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MESSAGES

WHY PHOTOGRAPHY?

What is the value of all this effort, all this ex-
pense, all these demands?

Many months ago, | was rehearsing in rmy
mind a trip to the offices of a corporation to
request financial assistance for the Houston
Center for Photography. In this daydream, |
saw myself sitting there with the officer in
charge of corporate gifts, who suddenly asked
“What exactly is the value of the Houston
Center for Photography, or of photography
itself?” It wasn't exactly the same as putting
a bullet through my brain, but it had that ef-
fect on my speech and my powers of reason.
Value?

Many of us had worked ferociously to bring
the Center into existence and to devise
schemes to raise the money for support of
the extensive program of exhibitions, publica-
tions, lectures, workshops, and fellowships
that almost immediately made the Center an
organizational model in Texas and elsewhere.
While our experience was clearly no match
for many similar, older American organiza-
tions, we were up to speed and learning fast,
With this magazine, we joined the naticnal
discourse, and with our exhibitions we helped
build a substantial new local audience for
photography. Our educational programs gave
Houston's photographers a crash course in
contemporary work as well as a look at all
the aesthetic, social, and psychelogical pro-
blemns that trouble photographers elsewhere.

All of these programs welcomed an expand-
ing membership, which grew from 30 to 670
in three years. We were like a mob. We
threw accomplished photographers, histori-
ans, educators, and critics up against the po-
dium hoping for images, answers, questions,
Thousands and thousands of people swarmed
through the gallery, studying, wanting more
explanations, more involvement. For some
of our original members, it was too much,
too great a departure from the slow and
quiet environment of understanding they
had hoped for. There were small battles, and
some took umbrage at particular decisions,
or left worrying about cliques. For others, the
effort was just too crazed or unfocused, and
we watched good people turn away, or burn
up from their own enthusiasm and the lack
of reward

But the bodies were carried outside the
hive and still we swarmed and our numbers
grew, and here suddenly was scmeone in a
daydream asking me, What value? What for?
| realized | hadn't the slightest idea.

So | called the Guru and made an appoint-
ment and sat in his lair amid the color and
asked him the same questions. "You know,’
he said, " was reading in a magazine about
this bus sign project in New York where
photographers put images inside the buses,
where the advertising cards usually go, and
the magazine published all these comments
from people who rode the buses all the time.
They kept saying that they had locked at the
pictures and talked to other people on the
bus about them and many of these people
realized they had never talked to aryone on
the bus before and they were just filled with
this exuberance about the pictures and the
conversation and the revelation that there was
this common thing all these strangers could
cluster around and decry or defend or ask
guestions about. One woman said she saw a
picture of the sky and realized that she never
looked at the real sky and now she was doing
it all the time. Boy, that'’s something, that's
really something.”

5o here we are at the Houston Center for
Photography, looking at the pictures and talk-
ing to each other. Sometimes the talk is intel-
lectual, formal, and many of us walk off into
corners by ourselves, needing more. Some-
times the talk is-about the poor, or the rich,
or the harmed, and the discussion is heated
and powerfully felt. Sometimes the words
deal with feelings, helplessly, and we wonder
how the other can feel a certain way when
we feel nothing, We are grateful for the
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smallest goosebump, especially if the reaction
is mutual. :

Always there are conversions, and always
losses. Mostly there is confusion, when our
our easy understanding of things is shaken by
images we had never imagined. Sometimes
there is dismay, when we see spread across
those sheets of paper some terrible genius
whose capacity for evil seems unbounded.
The more difficult, even impenetrable, the
work is, the more the searching parts of the
mind seem to be energized, to find new clar-
ity somewhere else. The original questions
always remain unanswered, but many others
are suggested, and they slowly give way
to knowledge,

| don't worry now about answering that
question about the value of photography,
or of the Center. | know that sometimes
when | give my answer there will be under
standing and an effort to know more, and
sometimes | will think | am talking down a
hole that has no end.

David Crossley

LETTERS

NAKED IN PARIS: PART IlI

Felicitations. as they say on the Rive
Gauche. | pearly wrote to you offering a
sterner opening following a moderately close
read of SPOT winter 1984, but held my
tongue and placed my judgement in escrow
— the only way to keep it down — in case my
inability to perceive the insistence of thought
and movement were what actually kept me
ene step from the realm of empathy, and a
complex and thorough understanding of your
intentions and conclusions.

Allow me to join the discussion of
nakedness in Paris (France) which will no
doubt multiply (if not divide) following this
issue. As a connoisseur of breasts, voracious
addict of boobs and all-round promoter of
the femnale form, | take exception with the
thoughts of both Ms. Schilling (SPOT, spring
1985) and Mr. Crossley (SPOT, winter 984).
Both misinterpet the French obsession with
the female form.

Crossley combined his south Texas urbanity
with general (whoops) Maerican (say that
loud, son) lightheadedness to unload ill found-
ed scorn on the seen female form. And Ms.
Schilling, who ought to be an aspiring
academic if she taint one already, also missed
the boat by applying American criteria to
French culture, insisting in several places that
the Francs "accept” the nude. NO. They
adore the female nude, they crave the press
of heated skin, they want to suck errantly on
those breasts and they'll walk a mile to wor-
ship a well-shown mount of venus.

All praise to Visionary joe.

Better lock him up before he hurts some-
one. His prose combines the best aspects
a writer can bring to words: it is sleek
and tight, amusing, unforgiving and true. Viva
la Vision.

[Rude and outrageous insults deleted —
Editor]

Praise for the worthy; scorn for the unde-
serving. Sway not from these criteria. All
power to he who creates.

Yours in proper use of pronouns,

Jehn Crapper
Los Angeles

Ms. Schilling replies:

Mr.. ah, Crapper may lust after breasts. |
don't. My article was about our response to
nudity, not that of the French. | am disap
pointed that such a lusty gentlemen would
hide behind what is surely a nom de plume,

Mr. Crossley replies:

Well, Mr. Crapper, you've pretty much
caught me with my pants down. What can |
say! God knows | never intended to denigrate
breasts and certainly not to unload scorn on
the fernale form itself. After all, | have a wife,
and a mother, and a sister — all women — as
well as a lot of women friends, and all these
people have breasts, and female forms and
if I'd been going around gnawing on their very
forms, so to speak, | don't believe I'd have
lasted the day. The whole misunderstanding
was just the result of my spending that week
in Paris literally awash in images of female
parts and when | got back to my trusty word
processor my brain was gddled and it appears
that | went too far. | won't do that again.
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wall of silliness to see what's behind it,

By Visionary Joe

To date, photographers have not
been very silly in their work. This is
true because (|) photography has not
been art, (2) photography tends to
attract only serious people, and (3)
silliness has not, until recently, been
a noble emotion,

A surge of photographic silliness is
developing, however. Reports from
Sodaville, Oregon; Nome, Alaska;
and Bird City, Kansas, barometers of
silliness, have indicated spectacular

bursts of foolishness. The underfeath-

ers of ducks are turning blue. And
we are again at the auspicious point
in the thirty-year cycle of silliness
which brought us the 1920s and
1950s. The impending round of silli
ness promises to be the most pro-
found, however, and can be expect-
ed to affect photographers.

A precocious few photographers
are silly already. Kevin Clark’s Red
Couch has cushioned token Amer-
icans with ridiculous frequency. Wil-
liam Wegman exhibits his often-
cross-dressed dog, and has twoggled
its genitalia via video. Dianne Blell's
plastic cupids in fake-o classic atmos-
pherics represent the High Silly, with
Peter McClennan's watertowers,
while David Portz's painted fish
undoubtedly represent the Low. The
persons in Nic Nicosia's Modern
Disasters react to cardboard pro-
blems, while Bernard Faucon’s real
situations plague plaster-of-paris
boys. Paul Hester's muscular nudes,
dressed only in our President’s latex
face, are an adulterated silliness, also
erotic and rude. In fact, most of the
seminally silly photographers fortify
their foolishness with beauty, design,
culture, or trauma.

So purely silly work is yet to
emerge. Classifications of silliness will
be worked out, separating the ab-
surd silly-incomprehensible from silly-
funny and silly-dumb. The most suc-
cessful achievers of the purely silly
have been the postcard artists, who
rmust nevertheless be discounted be-
cause they lack the traditional moti-
vations of persons who produce Fine
Art: fame and sales. Among the lat-
ter sort of photographer, why is silli-
ness so conspicucusly lacking?

Part of the problem has been that
photographers have always made
such serious efforts to produce art.
Photography only becarme art with
Cindy Sherman. Before Cindy Sher-
man, photographers thought they
had to be seventeenth century Dutch
painters, behaving realistically and
celebrating this or that. Meanwhile
the current century's painters grew
silly: Pollock, Rauschenberg, Olden-
burg, Klee, Dubuffet, Ernst, Warhol,
to name a few of the masters. The
Abstracts, Beats, Pops, and Waves all
saw the potential in doing ridiculous
work, and then providing their pro-
jects with serious- sounding raticnales.

Silly work with a serious explana-
tion is now the best Fine Art,
Consider it this way. Fine Art is pur-

Visionary joe, ready for the future. Photo by Poula Goldman.

chased to make its owners feel fine.
Our society’s favorite way of feeling
fine is feeling smarter than anyone
else. Purely silly art is too embarrass-
ing for anyone to enjoy except the
ones who know its official explana-
tion. Silly art makes a person feel en-
lightened. Photographers were very
slow to pick up on this. If they had
madelled their art on the theatre in-
stead of painting they would have
started out silly and perhaps been
artists all along. In sixteenth-century
Europe, dramas with funry faces,
foolish names, and infantile behavior
were all the rage,

Even with its celebration in theatre
and later opera, silliness has waited
a long time to be acknowledged as
part of daily life. Historians have sup-
pressed the silly outbursts. It was not
known until recently that Rome fell
because its subjects were worried sil-
ly over the invading hordes. The
English rarely mention that the Brit-
ish naval hero Viscount Nelson was
singing “I'm a Little Teapot” in the
battle of Trafalgar, when he caught
a French musketball in his spine. Like-
wise American historians neglect to
note that Edison was seeking to in-
vent the electric eggplant when he
invented the incandescent bulb, and
was utterly disappointed that the
light wasn't purple. Such silly notions
would not be neglected today. The
novelty of bringing silliness out in
the open makes it the ripest subject
for art.

Even though photographers have
now becorne artists and success of
silly art seems assured, photograph-
ers will nevertheless have a hard time
obtaining the giddiness that marks a
serious fool. Photographers are
matter-of-fact people. They don't
dress strangely. They believe what
other persons tell them, and particu-
larly what they see. To succeed in
becaming silly, photographers will
need to practice: making faces in
their mirrors, doing little songs and
dances, eating spaghetti by sucking
up the strands. They will have to fall
in love with adolescents, and fight
with sailors over nothing,

By getting on the goofy band-
wagon, photographers assure them-
selves success. They will be exploring
a deep-sounding modern trait. The
importance of silliness to mental
health has now been recognized. Silly
persons are loveable: their personali-
ties are not suppressed. Perhaps the
respectability of being silly is nowhere
shown more clearly than in the large
number of Fortune 500 CEOs who
admit to being called 'Huggy Bear'
by their wives. Whereas traditional
virtues (heroics and lovers’ constancy,
the desires for justice and truth) have
been disparaged, silliness, by default,
has gained exalted status. It takes its
place with other modern standards
of behavior, with smug complacency
and morbid fascination. Photog-
raphers will soon feel silliness deep
in their hearts, and then be daffy
in droves.
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NOTES

ANNE NOGGLE:
FEW SECRETS

Anne spoke at the Hous-
ton Center for Photography, on
April 10, 1985.

Anne Noggle's commitment to
photography is longstanding, having
come after an adventurous career as
a pilot. She is an adjunct professor of
art at the University of New Mexico,
and is the recipient of both Guggen-
heim and NEA grants. One imagines
her to be an insightful guide, a delight
to study with. Her baok, Silver Lining
is highly recommended as a docu-
ment of a careful, caring vision, one
concerned with small details too im-
portant to forget.

At the HCP. Ms. Noggle spoke
warmly and freely, again laying open
the wounds that she either won't ac-
knowledge or will not let heal. Urwill-
ing to bury her dead, she conjures up
the past, keeping it active. She says
much about the structure of her life
but salient details are missing. This
leaves one hungry for deeper truths,
some of which can be found in her
words and images. One of the most
striking things about her work is what
appears to be an absolute absence of
fear. She confronts aging and dying
with reverence — almost celebrating
the inevitable; there are no whimpers
or bargains with the devil in evidence.

Her style is low-key, confident, and
she alludes broadly to strong matri-
archal influences. Clearly, gender
boundaries are not for her. “et, as is
the case with marny women in areas
of heretofore unrelenting male domi-
nation, taking her own ideas seriously
came after the technical expertise
was well established. Then she began
to believe in her ideas, and there was
no stopping their development and
evolution, Without a trace of self-
consciousness, Noggle presents her
pictures and thoughts, confident of an
audience that will extricate much
from these deceivingly simple, medi-
tative, utterly disarming photographs.
She openly displays her physical self
(one example being photographs of
her face-lift from start to finish). She
speaks in riddles woven of emation,
memory, self-examination; the clues
seern straight-forward, yet are care-
fully meted out. Often, the portraits
and self-portraits are brutal, unkind (in
the interest of honesty and revelation,
not cruelty), as if inclined to claw
away the surface to uncover the
essential self. Humor runs deep,
necessary as catalyst and relief,

AR

ANNE TUCKER
ON RECENT WORK

Anne Tucker, the Curator of Photog-
raphy at the Museurn of Fine Arts,
Houston, delivered a slide presentation
entitled Contemporary Photography
— Pluralism in the 80s at the Houston
Center for Photography on April [7,
1985.

Anne Tucker selected examples of

the recent work of twenty-nine pho-
tographers born after 1945 and not
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generally exhibited in Houstort. She
expressed mild embarrassment at us-
ing the term “pluralism” to describe
the various tendencies of these art-
ists, in view of The New York Times'
critic Andy Grundberg's recent com-
ment that pluralism was an art-term
of the 1970s representing an effort to
categorize the last gasps of Modern-
ism. Ms. Tucker explained that while
critics such as Mr. Grundberg are
engaged in naming movements, she
— as a curator and art historian —
takes note of the differences among
artists, rather than their similarities.
Ms. Tucker said she concentrates on
discovering unique obsessions in the
imagery of each photographer, the
“touchstones” in subject matter or
technique to which they often return
during their careers,

The slides exhibited by Ms. Tucker
were grouped in such a way as to
display together photographers with
similar concerns. She was careful to
inform her listeners of the city in
which each photographer currently
works and the physical dimensions
and technique of each photographer’s
work. Photographers concerned
with landscapes included Stuart Klip-
per (ends of the earth), Steven Fos-
ter (collaged shoreline views with
multiple horizons), Wanda Hammer-
beck (color prints of the Great West),
and William Christenberry (who
obsessionally photographs certain
locations in Martine Springs, Ala-
bama year after year). Photographers
concerned with the human artifacts
of buildings and interiors included
Lewis Baltz (tract houses, industrial
parks), Nicholas Nixon (inhabitants in
an old folks home, snapshot style
with BxI0 camera), Catherine Wagner
{(American classrooms), Judy Fiskin
(flower arrangements in various set-
tings), and Joel Sternfeld (Tin City,
Canyon City, Studio City: scenes
with quirks). From the street photog-
rapher tradition she presented new
work by Robert Frank (personal pic-
tures with poetic text, high emotional
content), John Harding (color street
photographer, with layering of per-
sons), Alex Webb (color prints of ex-
otic places such as Haiti and India,
without clear informational content).
Rephotographers and image appro-
priaters included Steven Fraley (popu-
lar objects made surreal, bowling ball,
paint roller), Ruth Thorn-Thomsen
(fake travelogues staged with cut-
outs in front of a pinhole camera),
Nic Micosia (staged “Modern Disas-
ters,” one-point perspective on fre-
netic actions), Sandra Schwimmer
{gender sterotyping explored with
appropriated images and etiquet
column texts), Jeff Gates (promotional
language of Gettysburg tract devel-
opers making the American dream
ironic), and Dave Freund (directly ap-
propriated postcards). Two photog-
raphers using stagecraft are Tamara
Akaida (staged pieces and text, not
neccessarily reporting truth but con-
veying an idea) and Cindy Sherman
(self-portraits, adopting a garish,
Haollywood style). Photographic
painters include Duane Michals (vari-
ous projects in an unabashedly per-
sonal and romantic style: poems
scrawled on photographs, painted
flowers), Holly Roberts (photographs
disappearing under opague paint),
and Dennis Tauber (painting over
building scapes, so that only par-
ticular buildings emerge, concerns
with the sensual surface.) A single
photographer with clearly political
concerns was presented: Esther
Parada, whose installations chronicle
the history of US. meddling in Cen-
tral America.

DP

SILVERTHORNE:
TEXAS TIME

Jeffrey Silverthorne is completing a
year on the faculty of the University of
Houston, before his return to Boston,
His Silent Fires series will be displayed

at the Houston Center for Photography
in July of 1985. In a slide presentation
at the Center on May |, he reviewed
his work of the last eight years, includ-
ing last year's experiments in Mexico,
New Mexico, and Texas.

Early work discussed by Jeffrey
Silverthorne dealt with formal explo-
rations of shape and line, using nude
figures. Increasingly, he came to use
props with these nude figures, pro-
ducing illogical, intuitively disturbing
juxtapositions, such as a nude wo-
man posed with an animal bone car-
rying dessicated skin. The Silent Fires
series (SPOT, fall 1984) was intended
by Silverthorne to evoke the myth of
Orpheus and Eurydice, portraying hel-
lish surroundings as well as certain
strong emotions of modern life. The
photographs of other contempora-
neous but uncompleted series, Whis-
pering and Waiting Room, also utilize
hurnan figures coated with corn-
starch and baby powder in under-
wordly settings, to create semi-mor-
bid associations with life and life-
after-death. The blurry appearance
of the figures' movements adds to
the expressive affect.

Since his arrival in Texas, Silver-
thorne has used his 35mm as an auto-
biographical tool, concentrating less
on studio work and more on the
Great Out-of-Doors. One group of
photos records the appearance of
reflections in the windows of down-
town stores, studios of interpenetra-
ting space, neither new nor exciting,
Other photos seem to confirm his
beginner's conceptions of this part
of the world, pictures that will get a
laugh back home. In one group he
concentrates on closeups of smashed
and broken roadside animals — an
adjunct to the Texas myth of wide
open spaces with a highway through
the middle. He has also portrayed the
squalor and delapidation of Mexico
and the depopulation of Southwest-
ern downtowns. Silverthorne in a
new situation has relied on pho-
tographic traditions to carry him
through, He keeps the deep focus, in-
tense black and white printing style,
and he maintains the emotional tenor
so well explored by the persans he
refers to and whose works he some-
times echoes: Walker Evans, Doro-
thea Lange, Eugene Atget, Mario Gia-
comelli.

