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WILL KELLY

Process K-14

He lacks the proper footwear for this type of weather, and his 
tiny apartment is not conducive to pacing.  The sidewalks in 

his neighborhood have iced over after numerous botched shovel-
ing attempts, so his only recourse is spinning fi ercely in his desk 
chair after sitting for too long.  His fridge is emptier than it’s 
been in weeks, and in it, on the top shelf, are two rolls of fi lm.  
Both are past the expiration date, and though he is confi dent 
they would last the winter, any images captured on their emul-
sion would never be seen.  His vaguely defi ned “creative issues” 
have taken on a whole new level of urgency with the impending 
death of an entire medium.

  He knows he is romanticizing, because he is a product of 
the digital age.  He has never used Kodachrome before, nor any 
reversal stock for that matter.  He hasn’t even heard the Paul 
Simon song, though he at least knows of it.  He doesn’t own a 
light table or a slide projector, and has no proper means of scan-
ning them for his portfolio.  But it was a project, and he couldn’t 
remember the last time he’d been so enthusiastic about planning 
one.  He wanted to do something special since it would be his 
last opportunity to work with what had once been the Eastman 
Kodak Company’s fl agship product.  When he learned it had 
been discontinued, he got into a bidding war on the Internet for 
two rolls, 72 exposures altogether.  Over a year later, they sit un-
touched in his fridge and he learns—the week before Christmas 
with a blizzard raging outside—that the only lab in the world 
still capable of developing them will cease doing so forever in 
ten days.
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year since he last met someone new.  He consistently argues (to 
himself mostly—one of his harshest detractors) that what sets 
him apart from the archetypal graduate is that he doesn’t actu-
ally miss being in college.  What he misses is something he never 
had an adequate supply of in the fi rst place, though he either 
cannot elaborate on this, or simply doesn’t care to.  But living 
only a few blocks from campus, he still walks around it quite 
often, even though most of the people he knew are long gone.  
They graduated or moved away, many of them long before he 
did, and every time this happened, the ties were quietly severed. 
Why does it always come to this?  He is not as socially inept as 
he used to be, nor is he as shy.  But all too often, he feels that 
keeping up with anybody is somewhat akin to nailing Jell-O 
to a wall.  At some point over the past year, he decided to hell 
with these people, and gave up on them altogether.  And now he 
waits.  He sits patiently, occasionally spinning in his desk chair, 
but mostly lingering quietly in dark storage like a box of old and 
particularly sensitive color transparencies. 

The future doesn’t scare him, but most of the time it just isn’t 
there.  In lieu of anything promising to grasp onto, he turns to 
the past, and the Internet has made this easier than ever.  He’s 
a lightning rod for nostalgia, and when he gets bored with his 
own, he inevitably latches onto other people’s, hence the fas-
cination with steam power, two lane highways, analog audio 
equipment, letterpress printing, and, above all, outdated photo 
technology.  Mixing these things with actual memories and 
regrets, and the borderline phenomena to which he can claim 
some tangential connection (ex-girlfriends’ childhood homes), 
he ends up with a new buffet of internal melancholy every 
week, the First World turmoil of someone struggling with an 
excess of information, and nowhere to go with all of it.

Lately, the thought of hotel pools from childhood vaca-
tions has been making him particularly sick to his stomach, but 
he cannot fi gure out why.  Tossing and turning in bed—alone, 
as always—he has an idea to travel around the country to these 
exact establishments (the ones he can remember anyway) and 
do a whole series of these fondly remembered swimming pools, 
thinking Kodachrome’s vivid but natural blues would be more 
than ideal for well lit and highly chlorinated water.  All night, 
he thinks of this water, and as his own sheets become increas-
ingly drenched in sweat, he knows there is nothing he can do 
about any of it, the water or otherwise.  He just wants to take 
some pictures

*

*
He graduated in December of last year, and opted out of walking 
at the ceremony in May.  The B.F.A. in photography and minor 
in graphic design have landed him four interviews to date, none 
of which have called back one way or the other.  He has two 
jobs at the moment, one as a barista downtown, the other at the 
Home Depot out by the highway, but he’d be quick to tell any-
one that he isn’t complaining.  When he doesn’t work, he sits.  
He sits, spends hours alone in front of his computer, makes plans 
for ambitious projects, and occasionally starts them.  His family 
is upset that he doesn’t return their calls on time.  He desperate-
ly wants to adopt a cat from the humane society, but his landlord 
won’t allow it.

