptation is frequently misdescribed as apathy.  More often it resembles exhaustion.  The viewer is not necessarily uncaring.  The viewer is over-sequenced.  The apparatus continually introduces new material before previous material has stabilized cognitively or emotionally.
Infinite montage accelerates this exhaustion because circulation no longer pauses between institutional broadcasts.  The sequence continues across every available surface.  News, entertainment, advertising, confession, surveillance, catastrophe, comedy, intimacy, warfare, and self-promotion now coexist inside the same uninterrupted visual environment.
Dead images drift continuously through this field.
A bombing clip appears beside cooking instructions.  Police violence beside vacation footage.  Terminal illness beside cosmetics marketing.  Funeral slideshows beside dance videos.  Historical atrocity beside pet comedy.  The juxtapositions themselves increasingly lose shock because the field normalizes adjacency as its primary organizational principle.
This is one reason contemporary culture often feels emotionally dislocated.  The problem is not merely excessive information.  The problem is excessive unresolved adjacency.
The nervous system continually encounters incompatible emotional registers without sufficient duration for integration.  The viewer shifts from grief to amusement to outrage to desire to boredom within minutes, sometimes seconds.  The body adapts by flattening transition itself.
This flattening creates the sensation many people describe vaguely as unreality.  Not because events are fictional, but because events increasingly arrive detached from stable experiential grounding.  The sequence moves too rapidly for environmental coherence to form.  One image does not remain long enough to metabolize before another arrives demanding attention.
The dead image becomes part of this metabolic disorder.
Images continue operating socially while severed from the relational ecosystems that once gave them meaning.  They become emotionally active fragments circulating inside systems optimized for replacement rather than understanding.
Cultural Farming responds by altering circulation rhythm.  The practice does not attempt to restore some impossible pre-technological purity.  That fantasy is useless.  Nor does it seek authenticity through withdrawal from media entirely.  Cultural Farming works directly with contaminated material because contamination is now the ordinary condition of perception itself.
The task becomes one of re-relation.
Images must be slowed, held, repeated, displaced, contradicted, damaged, and recombined until their constructedness becomes visible again. Not to destroy the image, but to interrupt its automatic function within infinite montage.  This is where surrealism re-enters the project decisively.
__________________________________________

Surrealism was never simply an art style of strange juxtapositions and dream imagery.  At its strongest, surrealism functioned as an attack against the managed rationality of modern life.  It interrupted habitual perception by forcing incompatible realities into contact.  The goal was not nonsense.  The goal was revelation through collision.
Television accidentally perfected the mechanics of surreal juxtaposition while stripping the method of critical intent.
A toothpaste commercial following footage of war is objectively surreal.  So is a weather update interrupting political catastrophe.  So is a luxury car advertisement surrounding famine coverage.  Broadcast television continuously generated absurd juxtapositions while presenting them as perfectly ordinary continuity.  The apparatus normalized surrealism operationally.
Cultural Farming attempts to reclaim collision consciously rather than passively. It takes the absurd proximities already generated by television and reworks them until the contradictions become difficult to ignore. The point is not to manufacture unreality.  The point is to expose the unreality already operating beneath normalized media continuity.
Dead images are crucial to this process because they carry historical residue inside contemporary circulation.  They remain capable of reactivation when placed within altered relations.  An image dulled through overexposure may regain force through reframing.  A forgotten sequence may suddenly illuminate present conditions when returned to visibility differently.
This is not nostalgia.  Nostalgia idealizes the past through sentimental recovery.  Cultural Farming treats the archive as active material requiring critical reworking.  The dead image is not sacred.  It is unfinished.
__________________________________________

This unfinished quality matters politically.  Power prefers completed narratives because completed narratives stabilize interpretation.  Infinite montage assists this stabilization paradoxically through constant replacement.  The viewer moves forward before contradictions fully develop.  Historical events become consumable memory objects rather than ongoing structural conditions.
The dead image can interrupt this process when reintroduced improperly.
A repeated gesture across decades suddenly becomes visible.  A production grammar linking entertainment and warfare emerges unexpectedly.  A politician’s expression rhymes with an actor’s performance.  A news sequence reveals theatrical choreography beneath claims of neutrality.  The archive begins speaking diagonally across time.
This diagonal movement is central to Cultural Farming’s method.
The goal is not linear argument alone.  It is pattern activation.  Relations emerge through accumulation, recurrence, displacement, and return.  Meaning develops environmentally rather than propositionally.  The viewer encounters structures gradually through repeated collision.
This is why the work often feels simultaneously analytical and dreamlike.  Dreams do not proceed linearly.  They proceed associatively. One image opens onto another through emotional, symbolic, spatial, or unconscious relation rather than rational sequence alone.  Television increasingly operates similarly under infinite montage conditions.  Cultural Farming does not reject this logic.  It redirects it toward critical awareness.
The dead image becomes a participant in this awareness because it refuses stable historical closure.  
Something unresolved continues moving inside it.  The viewer senses this even when unable to articulate it fully.  Certain images linger because they contain contradictions larger than their assigned interpretations.  Television often attempts to stabilize these contradictions through repetition and framing.  Cultural Farming attempts to reopen them.
Not all images deserve rescue.  Some should disappear.  Some should decay and turn to compost.  Some forms of circulation produce only further extraction and injury.  There is no universal ethics of preservation capable of resolving this cleanly.  The archive itself remains contaminated by power.  But contamination does not eliminate responsibility.
The question becomes how to engage image-material without reproducing the automatic operations of infinite montage.  How to hold without merely consuming.  How to repeat without neutralizing.  How to remember without converting memory into spectacle.
No stable formula exists.  Only practice.  Only attention.  Only the ongoing labor of learning how to see inside systems that increasingly prefer replacement to relation, circulation to memory, and continuity to understanding.
Dead images remain among us because the apparatus no longer permits easy disappearance.  The task now is deciding what kinds of afterlives those images will inhabit.
______________________________________