DF

KIDS AT WORK

For two weeks last December the
Houston Center for Photography gal-
lery was swarming with children who
had come with their classes, scout
troops, and families to see what pho-
tography is all about. HCP Director
Lynn McLanahan gave them a brief il-
lustrated history of the medium
(camera obscura to NASA) and then
each child learned how to use a Pola-
roid camera. Amidst the wildly ex-
cited giggles, shuffling of props and
costumes, and jumping up and down
as the images appeared, some inter-
esting photographs were taken. Chil-
dren, it seems, instinctively work in
the "directorial mode” and each child
made several images. Then the chil-
dren wrote down their thoughts
about photography and hung in the
front window one of their pictures
next to their words (they took their
other pictures home). Some of their
thoughts on the medium included:

“I think photography is art work
without painting a picture: you can
act crazy in a picture if you want to,
The world wouldn't be the same with-
out photography:”

“Photography really bonks me out.”

"I think photography is something to
share with someone.”

“I think photography is important
because if we didn't have phatography
we wouldn't have pictures of our trips
or the police wouldn't have mug shots.
We gefinitely need photography.”

“Photography is taking pictures for
fun or for serious thoughts.”

"Photography is like a quick and
easy way to draw.”

“I like photography because | like it."

The children’s installation filled the
frent windows of the gallery and re-
mained up through the holidays. This
event was made possible through the
generosity of a number of organiza-
tions and people, including the
Polaroid Cerporation, Southside
Camera, Skylark Camera, United
Jewelers and Distributors, and Clare
Glassell, who managed the whole
affair.

FOTO FEST:
GATHERING SPEED

Houston's month of photography,
called Foto Fest, is beginning to take
shape for February 22 through
April |, 1986. There are cormnmit-
ments for at least 50 exhibitions, in-
cluding the Museum of Fine Arts,
Houston's big Robert Frank retrospec-
tive, The Association of International
Photographic Art Dealers has agreed
to hold its fair in Houston during the
Fest. The Texas Commission on the
Arts has kicked in $15,000, the Wor-
tham Foundation $12,000, and the
Cultural Arts Council of Houston
$5,000. Following a substantial article
on the Fest in American Photographer,
the event’s organizers received calls
from a few big camera and film man-
ufacturers, and the Warwick Hotel
has offered its lobby as a meeting
place for conversation and looking at
portfolios. Van Deren Coke will talk
on Four Forms of Modernism in the
20th Century and there will be a
three-day conference on |9th-century
photography as well as many other
lectures and workshops. It is being
touted as the biggest photographic
event in America and plans are under
way for another in 1988.

VARIOUS DATA &
UNSUBSTANTIATED
RUMORS

Visual arts organizations received
$1.95 million of the $144,760,569
awarded by the Mational Endow-
ment for the Arts during Fiscal 1985,

Grants ranged in size from $5,000
to $50,000. Among the photography-
related organizations receiving grants
were the following: Catskill Center
for Photography, $17,000; Film in the
Cities, 322,500; The Houston Center
for Photography, $15,000; Los Ange-
les Center for Photographic Studies,
$20,000; Oregon Center for the Pho-
tographic Arts (Blue Sky), $18,000;
Photographic Resource Center,
$25,000; San Francisco Camerawork,
£25,000; Society for Photographic
Education, $10.000; and Visual Stud-
ies Workshop, $47,500.

Mew York got 29% of the total
760,569 awarded to all institutions
and individuals. The next nine, in
order, were California, 10%; Wash-
ington, DC., 5.6%0; Massachusetts,
3.9%; llinois, 3.3%; Pennsylvania,
2.9%6; Minnesota, 2.5%; Ohio, 2.4
%; Missouri, 2.4%, and Texas, 2%.

Applications from MNew York had a
32 percent success rate, compared
to Texas with a ratio of 25 percent.

Max Yavno died on April 4 at the
age of 74, Yavno was known for his
direct and unpretentious depictions
of people and their environments
throughout the world.

The world record price of $104,500
was paid at a Sotheby auction in
March for an Anthony Berger photo-
graph of Abraham Lincoln and his
youngest son Tad, taken at the Brady
Studio in Washington, The previous
record was $67,100 for Sheeler's
‘Wheels.

Kodak has given Eastman House a
$12-315 million building in San Francis-
o to sell to enable Eastman House
to keep its photo archives in Roches-
ter, and has also agreed to continue
its annual donations in the neighbor-
hood of §1 million,

Austin's PhotoWork Gallery in the
Arts Warehouse closed at the end of
March, but the Texas Photographic
Society succeeded in finding a new
home in the Viogue Restaurant.

Suspended Animation, an exhibition of
contemporary and historical photo-
graphs of Houston architecture will
be open from May 23 through Sep-
ternber 2, at 1600 Smith in Cullen
Center. The exhibition is presented
by the Houston Center for Photog-
raphy and was curated by Elizabeth
Glassman of Glassman & Lorenzo.

Photographer Hiroshi Suga and 27
assistants, using 100 Olympus OM-4
cameras, produced a 950-foot-long
photograph of 1,284 people seated
on a |,300-foot bench in the city of
Obihiro, Japan (pop. 144,118).

The photograph was displayed
along the city's main street and then
sold as a multiple fold-out book.

The Photographic Collector

The Rights of Authors and Artists,
published by Bantam Books by ar-
rangement with the American Civil
Liberties Union, copyright 1984,
discusses the visual artist's dealings
with galleries, collaborators, publish-
ers, and agents, and the laws of libel,
obscenity, and copyright protection.
The book can be obtained through
your local ACLU office, or in quanti-
ty, by contacting the Direct Response
Departrnent, Bantarn Books, 666
Fifth Avenue, New York, NY. 10103.

The magazine Vanity Fair is touring
an exhibition of classic and contem-
porary portraits. Older works by
Stieglitz, Man Ray, and others are
paired with new portraits by Richard
Avedon, Annie Leibovitz, and so on.
In Houston, the exhibition was shown
at Marshall Field's, the department
store, where a spokeman assured this
was “not a promotional gimmick,”
but rather “a cultural gimmick."

Richard's Avedon's exhibition In the
American West, will open at the
Amaon Carter Museum in Fort Worth
September |4, and will run through
MNovember 7 before going on a na-
tionwide tour. The exhibition is the
result of a commission from the
Amon Carter, which sent Avedon in-
to small western towns to photo-
graph the people for five years,

Casey Williams and Nic Nicosia have
been selected to participate in Texas

Currents, an exhibition of 16 Texas ar-
tists at the San Antonio Art Institute
in the fall.

Pinhole enthusiasts will be pleased to
know that one of the Shuttle mis-
sions will carry a 38,000-hole pinhole
camera to photograph the galaxies, If
you're curious about pinholes, write
Eric Renner, The Pinhole Resource,
Star Route 15, Box 1655, San Loren-
zo New Mexico 88057,

TERRIBLE
OVERSIGHTS

The following people were angry at
the editors of SPOT after the spring
issue: Debra Rueb, Steve Caravello,
C. Leigh Farmer, and Bernard Fau-
con. Rueb’s photo of the HCP auc-
tion on page 5 was not credited, nor
was Caravelld's of the Art in Space
launch on the same page. Farmer
was foolishly left out of the list of
photographers chosen for the HCP's
Annual Juried Exhibition. Faucon was
touted as having a retrospective at
the HCP beginning April 6, 1985, and
that should have said 1986,
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CALENDAR

SUMMER 1985

EXHIBITIONS

JUNE

May 21-Aug 4, Museum of Fine
Arts, Houston (00| Bissonnet
“The Golden Age of British Photog-
raphy: 1839-1900." Cullinan Hall Tues-
Sat 10-5; Sun 1-6; Thurs till 9pm,
May 23-Sept 2, 1600 Smith
Building, sponsored by Houston
Center for Photography 1600
Smith, Downtown. “Suspended
Animation: Photographs of Hous-
ton Architecture.” M-F 7am-7pm;
Sat 7-1

May 28-Aug |1, Museum of Fine
Arts, Houston (00| Bissonnet
"Tribute to George Balanchine.’ Ro-
mansky Gallery. Tu-Sat 10-5; Sun 1-6;
Thurs till 9pm.

SPOT

Through June 30, Heights'Gal-
lery 1613 Oxford, “Tracy Hart: Pho-
tographs’ Mon-Fri |-6; Sun 2-6pm
Through June 23, Houston Cen-
ter For Photography (441 W
Alabama, "Siliconstones” a photo-
graphic installation by Carol Ger-
hardt and Mary Margaret Hansen.
Wed-Fri lI-5; Sat & Sun 12-5
Through June 23, Contempo-
rary Arts Museum, Houston
5215 Maontrose, "Barbara Kruger:
Striking Poses” Tues-Sat 10-5;

Sun 12:6

Through June 22, Davis-
McClain Gallery 2627 Caolquitt,
“Gary Faye: Black & White Photo-
graphs” M-F 10-5:30; Sat II-4
Through June 18, Jewish Com-
munity Center 550/ Braeswoad,
“Annual Juried Exhibition” SunThurs
9-10; Fri 9- 5:30pm.

3-June 28, Goethe-Institute of
Houston, 2600 Southwest Freeway,
“"MNew York Impressiens: Christo-
pher Wecker." 9-5 Mon-Fri.

24-July 12, University of Hous-
ton, College Park "Visual Exhibi-
tion” The People’s Workshop for the
Visual and Performing Arts. UC Gal-
lery, 2nd floor (take Entrance | off
Calhoun). M-F 10-6.

28-Aug 3, Midtown Art Center
419 Holman, "jim Olive: Form and
Color" Tue-Sat 12-6

Through July 21, Blaffer Gallery
University of Houston, Entrance 6,
off Cullen Blvd. "Staged/Stages,”
stages, costumes, props photograph-
ically documented. M-F [0-5;

Sun |-5pm.

Through July 15, Visual Verite
5007 Montrose, "Mark Hickman
Black & White Photographs” Wed-
Sat ll-6pm

I through 29, Bienville Gallery
1333 Sterrett (Warehouse district).
Cibachromes; Mark Green, Fred
George, Julie Hettiger. Tues-Fri II-7;
Sat 10-5

5-Aug 15, Benteler Gallery 2409
Rice Blvd. “Gallery Group Show:
European & American Photography”
I7 photographers. Tues-Sat II-5pm.
6-July 7, Moody Gallery,28I5 Col-
quitt. Group show including photog-
raphy by Manual (Ed Hill/Suzanne
Bloom) Tues-Sat 10-5:30pm.

&-July 6, Graham Gallery 1431
West Alabama "Gay Block: Color
Photographs” M-F [0-5:30 Sat 10-5.
28-July 28, Houston Center for
Photography 441 W Alabama.
“Conternporary Video: An Interna-
tional Survey," “|984 HCP Fellowship
Winners: Peter McClennan, Mar-
garet Moore, Debra Telatovitch,”
"Jeff Silverthorne: Broken Myths,”
Wed-Fri II-5; Sat & Sun 12-5

JULY

I-Sept |, Heights Gallery, &13
Oxford "Gallery Artists” MonThurs
|-6; Sun 2-6pm

13-Aug |, Bienville Gallery.
1333 Sterrett (warehouse district
downtown). “"Donna Hamilton:
Hand-tinted Black and White"
13-Aug 13, Texas Gallery 2012
Peden. Artists from the Nature
Morte Gallery, East Village New
York: Current aesthetic investiga-
tions of the commerdial photograph-
ic image,

EXHIBITIONS
ELSEWHERE
IN TEXAS

JUNE

Through 23, Allen Street Gal-
lery 4101 Commerce, Dallas. "New
Faces: Bill Frazier, Rita Dewitt, Luth-
er Smith, Linda Fresa,” plus "Ron
Evans, Karen Zimmerly” Wed-Fri
12-5; Sat 10-4; Sun |-5

Thru 29, Afterimage 2800 Routh
St., Dallas "Platinum/Palladium
Prints of Goodwin Harding” Mon-Sat
10-5:30

6-Sept |, Allen Street Gallery,
4i0l Commerce, Dallas. "Book of
Days Calendar, (986" Wed-Fri 12-5;
Sat 10-4; Sun I-5pm.

Through July 29, Amon Carter
Museum, 3501 Camp Bowie Blvd,
Fort Worth. “Three Documentary
Photographers: Marion Post Wol-
cott, Morris Engle, Robert Frank”
Tues- Sat 10-5; Sun 1-5:30pm.

JULY

2-Aug 31 Afterimage 2800 Routh
St., Dallas “"White on White: Studies
by Marilyn Littman' Mon-Sat 10-5:30
July, Abilene Photography Gal-
lery 1104 1/2 M. Znd, Abilene. "Ron
Davis” Tues-Fri 11-2 Sat & Sun |I-4.
Call (915) 677-724| for more details
19-Sept. |, Amon Carter
Museum, 3501 Camp Bowie Bivd.,
Fort Worth. 'Carl Mydans: A Photo-
journalist’s Journey Through War and
Peace!" Tues-5at 10-5, Sun I-5:30.

AUGUST

2-Sept. 29, Laguna Gloria Art
Museum, Austin, “Hollis Framp-
ton; Recollections/Recreations.” Call
512-478-7742 for details.

EXHIBITIONS FAR,
FAR AWAY

The American Institute of In-
terstitial Obfuscation, "The
Pullulating Eighties: Semiotic Decon-
struction in Post-Cranial Neoprene.”
Civic Center, Cuticle, Wyoming.
“"Kelp and Fern of the Pacific
MNorthwest.”

AUGUST

August, Abilene Photography
Gallery 1104 /2 N. 2nd, Abilene.
“Bob Gill" Tues - Fri II-2 Sat &

Sun 1l-4. Call {915) 677-724| for more
details.

WORKSHOPS/
CLASSES

JUNE

5,12,19,26,July 3,10, HCP"Learn-
ing to See,” instructor: Sally Gall.
Using a camera to explore your vi-
sion and expression.7-10pm, Weds
15, Museum of Fine Arts, Hous-
ton (00! Bissonnet “Photography
Magic” workshop for children and
parents. [0-4pm. Free. Reservations

required. Call 526-1381 X243 for
more information.

24,26,28 HCP "Magic with Pola-
roids” for children ages 7-12.
10:11:30am Mon, Wed & Fri. Call
529-4755 for more info.

May 28-Mid Aug. Glassell School
5101 Montrose. Various photography
classes. Call 529-7659 for infa.

July 13, HCP "Introduction to
Video." Laurie MacDenald will in-
troduce participants to portable
video production and editing. $-4pm.
For more info call 529-4755

WORKSHOPS/
CLASSES
ELSEWHERE

JUNE

14,16, SW. Craft Center 300
Aupusta, San Antonio “"Hand Col-
ored Photographs: Jim McKinnis &
Chris Anderson” Call (512) 224-1848
for more information.

29,30, S.W. Craft Center 300
Augusta, San Antonio "Platinum Print-
ing": John McConkey, Tim Summa.
Call (512) 224-1848 for info,

JuLY:

July 20, S.W. Craft Center 300
Augusta, San Antonio “Portraiture:
Judy Dater" Call (512)224-1848 for
infa.

AUGUST

Aug 2, S.W. Craft Center "Photo-
grams: Robert Heinecken" Call (512)
224-1848 for info.

LECTURES/EVENTS
JUNE

June 2, Museum of Fine Arts,
Houston 100! Bissonnet, "The
Golden Age of British Photography”
presented by Eileen Reed. Gallery
talk 1:30pm. Free.

JULY

July 10, Houston Center for
Photography. 44/ W. Alabama
Laurie Macdonald will talk about cur-
rent trends in video art. 7:30 pm,
Call 529-4755 for info.

18, SWAMP at Rice Media Center,
“Video Variety,” a series of new
video art pieces from around the
country. 7:30. For more info, call
522-8592.

If it’s not
set in type,

is it worth reading?

Extreme? Perhaps. But setting information in type
makes business communication more readable, more
credible, more interesting, and more memaorable
than typewriter-style information. Typesetting also
cuts printing costs because it uses less paper.

From the simplest invitation

to the most difficult forms and price sheets,
Wordseller helps you communicate.

VWORDSELLER:

typography/communications
1925 Southwest Freeway Houston, Texas 77098 713.529.1925

LECTURES/EVENTS
ELSEWHERE

JUNE

13, Allen Street Gallery, 40|
Commerce, Dallas. Jirm Baker: slide
lecture, landscapes, 7:30 pm. 32
non-associates.

JuLy

20, Amon Carter Museum, 350
Camp Bowie Blvd., Fort Worth,
‘Carl Mydan-Lecture' Call Irvin Lipp-
man at (817) 738-1933 for info,

COMPETITIONS

Film & Video Production grants
from Independent Preduction Fund
1985 (SWAMP) Deadline Aug .

Call SWAMP @ 522-8592 or HCP @
529- 4755 for more info.

CLUBS

American Society of
Magazine Photographers,
(ASMP). Meets 6:30pm Ist Mon-
day of each month in the Graphic
Arts Conference Center, 1324
West Clay. An international
association whose "members
work in every category of pub-
lished photography.’ Visitors
welcome. Charge for monthly
meetings. 521-2090.

Houston Chapter of Asso-
ciation for Multilmage, meets
3rd Thurs. monthly. Stever San-
difer 667-9417.

Association of Students in
Photography, Houston Com:-
munity College, 1300 Halman, for
HCC students, meets Bpm, [st
Mon of each month, call 5219271,
Randy Spalinger, for details.
Baytown Camera Club, meets
/pm Ist and 3rd Mon monthly at
Baytown Community Center,
2407 Market, Baytown, call
424-56, Vernon Hagen for details,
Brazoria County Camera
Club, meets 7:30pm 2nd Tues
menthly at Continental Savings &
Loan Assn., Lake Jackson, Tx., call
{409) 265-4569 Don Benton for
details.

The Houston Camera Club,
meetings 7:30 pm Ist and 3rd
Tues monthly at Baylor College
of Medicine, Debakey Bldg. Room
M- 112, Texas Medical Center,
competitions, programs, evalua-
tions, call 665-0639 Gwen Kunz
for details.

The Houston Photochrome
Club, meetings 7:30pm 2nd and
4th Thurs monthly at St. Michael's
Church, |80/ Sage Road, Room
21, call 453-4167 |ohn Patton for
more details,

The Houston Photographic
Society, meets 8pm 2nd and
4th Tues monthly at the Bering
Church, Mulberry at Harold, pro-
grams and critiques, call B27- 1159
for details,

The Photographic Collectors
of Houston, meets 7-10pm 4th
Wed monthly in the basement
of the Museum of Science in
Hermann Park, public welcome,
“meetings feature auctions, buy-
sell-trade, show and tell, and lec-
tures,’ call 795-7455 Leonard
Hart for details.

