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HCP Fellowship Exhibition

IRl Ayl HCP welcomes participants to

another extraordinary interna-

tional festival of photography!

JOIN HCP!
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Complete the membership form and maill to:

Houston Center for Photography 1441 West Alabama Houston, Texas 77006
For more Information: 713-5294755 Fax 713-529-9248

E-mail: hephoto@insync.net  Website: www.medlaplace.com,/hep
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Join HCP or upgrade your membership at the $300 level and, in addition
to all the great benefits of membership, select a limited-edition print
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For further information please call 713/529-4755.
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PHOTOGRAPHY
and the Fragility of

DAVID JACOBS

On Tuesday, September 11, airplanes
raped three of America’s best-known
buildings. The terrorists directed their
acts to well-rested Americans, knowing

that the amiable chatter of Katy or

Bryant would suddenly shift to pictures
of unspeakable acts. Megaton detona-
tions went off in the minds of millions of
TV watchers. It was mass-mediated rape.
The images of the towers have been

endlessly replayed. Already, we can't

count the number, and there are miles
to go before we sleep. Many people seem
insatiable in their need to revisit them.
Some are moved to sadness, others to

anger, and still others feel numbness, But

in all cases our relationship to the images
has changed through repetition. At first

we didn't have a category for the |‘.-i(ll|l't‘.\'.

We turned up the volume — maybe Katie
or Bryant could explain. But once we

could frame the images, hours |

Iy O

the tenth or fifi
I

feel these pictures on the hundredth

:th viewing, their impact

1. How did we see and know and

viewing? Or the thousandth?

Years from now, a handful of photo-
gruph:‘. will represent this historical
maoment, much as iconic images like
Dorothea Lange's Migram Mother stands
for the Depression or raising the flag at
Iwo Jima for American victory in World
War IL. In the current moment, we are

attuned to the complexities and uncer-

tainties of the situation. But in the future

we'll know how it turned out, and the
images that survive — the burning tow-
ers, the firemen raising the flag amidst
the rubble of the World Trade Center,
the upside down man falling from the
burning tower — these images will serve
as symbols for moments of our sadness,
uncertainties, and fears.

All history flirts with reductionism

and over-simplification: we never can

grasp, much less communicate, the whole
package. But with phumgm.phic klmwi:lg
there is the additional burden of familiar-

ity. We are introduced to photography on

d.ny one soon after the .~.|;|p on the bun
comes the camera'’s flash into our still-
closed eyes, Photographs become natural
to us, and as we take them for granted

they enter us all the more powerfull

The “we™ in the above sentences is an
American “we” — the “we” who watch
TV and use instant cameras and tape
snapshots on the fridge. But there are
other “we's” with other ways of knowing.
When the
power in Afghanistan they banished
T

Afghanis didn't have electricity, much

iban took the reigns of

1 largely gratuitous act, since most

less the means to own a TV, Most Afgha-
nis don't even know what their leader,
Mullah Omar, looks like, since he has
never been photographed.

know a lmu[

Imagine what Afgha
us, and how they know what they know.,
Can we conjure their image-free knowl-
edge of their culture? Or ours? Do they

have a concept of what the World Trade

Center was, or what it has become? Have
most of them even heard of it?
On the other hand, how do we imag-

ine them, limited as we are to a handful

of canned images of dusty streets, and a
staged video of a :iln'[ling.
benign looking Bin Laden?

If Ameri

an jets fly over
Afghanistan, the Afghanis
will know what they're secing
and hearing. They don't need
images for that: they felt
them close at hand during
the war with the U.5.5.R. But
they will have little under-
standing of how our fighters
come to be there, in much
the same way that we struggle
to understand the intense

hatred

id self-sacrificing
commitment that led terror-
ists to steer planes into our
'|u|i|<,ling.\. In our UI'Ign'lllt‘,
failure to understand one

another, war may be waged

for a long time to come.

THE ABOVE ARTICLE RAN AS
A GUEST EDMTORIAL IN THE
HOUSTON CHRONICLE ON
SUNDAY, SEPTEMBER 23, 2001,

THREE MONTHS LATER

Since my Houston Chronicle article
appeared three months ago, the Taliban
have been routed, flags continue to fly
and '|!hl]ii!l.{f.lph."~ of hlll']lillg towers and
firemen raising the flag appear every-
where. Meanwhile, Afghanis have

re-entered the media world, in s

i

CASCeS |i1:'r;ll|}-' di ging up TV sets that

had been buried after the Taliban
gained control. Whether the citizens of
Afghanistan are drawn more to CNN
or Al-Jazeera Bush or Bin Laden — is,
however, an open question,

During the days of commercial-free
TV coverage that followed September 11,

Americans experienced events as they

unfolded with relatively little mediation.
Broadcasters were scriptless, politicians
were improvising and occasionally one
even heard that rarest of televised utter-
ances: "I don’t know.” We were all histori-
ans, sifting through uncharted, unnamed
territory in search of footholds and
categories. As masks fell away, everyday
posturing gave way to emotional authen-
ticity, Much like the days following the
John Kennedy assassination, TV created

a sense of community, a set of shared
experiences born of grief and confusion.
People talked about life and death instead
of the bottom line: e-mail boxes were del-

uged; sales of cell phones soared. Even

Congress s

1g together and proclaimed
their brotherhood. We were brought
together in the immediacy of the
moment, and, like the events of 1963,
rked for many a

the experience

passage from innocence to experience,



But in the intervening months
the aura has faded, in part because the
passage of time always helps us move
beyond grief. Politicians have urged us
to travel, thp, eat out and return to nor-
malcy. And repetition has played a role,
whether in the form of endlessly replayed
9/11 images, ceaseless talking heads on
the TV, innumerable celebrity tributes,
music concerts or patriotic pageantry in
virtually every major sporting event since
mid September. The cumulative impact

upon many is a state of numbness. The

emotions born of real-time, present-tense

experience have become less spontancous
and more formalized. For example, in the
days immediately following September 11
countless millions flew the flag, among
them middle-aged people who 30 years
ago would have utterly spurned any such
display. It was a spontaneous act, born
of genuine emotion, But in the days that
followed, this reflex became increasingly
gestural as newspapers printed full-page
flags, mass-produced lapel pins became
widely available, flags sprouted on web-
sites and sports equipment and TV sales-
men ﬂl](i women I'II,'{[I,'{,"’CL‘[.{ ||1L']n_‘it!|\'{.'ﬁ
in flags as they hawked cars and mat-
tresses during “patriotic sales.” As so
often occurs in American culture, eco-
nomics took over. What began as a
direct expression of private shock
and grief became institutionalized.
Powerful images were dominant in
the days following September i, but
the months since have been less visually
intense. To be sure, few images in the