Chapter 11 — Appropriation / Theft / Refunctioning
Cultural Farming begins with theft.  Not metaphorically. Materially.
The project steals images, sounds, gestures, fragments, slogans, transitions, advertisements, news reports, sitcoms, political speeches, sports broadcasts, weather graphics, patriotic music, religious rhetoric, police footage, corporate logos, and exhausted faces directly from the circulating flow of television itself. The archive is built from capture. Recording. Extraction. Reuse. Re-sequencing. Cultural Farming does not hide this process because concealment would contradict the method entirely. The work announces its contamination openly.
This has always disturbed certain viewers.
The complaint usually arrives wrapped in the language of ownership, originality, or legality. Someone asks whether the footage is “mine.” Someone asks whether permission was granted. Someone asks whether the work remains legitimate if it consists largely of materials produced by other people.
These questions reveal how deeply industrial image culture has normalized proprietary thinking around perception itself.
Television already operates through appropriation constantly. Broadcast news appropriates grief, catastrophe, fear, disaster, celebration, and public experience continuously. Advertising appropriates desire. Political media appropriates outrage. Entertainment appropriates gesture, dialect, identity, rebellion, intimacy, trauma, sexuality, and memory. The modern image economy depends upon continuous extraction from collective social life.
Cultural Farming simply refuses to pretend otherwise.
The difference is not whether appropriation occurs.
The difference is how consciously it occurs and toward what ends.
Commercial television generally appropriates in order to stabilize circulation. Material enters the apparatus, becomes reformatted into sequence, and returns to viewers in forms optimized for continuity, pacing, and retention. Contradictions become manageable. Emotional intensities become programmable. Events become segments.
Cultural Farming steals material back out of this process and reworks it against its assigned function.
This is where refunctioning becomes essential.
The term emerges partly through Brecht’s notion of Umfunktionierung, the refunctioning of cultural forms against dominant ideological arrangements. But the principle extends beyond theatre or literature. Technologies themselves may be refunctioned. So may genres, archives, symbols, rituals, and perceptual habits.
Television expects images to move efficiently.
Cultural Farming interferes with that efficiency.
An advertisement may be slowed until its emotional manipulations become grotesquely visible. A political speech may be repeated until performance overtakes content. A sitcom laugh track may begin sounding mournful through overextension. A news transition may reveal more about broadcast ideology than the news story itself. The image remains materially identical while operationally transformed.
This transformation depends upon relation.
A single image rarely changes meaning entirely on its own. Meaning shifts through duration, adjacency, interruption, repetition, displacement, and return. Images behave differently when removed from the circulation systems that originally stabilized them. The same clip placed beside different material begins generating different conceptual weather.
Television already understands this instinctively.
Broadcast editing rooms operate through relation continuously. Producers know that sequence alters interpretation. Camera operators know framing alters authority. Designers know color alters emotional atmosphere. Advertisers know repetition alters memory. The apparatus understands montage operationally even when it avoids discussing montage philosophically.
Cultural Farming pushes these operations into visibility.
The point is not merely to expose manipulation. That language quickly becomes simplistic and self-congratulatory. All representation involves construction. The deeper question concerns what kinds of relations dominant image systems normalize until those relations begin feeling natural.
For example, television news often places catastrophe inside pacing structures nearly identical to entertainment structures. Emotional escalation, visual hooks, recurring personalities, commercial interruption, teaser language, dramatic music, narrative suspense, visual branding, and rapid transition all migrate easily between informational and entertainment forms. The viewer experiences continuity between them bodily long before analyzing the implications intellectually.
Cultural Farming isolates and exaggerates these overlaps until they become difficult to ignore.
A transition repeated too many times begins mutating strangely. Patriotic graphics placed beside commercial graphics begin rhyming with one another. News anchors start sounding like game-show hosts. Advertising slogans begin contaminating political rhetoric openly. Television gradually reveals itself not as a collection of separate genres, but as one large operational field sharing common perceptual grammars.
Appropriation becomes necessary because the grammar already exists publicly.
Cultural Farming does not invent the contradictions it reveals. It rearranges existing materials until those contradictions become more perceptible. This is why the work often feels simultaneously absurd and documentary. Nothing has been fabricated. The absurdity was already present inside the original broadcasts themselves.
Television is frequently surreal without recognizing its own surrealism.
A toothpaste commercial following war footage is surreal. A cheerful weather segment interrupting ecological catastrophe is surreal. A pharmaceutical advertisement sponsored by the side effects it claims to relieve is surreal. Television generates impossible juxtapositions constantly while presenting them as perfectly ordinary continuity.
The apparatus depends upon viewers not lingering inside these contradictions too long.
Refunctioning slows the sequence enough for the contradiction to thicken.
This is one reason repetition matters so much within Cultural Farming practice. Repetition changes the behavior of images. A clip encountered once may function as information. A clip encountered twenty times may begin functioning as evidence. Gestures harden into patterns. Performance reveals itself as choreography. Emotional cues become visible as cues.
The image starts speaking differently.
This process often produces discomfort because television trains viewers to move forward continuously. Repetition interrupts that momentum. It creates friction inside systems organized toward replacement. The viewer becomes aware not only of the image, but of the machinery carrying the image.
Sometimes this awareness arrives humorously.
Humor matters more to Cultural Farming than many critics initially realize. Television is often ridiculous. Its authority depends partly upon suppressing awareness of its own absurdity. Once certain sequences are isolated and replayed, the apparatus begins exposing itself accidentally. News graphics become theatrical props. Political spectacle becomes vaudeville. Commercial sincerity collapses into parody through overperformance alone.
The point is not mockery for its own sake.
Humor functions diagnostically here. Laughter often signals the moment when normalized relations suddenly appear strange again. The familiar destabilizes. The viewer glimpses construction where naturalness previously existed.
Surrealism understood this dynamic long before television.
The surrealists frequently worked through appropriation, displacement, interruption, collage, readymades, irrational adjacency, and symbolic sabotage. Existing cultural material was stolen, relocated, contradicted, and transformed until ordinary perception began slipping. The goal was never randomness alone. The goal was liberation from managed coherence.
Television accidentally industrialized managed incoherence.
That contradiction fascinated me for years. Broadcast television continuously generated surreal juxtapositions while simultaneously neutralizing the destabilizing force those juxtapositions might otherwise produce. The sequence moved too quickly for contradiction to accumulate fully. The apparatus absorbed absurdity into continuity itself.
Cultural Farming attempts to reopen those contradictions.
This reopening does not occur through pristine critical distance. The work remains contaminated by the medium because contamination is now the ordinary condition of perception itself. Cultural Farming does not stand outside television pointing moral fingers inward. The project emerged from decades spent inside image production professionally and personally. I helped build television environments. I designed for them. I admired parts of them. I learned from them. I absorbed their rhythms deeply enough that many of those rhythms still inhabit my nervous system.
That entanglement matters.
Pure denunciation often produces weak criticism because it imagines the critic standing outside the systems being criticized. Cultural Farming begins from implication instead. The work acknowledges attraction, seduction, pleasure, excitement, fascination, exhaustion, disgust, dependency, and complicity simultaneously.
Television can be thrilling.
Fast editing, live production, visual improvisation, collective problem-solving, broadcast timing, graphic invention, performance energy, rhythmic pacing. Entire industries emerged because television possesses genuine sensory and emotional power. Cultural Farming would not exist if television were merely stupid.
The problem is not power alone.
The problem is unmanaged power operating invisibly.
Appropriation therefore becomes both method and ethics.
To steal from television consciously is to interrupt television’s claim to natural authority. Images stop appearing as sealed products and begin appearing as workable material. The archive becomes active rather than sacred. Broadcast debris becomes available for cultivation.
Cultivation is important here because Cultural Farming does not treat appropriation as simple destruction.
The goal is not merely smashing images apart in nihilistic ecstasy while waving theoretical fireworks around like a late-night media anarchist who hasn’t slept properly since the Clinton administration. The point is transformation through relation.
Some images need slowing.
Some need interruption.
Some need relocation.
Some need composting.
Some need to remain unresolved.
Others need to be left alone entirely.
No universal formula determines these decisions. The practice remains experimental. Certain juxtapositions fail completely. Some sequences become too obvious. Some drift into empty cleverness. Some repetitions flatten material rather than opening it. Cultural Farming learns partly through failure because perception itself remains unstable.
This instability is important.
The work does not seek final mastery over images. It seeks greater literacy inside image systems already shaping everyday life continuously. Literacy here means operational awareness. How is the sequence functioning? What relations are being normalized? What emotional timings are being installed? What forms of life become easier to imagine through repetition? What forms become harder to perceive?
These are practical questions before they become academic ones.
And once viewers begin asking them consistently, television changes permanently. The image loses some of its inevitability. Broadcast authority flickers. Continuity becomes less smooth. The apparatus remains powerful, but it no longer feels entirely natural.
That small shift matters.
Not because it liberates viewers magically from ideology forever, but because it reintroduces friction into systems increasingly organized toward seamless circulation. The viewer begins sensing the joins again. The cuts. The pacing. The targeting. The choreography.
The work of seeing resumes there.
___________________________________________________