1960 Photographic Society,
meets 7:30pm Ist and 3rd Tues
monthly at Cypress Creek Chris-
tian Community Center, 6823
Cypress Wood Drive & Stuebner
Airline, call 522-186] or 353.9604
Dave Mahavier for details.
Society of Photographers

in Industry, meets 3rd Thurs
monthly, Sonny Looks Restaurant,
98I0 S. Main, &-10pm, cocktails,
dinner, speaker, visitors welcome,
call 795-8835 Dave Thompson for
details.
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Garry Winogrand

CHARLES SCHORRE:
ARTISTS’
HANDBOOK

A fifteen-year project goes on, as do all
the artist’s other works, proving that
nice guys don't finish at all

SPOT

By Dave Crossley

Charles Schorre's resumé has near
the beginning the words “Considers
himself reclusive . . . lives and works
in Houston, Texas." Is he saying that
he's reclusive because he lives and
waorks there! Or that he lives and
works there because he's reclusive!
Or, if asked, would he say, as he so
often does, "l don't know, | never
thought about that before.”

Schorre defines himself as a painter
and insists he is not a very good
photographer. He also insists that
he's a hermit, that he's old (he's £0),
that he's still a child, and that he real-
ly doesn't know what he's doing until
he's done it. He uses photography
extensively in his paintings, affixing his
photographs to the surface of the
work where it seems they were
always meant to be. The process he
uses requires some serendipity:
paintings are painted and photo-
graphs are photographed and later,
while looking at a painting he'll re-
member a photograph that is stored
away somewhere in his studio (which
should be a national treasure and
open to the public) and soon he's
leaning over the work carefully posi-
tioning the print, which now looks,
miraculously, as though it had been
made precisely to fit in that place on
that painting.

Schorre calls his manner of work-
ing intuitive, He goes into the studio
each day without a plan and begins
to paint and to scrabble around and
observe as things begin to come
together. He always has five or six
projects going on at the same time.
When one fails of sclution he maoves
to another “station” in the studio. He
loves scratches and marks, fossils and
shapes, and he notes them every-
where, then gives himself over to his
memaory while he works.

One of his memories is of time
he spent as a designer in advertis-
ing. He did a lot of photography
then and learned how to make
work that was simple and com-
municated fast. That experience
has left him with a love of printing
and publishing. In conjunction with
his painting, he has steadily worked

on two series since [969: Artists’
Handbook (selections of which are
published here) and Pages from
Books Unpublished, some of which
have used pictures from the hand-
book. He is now working with
Houston designer Jerry Herring to
publish the Artists’ Handbook.

What follows is his side of a con-
versation about the Artists’
Handbook:

"l started out photographing
people who use their hands to
make their livelihood and then |
focused just on artists and then |
returned to everyman, realizing
that there were a lot of people |
wanted to photograph who didn't
call themselves artists. Basically, Ar-
tists” Hondbook is a silent, visual
answer to the question, How do
you do it? It started out as a po-
lemic against how to paint or how
to photograph or how to do any-
thing books. | never taught tech-
nique or anything like that because
if you came to me to learn how to
do it and in a year you learned, it
would take you ten years to forget

about it. All that time you're stand-

ing in the wing waiting to come on
stage and by the time you come on
you're all dried up, gone. I'm
against all how to do it. You have
to learn , but as soon as that's
over, you have to forget it.

“"Once | was asked by a publisher
to do a how to paint book, and
the more | got into it | realized |
didn't believe what | was attempt-
ing to do; it was a sacrilegious
brainwash. That's when | realized
that my how to book, the Artists’
Handbook would have no words
except their signatures and their
birthdates and maybe a foreword
or afterword.

"Another realization came to
me with the Pages from Books
Unpublished series. | like to make
books but at that time — fifteen
years ago — there seemed to be
no publishers in this part of the
country. | was frustrated and the
answer to this frustration became
a series of unpublished spreads that
are now a big part of my art. The

spread is the art. The pages inform
my paintings and the paintings in-
form the pages.

"The first Artists’ Handbook
photographs were part of the first
Fages. The first complete hand
thing had two 8xI0 images, one of
Aaron Siskind and one of Georgi
Kepes, and about 60 face/palm pic-
tures that were contact prints with
written notations to me about
their future use. It was a sort of
notebook of process, to myself.

"l have pictures of approximately
50-60 painters and sculptors, [0
writers, |2 graphic designers, 20
photographers. Over 100 in all. It's
getting to be a problem because
I'm trying to get model releases
from everybody now and some
people aren't cooperating and
some are dead and their estates
aren't cooperating. A guy like Rob-
ert Motherwell, whom | didn't get
one from at the time, is now so
cloistered and surrounded by peo-
ple that | can't get to him. He's
seen the little booklet I've printed
and he likes it but he lost it, and
then when | sent a model release
people were afraid to get himn to
sign it. | just can't get to him.
| don't know his phone number, it's
unlisted. After a day and a half of
trying | realized | had to start paint-
ing, | was tired of this stuff. When
it becomes a hassle | stop.

“l like to boil things down to
their essential elements, like the sil-
houette of a hand. What | need is
the man or woman's face and their
hands. That's all | want. | first ask
themn to do a certain thing: hold
your hands up by your ears, palms
facing me. | shoot that and then |
say ‘Do you want to vary that in
any way!' and sometimes when
they get into these variations it's
very interesting.

"Usually, | use the controlled pic-
ture, but if a variation is so impar-
tant | use it in juxtaposition with
the control, and sometimes elimi-
nate the control entirely. When |
shot Barbara Rose, for her varia-
tion she chose almost a judo
stance, and | like it better than the
control, because that's almost the

All photographs by Charles Schorre

way she was when she was here at
the Museum of Fine Arts.

| don't worry about the back-
ground. I've stripped it down and if
the backgound interferes, that’s a
problem. | want to get a sort of a
straight mug shot, police lineup
thing. It's just a common photo-
graph, so the only thing of real in-
terest there intellectually or artist-
ically would be this face and these
hands. I'm not really interested
in the connection with the back-
ground, but when it happens, as in
the Witkin picture, that is very
interesting.

“These photographs are anti-
design. | like to design, so | decided
to boil these things down and not
have any design, boil it down to
what | want. | don't want that guy
to comb his hair. | don't want that
girl to put her dress on in a certain
way. I'm not going to just shoot her
in her bedroom. | want it to just
happen to be.

"On the surface, the thing I'm
asking people to do for these pic-
tures is silly. Sorne sophisticated
people don't care to do it. There
was one German photographer
who first rejected the idea, then
begged me to shoot him after he
realized that | had photographed
several of his gods. | shot him to
rnake him feel good, but | shot him
out of focus, which is not at all
hard for me to do, but | did that
on purpase.

"When you ask some people it's
almost as if you said Take your
clothes off for a minute” People like
Jim Dine and Lee Friedlander —
who are friends and both rejected
me at different times although they
didn't know it. Lee spent about
three hours coming over here and
visiting and talking and finally | said
“You're here to tell me you don't
want to do it, aren't you!" and he
said yeah. It's odd, because he's a
sort of invader of privacy too. | had
a violent argument with Garry
Winogrand, but he finally wanted
me to do it. | said it didn't matter
to me, and as
soon as | said that, it was his turn,
and he agreed. It’s like a bull fight
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sometimes.

“Sometimes they backfire. | was
at a conference and ran into former
Governor Jerry Brown of California
and | showed him my little booklet
and asked if he would let me
photagraph him in that manner.
Well, all that time | should have
known he wasn't listening, he was
looking over my shoulder. But he
said “Yeah, I'll do it, but we have to
hurry, we have to hurry, where do
you want me?' | said ‘Just stand
there and put your hands up by
wour ears and he said 'I'm not go-
ing to do that’ so | said "Well,
forget it, that's okay, go about your
business. He's like the German: if
he finally caught on to what | was
doing, he might be interested in it,
but | don't have time to fool
around. | have to do it fast, | have
to explain fast what I'm doing.

"l approached William Wegman
the night of his opening at Texas
Gallery in Houston and he asked
me ‘What are you doing this for?
How did you start!’ | told him and
| thought he was listening but he
wasn't. The next morning when |
came to shoot him he asked the
same questions that he asked me
the night before. It's not very hard
to catch on to. I'm not going to
dress the dog up and have him eat
cake or anything. But a lot of pec-
ple have such a hard time getting
into it it's pitiful. Some pebple get
it fast. Some people think it's a riot.
Some people are just suspicious.

“Sometimes | scare the hell out
of them. | dominate them and scare
them off. | can identify the ego im-
mediately. As soon as | explain the
thing, that's one of the things that
comes out. The ego is identified
fast. It's revealed. If it's someone
who's on stage all the time, some-
one who thinks he's the greatest
artist, it comes out real fast. That
might be why some of them are
really embarrassed; the greatest
artist in his own mind might have
a hard time doing this humbling
thing. It's not a normal position
to put your hands in.

"The hands are very important,
Robert Motherwell, when he
walked out of the room after | shot
his photograph, mumbled some-
thing and | said "What did you say!'
and he said '™y hands are so small,
| said "What difference does that
make? And he said, "They're so
small, for what | do. Things like
that are really interesting,

“Sometimes the hands play al-
most as big a part as the face. It's a
real identification tag, and | haven't
even thought about what a palmist
might say.

“Sometimes I'll go to hear some
one speak and not take my camera
because | don't shoot photographs
at night, so I'm hampered by my

manner, my technique. When it
becomes any kind of a hassle, |
don't do it. | do it mostly with
grace when people come by the
studio. | can just say, 'Let’s go out-
side and shoot your photograph.

“Once when | had a show in
MNew York, | walked out of the
gallery just to pet away for a mo-
ment and | saw a policeman there
with white gloves on. | asked him
to do it, but to leave his gloves on
and he held his hands a little away
from his head and | backed him up
against the building right next to
Parke Bernet, | didn't realize how
intense | was being and | was back
by the garbage can and people
were walking around us because
they thought | was holding him up
with a camera gun of some sort, It
was weird, and | didn't know it un-
til after it was over.

"They actually stood around kind
of watching, waiting for something
to go off. No one touched me. A
guy told me he couldn't figure out
how | was holding this cop up with
a camera,

“It's such an antithesis of the way
| go about things. | work in an in-
tuitive manner as an artist, and
then when I'm working on this
series as a photographer, | ask
them to do this partiqular thing,
the same thing of everyone, and so
that's a control thing, which leaves
me on a kind of a see- saw.

“l don't want to get too far into
photography because I'm really not
a photographer, But | always her-
alded photography as art before
people in this town even saw the
Famnily of Man show.,

“Theres lots of things 've tried
to do for photography and | still
do. But now it's a contagious
disease, it's almost gotten out of
hand. But | still use it in my work
and it informs my paintings.

“It's a way of notetaking that |
consider very valuable.

“It's fun to do it when | feel like
it. I'm not stalking people, so | miss
a lot of people | really want and
perhaps will never see again, but
I'm not in the mocd that day or
I'm without a camera or film. Since
I'm a painter, | fail to realize that
being ready is part of it. It can be
joyful, meeting people for only
a few seconds that | would not
otherwise meet, since I'm not a
very social person. | have a good
time when | go to a party, but it's
hard for me to get there. This pro-
ject is an excuse for me ta say hello
to someane for an intense minute.
It's amazing what people say and
do in these moments.

"It appears to be foclish but |
don't ook upon this endeavor as
foolish. | sometimes feel it is the
essence of the person | photograph
and this always gives me a feeling of
deep respect for the human being
and what he or she is doing. It's an
intense experience and one that |
appreciate very much. |'ll probably
do it as long as | live"”

Andre Kertész

Aaron Siskine

Roy Metzker

Anne Noggle
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Installation view of The Samore Gallery at San Francisco Museum of Modern Art. & 198/ Joe Schopplein

THE SAMORE
GALLERY
TEN YEARS LATER

After ten, or eleven, years of relentless
subversion of the art world, the direc-
tor of the Samore Gallery comes clean.

By Sam Samaore

In the recent history of art, only
a small number of artists’ spaces can
claim to have survived for over a
decade. The Samore Gallery 1s one
of those few, having been established
in February of 1974, However, 1985
marks the official ten-year anniver-
sary of the Samore Gallery's grand
opening on May 5, 1975, in San
Francisco.

Several intentions were announced
in early press releases, but one of
the most important functions of the
Gallery was to serve as a (store)front
for my “guerrilla art” activities, for

Sam Samore, from The Sky is Falling, 1976, San Francisco. © Judy Dater
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which the imprimatur of the gallery
structure confers legitimacy and lays
down a smokescreen. The Samore
Gallery has lived up to all of its pro-
mises, generating and supporting

an enormous amount of work. As
founder and co-director of the Sam-
ore Gallery | will detail some of its
important undertakings.

A basic philosophy of the Sarmore
Gallery has always been subversian,
sabotage, and upheaval.

In this regard, one of its most
significant achievements was a per-
formance/finstallation piece entitled,
Qgkland Museumn Independence Day.
On July 4, 1974, | walked into the

Oakland Museumn dressed as a
preparator and, without notifying
the museumn of my intentions, re-
moved two photographs, by Miner
White and Edward Weston, from
the photography permanent collec
tion corridor, and placed them in the
painting and sculpture permanent
collection galleries.

The Oakland Museum had estab
lished separate viewing spaces for
“art” and “photography.” The perfor
mance/installation Oakland Museum
Independence Day attempted to
tamper with this division, which the
museum still maintains.

A letter explaining the Samore
Gallery's actions was posted next to
the Miner White photograph, which
was placed between paintings by
Barnett Newman and Frank Stelia
There is no photographic documen-
tation of this event, only a drawing
which | drafted on the spot. Unlike
maost performance, conceptual, and
earth works, where photographic
documentation is a major, often the
sole, representation of the werk, the
Samore Gallery has always chosen to
use painting, sculpture, and drawing.
Since photographs purportedty tell
the “truth,” (accurately conveying the
look of a performance event, there-
by consecrating it for all time as hav-
ng been done, having a "really real”
existence) the Samore Gallery's insis
tence on drawing to "document” an
event situates the work on the level
of rumor. The Qakland performance’s
existence was not predicated on
“reality” but on the establishment
of myth

Oakland Museurmn Independence
Day mirrored the curatorial selection
process, commenting on the imposi
tion of taste (Why Minor White and
Edward Weston? Why next to Bar-
nett Newman and Stellal) and under-

mined the arbitrary hierarchical
order of art history itself,

On one level, the action symbaol-
ized and parodied photography's de-
sire torest in the “judgment seat”
of art. On another level, the Samore
Gallery, by stealing the White and
Weston photographs into the pain-
ting and sculpture galleries, ap-
propriated all of photography into
the discourse of "Art” thereby set-
ting up the conditions by which the
post-modern incursion of photegra-
phy into the “artworld” would
take place

Throughout the spring and fall of
1974, the Gallery established an am
bitious “parasite” exhibition schedule
which included shows at the Museum
of Modern Art, New York: the
Whitney Museum of American Art;
the Art Institute of Chicago; and the
Los Angeles County Museum of Art,
among others,

The Samore Gallery sent announce-
ments advertising its shows, which
were hidden throughout each of
these institutions, The title of each
"fake" exhibition started with Behind
Painting and Sculpture at the
Museum of Modern Art or the Art
Institute of Chicago or wherever.
The Gallery's activity was to place
photographs behind the works on
display, thereby challenging the muse-
um's ability to cannibalize all “avant
garde’” art, As uninvited guests, the
photographs | installed acted outside
the parameters of the museum’s dis
course, immune to its curatorial

tastermaking.

Of course, placing photographs
behind the paintings and sculptures
was a gesture signifying photog-
raphy’s second-place status as an art
form. The idea was not to break into
the “art club” but to set forth how
photographic post-maodernist prac
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tice has surrounded the museum
(the “fort of modernism'").

The Samore Gallery's first co-
sponsored exhibition of static works,
titled Xerox Prints, took place in
September. 1974, at the Art Co-op.
an artists space located in Berkeley,
California. | hung on the walls Xercx
prints of all the 100 pictures in john
Szarkowski's book Looking at Photo-
graphs, published that year by the
Museurn of Modern Art, New York,

A week after the opening, the
gallery director informed me that a
friend of Lee Friedlander, whose
photograph is included in the Szar-
kowski book, had threatened to have
Mr. Friedlander sue the gallery for
copyright violation. All the Xerox
prints were removed and replaced
for the duration of the exhibition by
this note: “To avoid possible legal
complications the series of Xerox
prints shown has been replaced.”

The Samore Gallery had success-
fully raised the issue of reproductions
and originals by appropriating the
whole of modernist photography
(Szarkowski is the high priest of
modernist photography and Looking
at Photographs serves as the
apothecsis of his theories), and seal-
ed in the post-modernist era.

While the idea of appropriation is
now quite fashionable, the Samare
Gallery's goal was not to make a
career out of such activity, unlke
Sherrie Levine, who continues to
purloin others’ work. (It is of histori-
cal note that Ms. Levine was teaching
at the University of California, Ber-
keley. in the fall of 1974 and perhaps
viewed the exhibition during the first
week it was up.

It was not until sometime around
1979 that she began her process of
rephotographing Weston (the MNeil
torso that she has used is in Looking
at Photogrophs), Evans, Porter, and
others.

The Samore Gallery's next piece,
titled Original/Reproduction, demon-
strated in another way how art his-
tory's codes of signification can be
deconstructed. On January 31, 1975,
at the San Francisco Art Institute,

a group of women in the Bay Area
presented a slide lecture called Nor-
thern Califormia Women Artists. Any
woman living in Northern California
would be included in the slide pre-
sentation if she submitted shides and
registration fee. | entered original
35mm slides of Berkeley street scenes
as reproductions of acrylic paintings,
under the pseudonymn |anine Bou-
dreau. Using my own checkbook | en-
closed a check for 43, attaching a let-
ter stating that Ms. Boudreau was out
of town and had asked me to submit

"Mude"' by Edward Weston, from Looking at Photographs.
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Documentation of installation Oakland Museurn Independence Day, july 4, 1974

her slides for the lecture.

Janine Boudreau's shdes were in-
cluded as the last images of the lec-
ture, but while the narrator described
the works as 3-foot by S-foot acrylic
paintings on canvas, the audience
became extremely agitated and
disbelieving. The lecturer herself ex-
pressed doubts about the pictures —
she couldn't believe they were pain-
tings either.

Immediately after the hall lights
were turned on, | rushed up to the
narrator and informed her that she
had just ruined the career of Janine
Boudreau by casting aspersions on
her paintings’ validity and meaning. |
explained that Ms. Boudreau was go-
ing to have an exhibition at San Fran-
cisco's Hansen-Fuller Gallery (one of
the uptown blue chip galleries) within
the next few months and demanded
that she publicly apologize.

While the audience was still leaving
the auditorium, the lecturer quickly
grabbed the microphone and in-
formed everyone of her mistake. She
compounded the illusion by stating
that she had just spoken with Janine

From Xerow Prints, ©/974 Sam Samaore.

Boudreau, who had confirmed that
the slides were in fact of paintings,
and broadcast news of her upcoming
Hansen-Fuller exhibition.

Sometime afterward, a friend and |
talked about the slide registry show.
| mentioned that of the some 100 art-
ists screened, only about three or
four were photographers. The persen
| was talking with was one of them.
She agreed with my observation,
then added. “| thought those paint-
ings of |anine Boudreau's were incred
ible!"' | nodded my head in
agreement.