history of photography can match the

graphic and emotional power of the
burning towers or the firemen raising the
flag. But anthrax created fear and panic
mare through the imagination than rep-
resentation. How, after all, do you depict
anthrax? Newspapers and news programs
played (and replayed) block-lettered
envelopes addressed to Senator Daschle
and others or pictures of microscopic
critters that could have been amoeba

or spermatozoa, for all most of us knew.
Regarding the war itself, in the first weeks
of bombing very few pictures emerged
from Afghanistan. Images were tightly
controlled, both
for security and
propaganda pur-
poses, as is nor-
mally the case
during times of
war, The War on
Terrorism that we
saw on TV and
front pages was
nearly as abstract

as the green tinted
images that repre-
sented our attack
on Irag during the
Gulf War. In both
cases, war was kept
at a safe distance
and the gore was
minimized.

And then there

is Bin Laden, who

has adroitly eluded

commandaos, satel-
lite detection and
our Inngu.t'.l tele-
photo lenses. He is

as much in control

of his image as he is of his impassioned
followers, allowing himself to be seen
only when it behooves him. It has

become clear, in the process, that the

Bush administration is VEry jiltory about
the power of his visage and words, After
the first bin Laden tape was released in
October, the Bush administration tried

ions from

to dissuade the news organiz

ing it except in highly edited snip-
pets. Networks were encouraged to show
still images taken from the video rather
than the full footage. This past Decem-
ber, the Bush administration held back
another tape for over two weeks, claiming
that they wanted to study it thoroughly
for intelligence purposes and to assure

an accurate translation into English.

Two weeks seems like an awfully long
time to achieve these rather modest goals.
The suppression of such images has

always been problematic, but especially
soin the age of satellite transmission and
glabally accessible television. During
World War II, photographers like Robert

Capa and W, Eugene Smith conveyed the
gritty realities of the battlefield in photo-
graphs that were promptly published in
magazines around the world. As for ogres
and tyrants, pictures of Mussolini, Hitler
and goose-stepping Nazis were pervasive
in the print media and newsreels through-
out the 19308 and 1940s. Roosevelt,
Churchill and other Allied leaders felt
little need to suppress such images.

Nor, for that matter, did the Johnson or
Nixon administrations try to suppress
photographs during the Vietnamese war,
even though images from Vietnam often
worked direct

against their efforts to
justify an increasingly unpopular war.
Unlike Vie

ism enjoys extraordinary support among

nam, the War on Terror-

Americans, and Bush’s poll numbers are
off the charts. Accordingly, the Bush
administration’s clumsy efforts to control
what Americans see of their enemy is
especially remarkable. After all, the bin
Laden tapes were broadcast in their
entirety to much of the rest of the world.
Did Washington fear that we couldn’t
handle them? That we'd be swept away
by the charismatic bin Laden? Are Amer-
icans less well equipped than the rest of
the world to distinguish shit from man-
na? In a country that so deeply values its
freedoms, why should our government
patronize its own citizenry?

On a brighter note, a few days after
September 11 The New York T
publishing short profiles of people who

1es began

perished in the terrorist attacks. Entitled
Portraits in Grief, the series ran daily
lhrnugh December 31 and on an occa-
sional basis since (the whole series is
available at nytimes.com/portraits). These
sketches, though they appear in America’s
most prominent newspaper, are essential-
ly private. We learn only in passing of the
victims’ jobs and little if anything of their
educational background, accomplish-
ments and the like. The victims are
described l|1rnng|1 salient details -

how they loved coaching little league,

lml'cling to [)i.linc).'L'md. huw]'lllg. _\'hup-
ping at K-Mart, playing Bach inventions,
gardening or baking chocolate tortes.
Their love of family, and especially their
children, recurs in many of the sketches.
The accompanying phumgmphs are not
studio-made pictures of well-dressed,

carefully coiffed men and women that

might appear in quarterly reports or, for

that matter, in typical obituaries. Instead,

they are classic snapshots, casually seen
and sometimes out of focus; the kinds of
pictures that are creased, tattered and
carried in wallets. The framing is tight on
each face, and every face is smiling. Some
of these people look just as goofy as the
rest of us do in our family albums and
home videos.

The Times series testifies to the scope
of the World Trade Center tragedy. It in
large measure avoids sentimentalism
while pointing to the inestimable human
loss, both in the dead themselves, and the
countless thousands of others who were
directly touched by their deaths. The
series is a great leveler, a paean to democ-
racy that would make Walt Whitman
swell with pride. Here are cooks, bonds
salesmen, firefighters, businesswomen,
students, policemen, foreign envoys, mail
carriers, grandmaothers, janitors, execu-
tives, florists and sales people who lefi
their homes that day, went to work or

hopped a plane and never returned.

Their lives are described through the
people and activities they valued and
loved. As a [ul;3|i1:f'1 the series

evolved into a new kind of elegy,

an affirmation of the simple,

fragile beauties of life.
DAVID L. JACOBS TEACHES ART AT

THE UNIVERSITY OF HOUSTON.

PHOTOGRAPHS COURTESY OF THE
AMERICAN RED CROSS.
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WAR PHOTOGRAPHY

ANDREW E. NELSON

“We understand events through narrative, but
we remember events through photographs,”

said Susan Sontag, in her late-October lecture,
Regarding Other Peopie’s Pain: War and Pholog-
raphy, at the Museum of Fine Arts, Houston,

War photography was the stated topic of the
lecture, but Sontag, her trademark silver stripe
naw largely faded into a silvering background, told
the audience that she was speaking from a work

that was very much in progress. At the center of
that work (or at one of its centers) is an engoing
reconsideration of some of the arguments from
her 1577 essay collection, On Photography.

She described that reconsideration as one that
was overtly inspired by September 11, 2001, and by
other recent experiences. Her audience, just six
weeks after the attacks, was still awash in images,
still and video, of the attacks in New York City
and Washington, D.C. CNN was still broadcasting,
every few minutes, footage of airplanes winging
into silver buildings. Lest we forget why we
were watching.

Sontag spoke without visual aids, and the
lecture roamed across a number of subjects —
reflecting what Edward Hirsch described in his
introduction as her “keen and scrupulous intellect”
and "insatiable curiosity.” For the purposes of this
essay, | have broken her talk into a few loose
themes; they should not necessarily be understood
to follow the sequence or structure of her talk.