Chapter 12 — Critical Iconoclasm
Iconoclasm is usually imagined as destruction.
A statue pulled down. A stained-glass window shattered. A face scratched from a painting. Fire in the archive. Hammers against stone. Revolutions attacking symbols in order to attack the powers attached to them. The image falls because the image has become intolerable.
Modern media culture often treats iconoclasm as irrational overreaction. Crowds are described as hysterical, anti-cultural, anti-historical, uncivilized. The damaged image becomes evidence of social breakdown rather than evidence that representation itself has entered political crisis.
But the deeper history of iconoclasm is more complicated than simple hatred of images.
Many iconoclastic traditions emerge not because images are considered powerless, but because they are considered overwhelmingly powerful. The fear is not that images do nothing. The fear is that they begin replacing relation itself. Representation hardens into authority. The symbol ceases behaving symbolically and starts behaving as reality.
This distinction matters enormously for understanding contemporary image culture.
The Second Commandment’s prohibition against graven images has often been reduced to primitive religious anxiety about idols. Yet beneath the theological language lies a profound suspicion regarding fixation. A graven image freezes what should remain living. It stabilizes what should remain relational. The problem is not representation alone. The problem is representation becoming absolute.
Modern image systems industrialize this absolutism continuously.
Television transforms living processes into repeatable surfaces capable of circulating indefinitely beyond their original conditions. Political figures become brands. Catastrophes become footage libraries. Identities become market segments. Emotional life becomes performative content. The represented world gradually overtakes direct relation to material environments because representation moves faster, farther, and more efficiently than embodied experience.
This is one reason contemporary politics increasingly feels theatrical even when dealing with genuine crisis. Visibility itself becomes operational power. The image no longer reflects authority. The image produces authority.
Critical iconoclasm begins here.
Not with hatred of images, but with suspicion toward image absolutism. Cultural Farming does not seek a world without representation. Human beings have always thought through images, symbols, dreams, rituals, stories, shadows, theatre, mirrors, and memory. Representation belongs deeply to consciousness itself.
The problem emerges when representational systems become infrastructural conditions organizing perception continuously while concealing their own operations.
Television excels at this concealment.
The apparatus presents highly constructed sequences as ordinary reality while smoothing over the production systems carrying them. Viewers encounter polished continuity rather than the labor, selection, framing, pacing, editing, sponsorship, institutional pressure, and technological mediation required to produce the sequence in the first place.
Critical iconoclasm interrupts this smoothness.
The interruption may be subtle. A repeated clip. An awkward pause. A juxtaposition held slightly too long. A slowed gesture revealing performance beneath sincerity. A commercial transition exposing ideological continuity between entertainment and warfare. The image does not need to be destroyed physically in order for its authority to fracture perceptually.
Sometimes the most effective iconoclasm involves forcing the image to continue speaking past the point where it remains comfortable.
Television depends upon managed duration. Images arrive, perform their function, and move forward within the sequence before too much contradiction accumulates. Cultural Farming frequently interferes with this timing. The image is repeated, slowed, relocated, layered against incompatible material, or returned after its assigned moment has already passed.
Under these conditions, the image starts behaving differently.
Political confidence becomes choreography. Commercial sincerity becomes incantation. News authority becomes performance ritual. The familiar begins slipping. The viewer encounters not simply content, but the operational structure carrying the content.
This matters because modern power increasingly functions aesthetically.
Governments manage optics. Corporations manage branding. Politicians manage visibility. Warfare manages spectacle. Public relations industries exist primarily to regulate appearance. The image has become one of the primary environments through which institutional legitimacy now operates.
Iconoclasm therefore cannot remain confined to smashing statues while leaving electronic image systems untouched.
The contemporary cathedral glows.
It hangs in airports, bars, restaurants, waiting rooms, classrooms, bedrooms, elevators, shopping centers, gyms, automobiles, and pockets. The illuminated surface now organizes collective attention more continuously than many traditional political or religious institutions ever managed historically.
Yet because screens appear ordinary, their authority often escapes recognition.
People still tend to imagine images as secondary to “real” political and economic systems. But representation increasingly functions as infrastructure itself. Financial markets respond to image events. Elections respond to image management. Wars respond to image circulation. Identities respond to image economies. Public memory responds to image repetition.
The image no longer decorates reality.
The image organizes access to reality.
Critical iconoclasm attempts to reopen this arrangement to perception.
This reopening is not comfortable because it destabilizes habits viewers rely upon daily in order to navigate overwhelming media environments. Television succeeds partly because it reduces perceptual friction. The apparatus organizes complexity into manageable emotional sequences. Viewers move smoothly from one segment to another without needing to reconstruct the world continuously from raw experience.
Critical iconoclasm reintroduces friction.
The sequence no longer moves invisibly. The joins become visible. Contradictions remain unresolved longer than expected. Broadcast authority flickers slightly. Emotional timing begins feeling installed rather than natural.
This can initially produce irritation rather than enlightenment.
Viewers often resist interruptions to perceptual smoothness because smoothness itself has become normalized as comfort. Television teaches audiences to expect continuity, resolution, pacing, closure, and replacement rhythmically. Cultural Farming interferes with these expectations deliberately.
The interference is not nihilistic.
It is diagnostic.
A repeated political gesture may suddenly reveal its theatrical construction. A patriotic sequence may begin resembling advertising. A commercial slogan repeated beside military footage may expose ideological overlap accidentally hidden by normal pacing. The apparatus reveals itself most clearly when its timing malfunctions.
Humor frequently enters here.
Laughter can signal the moment when normalized authority suddenly appears strange. Television is often unintentionally comic because the apparatus continuously generates absurd juxtapositions while insisting upon their seriousness simultaneously. News graphics swell with cinematic grandeur beside trivial stories. Commercials promise transcendence through detergent. Politicians perform authenticity through rehearsed spontaneity. Television oscillates constantly between sincerity and parody without recognizing the instability.
Critical iconoclasm amplifies these instabilities.
The goal is not mockery for its own sake. Cynicism alone quickly becomes empty performance. The point is to expose operations hidden beneath managed coherence. Once the viewer notices certain patterns repeatedly, the apparatus becomes harder to experience innocently again.
This does not mean viewers suddenly escape ideology or become permanently enlightened media warriors marching bravely through shopping malls armed with semiotic flamethrowers and graduate seminar jargon. The systems remain powerful precisely because they operate environmentally and collectively rather than through isolated acts of deception.
Cultural Farming therefore avoids fantasies of total liberation.
The work proceeds more modestly and more experimentally. A sequence is interrupted. A relation is altered. A gesture is held long enough to reveal another layer. A dead image regains friction through recontextualization. A viewer notices something previously invisible.
These moments matter because modern media systems depend heavily upon automaticity. The sequence must continue moving smoothly. Attention must continue flowing. Replacement must continue clearing perceptual space before contradiction accumulates excessively.
Critical iconoclasm slows this clearing process.
The image remains present slightly longer than intended. The contradiction remains active slightly longer than comfortable. The viewer begins sensing the production systems shaping perception instead of receiving the sequence transparently.
This is one reason Cultural Farming often appears repetitive to certain audiences.
The repetition is methodological.
Television itself already depends upon repetition structurally. Broadcast authority emerges partly through recurring forms, recurring personalities, recurring transitions, recurring emotional rhythms, recurring graphic systems. Cultural Farming repeats these materials back against themselves until their constructedness thickens into visibility.
Eventually the image loses some of its inevitability.
That loss is important.
Modern power benefits enormously from appearing natural, seamless, and historically unavoidable. Critical iconoclasm interrupts this appearance by reopening representation to instability. The image becomes workable again rather than sacred. It can be questioned, relocated, delayed, contradicted, slowed, composted, or reassembled.
Compost matters here.
Not every image deserves preservation. Some images should decay. Some forms of representation exhaust themselves historically. Cultural Farming is not an archive devoted to saving everything equally. The work remains selective because attention itself remains finite.
But decay does not mean disappearance.
Compost transforms death into future fertility. The image breaks down materially and conceptually, feeding other relations not yet fully visible. Certain exhausted representations may still contain useful residue once removed from their original circulation systems.
This agricultural dimension distinguishes Cultural Farming from purely destructive iconoclasm.
The point is not cleansing the world of images through impossible purity rituals. The point is learning how images behave, how they accumulate authority, how they normalize relations, how they organize memory, and how they may be reworked consciously rather than consumed automatically.
No stable formula guarantees success here.
Sometimes the work becomes too obvious. Sometimes juxtaposition collapses into gimmick. Sometimes repetition deadens rather than awakens. Sometimes the apparatus absorbs critique back into circulation immediately. Television is extraordinarily adaptive. Capitalism especially excels at metabolizing opposition aesthetically.
This is why Cultural Farming remains practice rather than doctrine.
The project experiments continuously because perception itself remains unstable. New technologies emerge. New image forms emerge. New circulatory systems emerge. The apparatus mutates constantly. Critical iconoclasm therefore cannot harden into fixed orthodoxy without betraying its own purpose.
A frozen critique eventually becomes another graven image.
The work must remain relational enough to keep moving.
Not smoothly.
Not innocently.
Not endlessly optimized for circulation.
But moving nonetheless, through contradiction, interruption, collision, and return, inside the image weather from which contemporary consciousness now struggles to emerge.
________________________________________________