So the camouflaging was complete,
By utilizing a legitimate slide lecture,
combined with the implication of a
Hansen- Fuller Gallery exhibition, |
was able to launch the career of a
new artist and suspend disbelief
in the audience’s mind about what
constitutes a painting and what a
photograph.

For the San Francisco Art Institute
audience, the reproductions of janine
Boudreau's paintings would function
as stand- ins. They would never have
to see the originals. Art history was

/27Y

dismantled -
sculpture could now exist unan-
chored to their “objectness.” | had
entered these “paintings” into
Malraux’s “Museum without Walls!"

In Original/Reproduction, the
Samore Gallery had pointed to Wal-
ter Benjamin's essay, The Work of Art
in the Age of Mechanical Repradur
tion, annihwlating once and for all the
need for the work of art to have an
“aura,” while structuring in a new
way the discourse about originals, re-
productions, authenticity, and self
referentiality.

An early press release stated that
“The Samore Gallery's . . . official
exhibits will reside solely in the form
of mailed announcements. Any re-
maining announcements will be col-
lected by the gallery and sold to in-
terested individuals.” This documen-
tation has been mailed since 1974 to
a list of "I00 Artworld Notables.”
Becoming an Artworld MNotable
means joining the Samore/Doesmore
Foundation by donating $5. For this
financial support, each person re-
ceives a "Cult of the Whammy" me-

paintings, photographs,

%

dallion (Whammy is my middle name)
and a Lifetime-Deathtime Member-
ship Card with all the rights and
privileges thereof, There are over
200 individuals who belong to the
100 Artworld Notables" mailing list.

The Samore Gallery hosted its first
official showing of mailed announce-
ments in May of 1975, highlighting a
piece by San Francisco artist AW,
Bannowsky. Since 1975, the Samaore
Gallery, instead of attacking from
cutside the system as a “sniper,’ has
been a sugar-coated placebo, burying
itself as a “mole”,

Of the numercus proposals for in-
stallations | have devised for museurmn
/gallery walls, few have been real-
zed. In 1975, loutlined to Henry
Hopkins, Director of the San Fran-
cisco Museum of Modern Art (SF-
MOMA), a piece entitled Contem-
porary Photograph — an 8-foot by
|0-foot Magic Marker drawing to be
executed directly on the wall. A year
earlier, | had proposed an installation
entitled Myopia, which could only be
viewed legitimately by near-sighted
people. After removing their glasses

After Edward Weston by Sherry Levine

i
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Print from grginal 25mm shde for Onginal/Reproduction ©1975 Sam Samaore. Entered in San Francisco Art Institute slide show under

name janine Boudreau.

or contact lenses, indiwiduals would
enter a space containing artwork,
but would have to stay behind a

white line painted on the floor exact-

ly three feet from the wall. The
perceptions of the artworks by far-

sighted people, those with normal wi-

sion, and all others would not be
considered valid. In 1974 | mapped
out a proposal called The Sky is Fall-
ing. which entailed printing three
million photographs of the sky and
dropping these images into the city
of San Francisca

In 1974 and again in 1979, an exhi-
bition called Nameplate was pro-
posed to the Oakland Museum
and the University Art Museum in
Berkeley. After being turned down

by bath institutions, | installed the
work myself. In Nameplate, |
duplicated each museum's framing
device for listing the artists and their
work on display. For example, next
to a water fountain installed in an
open foyer which led directly into the
LUAM- Berkeley's permanent collec
tion galleries, | placed a label with
the following information:

Sam Samore

b. 1953 American
‘Water fountain’
metal, plastic, motors. water

Lent by the Artist

1976-03304

Since the museum eventually recy
perates all mcursions by the “avant
garde’ into its domain, why not start
from the inside and include the ob
jects {exit signs, water fountains,
plants, electrical outlets, air vents and
50 on) that help make the museum a
cormfortable and efficient “fort for
art?” The wall labels | constructed for
the Oakland Museum's sculpture gar
den remained there for years, rein-
forcing the notion that aesthetic and
cultural confusion can and should be
the norm.

These humble gestures were but a
coda to Duchamp's readymades and
carried his idea full circle. Duchamp
took the functional object and made
it aesthetic.” | took the aesthetic ob

‘0> OkomOm-Ox 020

Con+em1>a rary
Photog raph

O*0 =0 010
le’

5 ”'85 OHM

Proposal for Contemporary Photograph. ©1975 Sam Samore

Jack Fulten from videotape On Fame: Corwersations with Some Photographers € Doesmore Productions,
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ject {arnything in a museum i5 by
definition aestheticized) and made it
functional.’

More recent installations include
The Samore Gallery at the San Fran
cisco Museum of Modern Art in 98]
and The Samare f,.:J."Jr"}f al the Unner
sity Art Museurn, Albuguergue in 1982,

The nstallation at SEMOMA com
bined the Samore Gallery's new ap-
proaches with a mini- retrospective
ol past actmities. The major thrust of
the installation was the deconstruc
tien and subversion of our consumer
society, particularly involving tourism,
Aller many Tex-Mex border town
excursions, | had collected a plethora
of tourist items which had roots in
ritual and play activities of Mexican
culture, but now had become "non
symbolic” prettified things for the
(typically) American tourist. | install-
ed many of these objects on the
back wall of the gallery with adjoining
still-life photographs “selling” the ob
jects in the most seductive fashion.

The photographs are evidence of
the dissernination of mass culture
throughout the world, It is the tri-
umph of advertising. Traditional and
modern cultures alike may be losing
their identities to industrialization
because it has threatened us with, as
Claude Lewi-Strauss has said, “The
prospect of our being only con:
sumers able o consume anything
from any point in the world and
from every culture , . . " Levi-Strauss
contends that this loss of “all
ariginality” will limit the earth to one
culture.”

In other words, our “consumer
society” has created a population of
passive citizens incapable of mean-
ingful action, Jacques Ellul has pointed
out that the modern individual has
become a spectator:  “Everything is
supplied to him as a spectacle, in-
cluding the things he believes he is
maost deeply contributing to or parti-
cipating in"

Continuing with the description of
the installation, | had a commercial
artist paint the phrases, "Consumed
Society” and "Desirable Things” on
the walls, echoing a billboard-like text
and message. Bright bands of red,
orange. and pink strips of paper
were festooned along the concave
ceiling walls, emphasizing the carnival
atmosphere.

On a table in the middle of the
room were artist’s books from Does-
more Press, such as The Invasion from
Mars Chronicles (1973) and My
Homage to That Weirdo Drane Ar
bus.(1974) and "'Black Books” (1976)
describing proposed and completed
projects in painting, sculpture, and
performance.

The books were attached to the
table by very heavy chains, mimicking
the paranocid security measures
museums employ to protect works
of art from damage and theft.

Ideally, the weight of the chains
would make it difficult if not impossi-
ble to lift the book.

There was a locked door with the
word 'OPEN, beckoning the viewer
to enter another room, which would
always remain inaccessible. Finally. on
the two walls opposite the wall
where | arranged the tourist objects
were basic texts presenting Samore
Gallery activities such as the pro-
posals for Myopra and Conternporary
Photagraph.

At the University Art Museum,
Albuguerque, | created an installation
revolving around the idea of the
“Day of the Dead,” contrasting the
American fear of death with the
joyful Mexican celebration on
MNovember 2 each year. In "La Dia
de Los Muertos” skeletons populate
the countryside and children eat can-
dy skulls. Graveyards are filled with
flowers and food for the buried
dead. The roots of this festival are In
dian, but it has been tampered with
by the Spanish.

On the back wall of the room, | in-
stalled ten rows of "violent tools” —
saws, screwdrivers, hammers —
hiding their functional meaning, paint-
ing them over with silver, revealing
their symbolic force.

The ceiling or upper walls of the
roam were surrounded by the very
same tourist items | had used at SF
MOMA, Below, still life phntographa
depicted the confrontation between
Mexican and American concepts
about death. In the middle of the
floor rested a coffin containing
a skeleton.

Rather than placing it on a pedestal,
| created the potential for the viewer
to stumble into the coffin.

Besides static and performance
works, the Samore Gallery under
the auspices of Doesmore Produe
tions has produced a cansiderable
number of videotapes. On Farme,
completed in 1979, is a half hour
"new docurmentary” featuring five ar
tists (Richard Misrach, |udy Dater,
Steve Fitch, Jack Fulton, and Susan
Felter), each on a different step of
the "ladder to success,” which ex
plores how they grapple with the
pursuit and problems of fame,

The late Thomas Albright, critic
for the San Francisco Chronicle, com
mented that the whole idea of a
videotape about fame was folly, "If
200 people on Market Street {in San
Francisco] were asked to name the
artists featured in On Fome, none
would have ever heard of them or
ever will," he said.

Soin 1979 | hired Judy Dater to
poll 200 people on Market Street,
She used a list of ten names which in-
cluded all of the people from On
fame as well as Ansel Adams, |udy
Chicago, Imogen Cunningham, Pablo
Picasso, and Georgia O'Keefe. The
resulting videotape called Who's
Famous? highlights the best of the in
terviews and proved Mr. Albright's
thesis. The best-known artist turned
out to be Picasse, followed by Adams,
O'Keefe, Cunningham, and Chicago.
Mo one had ever heard of any of the
five artists featured in On Farne.

Recently completed videotapes in-
clude “Funk Lessons”, a deconstruc-
tion of Funk Dancing and Culture
through a "Funk Lessons” perfor
mance taught at the LIC Berkeley
campus by Adrian Piper; and What's
a Matter Jay, You [ealous?, a tightly
edited coliage of scenes from such
soap operas as All My Children and
General Hosftal,

The 1980s promise to be a most
exciting decade for the Samore
Gallery. There are future activities
too numerous to mention in any
detail. However, here is a sampl-
ing: (1) Continuation of the col-
laboration performanice, Space;

The Frontier Gallery (with Aron
Ranen, Mike Mages, and Ginny Lloyd;
this summer the Art in Space Center
will hold an open invitational rocket
launch celebration: any artist wishing
to launch a rocket of his or her own
design is invited to participate) and
(2) continuation of the videotape
soap opera As the Artworld Turns,
(each week a new episode explores
the steamy, dicy life of glamorous art-
world intrigue).

| have outlined a brief survey of
the Samore Gallery activities,
highlighting only a few of the major
undertakings. Doesmore Press will
soon publish a more comprehensive
listing entitled Samore Gallery: The
Restless Decade 1974-1984.
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Reunion |, by Peter Brown

By Lynn Foster

When close to ane hundred pho
tographers of widely different levels
of accomplishment get together with
portfolios of their work, then vote
on which groups of pictures should
be included in an exhibition, we can
expect some inconsistency, and, of
course, the absence of any central
theme, But the HCP's Fourth Annual
Members' Exhibition is perhaps the
most successful one to date (after a
great deal of moaning and groaning
over last year's because of the very
small number of entries).

There is a tremendous diversity in
the current show. We find the work
of established artists hanging along
with those still attempting to express
themselves clearly. There's a mixture
of 35mm and large format, color and
black and white, hand colored pho-
tographs and collages. and various

multiple images. There is also a varie-
P g

ty of subject matter; portraits, land-
scapes, documentary, and still lifes.

| think amyone viewing the show —
and certainly the artists who parti-
cipated — could learn a lot from
this exkibit.

Peter Brown has taken the snap-
shot to a sophisticated level. His im-
ages seem very personal; Brown is
showing us his family album,

Looking at the pictures, | feel like
a voyeur allowed inta his world: I'm
in Jill's bedroom where she's taking
a nap; | watch a stranger getting his
hair cut; I'm in the middle of a family
reunion. | feel the intruder, a little

uncormfortable, but | can't resist look:

ing around before someone asks me
to leave, Brown's use of light, sha-
dow, and color along with his willing-
ness to share his personal invalve-
ment with us make the images
strongly engaging.

David Portz's series Fresh Fish: The
Houstaon School pretends to be an
amusing commentary on the Museumn
of Fine Arts, Houston's recent show,
Fresh Paint: The Houston Schoel,
which has provoked much discussion
about the whaole question of the ex-
istence of a Houstan "school” Portz
has used brightly painted fish placed
in various ridiculous environments
(trees, cars, mailboxes) coupled with
titles such as "Narcissistic Intercoast-
al Pike," "Pollockfish,” and “Rothko
Grouper!” My fear is that Fresh Fish
might suffer the same fate as any
other good joke: a week later you

Polleck Fish, by David Portz
| ™

can't remember the punchline. But
it's Portz’s first portfolio exhibition,
and it’s clear that a devious and witty
intelligence has entered the arena.

In portraiture, getting the sitters ta
reveal themselves in a clear and sim
ple manner is the most difficult chal-
lenge. Gay Black has collaborated
well with her subjects to create a
series of clearly seen, large portraits.
With but one exceptian, Block has
chosen to photograph older men
and women whe have been around
long enough to have earned their
faces. She's framed them so the en-
vironment is of minimal interest and

the people all make eye contact with
the viewer, Block has found a sensi-
tivity, a vulnerability in these people,
particularly the women. Her subjects
confront us so strongly, we're hesitant
to walk away from their pictures,
Paula Goldman has taken art as her
subject, using still lifes by the seven
teenth-century Dutch painters as her
inspiration. She has constructed very
formal still lifes with the traditional
elernents — fresh fruit, plates, drap-
ery, table surfaces — and introduced
common contemporary elements in-
cluding Twinkies, Spam, Velveeta
cheese, white bread, and plastic
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A Fresh Agenda % A New Lineup

Cover, Pages of Time, by Paul Hester.

Gay Block
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grapes. In ane of the photographs.
there 15 a peeled lemon taken direct
ly frem Willern Kalf's Stll Life 1659,
but as we look closer we also see
part of a Twinkie and its wrapper.
a.partially eaten orange and banana,
and crumbs lying about. The visual
E4mMes go on n each of the IMages.
We're allowed to see the push pins
holding up the drapery, Velveeta
cheese in.a sort of CoOrnucopia ar-
rangement, a 19505 formica table top
showing through. The prints them-
selves become art about art, Gold
man masked off areas of the print.
then bleached and toned the rest

of the image with sepia and finally
scaked the whole print in selenium,
which gave a pinkish tone to the
sepia areas. As a result, Goldman is
also speaking of the technical and ma
terial process of photography

Arnette Fournet's hand-colored
images reveal deft workmanship. The
already romantic black-and-white im
ages of gardens and landscapes
around Europe become even more
romanticized by the coloring. They
somehow make us think of Atge
albeit with hand coloring
felt as intensely at the inception
Fournet's work seems to be more
about process and craft than
anything else.

Jim Elmore showed a portfolio of
color photographs fram English sea
side resorts, a continuation of a
series he has been working on for

many yvears. | found mysefl dravwn in
to the densely populated beach
scenes. In one, two young women in
the foreground walk diagonally across
the frame, They are seen first, but
the compelling action is behind them
deeper inta the picture. The back-
ground appears paint
we come back to the two women,
they now seem to be on a stage. In
another image of a fairly large crowd,
| found myself examining each in
dividual because they are so obliv
ous to the crowd surrounding them
Slowly we discover a yellow truck,
donkeys, @ woman stretching, none
of which is seen at first, when the
pictures seem to be brightly colored
rnosaics. It's Elmore's handling of

ed in, so when

ish, Scotland/Houstan, b

information in the middle and back-
ground that makes his work 5o in
teresting, Unfortunately, the continui
ty of the porfolic s broken by the in-
clusion of photographs of store
fronts, which might be interesting
because of the curious signs and 0
forth, but only minimally and only
briefly.

Sam McColloch has produced a
series of black-and-white diptychs,
images of the Houston skyline jusxta-
posed with megaliths from Callanish,
Scotland, McColloch is exploring the
continuity o need to create mol
umental structures, the glass curtain
structures of the 20th century con-
trasting against the assembled glant
stones from a primitive past. The six
diptychs were very simifar in their
approach so the idea seemed a bit
overstated but nonetheless well.done.

One recurring aesthetic that always
seems to appear in these group

out F/é64 and the never
nding irch for more and sharper

detail. Miror White at
d to use the

SNOWS 15

id others

nigques .I':"L']":fl.'."”" g 1
abstractions, Gary Faye's prints

ight on sandstone formations,

it
WL

d larpe-format camera, are in the

best F/é4 tradition, but | think we
need not ple 3
Yam Pitt's infrared photographs of
andscapes, old b 5. and trees
all seem lost in space and time but
still reflect that tradit
graph ay of see as do Barry
Sturrock’s color prints of M
door fronts and street scenes. Stur-
rock’s pictures seem 50 similar to
Geoff Winningham's pictures of the
same subject. shown not long ago at
Harris Gallery, that it's hard to imag-

t same field

exican

T
=

first trip to see the s
asked the persen | was with w
thought of | Hester's work, "“Well,
I'm pretty sure he's not a Republican”
was the response. Hester continues
to make biting social and political
comments, this time using collages of
his photos and the pages of Time
magazine covering the Presidential
inauguration. The work is constructed
around the use of nudes with the
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central character in a Rona
. stographs are then
stripped into the magaz
and rephotographed.

-aver of Time w

a nude rnale in a Reagan mask seated
on the back cf a nude female down
on all fours and wearing a black
hood. Because the images are rather
small in relation to the total print
area, the v ris physically drawn
tloser to the work, which demands
that the * pe’ be read. Hester’s
strong and most obvious message is
that behind the media hype there's
something very wrong in Washingten,
But what else is he trying to say?
Some of the pictures pretty raw

gan” masturbating) and it seems

is simply trying to be offen-

sive. The series comprise a strong
personal statement, strongl

Looking at Doe Doherty's large
color prints of plants and objects
under water, | felt like | was standing
before nineteenth-century im| ression-
ist paintings; that same visual stimulus
to the retina. The film grain is allowed
to show. and the prints are soft and
warrm, making them see more like
lithographs than photographs. Rather
than comment on art, as Goldman
does, Doherty seems to copy art
from another medium, another time.
Still, what they are about is photo-
graphic seeing.

Mary of the great world religions
began in the desert, a place for soul
searching, for deeper understanding,
for mirages and mystery and visions.
Charles Schorre has captured all of

pes from a series
from Books Unpub-
Iished. He has mounted photographs
and parts of photographs onto |
ylic wa
nbols, and brush strokes.

There's enough left in all of us from
cur ancestral days on the savanna,
our wandering the canyons of our
earliest beginni that
to identify with Schorre's images.
There’s still that little genetic mema

fim Elmore

the serfes "“Soul Food &

il Life," by Poula Goldman (al:

see Cover)

ry in us that knows about ant hills
and caves and clouds and sky, and
magic symbols.