HORROR SATURATION

In the first minutes and hours after the attacks
on the World Trade Center and as stunned news-
gathering organizations dug into the extended
improvisation that would become months of
exhaustive coverage, New Yorkers on the street
were asked what they had seen and what

they felt.

And, stunned, they described where they
were when they heard, mentioned acquaintances,
friends, in-laws and spouses unaccounted for,
gave inarticulate voice to confusion about an
event without precedent.

“It weas like ...," said countless witnesses, and
they mentioned maovies, Hollywood thrillers with
big budgets and big stars and the most special of
effects. And across the nation, even through a fog
of confusion and griet, the anxious cognoscenti
cringed and dlucked and spoke of the triviality of
the references, and described a nation whose abil-
ity to discern and experience reality — the gravest
of reality, reality in its ugliest cloak — was perma-
nently crippled by too much big-e Entertainment.

On Photography, Sontag’s seminal 1977 book
of essays, had helped to articulate this mindset. In
this lecture she summarized her 1977 argument:
that “in an image-saturated world, images make
us less able to respond o other images. They
transfix, anesthetize and after repeated exposure
become less real; the attraction wears off.”

In her lecture, however, Sontag drew away

from this argument. When people invoked the
spectacular, she said — even the commonly spec-
tacular, like Hollywood action films — to explain
their horror at the September 11th attacks, it
didn't make their feelings any less acute. Rhetor-
ically ham-handed, perhaps, but not any less
authentic or significant.,

Furthermore, Sontag's own feelings about
September 11th weren't changing, despite heavy
exposure to images of what had transpired —
she wasn't inured to the idea of passenger planes
flying into the World Trade Center; she wasn't feel-
ing better, and she wasn't feeling less sensitive to
the power of the images.

sexuality, post-mortem documentation, blood-spat-
tered murder scenes and the like, lightly veneered
with scholarly essays. But the shoppers who fill

his Paris book boutique and thumb through his
display copies aren't reading the essays. | didn’t,
anyway.

REALITY, TRANSMITTED

(REALER THAN REAL)

Sontag posed a question about the photographing
of war: to what extent is war made real because of
photographs? Or more broadly, to what extent
does war enler our consciousness and become a
factor in our thinking and our behavior as a result
of photographs? Sontag used the example of war-
fare in post-colonial Africa to assert that photo-
graphs are required for an event to exist. She
asserted that the western world knows about the
horrors of Biafra, Rwanda and Sierra Leone
through the trail of catastrophic photojournalism
that tracked them; Angola, however, is less real

“We understand events through narrative, but we remember
events through photographs,” said Susan Sontag, in her late-
October lecture, Regarding Other People’s Pain: War and
Photography, at the Museum of Fine Arts, Houston.

PRURIENCE (PORN)

Another element of the argument against the mak-
ing {or at least the distribution) of images of suf-
fering, death, war and mayhem helds that such
pictures are by their nature obscene, appealing to
the basest of tastes and instincts, and for that rea-
son should be kept from the public eye. For a
recent example, CBS News was roundly criticized
for its decision to broadcast video footage of peo-
ple plummeting from the burning towers of the
World Trade Center.

A searing still image of a man falling (or leap-
ing) from a tower appeared in The New York
Times on September 12th. Thie man, recognizably
burned, wearing black pants, boots, a white shirt,
fell headfirst past the shining steel of the tower. |
studied the piciure intently. Was my interest pruri-
ent — in response to a porographic fascination
with a damaged person? Was my interest rooted in
the physics of the fall, the way the man was falling
head-first, arms back, right leg tucked jauntily?
Was it curipsity about mortality, Hamlet examining
ot Yorick’s skull, but his face as the down drew
his |ast breath?

It was probably all of the above. Sontag paint-
ed out that human curiosity about death and the
dead is nothing new, and nothing new as a topic
for examination, either. In the Republic, Boak IV,
Plato used the example of Leontius, walking past
the ity walls and caught by the sight of the bodies
of executed criminals.

“... For a time he resisted and veiled his head,
but overpowered in despite of all by his desire,
with wide staring eyes he rushed up to the corpses
and cried [to his eyes), There, ye wretches, take
your fill of the fine spectacle!”

It is a telling and utterly contemporary lock
at the coexistence of desire and revulsion in the
human heart, provoked by a single stimulus. The
publisher Benedikt Taschen has made this balanc-
ing act into a commercial niche, publishing richly
printed books of photographs depicting fetishistic

to us, as little photographic evidence escaped
that conflict.

The history of warfare in the age of photogra-
phy would seem to bear out this assertion. While
photographs were made of the Crimean War
(1B54-1856) , the American Civil War was the first
in which photographs were taken that depicted
death on a grand scale, and that were then widely
reproduced and distributed, as in (Alexander) Gar-
dener’s Photographic Sketch Book of the Civil War
(1866). Such clashes as the Battle of Antietam {or
at least its aftermath) were recorded, in large-plate
detail, and the necessarily abstract figure of
20,000 casualties” became attached to swollen
overcoated corpses lying in the mud.

But for technological reasons and because of
the formal dance of photojournalism and wartime
censorship, the crowning moment for contempo-
rary war photojournalism would come in the Viet-
nam War, when photographers were given largely
free rein to record the conflict and its costs. The
Vietnam War was brought tidily home in
Newsweek and Time, and through film footage
broadcast across dining room tables at heme, And
through such reportage an independent view of
what transpired there made it back to the States,
playing a role in the antiwar movement that is
difficult to overstate. Photojournalism helped to
make Vietnam a very Real conflict, introducing a
lewel of confusion about that war — debate about
the nature of mid-century American military and
foreign policy — that has not appreciably receded
in the ensuing decades.

ACTIVISM

Sontag pointed out that compellingly graphic
depictions of misery and suffering — like that of
civilians killed and wounded during Vietnam —

are nothing new, and predate by millennia the
invention of photography. Religious art, for exam-
ple, with its depictions of Christ crucified and myri-
ad saints in mid-martyrdom, spares no detail in

their overt effort to educate and convert. These
renderings do not, however, depict the sufferings
of Christ and St. Sebastian as something that
should be stopped; rather, they celebrate the
suffering. That suffering is, after all, a necessary
element of the holiness of any martyr,

Goya, said Sontag, did something different.
His series, The Disasters of War, depicts the car-
nage of the Peninsular War, crying out in protest
through graphic depictions, circa 18081814, of the
human toll of Napoleon's invasion of Spain. Unlike
the religious art that preceded it, these drawings
depicted human suffering in wartime as something
unequivocally bad that should be stopped. Sontag
makes an explicit connection between Goya and
contemporary photojournalism: an activist
impulse. (In ane crucial difference, The Disasters
of War, were only published — as engravings — in
the 1860s; in contemporary photojournalism, the
lag between the making of a picture and its publi-
cation is closer to five hours than five decades.)

