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4 — 5

Sam A Harris

three suns (sketch)

Three Suns (Sketch) marks the 
beginning of a new body of work 
that actively follows innate impulses 
to question, document and explain.

Considering the image as document, 
the sun is tracked across three hours, 
concluding at midday. 



6 — 7

alterum meridiem

Was it really time to get out of bed? 
The deep sleep from which I was 
awoken by my alarm clock suggested 
it was the early hours of the morning. 
After travelling thousands of miles, I 
arrived in the southern hemisphere 
with my head and body out of synch with 
the local time. Crossing time zones 
can be a disorientating experience and 
can heighten the strangeness of a new 
location. I found myself walking around 
in a daze looking at clocks stating the 
local time, whilst my body clock was 
set 6 hours earlier. I was losing track of 
the time of day as my head and body 
adjusted to the new daylight hours.

Adrian Davies

The haze in which I wandered around, 
was strangely echoed. The effect you 
see in the photographs was caused 
by humidity on the lens as the camera 
initially also struggled to adjust to the 
new environment. All the images were 
made before noon, although some of 
them may have been ‘altered noons’.



8 — 9

Sarah Eyre

untitled

My practice is situated in the 
intersection between sculpture and 
studio – based photography and 
employs a range of creative strategies 
to explore ordinary objects such as 
women’s wigs for their particular ability 
to project and exaggerate the feminine 
whilst simultaneously acting as stand 
– ins for the female body. My response 
to the theme of Ante Meridiem starts 
from the notion that during that first 
period of waking time we exist in a 
kind of liminal, or in-between state. 
The morning realignment of conscious 
mind and body is an interesting time, 

the morning mind slowly awakens from 
sleep still holding on to the residue of 
one’s dream state and fragments of 
dream memory mingle with the real 
sensations of the awaking physical 
body. The morning also represents a 
transformation of private self to public, 
gendered body as we undertake 
morning rituals that get us ready to 
face the day ahead.
 
My images of commonplace items 
associated with feminine grooming 
create playful relationships between 
interior and exterior states and the 

real and surreal to hint at the fragile 
nature of the feminine masquerade 
we create every morning. They are 
ordinary objects holding on to a little bit 
of dream logic.  



10 — 11

Richard Mulhearn

get to work—march 2015

A slow – moving current runs under 
the hardness of things to be done, the 
embodiment reveals itself, glimpsed 
and then passes. An unnecessary 
interruption; annoyingly distracting in 
the automatic rigour of a routine. It’s 
extraordinary that it gets like this.



12 — 13

Sean Gardiner

untitled

Two photographs of Podiceps cristatus.



14 — 15

Alex Catt

deer studies

The thing about morning in the forest 
is the silence. Every footstep crackles 
underfoot, a trail of broken twigs; 
flattened ferns left in your wake. The 
birds are already singing, perched high 
up in the canopy, bright eyed and ready 
for the day. Wandering aimlessly, you 
watch the light catching the tops of the 
trees as it appears from the horizon for 
another loop. Dead tree trunks stand 
out like monoliths against the verdant 
background; they’ve seen it all before.

Then you catch a glimpse, they’ve 
already spotted you of course. They 
heard the twigs cracking beneath 
you, a stranger in their territory. A 
standoff of sorts, eye to eye, you edge 
closer using a tree for cover. They’re 
spooked. Blurs into the distance as 
they quick foot it to their sanctum; they 
know this forest better than us. These 
photographs are a document of what 
they leave behind.



16 — 17

Sophie Davidson

an antidote to waking

Lately I have been depressed. I’m not 
sure whether it’s situational or chemical 
but the chemical antidotes didn’t seem 
to fix it. I have found the worst part 
to be the lack of good sleep, whether 
it’s too little or too much and too early 
or too late when I do get around to it. 
Going to bed at 8:30 out of boredom 
doesn’t help much when you wake up 
at 5:00 anyway. 

The only comfort I have found is by 
sleeping next to people, the best 
set up would be a bed filled with my 
friends which thankfully does happen 
on occasion. At least then if I can’t 
sleep someone is there, even if they 
are sleeping it’s just their physicality 
that matters and I know that in the 
not too distant future I will have some 
company to distract my thoughts. 



18 — 19

Richard Higginbottom

broken pipes & blue mountains

 
One late spring evening I was in 
Wales when my car broke down; 
there was a plume of hazy, white 
steam emerging from the engine. 
A mechanic, who must have been 
over eighty years old, was called 
out to patch up a piece of pipe that 
had become perforated. He was a 
colourful character, telling me 
to “take it nice and steady” on the 
drive back.

The next morning, on my careful 
journey home, I felt impelled to 
take photographs as I drove through 

the landscape I was leaving. The 
clouds were brushing Snowdonia’s 
blue mountaintops and the shards 
of glinting light gave the scene a 
strange, otherworldly quality, only 
ever seen in early morning. But I 
had to concentrate, taking it “nice 
and steady” through miles of resting 
pine trees, so that I could get home 
before the engine gave up again.

Despite my desire, I took no 
photographs that morning, and this is 
the pipe that thwarted that desire.



20 — 21

Layla Sailor

hypnagogia

Hypnagogia are the states of 
consciousness between waking and 
sleeping, most commonly experienced 
in the morning hours.

As a child I was blessed with a vivid 
imagination which often led me to 
confuse my lucid dreams with reality. 
Since then I have been interested 
in the line between dreams and 
physical existence.

As a response to ante meridiem I have 
created a set of images recreating a 
mixture of dreamscapes and narratives 
from my hypnagogic dreams.



22 — 23

Oliver Udy

one april morning in 
loimaa, finland

–
If a year was a day.... then spring 
would be morning.

The slow thaw, the heavy head... 
rising gently into the day.
–
One morning, meandering between 
quiet pines... overlooking sleeping 
cabins, and murmuring lakes.
The covers are slowly pulled back.... 
ready for the year to begin.



24 — 25

Christopher Coyle

untitled

These photographs explore the 
relationship between different places 
at the same time in the morning. 



26 — 27

your penumbra

There is this time of the morning, 
not the time when you wake up, 
but the time when you go to bed, 
when the darkness and stars emerge, 
displaying a constant of countless 
mornings with billions of suns rising. 
These stardust photograms reflect 
this moment and refer to their own 
title, Penumbra, a part of a shadow 
which is not fully a shadow – not 
quite there, but almost. 

Marianne Bjørnmyr



This collaborative publication was born 
out of an interest in the intricacies of 
morning and the introduction of day. 
The period of waking is generally a 
quiet time when our minds, still cloudy 
from sleep, gently begin another cycle. 

There is something about this period of 
transition, with the possibilities of the 

new day, which is compelling. Thoughts 
of things to be thankful for, things to be 
inquisitive about, to explore, to embrace 
– all of these emerge, as routines are 
settled into, or perhaps broken.

Ante Meridiem consists of individual 
and multifaceted responses to the 
onset of day. It features images by 12 

photographers presenting their own 
version of the morning, captured in 
various locations around the world.

– Richard Higginbottom,
Manchester, England, July 2015

ante meridiem



thank you…

to all of the artists for their kind 
contributions and to anybody who lent a 
pair of hands or eyes along the way. 
Thanks also go to Greg Leach and Vicky 
Carr and the guys at Textbook Studio.

For further information about this 
publication please contact:
info@richardhigginbottom.com
or visit tidepress.com
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