There were several artists who
were not represented by complete
portfolics, and | think we would have
been well served to see more of
their work. Wendy Watriss's four im
ages entitled "Interrogation” go far
beyond the simple recording of an
event. A black youth is being inter-
rogated by a policeman. Watriss has
caught the two men in gesture, and
light, and shadow, and given us the
feeling of tension, fear, and appre-
hension of this encounter,

David Crossley had four large
black-and-white prints of children
posing with an enormous Smith &
Wesson 357 magnum pistol, Because
of the scale of the pistol in relation-
ship to the children a very disturbing
pyschological circumstance gets set
up. | was very uncomfortable looking
at a little girl cradling the big pistol as
she would a doll. The young boy
loocking directly at me while holding

the gun disturbed me. What seemed
to let me off the hook, however, is
the awareness that the photos were
stag although, apparentf}- NG in-
structions were given to the chil-

and that even though danger
is implied, no immediate threat is
apparent or intended.

The show was well worth the ef-
fort. If it was lacking in any area it
wouid be that the selection seemed
a [ittle too safe, perhaps a little easy.
But the diversity of work being done,
the variety of approaches to the
medium, suggest that the
and serious photography being done
in Houston.
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People in Fog. by Marie-Paule Négre

PARIS, PART Il

in the last issue of SPOT, we pre-
sented reviews and comments about
last fali’s Le Mois de la Photo in Paris,
a month of photography exhibitions,

This section concludes those comments.

Gitans Goyesos, Saintes-Maries
1 T "lt

SPOT

1955, Lucien Clergue

Leica loves . . . Photographs
by Patrick de Mervelec,
Raymond Depardon, Robert
Doisneau, Harry Gruyaert,
Elke Hindemit, Marcel, Lionel
and Cyril Isy-Schwart, William
Klein, Guy Le Guerrec, Chris-
tian Maury, Marie-Paule
MNegre, Gilles Peress, Hans
Silvester, Denis Yicherat. Metro
Saint-Augustin,

This exhibition won the prize for
original location hands down: the
platform of a Metro station. The
photographs were hung on two zig-
zag rows of partitions that ran the
length of the platform. The parti
tions were tastefully done, each
photograph was in a handsome
wooden frame and had a spotlight.
| shuddered to think of what would
happen to such an installation on a
subway platform in New York. Talk
about photography for the people;
| sat and watched people climb the
steps to the platform and not catch
the next train at all, because they
became engrossed in the exhibit.

Mot a bad surprise for the peo-
ple getting off the train at Saint-
Augustin either,

Each photographer was intro-
duced by a portrait of him or her-
self holding the Leica of their
choice, with biographical text and a
description of the Leica equipment

being used — certainly a commer-
cial plug for Leica, but as those
things go. not too badly done
Wandering up, down, and around
the zig-zagging walls, cne was
greeted with all kinds of sub-

jects: portraits, landscapes, fashion,
and travel photographs among
them. Both the color and the black
and white work were of top gual-
ity: | say this to emphasize that

his was not work you would expect
to find in the bowels of a subway
station, but rather in a gallery

or rmuseun.

Included were both well known
and lesser known photographers,
and the portraits and bits of bio-
graphical material made the work
that much more accessible to
someone stepping off or onto a
train, Judging by the “attendance”
at this exhibition while | was there,
| would say that more people saw
this exhibition than any other in the
Month of Photography.

Lynn Mclanahan

Lucien Clergue: 30 Years

of Photographs (1950-1980).
Musée d'Art Moderne de la Ville de
Faris. Il Avenue du President-Wilson.

Lucien Clergue. So many sand
ripples and beautiful nude bodies
with goosebumps and great breasts
and water rushing all around and
dead pelicans and dead cats and
four pictures of the sad little Sal-
timbangue viclinist and dead bulls
and brave bullfighters and some-
thing in color, Fressons badly
printed. To walk around this exhi-
bition, the thirty-year retrospective
of one of France’s most revered
photographers, is to sigh. True, |
had just seen the astonishing Bruce
Davidson retrospective in the same
building, so the frivolity of much of
Clergue's work was annoying.

Clergue is a sort of God in
France, largely due to his efforts
over the years to give birth to the
photography festival at Arles and
then to nurture its growth for so
long. Apparently, his photographs
sell pretty well, and his services as
a teacher of nude photography are
sought all over the world. | confess
that by the time | saw Clerque’s ex-
hibition, | had seen so many nudes
in so many places in Paris that
upen entering this gallery half-full
of freezing wet female bodies,
crotches shot from below, | just
started to laugh. Instead of trying
to determine Clergue’s place in the
great parade of Atget and Weston
and the others, all | could think
of was Peter Gowland.

Dave Crossley

30 Years of Publicity
Photographs from Japan. Musée
de lo Publicité, 18 rue de Paradis

Being a fan of all those coffee
table books on Japanese design and
advertising, | looked forward to this
exhibition. However, | was to be
disappointed. The photographs and
posters selected for the show were
not always of the best quality and
were poorly displayed. The work
was made either for magazine
reproduction or television, and
tended to look best in the
catalogue.

Somehow the prints lost their
verve in the large exhibition space.
A TV monitor showing Shiseido
ads seemed like a good idea, but
watching thirty of these ads, which
tended to be soft and lyrical with
only slight variations, was more
than | could sit thraugh.

Ruth Schilling

Imprisoned Realities. Centre
d'Animation du Forum des Halles.

Mot an official part of Le Mais
de la’ Photo, this little exhibition was

Fram “Imprisoned Realities”

squirreled away in a storefront in
the basement of the Forum des
Halles. It was a show with a pur-
pose, to bring attention to the
conditions of life in French jails, and
to enlist support for change.

There were photographs by Pépo
Angel of the prisons of Paris,
as well as paintings, photographs,
and other objects made by pri-
soners. But the photographs that
hurt were x-rays of inmates who
had swallowed objects in attempts
to commit suicide or to be sent to
a hospital, or had been subjected
to terrible treatment by other pris-
oners. One x-ray showed a fork
inside a stomach, another showed
a huge nail inside a stomach, and
in yet another a drinking glass was
wedged inside a vagina. Next to
these x-rays was a photograph of
a pile of cutlery stacked on a table,
with the notation that it had all
been removed from prisoners.

DC

 From “The Pink Flaminge.” by Michel Saint fean

Carte Blanche to Love Me
Tender, photographs of Isa-
belle Adjani by Jean-Francois
Lepage, and Eaux Douces et
Cruelles, by Jacques et Anne
Six. Espoce Canon, 17 rue
Saint-Martin.

Two things — we determined
after locking at the huge prints of
the actress Isabelle Adjani that
there was no excuse for prints
being smaller than these, unless
they were very very small, or just
being preserved as sketches.

We also had been concerned
about whether wed see a truly
exhaustive exhibit of bugs in color.
Canon proved to be up to that
challenge.

OC.

Michel Saint Jean: The Pink
Flamingo. Centre Culturel Can-
adien, 5 rue de Constantine.

Mo telling what kind of photog-
rapher the Canadian Michel Saint
Jean would be if he could clear his
systern of whatever has enveloped
his brain and clouded his eye.

Apparently beginning with a
fierce determination to make no

vertical pictures, Saint Jean prowled
the streets and beaches of the
much-photographed French city of
Arles, photographing everything in
sight — shepherds, streets, architec-
ture, gypsies on the beach, beggars,
an achingly beautiful woman quickly
photographed in bad light. Then he
went into the darkrcom and printed
and printed and printed. The pho-
tographs were mounted two to a
mat (one above the other) without
any discernible relation between
the two, then 54 of them were
crammed into this gallery space
with nothing to unify the shepherd,
the buildings, and the gypsies ex-
cept Saint |ean's irritating printing
style,. Some of these photographs
are very good, and 20 or so of the
gypsy pictures might have made a
nice series. Instead, he's presented
a pointless, excessive, incoherent
pastiche of seemingly unrelated
images, many of them not very well
made and most printed in a nasty
black style that obscures just when
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you want clarity. Saint Jean is a
photographer in need of a vision
ard a good editor.

DC

The Photographs of Helga
Cappellman.
Accent, 27 Rue Rousselet

Helga Cappellman works in rich
colors and has prints made by the
Fresson laboratory in their old and
secretl process that often results in
beautiful and tightly controlled
prints. For a subject like water, with
all its reflections and refractions, the
printing method seems perfect,

I've no idea what it means to

f"'('.'fy‘:r_: Copbelman

show hands in conjunction with
blue and green water in pools, but
the results are striking. Cappellman
makes strong images clearly seen,
with a sensucusness that just feels
good.

DcC

Fredrich Cantor/Nicholas
Nixon. American Center, 26/
Boulevard Raspail

I'd been looking forward to see
ing this show all week. What a dis-
appointment. Nicholas Nixon's
work was good enough, but the
effort to put some of it together
into an exhibition seemed half-
hearted. The series of pictures he's
made of his wife and her sisters
every year since 1975 is an inter-
esting idea, and | was glad to see
the small group of prints from his
last book; but these two series
werent enough,

Maybe | was just rooting for him
so enthusiastically that | expected
to see Great New 5tuff and felt let

Marchand d'Abat Jour, by Eugene Arget

SPOT

down by this replay in this dreary
space. More was wanted. After all,
MNicholas Nixon in Paris! There
should have been more effort

Of course, putting him in the
same room with Frederich Cantor's
very ordinary black and white
wide-angle documentary photo
graphs didn't help. One's not likely
to get very excited about such pic-
tures even if some of them are
tinted blue and brown and so
forth,

LXC,

Geniaux, Atget, Vert:
Workers and Parisians Around
1900, Musée Carnavalet, 23 rue de
Sévigne

This exhibition is a document of
life in turn-of-the-century Paris that
is the equivalent of a Dickens novel
for Londan. There are people on
the street, vendors selling flowers
and umbrellas and birds, drunks
asleep, nannies and kids, horses,
street cleaners, people dancing and
playing boules in the park, art
students sculpting at the zoo,
acrobats, and lots of by-standers.

There are people making mat
tresses, cleaning a fountain, butch-
ers working, booksellers.

Within all the hundreds of pic-
tures there is that exhilirating sense
of peering into other lives in other
times, For some reason, | have de
veloped a real soft spot for this
experience and with it has come
gratitude for photography and
human beings like Atget. Looking
into these pictures | can feel a
continuity, even evolution, from
those lives to mine and those of
my family and friends and people
unknown, At the same time there
is often a feeling of loss about past
styles and activities. And always
there is that little trigger of sorrow
that dinosaurs, early humanoids,
algae, had no cameras, could leave
only the occasional fossilized
shadows of their existence. Even
when history produced drawing,
and then writing, the records seem
abstract for beings who crave vis-
ceral connection. We want pictures,
lots of them. People like Atget,
Géniaux, and Vert gave them to
us in full measure.

DC

West Canfield Avenue, Detroit 1982 by Nicholas Nixon

Henri Cartier-Bresson: Paris a
Vue d'Oeil. Musée Carnavalet, 23
rue de Sévigné.

After seeing the work of Atget
et al, to look at the records left by
Cartier-Bresson of the same subject
— Paris and its people — is to look
through quite another window, with
the veils swept aside and all the
soot removed. We see the results
of raw human speed, controlled by
almost perfect technical facility.
There are several dozens of pic-
tures in the exhibition that have
not been seen before, and maybe
that hints that when historians
(hopefully) go through his contacts
and negatives they will find many
more treasures about which we
currently know nothing.

Cartier-Bresson somehow knew
that his pictures had little to do
with hanging on the walls. They
were made for publication and
wide dissemination. He was a
founder of the photo agency Mag-
num, he operated as a journalist in
the finest sense of the word, and
he adhered to the traveling photo-
journalist’s habit of not printing his
own pictures. He was ahead of
time; in 1987 or so, he would use
a camera as small and simple as his
Leica, but his images would be
recorded electronically in digital
form and transmitted directly to
photo-engraving devices, without
resort to the cumbersome middle

Paris 1955, Henri Cartier-Bresson

man called the print. Then — as

in the past — his images would be
seen by millions of people, and
understanding, or at least knowl-
edge, would occur. Later, there
would be high quality book repro-
ductions, computer-enhanced untif
they were at least as good as the
reproductions he is currently getting
in books such as the terrific catalog
that was published for the recent
exhibition in Paris.

After all, perhaps it is the catalog
that is of interest, and not the ex-
hibition. It's a little fella, about 9
inches by 9 inches, On most pages
there are three or four images, us-
ually seven to a spread, all fairly
small; there are over (00 of them
in all. Is it the images themselves
that prowvide such startling clarity,
or is it some laser miracle in the
making of the halftones for the
bock! Some of the familiar pictures
— the leap across the water at
Gare St. Lazar, Giacometti in the
rain, the boy with the wine bottles
— seem more interesting in this
size, sharper, cieaner, more descrip-
tive of the light. Perhaps that is the
beauty of the book: it has pointed
at Cartier-Bresson's facility with light
in & way that the prints rarely do.

This sort of work asks more than
fast conceptual stuff which is fresh,
interesting, and different but doesn't
carry very well in the heart,
doesn't go on noticeably even in
the mind, and seems to dose

doors against involvement. Cartier-
Bresson has always produced
photographs that have the potential
to suggest kinship between the sub-
jects and the viewer, essentially to
draw people together. He is,
through his work, a champion of
the concept of the Family of Man,
and the problem lies there, in a
time when that concept is widely
viewed as unrelentingly soft, even
dead wrong. It's a shame that to-
day’s fashion — born of disappoint-
ment about wars and starvation
and the success of greed — is
treating Cartier-Bresson so badly.

DC

Baris 1955, Henri Cartier-Bresson
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EXHIBITIONS

CHUCK CLOSE:
RESEARCH
INTO ILLUSION

Chuck Close: Works on Paper was
an exhibition at Houston's Contempo-
rary Arts Museum from Februar].'
9-April 21, 1985.

By David Portz

Since 1968, Chuck Close has been
producing huge views of deadpan
faces, transcribed from one or
ancther of fifteen photographs the
size of his hand. This spring, the Con-
temporary Arts Museum presented
an exhibition that gave special empha-
sis to images compaosed by Close in
handmade paper, which he has pro-
duced since 1981 with the help of
Joseph Wilfer.

Different shades of liquefied paper
pulp were squirted onto a gridded
pattern atop a background paper
sheet to duplicate the tones of a
black-and-white photographic origi-
nal. The technique represents one of
Close's most recent explorations of
the requisites of a photographic
image.

Close is grouped with artists called
Photo-Realists because of their use of
photographs to fix the content of
their images. Instead of blocking out
their works from sketches or studies
from life, the Photo-Realists trans-
ferred photographic information di-
rectly to canvas or paper by mechan-
ical techniques. Some used slide pro-
jectors to guide their tracing. Others
printed images on photo-sensitized
canvas, which could then be painted.
Certain Photo-Realists, including
Close, transferred information from
the squares of a grid on a photo to a
similar grid imposed upon their work.
The grid technique is organic to
Close's work.

Photo-Realist art is said to take for
its subject the photograph itself, and
to preserve the gualities of a photo.
One can observe in Photo-Realist
paintings a photographic clarity and
flatness of surface, and a duplication
of photographic focus, perspective,
and depth of field. The Photo-
Realists were considered unprece-
dented in their success at capturing
exact instants in paint, for example,
the appearance of reflections in shop
windows. Photographs captured for
these artists certain visual data which
was subject to change with the paint-
er’s shift of position or the passage
of time.

Close's huge works, often taking
several months to complete, de-
pended on the photographic iscla-
tion of a face's age and appearance.

Though many artists use Photo-
Realist methods today, the initia-
tors of Photo-Realism were using
the technigues in the late 1960s
and early 1970s. There was still at
that time a significant prejudice
against painting from or using pho-
tographs, even as studies for a
work. Artists generally credited
with initiating Photo- Realism in-
clude, in addition to Close, Mal-
colm Morley, Audrey Flack, Richard
Estes, Don Eddy, Robert Bechtle,
Ron Kleeman, Ralph Goings, Tom
Blackwell, Leland Bell, Richard
McClean, and John Satt, Other
principals in the Photo-Realist
shows and catalogs were Joseph
Raffael, Ben Schonzeit, Lowell Nes-
bitt, Jack Mendenhal, Howard
Kanowitz, James Valerio, and
Robert Kottingham, though these
tended to soften the photographic
qualities,

These artists gravitated to real-
ism from the Abstract Expression-
ism they were taught, preserving
often some visual affinities with
Pop Art. The Pop predilections
show up in their choices of photo-
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Robert/Mampulated, by Chuck Clase,

graphic subject matter, ie. gleaming
dragsters and motorcycles, wrecked
cars, small town diners, window
signs, and neon marquees,

Chuck Close's works are closer
to Minimalist influences than to
Pop. The grid technique demystifies
the image and makes every section
of the canvas equally important,
particularly when the grid remains
visible in the completed work.

Mirmmalists endeavored, as does
Close, to produce an image solely
by mechanical means — by simple
repetitive operations used to
transfer the image to the canvas
and minimize the artist's special
discretion.

Close’s first paintings were done
with an airbrush. These were very
close duplications of black-and-
white photographs using only one
or two tablespoons of paint. In the
early seventies he completed sev-
eral exacting transcriptions of color
photographs, using watercolors or
pastels. The bulk of his work,
however, has emphasized the
presence of the grid, and has em-
ployed a variety of marking tech-
niques to transfer the images with
a vague tonal longhand. The com-
positions in different tones of
paper pulp ignore photographic
focus. The faces slide inand out
of recognizability, becoming some-
times mottled squares of gray.
Close achieves different surfaces on
his paper works by drying some of
them in a press, while air-drying
others for a more dramatic surface.
In his “manipulated” images, he
blends the moist pulp with his
fingers to contort the tones and
grid, Most disconcerting perhaps is
the face of his daughter, composed
of pulp which dripped to the floor
and dried into chips while he was
completing other work.

aama
o iy

Close has concentrated on pho-
tographs of expressionless faces, in-
variably those of his family and
friends. The large scale and ano-
nymity of these persons tend to
prevent a superficial recognition of
the individual, which would allow
one to ignore the image and tech-
nigue. Several of the faces have
now gained their own iconographic
status because of the wide expo-
sure Close's works have received.
(Ironically, one face is famous not
only because of Close’s image, but
because it belongs to a major com-
paser: "Phil" is Phillip Glass).
Rather than switching from image
to image, or visage to visage, he
has worked the same faces with
different technigues, including the
air brush and bristle brush, etching
tools, pastels, watercolors, his own
fingerprints, and now the hand-
made paper. "Close owns the
photo-derived, deadpan face with
all the variations he can muster,’
wrote John Perrault in a recent
essay, “On Chuck Close," published
in Chuck Close by Pace Gallery
Publications in 1983,

If Chuck Close owns all the
photo-derived deadpan faces, we
may well ask what sort of faces fall
out of his domain. He has some-
times departed his mimicry of pho-
tographic images to do large photo-
graphs themselves, large Polaroids.
Though somewhat out of his
avowed thesis, perhaps he owns
large photographs of faces, too.
But he does doesn't yet own por-
traits. Or at least he doesn't think
of his images as portraits, accord-
ing to his own comments published
in the May 1984 issue of Artforum. |
believe this means he isn't really at-
tempting to reveal character or
personality in the faces he depicts.