In 1995, Sontag spent time in Sarajevo, living,
along with the loose corps of photojournalists
there, in the shell-battered but relatively secure
Holiday Inn. These photojournalists were motivat-
ed by the desire to show the world what was hap-
pening in the disintegrating Yugoslavia, and in that
way provoke the international community to some
sort of action. In her talk, Sontag drew a straight
line from Goya, through the photographers of the
Spanish Civil War, through Vietnam-era photo-
journalists, through (in her words) the “catastro-
phe of post-colonial Africa” all the way to the
Sarajevo press corps and today's stars of activist
photojournalism: Sebastido Salgado, James
Nachtwey, Gilles Peress, Ron Haviv,

A work in progress doesn't necessarily beget
solid conclusions, But Sontag left her audience
with a few thoughts, She said that while it may
be true that the world is overfilled with things that
are awful, and that we are “invited to respend to
everything,” does it necessarily mean that we are
respanding to less? And Sontag answered that,
“No, the opposite is probably true.”

Sontag also posited that, "It is a goal in itself
to understand that humans are capable of inflict-
ing tremendous cruelty, and that no one has a
right to ignorance — ignorance may even be a
moral defect.” And the role of photographs?
“Photographs can't do the moral or intellectual
work for us, but they can start us on our way.”

In an aside, Sontag discussed the tension
between photography and realism, and the con-
undrum that photographs are instinctively under-
stood to depict what adually happened, rather
than an individual's highly selective view of the
event. Goya's engravings are understood as his
version of what happened; photographs, how-
ever, can't passibly lie. In the latter misunder-
standing lies the practically limitless power of
photography to expose and obscure the truth,
whatever it might turn out to be.

ANDREW E. NELSON IS A FREELANCE
WRITER BASED IN HOUSTON, TEXAS.



BENSON

SIMON JAMES

was down on the ground taking the film

Edutor’s Note: This article is based on the
author’s fnterview with Harry Benson in
London on November 18, 2001, The inter-
view was occasioned by the promotional
tour of Harry Benson's new book, | larry
Benson — Fifty Years in Pictures, pub-

lished by Harry N Abrams.

“I knew Bobby Kennedy; I liked him,”
says Harry Benson, “You always left Bob-
by wagging your tail. He always gave you
pictures. When we were on the road, and
we were on the road a lot, we'd go in and
have a drink with him. But yvou're always
prepared; and you know this was just a
few years after Dallas; and the memory
of Dallas was very much there,

I was in the Ambassador Hotel in
Los Angeles to cover Bobby's victory
speech in the California Primary. He'd
just finished his speech. And the quickest
way out of a room like that is to follow
the candidate. So I'm walking behind
him into the kitchens towards the rear
exit. And there was quite a crowd of us
and then in front of me a girl let out a
scream. And [ knew this was it. | never
heard the shots. And I turned round and
Bobby was going down. And | knew. The
pictures were taken from the kitchen hot

lel

» and I just kept saying to myself
“a thirtieth at two eight, wide open.”
And Ethel Kennedy is screaming for
him to be given air.

And then somebody threw me off the
hot p|.||u. And I was on the ground and
there’s a thing you always do. And you
learn the hard way, As soon as vou've tak
en certain pictures you get them out of
your camera fast. Because if a policeman
with a gun asks for your film you give it
to him. I want to photograph for LIFE

magazine; | don't want to die for it. 50 1

out of the camera and putting it in my
sock

hand and was just saying to him “I'm

By that time Ethel had hold of his

with you, balyy, I"'m with you,” But you
could see the blood pouring out of his
head. And then [ looked around and |
realized other people had been shot all
around me. After they took his body

away a girl came in and placed a cam-

Harry Bertson, Benkn Piall coming down, 1989
paign boater in the pool of his blood.
I never went to the hospital as [ knew
there was no point.”

“Photographers have asked me how
I could have taken the pictures 1 did of
Bobby Kennedy's shooting because he

was 5o nice. But I've always said that

when [ eventually get to where Bobby
is he'll have understood, because [ was
doing my job yvou know? I often wake
up at night, [ don’t mean having a night-
mare, but I go through the whole thing,
you know? I've never thought photogra-

phers like me are there to editorialize.

That's the job of the magazine or news-
paper. I'm there to take the photographs:
to tell the truth.”

Another of Benson's most moving
photographs was made only three
months earlier and also motivated by a
murder, when Martin Luther King’s wid-
ow Coretta and her four children accom-
panied his body back from Memphis to
Atlanta. Benson, who had previously met
King while covering civil rights marches,
says it was taken from some distance
away with a zoomm lens as the family
came together and paused for an instant
in the airplane doorway, Coretta Scott
King stands surrounded by darkness at
the back of the frame while her children
look out into an uncertain future in a
grouping that came together for an
instant while the rest of the press pack
were photographing the coffin coming
out of the plane’s hald.

Harry Benson is a tall, silver-haired
man who looks vounger than his 72
years. He says he began as a photogra
pher because he wasn’t very good at
school, He left when he was 13, “Not,” he
says, “because the family was poor, my
father was the curator of the Glasgow
Zoo; but because | was stupid. My point
being that T couldn’t be taught: 1 couldn’t

. It seems, however, that he was

grasp
quite capable of teaching himself, His
first picture, of a Roe Deer at the zoo,
published in the Glasgow Evening Times
in 1946. “I'd submitted it months earlier
and forgotten all about it. And then I was
on the train going home one Saturday
and the man sitting beside me had the
Evening Times and he opened it up and
there was my picture. | tried to get a job

on Glasgow papers but they wouldn't

have me
“My first job was on the Hamilton

Advertiser, a weekly newspaper. | worked

there for four years and it taught me dis-

cipline. But the Advertiser was like a dude



ranch compared with the work 1'd done
before that: getting the bus in to Glasgow
to photograph early morning weddings,
racing home to develop the films and
then rushing back to the receptions to
sell the still damp prints. While [ was
working on the Advertiser T got some
big ideas about myself. | used to take
the night train to London and take my
pictures round to the picture editors in
Fleet Street. The seventh or eighth time
of going down, just after seeing the pic
ture editor on the Daily Sketch, 1 noticed
a little smile on his face. And so 1 turned
to him and said, “There is a chance, isn't
there?” And he just nodded.

