
I ran along the gray Virginia coast 
all the way to the border of the 
North Carolina coast, where human 
footprints disappeared and snakes 
sunned on the path; in June, in the 
streets of my tiny mountain 
hometown, I joined marchers by the 
dozens and hundreds, and back in 
New York, in the thousands. All still 
at least arm’s length away. Working 
in the Tucson desert, alone for days 
on end, I tried to look at the 
saguaros as Crane had, almost 
human, but nobler in their 
distinguished solitude, spines 
shooting out. It was sometimes 
preferable to watch the strangers 
who were able to be closer, freer. I 
wanted to puncture my safe little 
orbit. I didn’t just miss my family 
and friends, I missed all the people 
I’d never met, never would, the 
sheer sensation of touch, whether 

accidental or deliberate; the feeling 
of inhabiting a shared space. 

It helped to learn that Crane had 
made the work of Private Views out 
of bouts of profound loneliness. 
After the Guggenheim, when she 
returned to Chicago, she found 
herself alone on piercingly sunny 
weekend days when her husband 
had the kids. It wasn’t enough time 
to travel far, but she could follow 
the crowds to Grant Park. Crane 
stood five foot one; she lugged a 4 
x 5 camera, in pursuit of “that one 
gesture that says a lot,” she is 
quoted in Private Views. “I found 
myself inching closer, physically, to 
my subjects.” Our sidewalks, parks, 
and post o!ces are marked o" in 
careful increments; we talk about 
six feet; we talk about ten feet; 
Crane drew in ten inches away. 

Maybe some of them didn’t notice 
her. Maybe they saw her as part of 
the dance, too.
 
I don’t know if Crane ever found the 
ultimate gesture or if she found 
enough of them that she felt ready 
to move on from the intense looking 
of Private Views, or if she recog-
nized it was just time. Who can say 
for anyone else when a piece of 
work or a series is finished, or when 
it simply requires a pause? Perhaps 
she was done, for a while, with 
people altogether. Later in the 80s, 
when Crane began to try to 
photograph the forests and parks 
themselves, she kept getting 
photobombed by humans, and 
eventually she bought a cottage in 
the dunes along Lake Michigan, 
which she visited often to make 
nocturnal photographs in the woods 

and ravines, and increasingly surreal 
and mystic pictures of elements of 
nature, birds, and mushrooms.
 
When I wrote to Lesley A. Martin, 
the creative director of Aperture 
Foundation, who edited Private 
Views, she sent several snapshots 
from a studio visit to Crane when 
the artist would have been around 
80, or close to. “[S]he never 
stopped playing and never stopped 
experimenting,” Martin wrote. Here 
were Polaroids rearranged in 
numerous pairs and triptychs, the 
images bumping up in new 
configurations against one another. 
When I look at Private Views now 
it’s when I want to remember the 
pleasure of sudden connection that 
can arise from accidents, how to 
risk and to dare and to inch 
dangerously, humanly close.

Rhea Dillon

Please cover up the rabbit hole
Fill it
Twitch your chubby fingers, prod it, suck it, clench a fistful of limbo lost limbo found
Scramble out of the–
Dig
Dive deep learning the subcutaneous  
Scraping the cross hatchings of your mothers careful harvestation
Blood red raw
Clawed down to the smooth bone
Flesh eaten by loss of limbo
Limbo lost
Lost engrained
Deep beneath the surface
Pullover momentarily (that lasts a lifetime)
A lifetime of, ‘Where’s the neck hole of light in the darkness?’
Carry me
Carry me fill me up to the rabbit hole seal
Course, I won’t stumble and fall. I wouldn’t do that to you.
Remember:
Pot holes are good luck
Step on every one to
hold down the darkness that bubbles below your skirting

RABID RABBITS AND POT LUCK
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