Close’s various statements in that

same issue of Artforum particularly
manifest this intellectual interest in
how an image is built. "There is no
device that one can rely on to
make an illusion. It's only the way
those clusters of marks begin to
build a ‘situation that stands for
hair . . .. Part of what |'ve done
here is break down the steps nec-
essary to build an illusion.” The
notion that Close's painstaking ef-
forts relate to a larger question of
how photographic images are
transmitted has been advanced
throughout his career by various
advocates. Yet the actual revela-
tions are never discussed.

One must be suspicious of
pseudo-scientific rationales gar-
nered to bequile the viewer's re-
spect. The synthesis of a picture's
information pertains more to the
brain's perceptual operation than
with manner of execution of the
picture itself. Regardless of the
high-sounding toot behind Chuck
Close's work, | respect his diligence
and enjoy his techniques.

| find his images memeorable too.

EGGLESTON:
INCONCLUSIVE

William Eggleston. Allen Street Gallery,
Dallas, April 2-May 12.

By April Rapier

The Allen Street Gallery was quite
fortunate to present the debut of a
major portion of William Eggleston’s
work from the new series Democrat-
ic Forest. The color photographs,
made between September, 1984, and

|lanuary, 1985, are part of a book
that will cover Tennessee, Berlin,
Japan, Pittsburg, and other American
cities (it is not yet clear what ties this
disparate group together). The title
of the series is cryptic: it is explained
in a press release that it refers to “a
method of photographing rather
than social implications.” It may be
titled thusly because of his respectful
attention to all details, not just the
“interesting” ones, irony unintended.
Perhaps when seen in its entirety, this
peculiar group of photographs will
form a cohesive whole; until seen in
that context, they are a bit sketchy
and unbalanced, the very excellent
pictures isolated from the sullen,
over-ambitious ones that create but
do not fulfill grand expectations.

Eggleston is well known for having
been the first photographer working
in color to have a one- person exhibi-
tion at the Museum of Modern Art,
MNew York, in 1976. His use of color
has remarkable power, much en-
riched by its subtlety and reality. He
has been the recipient of awards
(NEA, Guggenheim) and survey
grants, and his excellent reputation is
well-deserved.

However, although these current
images are not under the auspices of
a grant, they have that too-orderly
feel associated with such survey
docurnentation — one of not want-
ing to miss any pertinent elements
or topics or connections, Some of
the images seemn generic, obligatory.
One also begins to feel aware of a
loss of sweetness or tongue-in-cheek
affection — in spite of subject matter.

His snapshot style, so often dis-
cussed by cntics, is inconclusively
resolved in this new series. Williom
Egpleston's Guide, published in con-
junction with the MOMA exhibit,
was the result of a more personal, if
eccentric thought process; the pho-
tographs were more decisive and
assured. They revolved around a
subject matter similar to that pur-
sued in Democratic Forest; whereas
now the treatment is sometimes
overworked, or worse, resigned, it
was previously out of reach in its or-
dinariness, The Berlin series, done in
the same period as the Graceland
pictures, seems equally preoccupied
with conjunctive details — the place-
ment of objects in relation to each
other, Here the audience is primed
differently because of the meticulous-
ly authoritative resemblance to
grant-sponsored suryey thoroughness.
A final assessment of the Democratic
Forest must be postponed in anticipa-
tion of the completed ceuvre, be-
cause there are dynamic images in
this current offering that foresee
a return to more exciting days.

There is great relief when turning
from the terribly sedate, serious
treatments (magnolia leaves and
crystal candlesticks on a dark wood
table, a chandelier overhead) to a
more alive vision (same dark wood
and expensive accoutrements —
flowers in a silver bowl, candelabra
to the side, but also stacks of 3-1/2 x
5 color snapshots scattered about,
and a convergent view into other
similarly elegant rooms). Contrasts
are refreshing when in context and
understated (on a porch, one sees
a lovely shaker- style bench adjacent
to a modern ‘toob’ handrail, leading
down the steps.) Therz is also an
obligatory recording of oddities of
antiquity — street iconography spe-
cifically — that by someone’s grace
or oversight have remained, or the
all-too-familiar and uninteresting
town square/courthouse/shade-
tree picture.

But Eggleston’s past ability to trap
details and manifest a fascinating jux-
taposition fails him here as often as it
succeeds. The successful pictures
now seem less sought-after, as
though more readily available to him.
He examines clichés (statuary, log
cabins with geraniums in bloom,
reflections in storefront windows)
without innovation. Perhaps Eg-
gleston’s ability is sometimes over-
whelmed by a sense of futility at all
the blandness, ugliness, and silliness
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there is to disarm.

The most frustrating recurrence in
Eggleston’s work in general is that
one is given potent clues with no op-
portunity for resolution, The clues
are indecisive, misleading, much more
so than before, In an image that
bears this out, one sees a cart on
bicycle whieels, holding a metal tool
box. One is expected to extract
some reason from the relation be
tween the tools, a hurricane fence, a
few trucks and cars, a patch of grass.
MNothing particularly mystifying about
It, It is merely meaningiess, undirect
ed. Neither can one find a rhythm or
cadence 1o invite involvement. Even
the elaborate meals and picrics,
once so rich in symbol, so sump-
tuous, now seem belittled and spare

parodies of all that is implied.

Two images in particular retain a
marvelous eccentricity reminiscent of
the earlier pictures. In one, dried In
dian corn hangs on a spiral rack (like
sunglasses in a drugstore). New pota-
toes sit like half-moons in plastic
bags. The light is blinding, the colars
faded. The other picture revolves
around two gravemarkers — one tall,
the other short — a telephone pole,
and a garden with a scarecrow that
mimics the other crosses. These im-
ages maintain the high level of spon-
taneity that surely prompted them.

In spite of the complaints, there is
much to be anticipated in the book
project. The mementum these pic-
tures receive from one another gives
them the quiet. cumulative strength
that is Eggleston's alone among a
large field of contenders.

THE PANORAMA:
MAGNIFICENT
OBSESSION

Panorama Exhibition: EQ.
Goldbeck, Mary Peck, Jiri Polacek,
Michael Ruetz. Benteler Gallery,
Houston, April {7-May |

There is something to be found in
a grand vista, an enormous expanse
of uninterrupted space that creates
obsessive, repetitive behavior in
landscape photographers, Michael A,
Smith comes immediately to mind,
yet he is only following the footsteps
of other like-minded wanderers who
have similarly experienced magnifi-
cence and who waish to share it.

The panoramic photography exhi-
bit at the Benteler Gallery contained
fine examples of this tradition, as
well as imitative, adoring gestures —
honorable, beautiful, but empty. The
images that endure give one an elo-
quent feel of the land, without resort-
ing to sensationalism

While looking at Mary Peck’s quiet
images of West Texas, one has a
clearer sense of things — the way the
hot, dry air feels blowing across the
parched earth, the distant sounds
that become recognizable after

they're gone, the flatness that seems
to have no end. Peck does not in-
tellectualize or anguish over her
vision — she simply knows when a
picture is right. She uses a minimalist
approach, which implies that every
detail in the frame is deliberate, im-
portant, to be reckoned with.

Perhaps her movement from 4x5
to Widelux format forced the issue,
due to considerable expansion of
terrain and information. Signs of man
are few, and seem inconsequential in
the vastness of nature. She began
this work as a participant in a photo-
graphic project commissioned for the
Texas Sesquicentennial, continuing
after the project’s end. The pictures
enable one 1o experience, say, a
train's enormity as it snakes along,
because we see it from beginning to
end. One image in particular, “Lesley,
lexas, 1984 imparts the subtle thrill
of discovering a well-guarded secret.
One sees a house in the center of
the frame, a utility pole sending wires
to the house and into the sky (out of
the frame). A patch of light grass sur
rounds the house, providing a lovely
contrast to the dark earth elsewhere,
Tire tracks lead from the viewer's
vantage point to the house, A small
clump of flowers sits right on the
edge of the foreground. The back-
ground is infinite, isclated. There
exists in these landscapes a found
iconography of a style encouraged
by practicality — wood stacked in
a teepee shape, bales of hay, odd
shelters. Through Peck's pictures one
can experience a part of the country
that is otherwise forbidding,

Michael Ruetz, a self-taught free-
lance photographer barn in Berlin, is
represented here by images that
allow one to see a landscape fully,
but not intimately. These large color
photographs are distinctly beautiful,
but don't speak of much else. Nor is
the panoramic effect put to best use.
He is published, and would seem to
have settled into a stylized vision, in
the National Geographic tradition of
privileged (and magnificent) access.
There is, however, a certain humor
in “Vanderbilt Estate, Hudson River,
MNew York, 1980" — an exact tribute
1o the light and color and style of
Maxfield Parrish. That a lighter touch
is essential to the photographing of
monumental space and architecture
may or may not be something Ruetz
i5 willing to acknowledge; one hopes
he will find it a possibility worth
examining,

liri Polaceck’s panoramic images
(made with an 1895 Kodak camera
for roll film) almost remind one of
cleverly printed diptychs, because of
the inclusion of the film identification
and numbers (a full five frames'
worth.) A Czechoslovakian, he spent
several years during the late 1960s
traveling through the LS. “Kerouac-
style,” then returning to Prague. This
could be why the images are those
of mourning — dirges to the lost po-
teritial of freedom. The beauty of his
Prapue Series seems always distracted
or intruded upon by a disconsolate
sorrow, or so the symbols seem to
say (there is calm, but the streets are

Rita Blanca Grasslands, Texas, 1984, by Mary Peck

By Debra Rueb, from the exhibition Self Image.

empty, for example). However, there
is a compelling strength, a determina-
tion to be found; they are anticipa-
tory of joy, beautiful settings awaiting
crowds of the contented.

E. O Goldbeck (saving the best for
last), now in his 94th year, imparts
the treasures of history in his always-
exciting Cirkut camera images, dating
from the 1920s. Events and places
spring to life in these photographs,
as one searches crowds for a familiar
face or location,

Goldbeck seemed to be every-
where, from KKK rallies to "bathing
girl” contests, getting it all down for
the record and the joy of it. His own
history is rich, having never strayed
from the dream of being a photo-
grapher. His social commentary was
profound; in an image entitled "Dal-
las KKK wvisiting San Antonio KKK,
1924," no further discourse is neces-
sary — the picture implies what rhe-
toric cannot. One of the loveliest,
most invigorating images in memory
is “Rice Terraces of the Philippines,
nd.” His work is not to be missed;
fortunately, it can be seen in its en-
tirety at the Humanities Resource
Center in Austin.

AR

THE SELF
AS SUBJECT

Self Image: The 1985 Show:
The Firehouse Gallery, Houston,
April 4-May 10.

This small exhibit was part of a
larger project of the Houston Wom-
ens Caucus for Art. Photographs
and video were shown at the Cau-
cus’s Firehouse Gallery, and an ex-
hibition of paintings, sculpture, prints,
and drawings was presented by the

Caucus, under the same title, at Mid-
town Art Center.

A self-portrait may be unexciting,
introverted, conceptual, or just plain
difficult to penetrate as long as it is
ultimately honest; unrevealing is un-
forgivable, The overall weakness of
this group of portraits was its evasive-
ness. However, a few images merit
discussion.

George Krause, in a black and
white photograph drawn from the |
Nudi series, seems somewhat befud-
dled by the disarray and potential
chaos of a naked woman sprawled
across his lap — almost a gesture
of hiding, and peeking around for a
look, The setting is a studio space;
the table behind the pair is cluttered
with photographic paraphernalia.
Krause looks puzzled and a bit sheep-
ish. He is fully clothed; his grip on her
waist is neither tentative nor aggres-
sive, a further sign of bewilderment.
She assumnes a classic pose — gaze
aloof, away from the camera, as neu-
tral and oblivious as the inflatable
“women” which Krause has also pho-
tographed. Her arms are behind her
{and therefore Krause's) head. Al-
though he looks vaguely ready to
take flight, they are entangled. The
picture is a great merger between
humaor and emotional complexity,
without a hint of compromise.

Gay Block’s piece is two black and
white photographs, mounted back to
back between sheets of Plexiglass,
and hung from the ceiling so that it
slowly revolves. One image shows a
young girl smiling quite securely,
holding (with both her hands) the
hand of a man in a suit. It is sweet,
but unrecognizable beyond generali-
ties (the piece is untitled). The se-
cond ostensibly sweeps us forward in
time to a woman {identifiable this
time as Ms. Block) in a bedroom, her
nude reflection, seen in a mirror on a
closet door, The objects in the room
are far more revealing than the dis

tant (albeit brave) portrait; she
doesn't look at herself as the shutter
opens. There is a ghostly image,
probably a reflection, in the televi-
sion screen, and the bedcovers are
neatly thrown back, as though she’s
just awakened. Fully one side of the
bed is unmade. There is order to the
room and powerful implications

to be drawn from these references
to control. That she is nude almaost
seems superfluous. Together, the
two photographs create strong sym-
bols of love and loss.

Debra Rueb has undertaken the
difficult project of photographing
herself every day of her thirtieth
year, in an effort to “record, remem-
ber, and confront” this major event.
Some days are easier than others,
but the images here represent a
smooth involvernent, free of redun.
dancy, a hazard inherent to the pro-
ject. Some are impassioned and dra-
matic, others classically stylized. The
most compelling image was Rueb re-
clining nude on a couch, feet to a
window. Seen from the waist down,
the vantage seerns modest and con-
servative. A beautiful tree fills the
window frame, echoing other organic
elements; on the upholstered pillows
that support her, geese take flight.
That elementally it works so well
must have been a lovely surprise, for
that sort of image is best unplanned.

The phote booth shots that visi-
tors were encouraged to take and
leave as part of the exhibit was a
great idea, a light-hearted opportuni-
ty for some casual to high-camp
mugging. Laurie McDonald's very
special video installation, “Filling the
Bowxes of Joseph Cornell” should be
noted as well. It is a thoroughly en-
joyable and provocative piece that, in
addition to being about self- exam-
ination, took an incisive look at cop-
ing with 2 modern, not-so-honest
world.

AR,
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By Fruit Basket Uipset

MAIL ART:
POST DADA

Echo: An International Mail Art
Show. Diverse Works, Houston.
March 19-April 3, 1985.

"Mail Artists do not care who did it
first

Mail Artists do not care who did it best
Mail Artists do it for each other now
Mail Artists do not accept awards for
doing it

Mail Artists build the world network of
confidence”

— lala, Berkeley, California

“I'm your lobster!” " You're not a God-
damned lobster!”
— Prince Bullion Cube

One of the ways to make yourself
famous is to kill Cavellini or have
Cavellini kill you. Cavellini has a chain
of convenience stores in |taly and
may or may not have had a show of
mail art at the Palazza Ducale in
Venice. A postcard said he did.
Another way to make yourself fam-
ous is to organize a Center of the
Study of Cavellini. Cavellini is a mail
artist whose attempts to self-histori-
cize are succeeding. Cavellini stickers
are all over the subway platforms in
New York's SOHO district.

This show of mail art was orga-
nized by Tom Packlick, also known as
Tom Pack, The gallery walls were
covered with pieces sent from all
over the world by over 550 mail art-
ists, responding to the theme of
Eche. Or not responding, Most mail
art shows have a theme or param-
eter — for example. send only aero-
grams, send only maps no larger than
ten by eighteen inches, send only
envelopes, send only tickets, Mail art-
ists often ignore these themes and
send what they like.

Mail art shows adhere to three
basic rules. (I) All work submitted
will be shown, (2) no entry fee is
charged, and (3) no work will be
returned to the artist. An informal
fourth parameter is that acknowledg-
ment will be given the artist — a list
of participating artists, or perhaps, if
there's money enough, a show cata-
log. These rules developed because
mail art was a reaction to the artists’
frustrations over submitting work to
juried shows at considerable expense,
and then having their work rejected.
Although anything goes, very little is
particularly obscene.

Mail art is heavy into hand-made;
heavy into color and black-and-white

photographics, photoduplication, col-

or Xerox, collage, computer graph-
ics, sketches, small paintings, hand-

made papers and books, and person-

ally composed poems and prose. A
large proportion of the mail artists
use rubber stamps for a return ad-
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dress or part of the imagery, and
Tom Pack says that many mail artists
were rubber stampers first.

Mail artists sometimes go by fun-
ry names: Beef Tabloid, from
Omaha, Nebraska: We Never
Sleep, from Olympia, Washington;
Fatal Neon, from St. Petersburg,
Florida; Plasticannedishes, from
O'Connor, Australia; F. Stop Fitz-
gerald and No More Tears, both
from San Francisco. It's hard to
tell whether Ivo Antic is a real
name, but his mail comes from
Yugoslavia. The Latgailis Triplets
correspond with, and from, Seat-
tle. Leavenworth Jackson derived

Photo by Antonella Lualdi

her name from the streets of the
San Francisco intersection where
she lives. This is perhaps the
ultimate statement that a mail ar-
tist can make.

Mail artists send much that isn't
paper. The Echo shew received a
soda can from Shawnee, Kansas, a
two-foot diameter film reel from
MNaorth Carolina ($2.90 postage),
and a pair of Extra Large Oscar
Meyer Weinie boxer shorts, the
legs stamped with red running pigs.
A, fake mustache and beard, sur-
prisingly similar to Anton
Chekhov’s, came glued to a picture
of midget wrestlers, collaged with
the quote "Our team captain ad-
dressed us through a thick veil
of wool.”

“If mail art owes its existence to
anything, it's Dada,” says Tom Pack,
“taking ordinary objects and saying
they're art. [The work submitted
is] not self conscious, not all that in-
terested with the final product,
not expecting to be taken seriously.
“Torn Pack expects never to see his
work again after he mails it. For
about a year, he's sandwiched tick-
ets, stamps, and dots from three-
hole punches between translucent
sheets of tracing paper — a unigue
style. Sometirnes he doesn't recog-
nize his pieces in catalogs of other
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shows, because they reproduce so
poorly. But he carefully keeps every-
thing that's sent to him, and he
gets something every day.

Among the participants are fa-
mous artists, for example, Christo,
Carl Andre, Claes Oldenburg, and
Robert Rauschenburg, although the
latter two are not so active any
more. Ray Johnson started the New
York School of Correspondence
Art, and has had a show at the
Whitney Museum of American Art

Michael Voo Doo from Washing-
ton, DC., made a bid for stardom
in the Echo show. He was prolific
enough to fill 2 whole wall with
themes such as “The Fat Jesus,”
“Being a Policewoman,” and “The
Dark Side of Prison Life" though
the works in the aggregate weren't
very clever, Artists’ names on the
different cuts of beef is a common
mail motif. On the other hand,
Chris Cook submitted an ink-
sketched abstraction drawn on
a cotton swab.