“Sure enough about two or three days
later he called me and asked me to cover
a very bad murder. The call came at 5:30
on a miserable winter’s evening to tell me
to go to a golf course where a girl’s body
had been found. By the time [ got there it
was dark so I had a look at the place and
went back very early the I'uHm-\.'inl__', ﬂ.l}'. 1
chatted to the policeman there, took a
couple of pictures not thinking much of
them and took them back and transmit-
ted them to London. If I'd arrived with
the boys we'd all have been kept 200
yards away, but because it was just me
and the one policeman | got close shots
of the scene. The pictures turned out to
be an exclusive. They made the front
pages in London and that was a tremen-
dous help to my carcer. After that [ cov
ered Scotland for the Daily Sketch for a
couple of years and then moved to work
as a staff photographer on the Sketch in

. London.”
“By 1964 | was working for the

Expr

and in Januvary I was sent to
Paris to cover The Beatles, They were
getting there at the time but hadn’t quite
made it. [ still wanted to cover hard news
and did all I could to get out of going,
but in the end the editor said “You're

going,” so off | went.

“In the George V Hotel after the show
one night The Beatles were all sitting
around, and Paul mentioned a pi[]nh.-
fight they'd had a few nights before. |
thought “that’s an idea for a picture,” but
I didn't want to tell them then because
there was another photographer there
from the Daily Mail. I wanted an exclu
sive shot. I'm always the first in and the
last out. Mo matter how mundane some-

thing looks, is, sounds or whatever, there

is always a good picture there, Maybe not
a truly great picture but there is always
something there,

Anyway a couple of nights later [ was
in the room, and Brian Epstein came in
with a cable saving that | Wanna Hold

Your Hand had gone to number one in

America. [t meant that they were going,
and they had an offer from the Ed Sulli-
van Show, which was really big time.
Then 1 suggested the pillow fight for a
picture, John Lennon said it was childish
and silly. Paul agreed with him. Then
Paul’s having a drink and John hits him
on the head from behind with a pillow
and off it went. | got the picture.

When they went to America | was
sent with them on the same pl.lnu_ With
The Beatles I did well, which is surprising
when you consider the amount of experi-
ence | had at the time. The pi|im\.‘ Iig]ll
was shot on a Rolleiflex with just a
bounce flash.”

leon, these days, is a much overused
waord but it is the only one that really fits
Benson's picture of the young, clean cut,

dressing gown and pajama clad Beatles

having a pillow fight. At the time The
Beatles, whose hair covered their ears and
came down to their shirt collars, were
considered radical. But in hindsight they
epitomize the quiet before the storm of
the youth generation to come: 1968 was
still four vears away.

As well as pushing Benson into the
mainstream and introducing him to New
York, his adopted home, The Beatles have

been featured across the breadth of his

career. He was in Chicago to photograph
Lennon when he made the famous state
ment about them being “more popular
than Jesus.” In 1987, uil.;hl yedrs after the
murder of John Lennon, in New York's
Attica Prison it was also Benson who
photographed Lennon's killer for a fea
ture in Peaple magazine. Three years later
still, in Switzerland after phulugmphing
Yoko Ono with her son, Benson was
asked to talk to Sean about being with
his father in the early years of his fame,
Drescribing Ono as intelligent, intuitive
and a loving mother, he reflects now
that he realized what Lennon saw in her,
The kiss is another shot that is
reprised several times through the new
book. It's a Benson staple and he does it
well: the Reagans kissing melt into the
maovie influence of a previous life, while
the Clintons seem to have separate agen-
das: there is love in Hillary's expression
but artifice in his. Michael Jackson by
contrast, kissing his new wife, Lisa Marie
Presley, is rather better made up than she
15 and careful 1o control the front of the

frame. She adopts a Madonna-like pose

with ease, yet Jackson'’s concentration
remains firmly fixed on the camera,
The marriage was a brief one.

As well as producing successful
pictures, the kiss turns out to be another
of the quiet man’s strategies for pushing
the envelope. Benson continues to discuss
his technique in boxing metaphors say-
ing: “If I can get them to kiss, uncon
sciously I've softened them up. Now |

can go somewhere else. It is just like a

bexer wearing an opponent down, You
are wearing down their guard in a nice
kind of way; at least | think it's nice.”
“I've always kept a distance between
myself and the people I'm photograph-
ing. I am always looking for the gray area:
the no-man's-land between me and the
subject. 1 am there to take their picture,
not to be their friend, and there are
boundaries not to be crossed. When peo-
ple call me after a shoot I never speak to
them until it’s published. And I never see
people an the night before a shoot. 1
don't want them to start figuring me out.
It's something I've learned from experi
ence; | don’t want to show them my
hand. It's better to go with people when
you are prepared for them but they are
not prepared for you, | also always try to
push the shoot a step further. I'm always
watching subjects and as soon as | see
them weakening I'll really go after them,
I'm not out to debunk them or to hurt
them; but 1 am going after them. It's my
job. Whoever said 1 was their friend? But
there again | don’t go out to be cruel, and

subjects are happy with that | LL‘L‘P that



distance as well. | know this was the
reason [ got on with Nixon and Reagan.
I was the friendly face in the enemy
camp. There is usually one that they
will allow access; and why not me?”
Talking about cameras, Benson says
he uses whatever the job demands, He
says he presently has no need of digital:

“IF I need them quickly Tt

¢ them to
the one hour processor.” But there isa

time for automation as he feels that the
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Harry Bemson, Bl and' M Chnafon, 1995

Hasselblad is by no means easy to focus
in difficult circumstances: “I was in Israel,
photographing Ariel Sharon for Vanity
Fair, and | started off using the Hassel-
blad but had to say forget it. It's too slow
for dealing with somebody who was get-
ting irritated. So | stopped and got my
assistant to get rid of the Hasselblad and

I switched to 35mm. And I had one 35mm
on manual and another set on program
and auto-focus, The manual camera
came in about 50 percent, which is usual-

ly the way when you are bracketing, The

Hairy Berson, The Becties, 1964
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one set on program came in about g9
percent: even the ones you wouldn't
expect. It does work.”

|I'.|113.'thi|1p,_ Benson seems to be in
competition with himself rather than

others. Talking a

ain about technique

he says, 1 don't want to work in one way

all the time. Photographically I always

want to put the camera in a place where

it hasn't been before. | don't like always

working within my strengths. 1 like to

7

N

work on my weak side. I don't take
but I take
» seriously; very seriousl

myself too seriously

what I

His famous pictures of screen idol
Garbo came about entirely by accident
when the owner of the next chalet down
the beach mentioned in conversation that
the legend would be there the following
week. Benson canceled his travel arrange-
ments and shot the pictures from a boat,
paparazzi style without the knowledge

of the camera-shy actress.
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On other occasions he moves into
the harsher areas of photejournalistic
practice. In the mid 19905 he visited the
Balkans, .\htmling in Croatia, Bosnia,

Macedonia and Kosovo. In 1993 he was

in Somalia, while a decade earlier Benson

was in Ru Hsian-tn‘uupir_'lf .'U.Hh.'lllihlilrl.
photographing Russian prisoners of
the Afghan Mujahideen.

