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Maureen Paley is pleased to present new photographs by Sarah Jones. This exhibition follows her solo show at the 
National Media Museum in Bradford, on view until February 17, as recipient of the Bradford Fellowship in 
Photography 2006-7. This will be Sarah Jones’ fourth solo show at the gallery. 
 
 
 
 
Photography was once referred to as ‘Daguerre’s Mirror’.  
 

ROSES 
  
Jones’ rose displays, shot in London parks, have an inexplicable presence.  
 
Some flowers seem to be staring in our direction, although we cannot be certain. Others are certainly turning their heads away 
from us. This is the animism of literature. Think of Marcel Proust’s curtains, clocks, desks and especially his pink hawthorns. 
This is the animism of fairy-tale flowers. Recall Antoine de Saint-Exupéry’s The Little Prince: 
 
‘Good morning’, he said. 
It was a blossoming rose garden. 
‘Good morning’, said the roses. 
The little prince gazed at them. All of them looked like his flower.  
‘Who are you’? he asked, astounded. 
‘We’re roses’, the roses said. 
 
Jones’ roses are sometimes shot from the other side of the display, hailing Lady Hawarden’s 1862 stereoscopic photograph of her 
daughter’s turned-away head, framed to emphasise the loveliness of the back of her head: her coiled and braided hair. Jones gives 
us the other side of the looking glass: the part of the display we are not meant to see, shot from the back.  
 
I want Jones’ roses to speak to me, but they are caught in a pregnant pause (and so am I). 
 
I am pricked, spellbound, waiting for something to happen, something that may never happen. 
 
In Oscar Wilde’s The Nightingale and the Rose, the self sacrificing white Nightingale promises to build the young Student a red 
rose out of her own body: the price is death. In tune with the illusion of Jones’ rose gardens (lit to allude to the night), the act 
takes place at dark.  
 
Likewise, the photograph blossoms at night, like a night-blooming cereus. The night-blooming cereus blossoms only once and 
only at night, slowly, like the strained click of a camera shutter in the dark. With the light of the day, the night-blooming cereus 
fades, just like Cinderella’s carriage turns back into a pumpkin, her horses back into mice, and her beautiful gown back into 
wilted rags.  
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Similarly, George MacDonald’s fairy tale, The Day Boy and the Night Girl, which tells the story of Photogen (a boy who would 
know no darkness) and Nycteris (a girl who would know no light) is also a trope for the essence of photography and its 
relationship to flowers. When Photogen and Nycteris find themselves in a garden at night, under the moonlight, they are confused 
by the flowers they see. Nycteris had never seen an open daisy and Photogen had never seen a closed one. 
 

BLUE FLOWER 
 



 

One of Jones’ roses Wild Rose: Blue Flower (I), 2007, is a particularly wild rose, full of thorns, no flowers to be seen, taken at 
the end of the season (suggesting the end of Briar Rose’s 100-year spell). This garden rose stands apart from the others: it was 
taken in Nycteris black and Photogen white. Silvery, Jones’ Blue Flower is the colour of a mirror, hailing photography’s 
connection to Daguerre’s Mirror and to alchemy and precious metals. As Roland Barthes writes in Camera Lucida, Photography 
is ‘the loved body…immortalized by the mediation of a precious metal, silver (monument and luxury): to which we might add 
the notion that this metal, like all the metals of Alchemy, is alive’. 
 
 

COUCHED: WAITING TO TRAVEL 
 
Waiting on the analyst’s couch is ‘to be moved from one place to another’. (On Translating a Person,  Adam Phillips). 
 
At the beginning of analysis. Freud would send his patients travelling (on the couch): ‘say whatever goes through your mind. Act 
as though…you were a traveller sitting next to the window of a railway carriage and describing to someone inside the changing 
views which you see outside.’ (On Beginning the Treatment)  
 
Jones’ colony couches take me to abstract places of intense blue colours. I look at them and hear bluebell sounds. I hear ‘the 
prose of a shade of blue.’ (On Being Blue, William Gass) 
 
Violets are blue. 
 
Roses are red. 
 
I find myself on Jones’ gorgeous, impossibly red consulting room couch; Analyst (Couch) (I), 2007. This one a real analyst’s 
couch, from an analyst’s office in London. 
 
 
 

Carol Mavor, Professor of Art History and Visual Studies at the University of Manchester 
extracts from The Photography of Sarah Jones in the National Media Museum publication archive no. 10. October 2007 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Sarah Jones has had recent solo exhibitions at the National Media Museum in Bradford and Anton Kern in New 
York. In 2007 her work was included in Northern Lights: Reflecting with Images in Modena,  The 7th Internationale 
Foto Triennale, in Esslingen, and Garden Eden, The Garden in Art Since 1900 at the Kunsthalle Emden. She will 
also be included in the forthcoming exhibition Street & Studio: An Urban History of Photography at Tate Modern.  
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