
 

This initially struck me as an image of one man, taken over the course of a day in time 

lapse mode.  I imagine that field work like this and in this time required that each person 

wear many hats: Occasionally stopping to record notes, sometimes sampling the soil, 

now cooking, always observing and occupied. 
 

 

                                                                 
 
 
 

As a wife and mother, I wonder: Who are these men? How many 

are husbands and fathers? Where are they from? How long did 
it take them to get here? How long will they stay? How will they 

communicate with their loved ones? They must be so far away 
from home! Are they warm enough? Will this food cooked over sulfuric 

steam be healthy enough to sustain them? Will it even taste good? 

 