When questioned today about

what he would like to do next, he says he
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always wants to try and take the difficult
picture, He talks about pictures that
maove, by which he means he likes his

nages to tell a story. In the hands of the
few real masters, the camera, any camera,
becomes a “funnel for the harvest of nar-
rative, or purll.‘lph‘ emotion,” and Benson
is an undoubted master. In 1961, for
example he was sent to Berlin to photo-
graph a wall being built around the West-
ern controlled part of the city, He came
back with a piece of history: a close shot
of a young East German bricklayer help-
ing to wall in an ideclogy. However, 28
years later, at the point of the hated wall’s
removal Benson was there again, on this
occasion equipped with the experience of
the yes

gathering the frustrated rage of
a woman, who had lived her entire life in
its shadow, as she tried to break a small
portion of it down with her bare hands
and a rock.

Asked if he's ever taken a deliberately

tive or uncomplin

l.'ll'}' EJ(ITlr-'Ii[ l]l.
a subject, Benson says he really doesn't
think he can. He will take a critical pic-
ture, but determinedly refuses to take
what he describes as a cheap shot. He

s, 1 like pictures with an edge: that is
what I'm l[ml&ing for. But it is not just
that. I want to show a photograph but |
wanlt people to think there’s something
else happening outside the picture: that
there is something else going on. T want
my subjects to be what they are, not what
I think they should be, There comes a

time when you :

e photographing people

when the real self starts to emerge. They
start to adopt the poses that make them

what they are. For instance, a subject

might not want o appear wea front
of pL'nph:; I mean you look at the staff
around them and they're all on edge and
you know you're getting there. But [ will
never take the sort of ;;hl:up shot where
a subject is standing unaware in front of
a sign with “loser” or something like that
written on it. | want to get as close as |
can. | want to get to the inner sanctum,
I want to get into the bedroom. The Eliz-
abeth Taylor picture was all right. I didn’t
have much time with her because she'd
just had her head cut in two; but it's a
picture | like. It's a very unusual |li|.'ll||'c
for a celebrity but Elizabeth Taylor
marches to her own drummer. And |

[|mug|‘ﬂ she'd do it”

Fifty years long time in ;1!1)'{1111[}"3
career but for Benson it is obvious that
the candle has some way yet to burn,
When asked if there is one shot he hasn’t
yet taken, he pauses for a moment, lean-
ing back in the chair and smiling: “I'd
like to photograph the Pope; first thing in
the morning, having his breakfast in bed,
reading the sports pages. Now that would
be a great picture.”

Benson is there by consent yet it takes
more than that. Much of his strategy

seems to hang upon an innate under-

standing of people. And all his subjects,
be they idolized or reviled, king or com-

moner, mannequin or mistress, celebrity

or murderer, are afforded an equal
respect, good-mannered courtesy and
patient charm. And they are equally free
to surrender a rather more telling picture
than they intend to the quiet man with
his finger on the shutter release.

SIMON JAMES IS A WRITER AND PHOTOG

RAPHER LIVING AND WORKING IN LON-
DON, ENGLANID,
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5 FILMS BY ROBERT FRANK:

RECENT AND RESTORED

THE Museum oF FINE ArTs, HOUSTON
Houston, TEXAS

SEPTEMBER g, 16 AND 23, 2000

TRACY STEPHENSON

When Robert Frank won the Hasselblad

Interna

Gunilla Knape, director of the Hasselblad
Center in (iih.‘t'!m'l.;P Sweden, declared
Frank as "one of today’s leading visual
artists. He has contributed to a renewal

in the fields of both documentary and

BAE BREMM

7t Fig

onal Photography Prize in 1996,

fine art photography and ‘independent

American film art.” With his relentless
search for the truth in his work, Robert
Frank exposes reality in a way that causes
viewers to examine the subject more
closely. When people look at his art, he
wants them to feel the way they do when
they go back to a line of poetry. The
majority of Frank's films are intensely
personal, revealing a deep kinship with

the Beat emphasis on a broadly

Robert Frank, stills from viden / Remember, 1598
auto/biographical thematic, All of Frank's
films require close attention and their
effect benefits from repeated viewings;
each has a personal message that resists
interpretation and leaves the filmmaker
an enigma forever trapped on the other
side of the lens.

Robert Frank moved from photog-

raphy to filmmaking when he became

concerned that he would repeat himself
if he continued to take only stll pictures.
Friend and filmmaker Rudy Wurlitzer
said that with each new project Frank
“constantly resurrects himself like a

phoenix — he rein-

1 silver photograph

ts himself again
(4] I-ll'ld ot IIII\\' Ty
look at things.”

The Museum of
Fine Arts, Houston
OWns one ﬂ-f l!'ll' mast
extensive collections
and archives of photo
graphs by Robert
Frank. These outstand-

ing holdings are the

basis of the exhibition,
Robert Frank: A Retro-
spective from the Collee-
tion of the Muscum

of Fine Arts, Houston.
The exhibition features
images chronicling
Frank's career, from
his early pictures of
Europe in the late
19408, to his searing

views of America in the

mid-1950s, to the late

Polaroid self-portraits

and prints of his family and homes in
Mew York and Nova Scotia. In conjunc-
tion with the exhibition, the museum’s
film department presented 5 Films by
Robert Frank: Recent and Restored on
consecutive Sundays in September. The
program included Frank's latest short
films, Flamingo (1997), The Present
(1996, I Remember (1998), Sanyu (1999)
and a recently restored print of About
Me: A Musical (1971),