Chapter 13 — Potlatch / Surrealism
Television throws everything away while keeping everything forever.
This contradiction sits near the center of modern image culture. Broadcast systems operate through planned disappearance. One sequence replaces another continuously. Segments vanish into flow almost immediately after appearing. Yesterday’s catastrophe dissolves into today’s distraction. Last week’s outrage becomes archival sediment. The apparatus depends upon accelerated forgetting in order to continue moving.
Yet almost nothing actually disappears anymore.
The image survives in databases, hard drives, cloud servers, institutional archives, private collections, reposts, compilations, clips, memes, torrents, backups, screenshots, reaction videos, anniversary specials, forensic analysis, nostalgia channels, documentaries, playlists, and algorithmic retrieval systems. Television simultaneously erases and preserves at industrial scale.
This produces a strange form of cultural excess.
Modern societies generate vastly more image-material than any coherent public memory can metabolize. The archive expands faster than understanding. Storage accelerates while relation thins. Images accumulate everywhere while meaningful continuity becomes increasingly difficult to sustain.
The result resembles less a library than a landfill glowing electrically in the dark.
Cultural Farming emerged partly inside this debris field.
The project never possessed the financial scale, institutional support, technological sophistication, or distribution infrastructure associated with professional broadcast archives. What it possessed instead was duration. Time spent recording. Time spent watching. Time spent collecting fragments that industrial media systems themselves no longer considered valuable once their immediate circulatory usefulness expired.
Old commercials.
Failed broadcasts.
Awkward transitions.
Local news segments.
Religious programming.
Political speeches.
Children’s television.
War coverage.
Sports collapse.
Weather panic.
Cable-access delirium.
Late-night exhaustion.
Daytime repetition.
Television leaks itself continuously.
Most of this material disappears socially long before it disappears technologically. The archive fills with abandoned sequences no longer economically useful enough to remain visible within dominant circulation. Cultural Farming began gathering these fragments partly because they revealed operations smoother broadcasts often concealed.
The discarded image frequently tells the truth more openly than the polished one.
A failed transition may expose production stress more clearly than an award-winning segment. A local broadcaster losing composure may reveal the emotional machinery of television more honestly than a perfectly managed national anchor. Cheap graphics may expose ideological assumptions more nakedly than expensive ones because the apparatus has not yet learned how to camouflage itself elegantly.
Failure interests Cultural Farming enormously.
Not failure as fashionable collapse mythology. Not the romantic nonsense of celebrating dysfunction merely because dysfunction appears edgy and artistic. Actual failure. Technical breakdown. Emotional misfire. Contradictory sequence. Perceptual instability. Moments when the apparatus stops smoothing itself successfully.
Television normally works very hard to hide these moments.
Broadcast professionalism depends heavily upon controlled continuity. The transition must land. The pacing must hold. The graphics must resolve. The emotional rhythm must continue. Dead air terrifies television because dead air reveals infrastructure suddenly stripped of flow.
The medium fears silence.
Silence allows viewers to notice the room again.
This fear partly explains television’s relentless saturation of perceptual space. Music underneath dialogue. Graphics underneath footage. Crawls beneath graphics. Commentary over silence. Advertising between segments. Teasers before commercials. Logos during broadcasts. The apparatus continually fills perceptual gaps before reflection thickens.
Surrealism enters Cultural Farming precisely through these overloaded conditions.
The surrealists understood that modern life already contained absurdity structurally. Bureaucracy, commodity culture, nationalism, industrial warfare, advertising, urban fragmentation, mechanical repetition. The modern world continuously generated irrational conditions beneath claims of rational order.
Television intensified this contradiction dramatically.
The medium industrialized surreal juxtaposition while disguising the result as ordinary continuity. A smiling anchor introducing genocide beside pharmaceutical advertising and fast-food sponsorship while patriotic music swells beneath weather graphics is objectively surreal. Television normalized impossible emotional and symbolic proximities until viewers stopped recognizing their instability entirely.
This fascinated me for years.
The apparatus produced accidental surrealism continuously while simultaneously neutralizing surrealism’s disruptive force through pacing and replacement. Contradictions appeared and vanished before gathering enough density to reorganize perception. The viewer adapted to impossible transitions bodily.
Cultural Farming slows these transitions down.
A repeated smile starts looking haunted. A patriotic slogan begins sounding commercial. A toothpaste advertisement beside bombing footage suddenly becomes difficult to process as neutral sequence. The ordinary starts slipping.
This slippage matters.
Surrealism at its strongest does not escape reality. It reveals suppressed conditions operating inside reality already. The goal is not fantasy for its own sake. The goal is perceptual destabilization capable of reopening relation to environments viewers have stopped seeing clearly.
Television desperately needs this reopening because television depends heavily upon managed familiarity.
The apparatus succeeds when viewers stop noticing construction. Broadcast grammar becomes naturalized through repetition. Camera angles feel inevitable. Editing rhythms feel ordinary. Emotional pacing feels correct. Cultural Farming interferes with this naturalization process.
The interference often appears humorous initially.
Humor matters because laughter frequently signals the collapse of managed coherence. The viewer suddenly recognizes absurdity inside systems previously experienced as normal. A politician’s performance resembles sitcom acting. A news intro resembles military propaganda. A commercial resembles religious ritual. Television continuously crosses genres without acknowledging the crossings.
Surrealism amplifies these hidden rhymes.
This is one reason appropriation remains central to Cultural Farming practice. Existing image-material already contains the contradictions requiring activation. The work does not invent absurdity artificially. It rearranges broadcast debris until absurdity becomes more difficult to ignore.
The archive behaves less like sacred history and more like compost.
Compost is not garbage exactly. Compost is material undergoing transformation through breakdown. Dead matter becomes future fertility through decomposition. Cultural Farming approaches television similarly. Broadcast residue may still contain unrealized perceptual energy once removed from its original circulation systems.
A forgotten local news clip may suddenly illuminate national political performance decades later. A children’s television sequence may expose ideological conditioning more effectively than official educational discourse. A failed commercial may reveal the emotional desperation beneath consumer culture more honestly than polished advertising ever could.
The archive speaks diagonally.
This diagonal movement matters because Cultural Farming does not proceed through linear argument alone. The work develops associatively, recursively, environmentally. Certain patterns emerge only through repetition across time. Similar gestures recur decades apart. Similar emotional manipulations recur across genres. Similar visual grammars migrate between entertainment, politics, warfare, religion, and commerce continuously.
Television reveals itself through recurrence.
This recurrence eventually transforms the archive into something resembling potlatch.
Potlatch traditions among Indigenous peoples of the Pacific Northwest involved ceremonial giving, expenditure, redistribution, status performance, symbolic destruction, and anti-accumulative social exchange. Wealth circulated publicly rather than remaining privately hoarded. The ceremony disrupted simplified capitalist assumptions regarding value, ownership, and accumulation.
Modern media culture performs a grotesque inversion of potlatch constantly.
Television circulates overwhelming symbolic excess while concentrating material ownership aggressively. Images move everywhere while power centralizes. Visibility expands while relation contracts. The viewer drowns in spectacle while remaining increasingly detached from collective agency.
Cultural Farming responds by redistributing image-material differently.
The archive is not treated as private treasure guarded for proprietary control. The material returns continuously into circulation through remix, reuse, collage, radio broadcast, public screening, website distribution, community television, lectures, and conversation. The work gives image-material away repeatedly because the point is activation rather than possession.
Authorship still matters.
Ownership matters less.
This distinction becomes increasingly important inside contemporary digital culture where nearly every perceptual activity now risks immediate commodification. Platforms monetize attention continuously. Memory becomes content. Personality becomes branding. Experience becomes extractable data.
Cultural Farming attempts to move differently inside these conditions.
Not purely. Purity fantasies remain useless here. The project still depends upon technological systems, electrical infrastructures, software, hardware, broadcast archives, digital tools, and global manufacturing chains. No contemporary media practice exists outside contamination.
But relation may still change within contamination.
This is where the farming metaphor becomes operational rather than decorative. Farming does not create weather. Farming works within weather. Conditions shift unpredictably. Crops fail. Soil depletes. Seasons change. Labor continues anyway.
Cultural Farming approaches media environments similarly.
The work does not seek final theoretical mastery over television because television itself remains unstable historically. The apparatus mutates continuously. New platforms emerge. New image economies emerge. New surveillance systems emerge. New forms of behavioral conditioning emerge.
The work therefore remains experimental.
Some juxtapositions fail completely. Some repetitions become tedious. Some sequences collapse into empty cleverness. Some critiques become absorbed back into circulation immediately. The apparatus metabolizes opposition remarkably well. Television can turn almost anything into style eventually.
This is why Cultural Farming must remain playful.
Playfulness is not triviality. Play allows experimentation outside rigid institutional expectations. Surrealism understood this deeply. So did children. So do gardeners. You learn partly through arrangement, collision, improvisation, failure, curiosity, rhythm, and attention rather than through doctrinal certainty alone.
Television often fears play unless play remains commercially manageable.
Managed play becomes format.
Real play risks instability.
Cultural Farming preserves instability intentionally because instability keeps perception active. Once sequences harden into absolute certainty, the work begins dying. The image becomes graven again. Critique itself becomes performance ritual.
This danger never disappears.
A successful media critique can become just another recognizable genre circulating harmlessly through academic conferences, streaming documentaries, museum retrospectives, and exhausted graduate seminars filled with flickering laptops and lukewarm coffee slowly achieving room temperature despair. The critique survives while its perceptual force evaporates.
Cultural Farming attempts to resist this stabilization by remaining practice rather than doctrine.
The archive continues growing.
The weather continues changing.
The sequence continues moving.
And somewhere inside the endless illuminated debris of television culture, relations still remain available for rearrangement, interruption, composting, collision, and return.
_____________________________________________________