He has learned, through his “research,” that for being the most 
celebrated fi lm stock ever manufactured, Kodachrome is shock-
ingly impractical.  It can only be developed using the highly 
specialized K-14 process, which requires complex equipment and 
advanced chemistry knowledge far beyond the reach of most 
photography enthusiasts.  Furthermore, he knows that it’s very 
diffi cult to actually do anything with the slides once they’ve 
been processed.  He has no idea how prints were made from 
them, and knows that scanning does not do them justice (an 
idiosyncrasy with the dye makes the colors extremely diffi cult 
to reproduce digitally). He knows that the sheer stubbornness 
of the medium plays a big part in his fascination with it, which 
makes him all the more depressed that he will likely miss the 
deadline.  Though he remains less motivated than ever, he does 
not want to give up so easily.  Giving up would be sinking to a 
whole new level, and he is determined to at least continue the 
recent trend of doing the bare minimum to get by. 

Though it stopped snowing the night before, he is not in 
a hurry to trudge outside with his camera—what’s the point of 
photographing snow with a fi lm so renowned for its brilliant col-
or reproduction?  There are plenty of interesting still lifes in his 
messy apartment, but it is far too dim for Kodachrome 64 to be 
viable without a strong fl ash.  He spends an entire day in front 
of the windows, carefully monitoring where the sunlight hits, 
and hoping it will land somewhere interesting.  It never does.  
He tries moving various objects into the light, but it all looks 
forced and unnatural.  When the sun goes down, he’s sitting in 
the dark, and doesn’t bother to close the blinds.  The computer 
monitor and the street light are just fi ne, he decides.

He never hangs out with anyone, and it has been well over a 
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By the time he is done shooting the next morning, his face is 
numb and his camera wet from the melted snow.  Though de-
cidedly a product of his time (and honestly preferring the con-
venience of digital photography), there is something intensely 
bittersweet about listening to the camera rewind after the last 
exposure, followed by the clicking noise and dead silence.  He 
promptly boxes up the two rolls of fi lm and ships them overnight 
to Kansas where they will be among the last to be processed 
before the K-14 machines are turned off for good.  The pictures 
he took are by no means the most interesting, and he’s sure that 
some won’t even turn out, but none of this matters.  He’s going 
to keep them as a reminder—in typical melodramatic fashion— 
that procrastination can have life or death consequences. DANIELLE LENSEN

Every Christmas
Grandma and Grandpa’s house is so small that you almost need 

to swim through people at the Christmas gatherings in order 
to get a taste of Grandma’s noodle salad, but you’ll always make 
it even though it is a hard swim upstream doing the butterfl y 
stroke not by choice but by means of sheer survival, which is 
nearly impossible if you constantly have to come up for a breath 
to tell every uncle “Hello” and every aunt “How have you been,” 
but I also know from experience that if you don’t do the breast 
stroke through the kitchen and down the carpeted steps to the 
basement, you won’t be able to see your twenty-one cousins, 
who, of course, you need to see because of the individual bond 
you have with each of them, which can’t go unnoticed through 
the entire night; this night which I tend to forget that Grandma 
and Grandpa are hosting, and so I do the backstroke up the car-
peted stairs and around the corner through the kitchen where I 
have to interrupt my stroke to take a breather and discuss “my 
plans after college” with an uncle from out of town, who al-
ways asks this question which I skillfully whipped up an answer 
to the night before while I lay in bed, but my stomach rudely 
interrupts this thought as it grumbles and tells me “I need more 
noodle salad,” so I swim the freestyle over to the counter and 
satisfy my stomach before I realize I need to fi nd Grandma, 
Grandma who made this salad and made my stomach happy, 
so I do a fl ip turn off the kitchen stove and execute the butter-
fl y stroke through my aunts’ Nerts game and fi nd myself in the 
sunroom where I see Grandma sitting in her green chair; the 
chair where she crochets doilies and bites her fi ngernails, which 
at this point look just like mine considering the fi ght I had for 
the opportunity to sit on the fl oor next to her chair; the chair on 
which I now rest my head against its green arm and say, “Thanks 
for the noodle salad, Grandma.”