Eager to explore the intersection
between photography and filmmaking,
artists often cross boundaries in ways
that throw critics off balance and leave
audiences slightly puzzled. Frank's ten-
dency to combine documentary and
narrative fiction often makes his films
impossible to classify. As in the case of
About Me: A Musical, the intended sub-
ject matter is abandoned in favor of a
more personal choice. As the film begins,
the titles onscreen .L(krlnwh'dgu the film

was made with support from the Ameri-

can Film Institute while the voice-over

rration by Frank states, "My project
was to make a film about music in Amer-
1ca. Well — fuck the music. 1 just decided
to make the film about myself.” To fur-
ther complicate matters, Frank decides a
woman will play him in the film, Aboe
Me: A Musical does not completely ignore

American music; in fact, many scenes of

music making are included as expressions
of personalities and gestures of self-asser-
tion. Frank intercuts footage of various
impromptu musical performances with
fucr[.'lgu of his female alter ego, “real”
footage of the making of the film, and
sound bites of Frank himself narrating
his feelings about his purpose. For Frank,
music is another form of self-expression,

one that communicates in some n

nner,
but which also brings people in closer
contact with themselves, This also means
bringing people closer to nature, espe-
cially in the cultural context of the 19605

iterculture. Not surprisingly, many of

the musical sequences are filmed out of
doors — rather than in a concert hall.

In the film, Frank {played by Lynn
Reyner wrapped in a chenille bedspread)

demonstrates the desire to escape his rep-

utation as a photographer of spe
types of American imagery, a reference

to The Americans, Frank's landmark book
of photographs taken across the country
in the 19505, As Frank/Reyner dumps a
drawer full of photographs onto the bed,
he/she 5;])'5.."']'[1.1!':» it, that’s my past. |
have to get rid of all this shit — [ can
make a musical out of it.” When those

around F

ank/Reyner protest the “dis
missal” of his work, the photographer
leaves the room indifferent to their

praise, It is as if Frank wants to escape



his association with the still {photo-

phic) world and enter a more active

{flm) one. As most of the music in the

film is not E1r[1ft.'!i& wnal, E'N:rfurmcti by

streel musici

ans, and Frank's violin p

ing, real-life L'ulnp.'llliul'l June Leaf, its
improvisation and heartfelt presentation
communicates honesty. The sequence
involving a group of five incarcerated
black convicts singing a gospel song
perhaps best demonstrates this honesty:
cut off from society and their cultural
roots, the men sing as an expression

of their desires and their freedom as
human beings.

The other short films in the series

deal with autobiographical elements from
Frank’s later life. As an aging artist and a
parent who has lost both of his children,
Frank grows more reflective and intro-
spective in his more recent video proj-
ects. In The Present (1996), Frank
wonders if he is able to find a story to
tell. He reconsiders themes that have
influenced his work, reflects on the death
of his children, visits friends, and con-

ist's soul,

templates the solitude of an a

He see o be taking inventory of his
life and creating a list of things to accom-
plish; the present is not only a gift to

viewers, it is a reminder to live life to

Robent Frank, stills from film Samaz 1999

the fullest. In Flamingo (1997), Frank

creates a “poetic diary recording the

construction of a new foundation for

his house in Nova Scotia.” The seven-
minute short takes inventory of the
artist’s home while reflecting his need

to remain active through the upheaval

Robent Frank, 7 Slester Street NYC September 1993, Gelatin siber pholograph

of nature/life/remodeling. Frank's predic-

tion that he “will see more” from the
higher view once the construction is
complete is an optimistic promise of
new \.\'nrk 1o Come.

I Remember (1998) is a charming
reenactment of Frank’s visit to the

home of photographer Alfred Stieglitz

-
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(1864-1946). The cast comprises June

Leaf as Georgia O'Keeffe, Jerome Sother

1k himself as

as Robert Frank and |
Stieglitz. The s-minute short details an
afternoon of lunch and photography at
the home of the artists.

Frank's most recent video, Sanyu
(19949), is per-
haps his most
melancholic.
Chinese artist
Cl

12 Tu,
known in
France as Sanyu
(1901-1966),
attracted the
interest of Chi-
nese modernists
in the 19308 by
synthesizing
ancient painting
tools and aes-
thetics with the
maodern art of contemporary Europe.
Sanyu and Frank became friends when
they exchanged studios in Paris and
New York to save money. Frank includes
dramatic and documentary scenes set in
taris and chronicles his trip to Taipei to
attend the Sotheby’s auction of Sanyu's

paintings. Frank questions friends about

Rabert Frank, stlls from the film The Present 1598

the nature of success and reflects upon

Sanyu's belated popularity 30 years after

mysterious death. He is nostalgic and
reverent when examining paintings by
Sanyu in his own collection, while com-
menting on the impersonal way in which
the modern art world deals with the

work. Frank's explanation of his friend’s

self-destruction appears to be based on
Sanyu's lack of self-confidence and
inability to continue working in the face

of poverty. An actor portraying Sanyu

declares, “If you don't think about your
dreams, they will 2o .'n.\'.l.}'." I’urhnp.\ Frank
believes his friend gave up on his dreams,
vet in doing so achieved the success he
deserved.

By incorporating documentary
with fiction, voice-over narration, and
dramatic re-creations of memories,

Robert Frank presents his version of

truth while remaining ambiguous about
his own presence. When he does venture
in front of the camera as alter ego, narra-
tor, actor, or interviewer, Frank continues
o quest ion audiences whether or not
whalt is onscreen is accurate. As he says
in an earlier film, “I'm always looking
outside, trying to look inside. Trying to
tell something that's true. But maybe
nothing is really true. Except what's out
there — and what’s
out there is always
changing.”

TRAUY STEPHENSUN
IS5 THE CURATORIAL

ASSISTANT FOR THE
FILM DEPARTMENT

OF THE MUSEUM
OF FINE ARTS,
HOUSTOMN
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THE METEOROLOGY OF

MEMORY

FERNANDO CASTRO-RAMIREZ

The bountiful cloud that vanishes at
Sunset is onr image.

Fromm Clawels by Jorge Lns Borges

If by accident, illness or the simple
aggression of time, we were totally
deprived of memories, the beings bearing
the depleted minds that would result
could hardly be us. In fact, these memo-
ry-less beings would probably not be
regarded as persons at all. Such beings
with no remembrance of things past
would more properly be regarded as
automatons. Memory is essential to

our lives as persons. After all, memories
are the repositories of our knowledge

of the world, the sparks of our emotions,
the cement of our humanity, Moreover,
as humans we share a strong intuition
that one cannot face the present nor the
future devoid of memories because such
deficit terminally compromises our

“selves.”