Chapter 14 — Cultural Farming
Cultural Farming did not begin as a theory.  It began as a habit.
Recording television late at night. Rewatching fragments. Noticing strange transitions. Saving material that seemed unimportant at first but continued lingering mentally afterward. Certain sequences would not leave. A broadcaster’s hesitation. A politician’s smile arriving half a second too late. A commercial accidentally rhyming with a war report. A children’s program carrying the emotional grammar of military recruitment. Tiny fractures inside ordinary flow.
At first I treated these moments almost instinctively. I collected them because they felt charged somehow, even when I could not yet explain why. Something inside the sequence had exceeded its assigned function. Television had briefly revealed another layer beneath its own smoothness.
Years passed before I understood this accumulation as practice.
The archive grew slowly. Hundreds of tapes became thousands. Broadcast fragments multiplied across shelves, boxes, drives, folders, notebooks, handwritten logs, rough edits, failed experiments, radio recordings, sketches, lectures, and unfinished sequences. Much of the material appeared useless by conventional standards. Outdated graphics. Forgotten anchors. Regional advertisements. Public-access confusion. Religious broadcasts. Repeated slogans. Minor political gestures. Television debris.
But debris accumulates historically.
A single fragment may reveal very little alone. Twenty years of fragments begin revealing weather patterns.
This is one reason the farming metaphor eventually became unavoidable. Farming understands accumulation differently than industrial production does. Industrial production seeks speed, efficiency, standardization, predictability, output. Farming operates through seasons, patience, recurrence, failure, adaptation, timing, and long observation under unstable conditions.
Television production trained me industrially.
Cultural Farming retrained perception seasonally.
That distinction matters.
Broadcast culture encourages acceleration constantly. Segments must move. Graphics must resolve. The next sequence must arrive cleanly. Success is measured partly through flow management. Dead air terrifies the apparatus because interruption threatens continuity itself.
Cultural Farming moves differently.
The work lingers. Repeats. Returns. Holds images longer than their assigned durations. Revisits material years later under altered historical conditions. Allows relation to develop slowly rather than forcing immediate closure. The practice values recurrence because recurrence reveals structures hidden beneath novelty.
This is why the project often appears obsessive from the outside.
The same broadcasters recur.
The same slogans recur.
The same emotional timings recur.
The same production grammars recur.
The repetition is not compulsive nostalgia. It is methodological attention.
Television depends heavily upon managed forgetting. The sequence continues moving partly by replacing unresolved material before contradiction accumulates too deeply. Cultural Farming interrupts this replacement rhythm through return. Images removed from their original circulatory contexts begin behaving differently once revisited repeatedly across time.
A presidential speech recorded decades earlier may suddenly illuminate contemporary advertising language. A local weather report may expose emotional management techniques later visible inside war coverage. A sitcom laugh track may reveal how thoroughly television installs communal response mechanically.
The archive starts speaking diagonally.
This diagonal movement transformed the project gradually from collection into cultivation. I stopped thinking primarily in terms of isolated clips and started thinking relationally instead. How do sequences behave beside one another? What rhythms emerge across decades? What emotional architectures migrate invisibly between supposedly separate genres? How does television teach bodily pacing long before viewers recognize ideology consciously?
These questions changed the work permanently.
Cultural Farming stopped functioning merely as media criticism and became a way of studying perception itself under conditions of infinite montage. Television served as both object and laboratory simultaneously. The medium continuously revealed how modern subjects are trained emotionally, temporally, politically, and aesthetically through sequence.
Importantly, this training rarely operates through explicit instruction.
Television does not usually tell viewers what to think directly. The medium shapes conditions under which thinking occurs. It regulates pacing, adjacency, repetition, emotional escalation, crisis timing, authority performance, symbolic familiarity, and replacement rhythm continuously. The viewer adapts bodily long before developing analytical vocabulary for these adaptations.
This is one reason Cultural Farming remains deeply ethnographic despite its surrealism.
Ethnography, at its best, studies lived systems from within prolonged involvement rather than distant abstraction. Television is not external to contemporary life. People sleep beside it. Eat beside it. Raise children beside it. Fear beside it. Mourn beside it. Grow old beside it. The apparatus enters domestic routine so thoroughly that viewers often stop perceiving it as environment at all.
Cultural Farming attempts to restore perceptibility.
Not through neutrality.
Not through objectivity in the traditional academic sense.
Certainly not through detached distance.
The work proceeds through implication.
I am implicated in television historically, professionally, emotionally, aesthetically, and technologically. I helped construct image environments professionally for years. I admired aspects of the medium genuinely. Television can be funny, inventive, energetic, collaborative, rhythmically sophisticated, emotionally powerful. The project would never have survived two decades if the medium were merely stupid.
This attraction matters because pure denunciation often produces shallow criticism.
Viewers remain attached to television for reasons beyond manipulation alone. The medium provides companionship, orientation, rhythm, distraction, memory, pleasure, information, fantasy, communal timing, and emotional management simultaneously. Television became environmental because it attached itself to ordinary life intimately enough that many viewers now experience silence itself as strange.
Cultural Farming studies this intimacy without romanticizing it.
The work repeatedly returns to ordinary broadcast material because ordinary material often reveals the apparatus more honestly than exceptional material does. Spectacular moments attract attention naturally. Catastrophes, scandals, assassinations, wars, celebrity collapses. But television’s deeper operations frequently appear most clearly inside routine sequence-management.
Morning shows.
Weather transitions.
Commercial pacing.
Anchor banter.
Sports commentary.
Lifestyle programming.
Network branding.
The ordinary teaches the body how to move through the extraordinary.
This realization changed my understanding of politics as well.
Politics increasingly operates through perceptual conditioning rather than explicit persuasion alone. Citizens encounter governance aesthetically long before engaging it analytically. Authority appears through performance, pacing, symbolic repetition, visibility management, emotional framing, and crisis choreography continuously.
The screen trains citizenship rhythmically.
Cultural Farming therefore treats aesthetics and politics as inseparable operationally. The issue is not simply what institutions say. The issue is how image systems organize attention, memory, emotional timing, and public relation environmentally.
This is where the project’s surrealism becomes crucial rather than ornamental.
Surrealism interrupts normalized relation.
Television continuously generates absurd juxtapositions while presenting them as ordinary continuity. Financial collapse beside cheerful sponsorship. Military spectacle beside entertainment branding. Pharmaceutical reassurance beside environmental poisoning. The apparatus absorbs contradiction into flow before viewers linger inside it long enough to feel instability fully.
Cultural Farming slows these transitions down.
The absurdity was already there.
The work simply refuses to hurry past it.
This refusal often produces humor unexpectedly. Humor matters because laughter can signal the moment when managed coherence slips. Television authority frequently appears strongest until repeated, relocated, or slightly delayed. Then performance becomes visible. The familiar turns strange.
Strangeness reactivates attention.
This is one reason the project repeatedly returns to low-resolution imagery and older technologies. Early digital video, degraded broadcasts, tracking errors, analog noise, compression artifacts, rough edits, unstable sound. High-definition image culture often reduces perceptual distance by overwhelming viewers with detail and seamlessness. Lower-resolution imagery sometimes restores friction. The image becomes less immersive and more workable.
McLuhan’s claim that television was a “cool” medium interested me deeply here. Lower-definition environments require greater participatory completion from viewers. The image does not fully close itself. Some distance remains available.
Distance matters.
Not because distance guarantees truth, but because uninterrupted immersion often weakens critical relation. Cultural Farming repeatedly searches for intervals where viewers may perceive the apparatus instead of disappearing entirely inside it.
These intervals remain fragile.
Television culture moves rapidly toward absorption, personalization, optimization, and seamless circulation. Infinite montage extends sequence logic across nearly all contemporary surfaces. The apparatus now travels continuously through phones, vehicles, airports, classrooms, bedrooms, watches, and bodies. Replacement becomes ambient.
Under these conditions, Cultural Farming cannot function as nostalgic retreat.
The project does not seek return to some imaginary pre-media innocence waiting peacefully beyond the screen. That world never existed. Human beings have always organized consciousness symbolically through stories, rituals, shadows, performances, images, and dreams.
The issue is scale.
The issue is industrialization.
The issue is continuous infrastructural saturation.
Cultural Farming responds not by abandoning images, but by working them differently.
This is why the project remains fundamentally practical despite its theoretical density. The work proceeds through editing, recording, juxtaposition, repetition, radio broadcast, archiving, slowing, layering, writing, screening, listening, collecting, and rearranging. Theory emerges through making rather than arriving beforehand as doctrine.
The practice learns experimentally.
Some sequences fail completely.
Some repetitions become dull.
Some juxtapositions collapse into gimmick.
Some critiques become absorbed back into entertainment immediately.
Failure remains part of the process because perception itself remains unstable historically. The apparatus mutates continuously. New image economies emerge. New platforms emerge. New forms of extraction emerge. The work must therefore remain adaptive enough to continue moving inside changing conditions.
This movement does not guarantee victory.
It does not guarantee liberation.
It does not guarantee purity.
What it offers instead is practice.
A way of remaining awake inside systems organized increasingly toward seamless distraction and managed continuity. A way of noticing relation before replacement clears it entirely. A way of working the archive rather than merely consuming it. A way of staying with contradiction long enough for another layer to appear.
That is Cultural Farming.
Not doctrine.
Not solution.
Not escape.
Practice inside the image weather.
__________________________________________________________


PART V — THE TRANSOM

Chapter 15 — Invisibility
In 2013 I left Canada and moved into the deep forest of Northern Michigan, coincidently not far from where I was born.  I was not trying to disappear completely.  I still paid taxes.  Still drove roads.  Still bought groceries and gasoline and lumber and coffee filters and extension cords and batteries and all the ordinary debris of contemporary life.  The move was not survivalist fantasy or anti-technological purity ritual.  I was not “off the grid.”  The phrase itself always sounded theatrical to me, like something advertised beside tactical flashlights and dehydrated chili.
What I wanted was distance.  Not total isolation.  Interval.  And I thought I was a nature guy.
By then television, networks, platforms, advertising systems, mobile devices, political spectacle, and infinite montage, as illustrated, was thickening into a nearly continuous perceptual atmosphere.  The apparatus no longer arrived ceremonially in the living room at six o’clock.  It traveled everywhere.  Every room glowed.  Every waiting moment filled.  Every silence became vulnerable to occupation.  Not all at once, but fast, and faster.  Moores Law is only 3rd gear now.  
I had read particular critical theorists.  I believed them.  I had already stopped using a cell phone since 2009, I still don’t own one.  People find this strange almost immediately.  Not morally strange.  Socially strange.  Friends became mildly irritated.  Colleagues became confused.  Was I voluntarily handicapping myself.  Certain forms of coordination simply vanished.  Invitations disappeared.  Communication thinned.  You slide away from the tower of babel.  
Then something else happened.  I became invisible much faster than I expected.  It startled me.
Modern visibility systems train people to confuse circulation with presence.  Once you partially leave the sequence, many social relations stop updating automatically.  You disappear from ambient awareness.  No posts.  No notifications.  No responses.  No check-ins.  No continual low-grade proof-of-life signals moving outward into the network.  5 email a month?  A few years earlier is 5 per hour.  You learn quickly how much contemporary sociality depends upon maintenance broadcasting.  Maybe I am handicapped, unable to speculate on media at all?
The silence after withdrawal feels strange at first.  Then embarrassing.  Then frightening.  Then unexpectedly calm.  The forest intensified this sensation because rural life operates differently temporally.  Darkness arrives differently.  Weather matters differently.  Distances matter differently.  Winter matters differently.  Silence itself regains physical density.  You are an outsider.  
Cities often produce continuous perceptual abrasion.  Light pollution, traffic, screens, signage, acceleration, schedules, noise, urgency.  Urban environments train attention toward interruption constantly.  Rural environments interrupt differently.  A branch cracks.  Wind changes direction.  Snow arrives slowly for six straight hours.  A road disappears under fog.  A crow watches you from a fencepost while you carry groceries through freezing rain and mud.  Living in a county with only one 4-way traffic light, the LED electronic highway signs are proliferating.  Insects have no idea what is going on.
Duration returns.
At first I did not fully understand what this return was doing to me. I only noticed certain internal rhythms beginning to slow unevenly.  Not peacefully.  Unevenly.  The body continues expecting interruption long after interruption decreases.  You reach for absent devices.  Anticipate nonexistent alerts.  Feel strange anxiety during extended quiet.  The nervous system keeps listening for the machine after the machine grows distant.
Then perception begins changing.  Not dramatically.  Gradually.
The eye stops searching constantly for immediate stimulation.  Attention stretches outward differently.  Small environmental shifts become perceptible again.  You notice weather arriving before forecasts announce it.  You notice bird movement changing before storms.  You notice light moving across walls slowly enough to feel time passing physically rather than numerically.
This sounds romantic when described too cleanly.  It was not romantic. You had to accept the work.  Many days were lonely.  Some were deeply disorienting.  The isolation occasionally felt socially humiliating, but this passes.  Other things arrive and remain.
Modern culture praises withdrawal abstractly while punishing it practically.  The person who leaves the sequence risks becoming illegible to systems organized around perpetual visibility.  Rural life especially strips away certain forms of performative identity because there is often nobody present to receive the performance.  The work continues.  Reality regains consequence quickly.
This mattered enormously for Cultural Farming because television increasingly trains viewers to experience consequence symbolically rather than materially.  Catastrophe becomes image-event. Crisis becomes sequence.  Emotional response becomes performance ritual detached from direct relation to environment.
The forest interrupted these rituals.  A tree falling across a driveway does not care about your politics.  Ice storms ignore branding.  Coyotes do not optimize engagement metrics.
Nature is not morally pure.  It is not waiting lovingly to heal damaged urban intellectuals through artisanal snowfall and handcrafted moonlight.  Rural romanticism has always contained its own delusions.  Forests can be brutal. Isolation can distort perception.  Silence can amplify fear as easily as wisdom.  But something important happens when environments stop performing continuously for cameras.
The world regains opacity.
Television over-specifies reality constantly.    PORN HERE?  WHERE? Obscene, too close, resolution too extreme