Armerican mail artists are most
numerous, followed by those from
Italy and France. Mail artists oper-
ate in Western Europe out of Hun-
gary, Czechoslovakia, Bulgaria,
Yugoslavia, East Germany, and
Greece, though some of them
doubt that they're receiving of all
of their return mail. Nothing comes
out of the USS.R. or mainland
China. Five or six regulars hail from
Australia, several from Japan, one
frorn Thailand, and from South and
Central America, a bunch. The
Central and South Americans
seem to be the most politically
minded, the Europeans second
and North Americans last, US.
mail artists are more absorbed

with visual puns, and Californians
are the most influenced by punk
and camp fashions.

A book called Correspondence
Art, published in 1984, is available in
Houston through the store lcone-
graphy, which also sells rubber
stamps. The shows are advertised
in Artweek, Rubber Stamp Madness,
and TAM (Traveling Mail Art), which
is published in Holland. A catalog
of shows will often serve as a mail-
ing list, so that each show updates
the network. Diverse Works had
another mail art show called Maps
in December, 1983, also curated by
Tom Pack, and mail art was in last
year's Fluxus show at the Contem-
porary Arts Museum. A show of
postage stamp creations by the late
Donald Evans toured the US.,
sponsored by the Smithsonian In-
stitution. Large mail art shows have
taken place in many major cities of
the US. and Europe. Tom Pack says
mail art is growing, but he doesn't
think it's going to sweep the na-
tion. "l don't see it as a moving
force in the art world, but | might
be wrong.”
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FRENCH EXHIBIT:
DEVALUED ART?

Sans Titre: Contemporary Photog-
raphy and Video from France.
Diverse Works, Houston, April 5-May |,

Any attempt to view these images
in comparison to American photog
raphy will fall short, for the two
share few if any concerns. One is told
outright in the catalog of the inher-
ent differences, the uniqueness of
French photography. M.E. Simmans-
Sorrell, the curator of the photog-
raphy portion of the exhibition, tells
us that, in France, great emphasis is
placed on the difference between
photography — documentary and
reportage, mainly — and art that
manipulates photography in a man-
ner after the "traditional fine arts,
painting and sculpture.’ The idea that
photographers (and film-makers) are
officially classed with writers by the
government is suspect; that such an
official (and binding) category exists
at all is an onus almost too great to
OVErcome.

There apparently exists a self-
imposed rule whereby “maost French
artists will make no more than three
prints from each negative.” Pondering
the logic of this "rule,” one can sup-
pose that economics are a factor. Yet
one has the nagging suspicion that
this too is a contrivance, designed to
add value to ideas that are preco-
cious but ill-considered. Other differ-
ences exist as well, barriers that
would be meaningless if the work was
successful, but these “limitations”
(Simmons-Sorrell’'s term) simply can-
not be held accountable for the ec-
centric and contrived manipulations
that recur throughout the exhibit.

Perhaps a too-forgiving curatorial
vision in conjunction with what could
be considered effete, self- aggrandiz-
ing restraints must be examined as
responsible for the blaring inconsis-
tencies here. One simply cannot en-
vision an audience to whomn this level
of communication would speak. The
constraints do not add to the pic-
tures that are (for the most part) so
desperately modelled after other
media.

The most evident (and consistent)
homage throughout the exhibit is
about dimension and stature. Sim-
mons-Sorrell says "“these artists often
choose to make prints as large as the
largest rolls of paper permit, . .. "
an imitative gesture that often doesn't
best suit photography’s limitations or
purposes. The delivery rarely mea-
sures up to the ideas touched upon,
It seemed as though one piece per
artist was successful, complete; the
rest was more filler than first-choice
— ambitious, energetic, but distress
ingly uninteresting. In the curator’s
statement, one is told that “"many
artists who use photography exclu-
sively are quite proud of not being

concerned with image quality,” lead-
ing one to anticipate a conceptual
breakthrough. In fact, quite the op-
posite is true. A good idea is rarely
able to transcend bad technigue; a
bad idea is magnified by it. As a
whole, this survey is silly. The best
that can be said is that there are ex-
ceptional images in it that deserve
careful scrutiny.

Antoine Bootz's three black-and-:
white murals resemble handsome
architectural renderings seen through
a sandstorm. They are abstract to
the barely readable limit, yet their
confusion elicits a strong reaction
that is far more satisfying. In one of
the images, "Untitled 1984." a ball
sits precipitously on a ledge, with, for
all we know, the world’s end at its
back. A miniature sci-fi world takes
shape upon examination, as though
seen through a microscope. Propor-
tions seem magnified and exaggerat-
ed, details purposefully hazy. Of
course, this is all conjecture, en-
couraged by the imagery, the planar
flexibility that this kind of close-up
view affords. There seems to be, for
example, glass, and it seems 1o re-
flect, but one cannot be sure.

This picture is more physically,
elementally complex than “Untitled
1983 which looks for all the world
like the ocean rushing up to a pyra-
mid, a distant moon backlighting it
with a luminous wash. This is per-
haps a romantic interpretation, but
one inspired by the beauty of simpli-
city, of imaginative ideas.

In a series entitled Fiction Coloreé,
Pascal Kern plays with notions of
reality, testing what one can and can-
not assimilate visually, then accept as
real (or even possible). The images
are technically proficient: sharp,
well-lit, beautifully printed Ciba-
chromes. One is at first tempted to
believe that they are hand-colored,
or tened, or black and white nega-
tives printed monochromatically on
color paper.

The subject matter and intensity of
spatial usage suggest photo-realist
painting. In one, film strips hang.
tumble against fiberglass fabric; se-
lective areas of the film are hand-
colored, as are sections of the other
pieces. If only metal would rust in
colors like candy! It is an appealing
act that makes little sense, its whimsy
all that is necessary. A few “hot
spots” from the lighting cement the
reality of the still-life, take away the
animated quality found in the center
of the image (where most of the col-
oring takes place). In another, the en-
tire image seems to have rusted —
headless statuette, hardware in
various states of decline, a bucket,
endless clutter,

Because of the overall color (except
a few brightly hand-colored nails that
take up very little space), the objects
have a forlorn look. One expects, a
la Nutcracker Suite, for them to ani-
mate, with gestures of their own,
when no one is watching. The frames

Climbing Library Shelves, 1984 by Philippe and Syivain Soussan
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Fiction Coloree, 1984 by Pascal Kern

used on Kern's pieces, roughly hewn,
bulky metal whose welded joints
were sanded but not polished, are
as lovely as the images.

The Freres Soussan's (brothers
Philippe and Maurice Sylvain) large
Cibachrome, "Climbing Library
Shelves, 1984" is an enticing bit
of light play, at once interesting and
very beautiful. A person is seen with
one foot on a stool, the other on a
lower shelf, his hands half-heartedly
supperting him, He is going nowhere,
a complex web of flashlight-drawn
light strands helding him captive. -
The room is dark, lending power to
the silvery graffiti marks that fill
the frame. The books on the shelves
assume a minimal role, tokens to the
concept. "Personnage assis sur . . .,
1984" is second-rate in comparison, a
crude charicature in which the joke is
easily lost. A person sits in a cartoon
chair, drawn in, again, with a point-
source light.

One does not await the fall with
nearly the anticipation implicit to the
set-up. "lroning Board, 1984 features
both a cloth and a person draped
over an ironing board. The green
cloth (colors are important here,
because of the overall darkness of
the environment) hangs to the floor,
where the man irons it. The gesture
is touching, futile, funny. Red shirt,
yellow iron — the colors are rich,
but not garish. This use of “photo-
graphos” (light-writing) serves the
same purpose as in "Climbing
Shelves 984" — it binds him to his
circumstances irrevocably, yet pain-
lessly. The light never strays — it hits
its mark every time.

AR

JOAN MYERS:
FRESH LANDSCAPES

|oan Myers, Dallas Public Library,
April 3-May 24, 1985

For two years, Joan Myers traveled
in excess of 10,000 miles photograph
ing the Santa Fe Trail with a 4x5
camera, funded by an NEA Survey
Grant, The pictures form a becoming
memory of what used to be an ac-
tive commercial trade route from
Missouri to New Mexico until the
railroad took its place in 1880, Its
history was rich and vibrant, and the
pictures leave an impression of more
than a few ghosts rattling about, nod
ding their approval. With the excep-
tion of the portraits of people along
the trail, which are comparatively
uninspired, the images are fresh, not
refiant on traditional concepts of
beauty indigenous to desclate land-
scapes. There are even one or two
atypical uses of a large format cam-
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era, its righteous sharpness blissfully
marred by an unsharp mid- and
background (“Wagon Mound, New
Mexico, 1982"). The photographs are
well-considered, but still manage to
rnaintain an edge of spontaneity. For
example, in "Tecolote, New Mexico,
1982", the subjects of the image, an
old house, shed, and car, are viewed
through an unwieldy tangle of old
fence posts and wire, a visual judg-
ment that could have led, with the
exclusion of the foreground layering,
to a much more ordinary image. The
images are, to a certain extent,
graphic and contrasty, a welcome
relief from the lyrical perfection
usually associated with 4x5 landscape
photography. "Round Mound, New
Mexico, 1982" is a good example:
that it is not so beautiful encourages
one to explore it further.

Another interesting aspect of the
series is a peculiar division of plane.
In “Canoncito, New Mexico, 1981,"
the foreground is dominated by an
adobe wall that forms a partial
triangle shape; a large, rough-hewn
cross rests inside, shaded. One also
has visual access to the land beyond
— crosses, telephone poles and trees
— finite but quite imposing. Details
echo back and forth between planes
(tree limbs, a crack in the wall).

In the image entitled “Doxey Man-
sion, New Mexico, 1983." one sees
part of an oddly misplaced Greek
temple-like structure. It is a rich and
decadent place, with gnomes and a
huge, empty fountain (particularly
out of place in this desolate land of
tumbleweeds and scrub brush). In
the distance, tiny rows of determined
fences keep the mountains at bay. An
orderly storm approaches. Surely
the places visited are somehow as
changed — perhaps a bit more per-
manent — by Myers's way of seeing
as she was exhilarated by them.

AR.

THREE ANNALISTS
OF THE MOVEMENT
FOR CIVIL RIGHTS

Black Art and the Civil Rights Move-
ment: Challenge to the Mainstream.
Julia Ideson Building, The Houston
Public Library, April 4-30. 1985.

By Debra Martin Chase

The [960s was the decade of the
individual. The lene voice provoked
the political imagination of the com:-
mon man, demanded that listeners
cast aside passivity, and shattered
many established societal institutions.
Millions of men and women believed
that the mountains of injustice which
abstructed their paths to fulfillment

could be leveled by the sheer strength
of their personal commitment and
tenacity.

The Black civil rights movement
was, In its essence, a collective of in-
dividuals steeped in such beliefs. We
are poignantly reminded of this by
the photographic exhibit Black Art
and the Civil Rights Movernent:  Chal-
lenge to the Mainstream, which was
part of After the Avant Garde: A City-
Wide Symposium, sponsored by the
University of Houston,

Challenge to the Mainstream fea-
tures the work of three distinguished
Black American photographers,
Doug Harris, Roy Lewis, and Jack
Harris.

Daoug Harris began his career with
the Student Nonviclent Coordinating
Committee (SNCC), which arranged
for him a six-month apprenticeship
with Richard Avedon. Roy Lewis, a
recent recipient of a Visual Arts
Fellowship from the MNational Endow-
ment for the Arts, was a staff pho-
tographer for fet and Ebony
magazines.

Jack Harris, a photographer and
cinematographer, has worked as a
free lance for Black Enterprise, Ebony,
and Time magazines and is currently
the director of the Langston Hughes
Cultural Center of the Queens-
borough Public Library in New
York City.

Exhibit coordinator and poet Lo-
renzo Thomas offers the viewer a
telling glimpse of many of the individ-
uals, both famous and not, who com-
prised the movermnent. In "“Word
Wiarrior,” Lewis starkly captures the
haughty intelligence edged by tem-
pered practicality of Gwendolyn
Brooks. "We Want Black Power"”
catches the quintessential Stokely Car-
michael of SNCC straining at the con-
fines of the podium, entranced by his
own revolutionary ideals, his eyes con-
cealed behind jet black sunglasses.

Jack Harris brings the late New
York Congressman, Adam Clayton
Powell, Jr., momentarily back to life.
Surrounded by the press micro-
phones that besieged his flamboyant
career, we can feel him deftly ma-
neuver around the piercing questions
about his politics and personal affairs.

All three photographers offer the
viewer moments of Martin Luther
King, Jr's life: on courthouse steps,
entreating the crowd to persevere
with dignity and pride, one can al-
most hear his rich baritone; leading
the march on |ackson, Mississippi,
while unflinchingly meeting the chal-
lenge of the hot Southern sun; and
relaxing in a church with the joy of
serenity shining from his eyes.

These photographs remind us that
he was a ubiquitous force in this social
and political metamorphosis.

Challenge to the Mainstream is a
small fistful of powerful images, a
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tribute to the progenitors and per-
petuators of the Black civil rights
maovement,

POINTS OF VIEW:
ALL-STAR LINEUP,
ALMOST

Points of View: Ference Berko, Franco
Fontana, Joel Meyerowitz, Nicholas
Mixon, Stephen Shore, and George
Tice. Benteler Gaflery, Houston,
February 27-Apnil 13.

Much of this work, whether color
or black and white, had a timeless
quality, which made this grouping
rather intriguing. Both Tice and
Berko exhibited clder images (1950s
and 1960s); the only pictures that
had a dated feel to them were Fon-
tana's pop color landscapes. Meyero-
witz's images are from the book
Cape Light, published in 1978.

Although the pictures are stunning,
they have been much-written about,
and need no further discussion here.
(It is of interest, however, that the
images selected from that particular
group are homogeneous, excluding
the more eccentric in favor of the
more beautifully neutral.) Berko's im-
ages should be excluded, because
they were decrepit, ferrotyped,
unspotted, and in general of little in-
terest, even as "vintage” imagery.
One wonders why he was so poorly
represented in this otherwise all-
star lineup.

George Tice's images are medita-
tive reflections about the presence of
a place; usually the inclusion of peo-
ple is supplemental. This grouping
deals mostly with farmiand around
the Pennsylvania countryside, the
land of the Amish. The pictures are
not impelled by a need to mitigate
or instruct, nor do they alter one’s
impression (in the way that a Shore
image might hope to do) of a situa-
tion and its principals. Tice seems
historically to be project-oriented,
his ideas and opportunities extensive
and varied.

Like that of his mentor Steichen,
his vision is quiet and self-assured, in-
volving, eternal,

Franco Fontana, a well-known Ital-
1an commercial photographer, relies
on the artifice of false light and film's
capacity for trickery to create a new-
ish landscape with huge splashes of
loud color. When he isn't misrepre-
senting terrain, he is graphically por-
traying fields (“'Landscape, 1978")in
the manner of Mario Giacomelli (Gia-

comelli, of course, being the master).
The pictures are smug and self-satis-
fied, and very much the same.

Stephen Shore's portfolios have
become increasingly similar, formulaic
over the years. Although they are
beautiful, and use color nearly per-
fectly (with regard to temperature
and ambient feel), their beauty is
light-headed, giddy. They are reminis-
cent of musical movements; these
passages do not lead beyond their
immediate space and time. One longs
for more of the “Presidio, Texas,
1975" or “Maw Street, Gull Lake,
Saskatchewan, 1974" imagery —
lovely and commonplace, with dirt
roads, dirty colors, the haze that
hangs over small, forgotten towns —
less a ritual of precision than a mov-
ing and powerful record of passage
to the next place.

MNicholas Nixon's work, dating from
1975-77, documents the little mira-
cles that turn life upside down and
make it worthwhile. For example,
“Marsh Hill, Pennsylvania, 1977" is a
simple but thoroughly compelling
wionder of ordinary life. In a subur-
ban backyard, a child examines a
huge snowball: nothing special or
dramatic, just this giant snowball,
some trees and shrubs, fences and
houses, and more snow on the
ground. The sky is overcast but
bright, and the light is very nice. As
the magic of the image starts to sink
in, one wonders how the snowball
got so big, and why. There is no in-
dication whatsoever of Nixon's pres-
ence or influence, the essence of all
his work. No matter that kids may
be smiling right at the camera — the
situation seems to create itself, un-
fold at its own pace. One doesn't
sense any rush or directorial attempt,
and this absolute reality is devastat-
ing and wonderful.

"Charlevoix, Michigan, 177" is
another amazing moment, nen-inva-
sive, graced with anonymity, and very
revealing. Two kids are swimming in
a creek behind a dense covering of
limbs and leaves; a towel hangs on a
limb in the foreground, as does a
bandana, mystericusly full and tied
around a branch. One is immediately
curious about its contents, the jour-
ney that would precipitate its need;
in the background, a house slowly
enters the viewer's awareness, imply-
ing that safety, after all, isn't so far
away. These images speak about pri-
vacy. The thoughts people have at
the moment the shutter snaps are al-
rnost visible, palpable. Nixon moves
through areas that have been trav-
eled before, but the results are
brand-new.

— AR
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Road and Poplar Trees, by Minor White

MINOR WHITE:
MANY ROLES,
MANY FRIENDS

Minor White: A Living Remem-
brance. Aperture, Millerton, N.Y.

By Becky Ross

"Minor, for all his human weaknesses
and confusions . . . had attained to @
degree of art . . . that could move, de-
light, and teach — an art that makes
a differenice”” — Roger Lipsey

Minor White: A Living Remem-
brance gives us the man — teacher,
philasopher, photographer — in a
sensitive collection of writings by col-
leagues, students, and friends whose
lives were altered by knowing him
and experiencing his thinking.

We see White through an array
of mirrors; every image is the same
man, but each angle is slightly dif-
ferent, unique to the perceptions of
each writer. They share a respect for
White, a closeness, a kinship. Their
intimate reflections pull us in, INvolyv-
ing us in White's growth, changes,
failings, his becoming. We join in con-
versations, experiences, travels, ex-
citement, work.

The energetic pace of the book
complements the sense of intensity
and life found in the writings, while
“equivalent” photographs generate
emotional tones. There is the rough-
ness of rocks and cracked earth
represented by Aaron Siskind, Brett
Weston, and William LaRue, followed
by the simple elegance of Imogen
Cunningham's “Magnolia Bud, 1925,
the grace of Harry Callahan’s single
stalk of grass, “Aix-en-Provence,
1958," intricate textural patterns
by Frederick Sommer, and exciting
birth-like images by Barbara Morgan.
We see White's meditative
photographs of the surf and the
cosmic "Bullet Holes, Capitol Reef,
Utah, 196l." abstracted landscapes
by Edward Ranney. the tapestry-like
work of Robert Bourdeau and an
other- worldly image by |erry
Uelsmann. A similar psychological
pace is set by the text's combinations
of philosophy, dreams, realities,
energy, and several writers' reflec-
tions on White's death. The mix of
personal stories, quotations, and
poems combined with White's own
percepticns creates a dialogue,
borrowing and lending meanings,
enriching new understandings. This
blending incorpaorates the thrill of
discovery with learning and con-

tinually piques new curiosity.