Close-up shots dictate emotional emphasis. editing rhythms regulate pacing. commentary fills silence before ambiguity thickens. The apparatus manages perceptual relation aggressively. Forests do not.
A swamp remains partially unreadable.
Fog obscures.
Darkness conceals.
Birdsong travels without explanation.
You are forced back into interpretation bodily rather than spectrally.
This shift changed the camera for me as well.
For years I had worked professionally inside image systems where cameras functioned largely as extraction devices. Capture the moment. Frame the event. Secure the sequence. Television production rewards acquisition. More footage. Better angles. Faster access. Sharper images.
In Northern Michigan I picked the camera up again differently.
I began trying to record what existed immediately around me:
snowfall,
trees,
water,
fields,
birds,
storms,
light,
wind,
silence,
ordinary duration.
This became Master Gardener.
The project unfolded slowly across years. Hundreds of small observational videos accumulated without clear commercial purpose or institutional destination. I was not building a brand. Not pursuing virality. Not optimizing audience growth. Most days I had no idea whether anyone would ever watch the material besides me.
That uncertainty became important.
Once the pressure of anticipated circulation weakens, perception changes again. Images no longer need to perform immediately for invisible future audiences. The camera becomes less predatory. Less acquisitional. Sometimes it simply stays still long enough for relation to develop.
This does not make the image innocent.
No image is innocent.
The camera still frames.
Still excludes.
Still transforms encounter into representation.
But intention matters operationally.
Commercial image systems generally accelerate extraction. Master Gardener slowed extraction enough that the camera occasionally stopped feeling like a weapon and started functioning more like a listening device.
Listening matters.
Television trains viewers primarily through visual acceleration. Master Gardener moved toward duration instead. Long shots. Slow weather. Empty spaces. Imperfect framing. Low-resolution imagery. Waiting. Looking without immediate payoff.
Some viewers likely found the work unbearably boring.
Good.
Boredom is often the first symptom of perceptual detoxification. Infinite montage trains nervous systems toward constant replacement rhythm. Once replacement slows, withdrawal symptoms emerge almost immediately. The body demands novelty because novelty has become infrastructural.
Stay still long enough and another perceptual layer sometimes appears beneath this agitation.
Wind becomes eventful again.
Light becomes eventful again.
Silence becomes eventful again.
Not spectacularly.
Actually.
This return to ordinary perception does not solve the problems described throughout this book. Images do not disappear. Television does not vanish. The apparatus continues operating globally regardless of whether one man records birds beside a swamp in Northern Michigan while wearing old boots and forgetting where he left the damn tripod again.
But practice changes relation.
That distinction may be the most important lesson Cultural Farming ever taught me.
Systems remain enormous.
Practice remains local.
The apparatus operates through scale.
Human beings survive through rhythm.
Master Gardener became an attempt to rediscover rhythm outside continuous broadcast timing. Not permanently. Not purely. I remained contaminated by television because everyone alive now remains contaminated by television. The editing grammars, emotional pacing, symbolic habits, and image reflexes already lived inside my nervous system after decades of exposure and professional production work.
There is no clean outside.
But there are intervals.
The transom exists there.
Between image and body.
Between spectacle and weather.
Between representation and encounter.
Between sequence and silence.
Cultural Farming never promised escape from mediation. The project promised only practice inside mediation consciously. A way of slowing perception enough that the world might begin exceeding its representations again.
Some mornings in Northern Michigan, before the machines fully woke up, this almost happened.



Chapter 16 — The Dirty Presidency
When Donald Trump descended the golden escalator in 2015 announcing his presidential campaign, television recognized him instantly. Not intellectually. Instinctively. The medium understood his pacing before pundits understood his politics. Networks laughed at first because laughter is one of television’s oldest defensive reflexes. If something appears sufficiently grotesque, theatrical, vulgar, or impossible, television converts anxiety into entertainment automatically. The sequence must continue moving. The audience must continue watching. Panic enters the bloodstream disguised as amusement.
But beneath the smirking panel discussions and late-night comedy monologues, something darker was happening. Trump was not merely a politician using television effectively. He was a fully televisual organism produced by decades of American spectacle culture finally entering governance directly. His gestures, emotional rhythms, repetition patterns, branding instincts, improvisational aggression, camera awareness, symbolic simplifications, and shamelessness all belonged fundamentally to commercial broadcast logic long before they belonged to politics.
He did not invade the apparatus.
He emerged from it.
This was obvious to me almost immediately, though not because I possessed prophetic powers or mystical political foresight. Cultural Farming had already spent years studying how television operationalizes emotion, spectacle, humiliation, acceleration, crisis pacing, symbolic warfare, and attention capture environmentally. Trump behaved less like an ideological anomaly than like a convergence point. The medium recognized one of its own because it had already been rehearsing him for decades.
American television had been preparing the nervous system.
Cable news had already transformed politics into continuous dramatic sequence-management long before Trump appeared. Debate stages resembled game shows. Election graphics resembled military simulations. News intros swelled with cinematic percussion while graphics exploded across the screen like low-budget apocalypse trailers assembled by sleep-deprived patriots trapped in airport hotels beside glowing weather radar and stale cinnamon buns. Politics increasingly behaved like serialized entertainment because serialized entertainment trained audiences more efficiently than civic discourse ever could.
Trump understood this bodily.
Visibility mattered more than coherence.
Circulation mattered more than consistency.
Emotional saturation mattered more than factual continuity.
Contradiction no longer disqualified public figures because television had already normalized contradiction structurally for generations. A toothpaste commercial beside footage of civilian casualties. Pharmaceutical advertising beside ecological collapse. Celebrity gossip beside drone warfare. The apparatus trained viewers to metabolize impossible adjacency continuously without demanding meaningful reconciliation. Trump simply learned how to inhabit those conditions politically without shame.
This distinction matters enormously.
Many journalists spent years searching desperately for the “real” Trump supposedly hidden somewhere beneath the performance, as though performance itself remained secondary to governance. But performance was governance now. Or more precisely: governance increasingly required permanent spectacle management in order to remain perceptible inside accelerated image systems. Trump understood something many institutions still resisted admitting openly. The sequence itself had become sovereign.
Ratings ruled.
This was the truly horrifying realization during those years. Network executives publicly condemned Trump’s authoritarianism while privately understanding that he generated extraordinary audience retention. Every outrageous statement extended the sequence. Every scandal refreshed circulation. Every public humiliation produced fresh emotional energy for systems already dependent upon accelerated continuity. The machine fed upon instability because instability monetized beautifully.
The apparatus could not stop broadcasting him because the apparatus had become structurally addicted to him.
This relationship fascinated and terrified me simultaneously because it exposed television’s political unconscious publicly. The aggression, narcissism, acceleration, emotional simplification, celebrity worship, branding logic, humiliation rituals, and spectacle addiction already existed inside commercial media systems structurally long before Trump entered electoral politics. He merely embodied these conditions theatrically enough that the systems producing them could no longer hide behind rituals of professional neutrality.
The mask slipped.
Underneath it sat advertising.
Reality television mattered enormously here. Programs like The Apprentice had already trained audiences to experience humiliation, elimination, surveillance, domination, competition, confession, and managerial cruelty as pleasurable public ritual. Wealth became morality. Branding became identity. Elimination became catharsis. Trump was not simply starring in reality television. Reality television was operationalizing a political psychology.
The boardroom became national destiny.
During the first year of the campaign and presidency, I began recording obsessively again. Speeches. Rallies. News coverage. Panel discussions. Commercial transitions. Broadcast reactions. Every absurd sequence where catastrophe dissolved seamlessly into detergent sponsorship or erectile dysfunction advertising while patriotic graphics floated behind exhausted anchors trying desperately to narrate a reality no longer behaving according to the rules television itself had spent decades constructing.
Then the pornography entered the work.
This frightened me initially because I understood immediately how dangerous the juxtaposition could become socially, politically, even legally. But Cultural Farming had always functioned through refunctioning existing image-material against its assigned ideological role. Pornography and political broadcasting already shared deeper operational grammars:
performance,
fantasy,
domination,
repetition,
body commodification,
emotional scripting,
acceleration,
and spectatorship.
American television had eroticized power for decades.
Trump intensified this process grotesquely. The rallies behaved less like civic gatherings than like libidinal broadcast events. Desire circulated everywhere:
desire for domination,
desire for humiliation,
desire for spectacle,
desire for permission,
desire for release,
desire to finally stop pretending.
The country itself began overheating symbolically.
Mixing Trump footage with pornography was not provocation for its own sake. It was ethnographic pressure-testing. I wanted to expose operational similarities hidden beneath supposedly separate image categories. Both systems transformed bodies into spectacle commodities. Both systems rewarded exaggeration. Both depended upon repetitive fantasy structures. Both collapsed intimacy into performance. Both accelerated emotional pacing while reducing reflective interval.
Most importantly, both trained viewers bodily.
This is what frightened me most during The Dirty Presidency. Not simply the politics. The conditioning. The nervous system adaptation. The speed at which populations normalized permanent outrage, humiliation, instability, contradiction, and symbolic violence once those conditions became infrastructural sequence-weather repeated daily across every screen in the country.
The body adapts terrifyingly fast.
One outrage displaced another before consequence accumulated fully. Attention shattered continuously across accelerating emotional cycles. Exhaustion became national atmosphere. Infinite montage weakened continuity not because information disappeared, but because too much unstable information arrived too rapidly for meaningful integration. The nervous system eventually surrendered coherence itself in exchange for survival pacing.
Meanwhile the networks continued broadcasting every second because the apparatus had become incapable of refusing profitable circulation. Trump generated endless sequence-energy for systems already dependent upon accelerated emotional throughput. The machine fed upon the very instability it publicly condemned.
Watching this unfold felt surreal but not surprising.
That distinction matters. Surprise implies rupture from prior conditions. Trump felt instead like condensation. Decades of branding culture, advertising logic, militarized spectacle, celebrity worship, conspiracy circulation, tabloid aesthetics, emotional marketing, and infinite montage suddenly fused into one endlessly transmitting political organism. He was endogenous to the system. American television had been building him patiently for years like toxic mold spreading invisibly behind damp wallpaper while homeowners argued politely about paint colors and mortgage rates upstairs.
Underneath the absurdity, however, real consequences accumulated rapidly. Families fractured. Conspiracy culture metastasized. Institutional trust collapsed further. Violence intensified. Shared reality itself became increasingly negotiable across competing image systems. This development terrified me most because television had already spent decades weakening common perceptual continuity through segmentation, branding, acceleration, and symbolic targeting long before social media fully detonated collective attention.
Trump did not create the fracture alone.
He rode it expertly.
This is why Cultural Farming suddenly stopped feeling like marginal media experimentation during those years. The project became diagnostically urgent. Patterns visible for decades inside television culture were now manifesting politically at national scale with astonishing clarity. The same production grammars. The same emotional manipulations. The same spectacle rhythms. The same repetition structures. The same symbolic simplifications. Only now operating directly through governance itself.
Again:
not prophecy.
Recognition.
Many Americans still imagined the crisis as temporary or uniquely attached to Trump’s personality. I increasingly suspected something worse. The apparatus itself had crossed another threshold historically. Politics could no longer be separated cleanly from the image infrastructures shaping public consciousness continuously. Governance now unfolded permanently inside entertainment conditions. Spectacle no longer surrounded politics from the outside.
Spectacle had become one of politics’ primary operating systems.
And once this realization settles fully into the nervous system, television changes forever. You stop asking what programs mean. You start asking what forms of life become possible once populations are trained through these perceptual conditions continuously for generations.
That question haunted every frame of The Dirty Presidency.
It still does.
_________________________________________________

Chapter 17 — Mixing Signals
I stumbled across a rusty RV sitting on blocks behind a neighbor’s house down in the village.   here was somebody’s fledgling -legal- low power radio station.  
I had spent decades thinking about transmission.

For years I worked inside industrial media systems large enough to shape regional perception continuously without most viewers ever noticing the machinery involved. The apparatus remained largely invisible precisely because it functioned so smoothly. Signals arrived. Weather maps glowed. Anchors smiled. Commercials played. Elections unfolded beneath patriotic graphics while sports themes pounded like caffeinated war drums assembled by men who believed freedom itself depended upon metallic percussion and animated eagles rotating over county polling numbers.
The sequence continued.
Then one afternoon I came across an old RV functioning as the headquarters for a tiny LPFM station called WUWU 100.1 FM. The station had just launched with almost nothing:
minimal funding,
improvised infrastructure,
volunteer labor,
uncertain reach,
and a broadcast radius small enough to disappear entirely beneath the measurement systems governing commercial media.
Maybe five miles.
Maybe eight hundred homes.
Maybe fewer listeners than deer.
Perfect.
The station immediately fascinated me because it existed almost outside contemporary media logic. No metrics dashboards. No optimization culture. No viral strategy. No monetized engagement extraction machine humming invisibly beneath every interaction. Just a tiny transmitter leaking signal quietly into the surrounding woods, farms, roads, lakes, bars, trailers, kitchens, garages, and insomniac bedrooms of Northern Michigan.
Human scale returned.
I offered to program a two-hour late-night show beginning around midnight every Saturday. The station accepted because tiny stations accept almost anyone willing to work seriously. There are no corporate gatekeepers guarding the sacred aesthetic integrity of a rusted RV broadcasting jazz, weather reports, conspiracy muttering, lost dogs, garage rock, bluegrass, church announcements, local basketball scores, and somebody’s cousin discussing drainage problems beside the county fairgrounds.
That looseness mattered.
Large media systems increasingly eliminate unpredictability because unpredictability threatens advertiser confidence and audience retention models. LPFM operates differently. Tiny stations survive partly through imperfection. The seams remain visible. Dead air occasionally happens. Equipment fails. Volunteers improvise. Somebody forgets the weather copy. Somebody accidentally plays the wrong track. Human beings remain perceptible inside the machinery.
This felt almost shocking after years spent studying industrial image systems optimized toward seamless continuity.
I called the show Mixing Signals because that phrase already described both Cultural Farming and contemporary consciousness generally. Political signals mixed with commercial signals. Entertainment mixed with catastrophe. Religious rhetoric mixed with branding language. Human intimacy mixed with algorithmic extraction. The entire culture increasingly resembled one enormous unstable transmission field where contradiction no longer interrupted communication but became one of its primary fuels.
The show emerged slowly.
Music.
Television audio.
Field recordings.
Fragments.
Weather.
Old broadcasts.
Strange transitions.
Spoken passages.
Silence.
Importantly, I had no idea who was listening.
This uncertainty changed everything.
Commercial media systems obsessively measure audiences because measurement governs profitability. Modern digital platforms intensify this condition grotesquely. Every interaction becomes trackable. Every pause becomes data. Every preference becomes extractable behavioral residue feeding optimization systems continuously. Visibility itself becomes industrial raw material.
Mixing Signals escaped much of this logic simply by being small.
The show broadcast outward into darkness without analytics certainty. Maybe someone listened while driving home from work. Maybe a lonely teenager heard strange collage drifting through cheap speakers beside a frozen lake. Maybe nobody listened at all except a raccoon chewing insulation beneath the transmitter while coyotes argued in the distance and static swallowed half the signal before it reached town.
The uncertainty restored dignity somehow.
Not because obscurity is inherently virtuous. Obscurity can also mean irrelevance, isolation, and disappearance. But mass visibility increasingly distorts communication structurally. Once every utterance becomes potentially scalable, monetizable, permanent, searchable, and socially punishable, speech changes. Performance pressure enters everything.
LPFM weakened this pressure.
The broadcasts became less about influence and more about presence. Transmission itself mattered. Attention mattered. Relation mattered. Saturday nights became a ritual of local signal-making for whoever remained awake inside the surrounding darkness.
This was profoundly different from television.
Television fixes attention visually. It centralizes the eye. Radio behaves differently. Sound enters the body temporally. It accompanies rather than dominates. You can drive while listening. Cook while listening. Sit outside while listening. Radio leaves more perceptual space unfinished. The listener co-produces the atmosphere internally.
This incompleteness matters.
Television often over-specifies emotional relation aggressively:
close-up,
reaction shot,
graphic emphasis,
musical cue,
editing rhythm,
commentary.
Radio remains structurally more porous. A voice enters darkness differently than an image enters darkness. Sound travels invisibly through walls, trees, weather, distance, fatigue, memory, insomnia. Late-night radio especially occupies a strange threshold space between intimacy and anonymity. Somebody speaks. Somebody listens. Neither fully knows the other exists.
That uncertainty felt deeply human to me.
After decades studying mass image systems increasingly organized around behavioral capture and perceptual saturation, Mixing Signals returned communication to something smaller, stranger, slower, and less certain. The station could not compete economically against streaming platforms, satellite radio, podcasts, algorithmic feeds, or global entertainment systems. That was never the point.
The point was practice.
Showing up.
Broadcasting anyway.
Maintaining signal.
Holding open perceptual space locally while the larger systems accelerated toward continuous optimization and extraction.
This local scale changed my understanding of resistance as well.
Large political fantasies often imagine resistance through total transformation:
revolution,
collapse,
overthrow,
purification.
Cultural Farming gradually taught me something less cinematic and perhaps more durable. Human beings survive partly through local practices maintaining perceptual relation against systems organized toward abstraction and acceleration. Tiny acts matter:
a community station,
a late-night broadcast,
a local archive,
a conversation,
a garden,
a road walked repeatedly enough to notice seasonal change.
These practices do not defeat global image infrastructures heroically. The empire does not tremble because three exhausted people broadcast experimental collage radio beside a swamp while somebody burns popcorn in the station microwave around 1:12 a.m.
But practice alters relation.
That distinction remains central to Cultural Farming.
The project never promised liberation from mediation. There is no outside waiting cleanly beyond the screen where perception becomes innocent again. The apparatus already lives inside the nervous system historically. Television shaped us. Networks shaped us. Platforms shaped us. Advertising shaped us. Infinite montage shaped us.
The question becomes:
how does one remain conscious inside these conditions without collapsing entirely into despair, performance, or numbness?
For me, Mixing Signals became one answer.
Not the answer.
One answer.
A tiny transmitter.
A local signal.
A Saturday night broadcast disappearing into darkness beyond measurable certainty.
The scale itself became meaningful.
Commercial media systems increasingly operate through gigantism:
global reach,
continuous circulation,
infinite scalability,
algorithmic targeting,
frictionless distribution.
LPFM remains stubbornly physical. Hills interrupt transmission. Weather interferes. Distance matters. Geography matters. Human labor matters. Somebody must physically unlock the station door. Somebody must sweep the floor eventually. Somebody must keep the old machinery alive.
Reality returns.
This return matters because contemporary media culture increasingly confuses visibility with existence itself. If something is not circulating, trending, indexed, tracked, searchable, or measurable, the culture begins treating it as socially unreal. LPFM quietly rejects this assumption simply by continuing to broadcast locally whether the larger systems care or not.
A signal exists.
A listener may exist.
That is enough.
The older I become, the more radical this simplicity feels.
Not revolutionary spectacle.
Not technological salvation.
Not mass awakening.
Presence.
Attention.
Transmission.
Wakefulness.
Somewhere out beyond the station at two in the morning, a few sleepless people remain awake while static drifts through pine trees and old antennas tremble slightly in the cold Northern Michigan dark.
For now, that feels sufficient.
_______________________________________________________