White is remembered as an ex-
traordinary man of heart and ener-
gy and soul dedicated to learning,
experiencing, teaching, and express-
ing. Shirley Paukulis writes of a
meeting with White shortly before
his death; “He spoke excitedly of
his future years of teaching, of join-
ing together in the fall to work on
a new manuscript of Creative Au-
dience. His old manuscript was out-
dated, he said. He'd learned so
much while lying there in the hos-
pitall “White had a true thirst for
knowledge and an effervescent
energy. "He worked like a horse
day after day, . . . a monument to
the values of the practice of art,”
writes Drid Williams. "An artist like
Minor doesn't think of creating arti-
facts or art.’ He just does it.

White sought out interesting
people and philosophies, studied
them, and allowed them to influ-
ence hirn. He studied Tacism, the |
Ching, and Gurdjieff, His identifica-
tion with Alfred Stieglitz and great
respect for Edward Weston and
Ansel Adams is evident in his phil-
osophy, imagery, and craft.

The importance White placed
on experiencing may have been a
strong motivation behind his desire
for continuing Stieglitz's Equivalent
tradition in his photography. In
"Equivalence: The Perennial
Trend,” White stated, "When a
photographer presents us with
what to him is an Equivalent, he is

Minor White 1973, by Robert Haiko
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telling us in effect, 'l had a feeling
about something and here is my
metaphor of that feeling. . . .
What really happened is that he
recognized an object or series of
forms that, when photographed,
would yield an image with specific
suggestive powers that can direct
the viewer into a specific and
known feeling, state, or place
within himself." This idea is one
that White pushed and worked in
his own photography. He delighted
in searching nature for these
equivalents, saying the "camera has
a positive genius for turning the ef-
fects of weathering into beauty and
equivalence: wood, stone, faces,
ice.” But White achieved more
than equivalence; he made photo-
graphs that had a quality of other-
ness that could point beyond them-
selves. He introduced elements in
explosive combinations, provoking
the viewer to question the world
of appearances. Of his own work,
he said hopefully, “the spring-tight
line between reality and photo-
graph has been stretched relent-
lessly. but it has not been broken.
These abstractions of nature have
not left the world of appearances;
for to do so is to break the cam-
era’s strongest point — its authen-
ticity." Photographs such as “Bullet
Holes, Capitol Reef, Utah, 961"
and “Birdlime & Surf, 195I" (from
Mirrors, Messages, Manifestations)
illustrate this, giving other meanings
to our known world while leaving

us familiar references.

Although the writers almost
unanimously agree about White's
ability to create profound images,
we also find some criticisms of his
work and methods. Robert Adams,
citing White's “problem of an art in
flight from ‘'the world of appear-
ances, ' deems some of his photo-
graphs "unsuccessful because they
fail to convey a clear indication
of scale and are thus not identi-
fiably of the world we know.”
However, Adams also notes that
“because his [White's] goals were
major, even the failures are not
entirely failures: they have value
as they are instructive.”

A surprising change in tone
comes in Paul Caponigro’s recollec-
tion of White. Attractive compli
ments, immediately nullified, result
in an overall sense more devastat-
ing than the detractions alone.
Caponigro’s negativism, sandwiched
between countless positive re-
membrances, raises questions and
makes even seemingly sincere com-
pliments appear patronizing.

In a more positive recollection,
Robert Bourdeau describes the in
fluence that White, the teacher,
had over the many who knew him.
“What he gave me was a way of
looking at things rather than a way
of working — an incentive to put
down in pictorial form that thing
that | loved . . . .However, | knew
from the start | had to find my own
vision.” Eugene Richards recalls,
"Minor taught by experiences and
ideas rather than by exterior mate-
rials and information. He talked
about a total creative process. This
meant you had to live the life of
what you were going to become
rather than simply adopt a certain
style of photography.” To “live the
life . . . " means you must fit it like
your skin, carefully integrating into
yourself bits of people and expeni-
ence without becoming a blind dis-
ciple. Peter Laytin continues, ‘It
is we who must judge how we
question the decision process in
ourselves.”

White's belief in photography “as
a way to know" colored all his
roles as photographer, philosopher,
student, teacher, and publisher.

"He provided support for a
belief in the photograph as an ob-
ject worthy of intense effort in the
making, and in the photograph as
object in and of itself, . . . that
could be as expressive as music,
poetry, or painting in relating the
individual to the world." His life,
surraunded by these convictions, is
what Aperture and White's col-
leagues, students, and friends have
shared with us in A Living
Remembrance.

BURK UZZLE:
THE ACTORS

All American. By Burk Uzzle,
Aperture, Millerton, N.Y.

By Ruth Schilling

Burk Uzzle is a Magnum photog-
rapher whose new book is described
as the culmination of "l0 years of
looking at, and looking for, America.”
The result is 2 work that invites com-
parison to the whole genre of street
photography and more specifically
that work which has examined Amer-
ica’s soul by photographing her pub-
lic facade. There are the requisite
parades, bikers, beach scenes, and
odd roadside attractions. In style as
well as subject matter the work of
many others comes to mind — Walk:
er Evans, Robert Frank, Garry Wino-
grand, Lee Friedlander, and William
Klein, to name just a few.

The cover design, layout, and text
attempt to make the book upbeat
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and humorous. The text is sprinkled
with such words and phrases as
"hope,” "exuberance,’ 'silliness,” and
“the great turbulent spirit of Amer
ica.” In her introduction, Martha
Chahroudi likens Uzzle to a modern
day Huck Finn an a motorcycle, Uz
zle hopes that the book reflects his
feelings for the “structure’ of
America that "evokes a ‘'melody’ of
movement and collage.” The book
designer tries to do this by varying
image size and placement. It comes
off stilted, though, and certainly
doesn't have the rigor and vitality of
Kleins books. MNor is the printing of
the usual Aperture quality. While its
metallic feel may match the metallic
paint that the parading Mummers
wear and the chrome of the bikes,
it weighs heavily on other images and
contradicts their spirit

So why should we pay attention to
yet another book of American street
photographs? Uzzle is a good pho
tographer and there are some strong
images, Some of the more interest
ing ones do resemble collages in that
the information lacks spatial clues
and the effect is a scene that appears
pasted together. Uzzle, more than
many of his predecessors, has a good
feeling for the theatricality of public
America, His people are more often
than not in costume, from the Mum
mers on parade to the Daytona fami
ly dressed in matching Mickey Mouse
sweat shirts. Martha Chahroudi
notes the interesting contrast be-
tween Frank's Americans and Uzzles,
For her, Frank's people are "mare
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at the Met 1943, by Weepe:

anonymous, passive, frightened, and
defensive,” while Uzzle's “rarely re-
cede even in their moments of
aloneness.” | can't conclude, as she
does, that Uzzles Americans possess
“hope and exuberance,” but rather,
that in the 27 years which separate
the two artists” books, Americans
have learned to pose and dress for a
presumed camera. | am reminded of
Andy Warhol's "prophecy” that in
the future everyone will be famous
for fifteen seconds, What Uzzle has
captured in his bogk is some of us
out there auditioning.

WEEGEE:
THE FIRST
PAPARRAZZI

Weegee's New York, Photographs
1935-1960. Grove Press, New York, MY

By Barry Morrisen

Weegee, also known as Arthur
Fellig, was the origin of the archetype
of the photojournalist who was
always on the scene of the crime,
often before the police arrived
Weegee, what an unusual name for a
photographer. Weegee the Famous,
as he liked to call himself later in-his
career, fashioned his name after the

"Quija’, a game board which sup-
posedly can be used to make predic-
tions, His ability to predict where the
action was, especially at night, may
not seem all that supernatural; after
all, he had a police radio in his car
and could hear what was going on in
the city.

His motto was “F/ Il and be there.”

This book is a compilation of 35
years of photographing New York
City. The pictures cover everything
from fires to murders to strippers to
you mame it. Weegee shows us the
seamy side of life. We see drunks
sleeping on the street in the Bowery,
and the aftermath of murders. A
photograph entitled “Their first
murder” 15 not of the victim lying in
a pool of his own blood, but of a
group of enlookers, children gazing
at the scene of the crime with a look
of strange fascination in their eyes. It
is a most unsettling photograph, to
say the least

Weegee was always looking for
the scoop, locking at the life of New
York, people at work, at play, at
love, and at death. He claimed to
have covered 5,000 murders in ten
years of photographing from police
headquarters. The man clearly had
a fasanation with death, the bizarre,
the unusual.

Weegee covered a wide range of
subjects, but the photographs as a
body point back to one thing: the
man was merciless in his portrayal
of pecple, catching them with their
pants down, as it were. He did that
quite literally in some of his photo-
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graphs of people escaping from
flaming buildings. In one shot, we
see a man climbing down a fire
escape wearing an overcoat, hat,
and shoes, but no pants. Another
photograph shows an old man
coming down a hallway with no
pants.on. If Weegee saw 11, he shol
t. One of his most famous images,
"The Critic,” appears to show us
the striking difference between the
rich and the poor, recording an en-
counter between two heavily be-
jewelled women an the way to the
opera and a poorly dressed, shad
dy-looking woman who angrily
looks at them and seems to be giv
ing them a piece of her mind
Weegee exploited everybody.

When he was refused permission
o |_J|1:_J',€_:~gr,_||':.i1 or wanted not to
be seen, he used infrared film and
flash and photographed on the sly.
Many of his pictures are taken at
theatres, at the beach, in exclusive
nightclubs, all with the subjects
totally unaware of his presence.
"Lovers at the Mowvies | is a strik
ing image of a young couple at a
3-D movie, oblivious to those
seated around them, and the rest
of the audience is just as unaware
of their actions.

Weegee got a thrill out of show-
ing the horror during the strange
adventure of New York nightlife.
He uncovers people as they really
are, he removes the masks that
people hide behind. Many times he
deliberately spied on people, al-
ways after the photograph that un-
masks, that fascinates. The photo-
graphs of the murders horrify, the
lovers at the beach show private
moments that Weegee spied upon.
A picture of a fat man sleeping on
a tenement fire escape during the
summer shows how merciless
Weegee could be. He didn't care
about portaying his subjects in a
flattering manner. He got what was
really there,

LOU STOUMEN'’S
TIMES SQUARE

Times Square: 45 Years of Photog
raphy. Photographs and text by Lou
Stournen. Aperture, Millerton, IN.Y.

By Barry Morrison
Lou Stoumen began photographing
Times Square in 1939, having come

from Springtown, Pennsylvania. One
can see his wonder at the energy.

Shore Leave, by Lou Stoumen

the intensity, the power that surges
n and around Times Square. At
times, the pictures reflect that inten
sity and-at other times there 15 a
sense of a quiet moment; a lull in the
continually moving throngs of people
who frequent Times Square

Stourmen says he began photo
graphing Times Square “as a lo

for the Big Apple shows clearly in his
photographs

Ihroughout the book we are con
franted with the juxtaposition of the

old and the new. Since 1940, Times

Sauare has L:rul.-'rgcj:!t-' Ty -.Iw-.gyk
N dppearance. In one VEry S1r|lﬂ‘l'lg
comparison, “Sunrise, The New York
Times Building 1949 is on the page
opposite “Sunrise, Number one
Times Squre [982." Forty-two years
pass and we are looking at the same
building from almost exactly the
same spot. By 1582, the ornate fa
cade of the MNew York Times Building
has been replaced by a more modern
white stone. The change revealed by
the photograph serves to remind us
that progress in America consists of
sometimes destroying beauty and
replacing it with something plainer,
less beautiful, even if we dislike

the change,

The people change in the photo-
graphs over the years, loo. In the
forties, it seems that most men
at least the ones that Stoumen pho-
tographed — waore hats, suits, and
ties. In his notes, Stoumen 53Yys,
"They all locked like George Raft or
FBl agents.” The peaple of the forties
nat only look different in dress, the
feelings they carry on their faces are
remindful of a time more simple,
perhaps more innocent.

Lou Stournen calls his book a
paper movie. In it, we see the
passing of fashion, and advertising
billboards change from Camel cig-
arettes to sexy ads for Calvin Klen
jeans. The times they have indeed
changed. This book is a2 wonderful
chronicle of the various incarna-
tions Times Square has undergone
from past to present.

Stoumen has shown himself to
be a prolific artist with a sensitive
heart (quite unlike the cynic
Weegee). He has written, pro-
duced, and directed more than
100 motion pictures, including two
Oscar winners (The True Story of
the Civil War and Black Fox). Stou
men has been on the film faculty
of UCLA since 1966, teaching film
production, screenwriting, and
aspects of photography. His work
was also included in the Museum of
Modern Art, New York's The Fami
Iy of Man exhibition. If you want to
see how America has changed over
the years, look at Times Square.
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Ansel Adams
Robert Adams
William Adams
Richard Albright
Judy Allen

R. Andelman
Diane Arbus
Eugene Atget
Richard Avedon
Bob Bailey

Fred Baldwin
Judy Bankhead
George Beach
Ay Blakemore
Dianne Blell

Gay Block

Diana Blok

Erwin Blumenfeld
Awve Bonar

Larry Bargeson
Med Bosnick
Janine Boudreau
Bill Brandt

Marlo Broekmans
Drex Brooks
Peter Brown
Esther Bubley
Timothy Bullard
Maormi Bullock
Fred Bunch

Larry Burrows
Gordon Bushaw
Jim Caldwell
Ginny Camfield
Steve Campbell
Robert Capa
Helga Cappelman
David Cardenas
Keith Carter
Henri Cartier-Bresson
Philippe Chauveau
Seana Church
Mark Clark
Lucien Clergue
William Clift
Chuck Close
Linda Connor
David Cornue
Patsy Cravens
Dave Crossiey
Elizabeth Cubwell
Imogene Cunningham
Wu Dahzen

Keith Dannemiller
Dennis Darling
Alma Davenport
Bruce Davidsan
Steve Dennie
Herman Detering
Dan Devries

Doe Doherty
Rabert Dosneau
Rafael Doniz

Paul Dorsey

Joel Draut

Steve Earley
MarylLee Edwards
William Eggleston
Jim Elmore

Peter Henry Emerson
Hugo Erfurth
Ron Evans
Walker Evans
John Everett

C. Leigh Farmer
Bernard Faucon
Gary Faye

Li Feng

Larry Fink

Linda Finnel

Alan Fleischer
Annette Fournet
Robert Frank
Paula Fridkin

Lee Friedlander
Sally Gall

Hector Garcia
Grover V. Gatewood
Gilbert & George
EQ. Goldbeck
Jim Goldberg
Paula Goldman
Mike Goldwater
Alair Gomes
M.A. Gonzalez
Emmet Gowin
Paul Greenberg
Philip Jones Griffiths
Cathy Gubin
Harper-Leiper
Martin Harris
Craig H. Hartley
Connie Hatch
William Heimanson
Steve Hellars
Paul Hester
Lewis Hine

Dawid Hockney
Martha Hoepffner
Dave Hoffrman
Philip Holland
Meelle Hoppe
Dennis Hopper
Salty Horrigan
Sandy Hume

Jim jacob

Ron Jones

Cela jordan

Dan Jury

Mark Jury

Pascal Kern
Andre Kertesz
Alan KikuchiYngojo

by Jeff Silverthorne

RIGHT BEFORE YOUR EYES

This long list isn't just a bunch of names. These
are the artists — some young, some old, some
passed on through that tiny aperture in the sky
— whose works have been published in the
pages of SPOT. Not bad for a magazine that'’s
only been around for two and a half years. Of
course, we're aware of our omissions and of the
future. We're working on that.

With the number of photographic artists increas-
ing so quickly, it's not easy to keep up with all
the streams. That's what SPOT is for. To sort it
out a little, and to do it with pictures, to show
the work, not just to talk about it.

That doesn't mean the writing in SPOT is ne-
glected. We've worked hard to find knowledge-
able writers like Paul Hester, David Portz, April
Rapier, Ruth Schilling, Visionary Joe, and many
others. Writers so different from one another

they can hardly sit in the same room together.

For writers like these, and for photographers
who never thought twice about whether pho-
tography has anything to do with art, SPOT is
the center.

For our readers, SPOT is a guide to what's going
on in the volatile word of drawing with light.
Don't miss an issue. Subscribe now.

e sassae s e T s R e Ty
Make sure you receive your copy of SPOT by having it mailed.
Send check or money order to Subscriptions, SPOT, Houston
Center for Photography, 1441 W, Alabama, Houston TX 77006.

Subscription — $12/year (4 issues)
Canada & Mexico §16. Cther foreign 328 {air mail)

NAME

STREET

CITY/STATE/ ZIP
RN W W

Robert King

Jashi Klein

Mark Klett
George Krause
Philip Lamb
Xavier Lambours
Dorothea Lange
Gilles Larrain
Rod Lazorick
Russell Lee

Lynn Lennon
Cynthia Gano Lewis
Q. Winston Link
Maud Lipscomb
Sarah Lipscomb
Litterst-Dixon
Kinney Littlefield
Fred Lonidier
MANUAL

Man Ray

Paul Martin

Ron Martin

Harry Mattison
MNeil Maurer
Moira McCarthy
Peter McClennan
Sam McColloch
Muffy McLanahan
Susan Meiselas
Ray Metzker
Pedro Meyer

Judy Miller

Henry Mitchell
Arthur 5. Mole
Margaret Moore
Pamela Morris
Goro Makamura
Wayne Narr
Marie Paule Negre
Mario Cravo Meto
Floris MNeususs
Beaumont Mewhall
Mic Micosia
Micholas Mixon
Anne Noggle
Barbara Morfleet
Morth & Lenny
Maureen O'Malley
Alice Odilon
Orlan

Gordon Parks
Renger Patzsch
Henry G Peabody
Mary Peck

Cian Peebles
Claire Peeps
Irving Penn

Gilles Peress
Stephen Petagorsky
Pierre et Gilles
Pam Pitt

Eliot Porter
David Portz

April Rapier
Larry Reese
Linda Robbenolt
Holly Raberts
Joseph Rock
Rebecca Ross
Richard Ross
Edwin & Louise Rosskay
|eff Rowe

Janice Rubin
Debra Rueb
Robin Sachs

Sam Samore

Beth Schianger
Linda Schleeht
Frank Schlueter
Charles Schorre
Sandra Schwimmer
Sandra Semchuk
Susan Shaw

Shaw & Sons
Cindy Sherman
|eff Silverthorne
Aaron Siskind
Luther Smith
Fredenck Sommer
Philippe Soussain
Sylvain Soussain
Edward Steichen
Sharon Stewart
Lou Stournen

Ira Strickstein
Barry Sturrock
Maurice Tabard
Brian Taylor

Jehn D. Thomas
Otmar Thorman
George Tice

Jim Tiebout
Carrie Tucker
Bela Ugrin

Burke Uzzle
Pedro Valtierra
Visionary Joe
Christian Vogt
Trina von Rosenvinge
Ellen Wallenstein
C.E. Watkins
Wendy Watriss
Delmar Watson
Todd Webb
Weegee

Minor White
Wichert

Casey Willams
John Wimberley
Geoff Winningham
Garry Winogrand
Marion Post Wolcot
Ann Wulff
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