APOLOGIA
I’m from the 1900’s.  The older I get, the less interested I become in scale. Scale is the religion of the machine now. Bigger platform. Bigger audience. Bigger archive. Bigger panic. Bigger emotional throughput. Everything expanding continuously like a television preacher trapped inside a pharmaceutical commercial during a thunderstorm while computer-generated eagles circle behind him and patriotic drums pound beneath graphics announcing BREAKING NEWS about absolutely nothing. The machine constantly promises transcendence through amplification. More reach. More visibility. More circulation. More data. More connection. Yet most of the country now feels lonelier than a bus stop at three in the morning during freezing rain.
Meanwhile three exhausted volunteers sit inside a rusty RV on blocks in Northern Michigan trying to keep a ten-watt transmitter alive through another winter. Somebody spilled coffee on the console again. Half the wiring looks moderately fatal. The station dog is asleep beneath a folding chair beside a milk crate full of scratched CDs and county fair announcements. Sometimes the signal disappears entirely behind static depending on weather, geography, moisture in the trees, or whether Larry accidentally kicked the wrong cable carrying in frozen venison sausage around midnight. Maybe fewer listeners than deer. Probably better listeners too.
That contrast tells me more about contemporary media than most conferences ever could.
Nobody at WUWU talks about disruption or innovation ecosystems or engagement metrics or immersive content delivery strategies. The coffee tastes terrible. The transmitter hums like an asthmatic refrigerator. Sometimes somebody forgets to lock the station door. Sometimes the weather radio accidentally bleeds into the broadcast because the equipment was assembled over time from donations, garage sales, dead stations, broken receivers, old church systems, scavenged parts, extension cords, and faith. Real faith. Not the shiny television kind with laser lights and branded water bottles. The ordinary kind where people keep showing up because the thing matters to them even when almost nobody notices.
The signal leaks outward anyway.
That word matters deeply to me now:
leaks.
Not dominates.
Not scales.
Not captures market share.
Leaks.
Into kitchens. Garages. Snowplows. Old pickup trucks. Lonely bedrooms. Insomniac living rooms glowing softly blue beside dark windows while freezing rain drags itself sideways across pine trees at two in the morning. Somewhere an old woman smokes beside a sink full of dishes listening to Sun Ra drift unexpectedly into local funeral announcements and a weather report predicting black ice by morning. Somewhere a teenager driving nowhere hears fragments of television audio colliding with jazz and political speeches and wonders briefly if anyone else in the county feels as strange as they do. Maybe nobody hears any of it. Maybe somebody desperately needs it. There is dignity in not knowing.
The internet trained everybody to count constantly. Followers. Clicks. Engagement. Reach. Traffic. Impressions. Visibility itself became industrial raw material harvested continuously by systems designed to transform human attention into measurable behavioral residue. People now experience ordinary life while partially imagining themselves from outside simultaneously, as though each moment carries a tiny invisible production assistant whispering: Is this content? Should this be posted? Will this circulate? Will anyone care?
Tiny radio stations still operate partly outside this logic simply because they remain too small for the machine to metabolize efficiently. The scale protects them. Not completely. Nothing escapes contamination now. But partially. Enough. The uncertainty remains intact. Somebody broadcasts into darkness without analytics dashboards informing them exactly how successful their humanity currently appears.
That uncertainty feels almost sacred now, though I hesitate using words like sacred because they arrive trailing centuries of perfume and incense and glowing hands lifted toward heaven beside emotionally manipulative acoustic guitar music. I mean something simpler. Human uncertainty. Old uncertainty. Before every activity became measurable. Before every silence became vulnerable to occupation. Before every thought arrived pre-shaped by invisible systems optimizing emotional response patterns continuously beneath the surface of ordinary life.
I spent decades studying gigantic image systems capable of shaping public consciousness while pretending merely to entertain. I watched television train emotional reflexes, political instincts, symbolic desires, attention rhythms, and bodily pacing across entire populations. I watched viewers slowly become compatible with the machinery surrounding them. Then I spent years in the woods recording snowfall moving through trees so slowly it barely seemed to move at all. Both experiences changed me. One taught me scale. The other taught me interval.
Cultural Farming emerged somewhere between those conditions.
Not anti-media.
Not anti-technology.
Certainly not nostalgic for some imaginary pre-electronic paradise where wise farmers stared nobly into candlelight discussing mortality while fiddles played softly beside hand-hewn barns. I know too much television for that fantasy. Television lives inside me now. Probably forever. The pacing, the cuts, the reflexes, the transitions, the urgency, the image hunger. Once you spend decades professionally inside production systems, the machinery never fully leaves the nervous system again. You can move into the woods. You can stop carrying a cellphone. You can record birds instead of cable news anchors. Still the apparatus hums faintly inside your head like distant electrical infrastructure somewhere beyond the trees.
But the work taught me something else too. Images weaken once you stop kneeling before them automatically. Not disappear. Weaken. Their authority weakens. Their speed weakens. Their inevitability weakens. You begin noticing the joins again. The cuts. The emotional timing. The exhaustion. The strange loneliness hidden beneath all that glowing spectacle pretending to connect everybody while millions sit isolated in illuminated rooms absorbing endless symbolic companionship from machines designed primarily to hold attention long enough to deliver another advertisement.
That may be the hidden story underneath the last fifty years of media expansion. Not connection. Loneliness. The machine grows larger while ordinary human relation thins beneath it. Television promised togetherness while reorganizing perception into increasingly privatized forms of spectatorship. Then digital systems intensified the process until people began carrying the apparatus directly against their bodies all day long like devotional objects glowing softly in their palms. We became permanently reachable and increasingly difficult to reach.
So here I am now. Old. Cancer-scarred. Still recording things. Still broadcasting strange signals into the dark. Still trying to understand what television did to us and what we allowed ourselves to become inside its glow. Still rearranging fragments. Still walking roads at night listening to distant dogs bark across frozen fields while the stars above Northern Michigan continue operating with absolutely no concern whatsoever for branding strategy, platform dominance, audience capture, or quarterly growth targets.
And still occasionally laughing.
That part matters too because once you truly see television clearly it becomes impossible not to notice how absurd much of it always was. The graphics. The certainty. The hair. The music. The permanent emergency. The patriotic montages assembled by caffeinated interns using software named things like THUNDERSTRIKE XTREME while weather radar rotates ominously behind a smiling man warning viewers to remain calm during “Storm Team Coverage You Can Trust.” The apparatus was never all-powerful. Just relentless. Busy. Loud. Desperately afraid of silence.
Maybe that is where Cultural Farming finally lands. Not in purity. Not in victory. Not in technological salvation or revolutionary fantasy. Just practice. It’s the work of seeing in the age of infinite montage. A person paying attention inside the storm. A small transmitter leaking signal into darkness. A camera held still long enough for weather to become visible again. A body relearning interval inside systems designed to erase it. A viewer slowly becoming something else besides a viewer.




0. "Cultural Farming is a wide-ranging record of my personal and intellectual walkabout from industrial media-horticulturalist, to nomadic remix-hunter-gatherer, to radical home-vidi-gardener, to a kind of self-sufficient

mediaturg-pamphleteer. It is my specific response to glaring gaps within the generalizations of existing media critique.