Someone might dream thar
remembering and forgetting

can be acts of the will, rather

than aggressions or gifts of chance.

From S

e meight ddrearn by Jo

Memory has been implicitly or c'xp“.x‘-
itly recurring in Pablo Soria’s eenvre for
years often taking a defining role in his
projects. This remark can either be an
empty platitude or a meaningful insight
into this artist’s creative process, If the
former, it can be as harmless as the dic-
tum that all novels are autobiographical,
For the argument could be made: how
can Soria’s work not be about something
he remembers? To show that the remark
is not trivial and truly insightful, we
offer this essay.

Not many years ago, when Soria
was more a painter than a photographer,
he painted a series of enigmatic works

showing maps, books, crosses and bones

The Photographic Work of Pablo Soria

{both human and animal). One of these
works, Two Candles _."(J.l' Ana 1993, is a
painting inside a painting. It shows two
candles around a painted frame of a
painting of a dark room occupied by

a small human figure, presumably Ana.

Although candles are intrinsically con-
sumable whereas bones are a vestige that
endures death, in this painting the visual
resemblance between the two is striking.
The title informs us that the candles are
either an offering for a live Ana or per-

haps 1 memoriam a defunct Ana. Either

way, the candles burn in order to keep
Ana in mind; i.e., to re-mind us of her.
Burning candles, however, mark the pass
ing of time and eventually their light is
extinguished as are most memories
if they are real candles. Two Candles for
Ana draws a metaphor of the mind as the
larger frame in which the smaller painted
frame depicting the room is the locus of
a specific memory. The light {conscious-
ness?) of the painted candles acts as if it
provided the real light under which Ana
may be made visible to us. Of course,
painted candles have no such power.
Memories may be, as Borges suggests,
willed only in dreams but really are gifis
or blows of our lives awake. Whether art
has the power to preserve memories bet-
ter than documents or the remains of
artifacts or formerly living beings is
a different matter.

Due to the fact that they are intended
to be used by anyone, maps and chroni
cles are documents aimed at collective

me whereas family photos and

letters fulfill the intent of personal nar-
ratives for a more intimate audience.
Soria’s work oscillation between collec-
tive memory (history) and personal
MEmory [.ulln'lsing:.l]rh\..'I generates an
intriguing dialectic. In 1993 Soria painted
Three Books of Memories, a very cryptic
work whose title spells out the mnemon-
ic theme while its depiction shrouds in
mystery what the contents of those three
books may be. The work places itself
midway between history (as most books
present) and personal memory — which
one it is depends on the unknown

contents of the books,

wircrcaory I, Caelatin sl

Everything bids us farewell,

rything moves away.

Memory does vot mint its own coir.

Nevertheless,

something remains,
Nevertheless, something complains.

From It's the rivers by Jorge Luis Borges

A path towards autobiography was
drawn by Soria when he began using
in his works old family |,1|1ulngl.|p|1~. sl
in the northern Argentine provinee of

Tucuman, the artist’s native land. How

ever, Soria did not delve long in strict
autobiography and went on to produce
some works with actual maps of Tucu-
man as their foundation; e.g., “Untitled",
1995, and [tinerary, 1995. The latter is a
map that shows a house in Peru, another
one in Tucuman, a third one in Chile, a
fourth one in La Plata and a road con-
necting all four, Soria’s interest in Peru
is made explicit in those works where he
appropriated the historical drawings of
Huaman Poma de Ayala, which a previ-
ous reviewer erroneously called "a Span
ish account of the conquest of Tucuman.”
Aside from Apala, an adopted surname,
there is nothing much that is Spanish
about Huaman Poma (Quechua for
puma) who has carved a special place in
Americanist studies because his chronicle
both linguistic and visual — is one
of the few — if not the only — of the
Spanish conquest of Peru from the point
of view of the conquered. Soria incorpo-
rated Huaman Poma's drawings in the

work The F

el Cut, 1994, and the instal-
lation El medio mezquine donde nacimos,
1994. In the latter, he used Huaman Poma's
Mapamundi showing the Tahuantinsuyo

(mistakenly referred to as Inca Empire).

W foner over

Six hundred vears ago, Tucumidn used to
be in a region of the Tahuantinsuyo
called Collasuyo. The Final Cut, on the
other hand, includes the depiction of

the severing of Atahualpa’s head, an act
that gave rise to the myth of the Inkarri.
In 1995 Huaman Poma's beheading of
Atahualpa and a third drawing depicting
the evisceration of a traitor together
inspired Soria's works like Here is where
I dream, There are mirrars that scare you,
Untitled, My emipty drean. It seems clear
from the way Soria has used Huaman
Poma's drawings that he wants the viewer
to remember more than his personal

memories, i.e., he wants us to recall

wath &




painful historical facts of his birthplace as
well as his culture. One is almost tempted
to say that Soria wants us to remember
things differently; in other words, to

revise history.

I know I have lost so many things that
I could not even count them and that
all those losses are, now, what is mine,

From Owning Yesterday by Jorge Luis Borges

A 1994 installation by Soria bears the
text “La formula del imborrable olvido™

(the formula of non-erasable forgetting)

repeated o times. The text is somewhat

paradoxical, for if forgetting is — by

definition — erasing memory, what does
it mean for forgetting itself to be non-
erasable? That it never fails to erase?
Can we forget to forget? This installa-
tion is the most Borgesian of all of
Soria’s works,

However cryptic Soria's formula for
forgetting may have been, his formula for
remembering was quite specific. He start-

ed with the common notion that f:

photos — even if not produced by him

— connect him to specific moments

of his own life. Only later, a notion of

memory as a blend of yearning and

Pablo Soria, Los Frutos Sa Cesar, Gelatin silver

desire emerged from his worl
began producing photographs himself
and these photographs, rather than col-
Iﬂgcs. wurned into the |,'|1:_{-|_1r|:ut|_||;15 of
his artwork, the connections to the past

became more fetishistic, In [ long to build

my house in the cathedral of reeds (1997)
the images become a sort of emblematic

memory — a memory that is a desire for

what the past should have been — a logi-

cal incongruity that is nevertheless fre-

quently entertained.
Soria’s immigrant experience in the
United States rendered his penchant for
memaories al once more urgent and per-
somal. Under a grant of the Miami-Dade
Cultural Council, he conducted a series
of interviews with recent immigrants one
of whose aims was to find out if in their
memories of their homelands there was
one particular object they remembered

most vividly.

Lam also the memory of a sword

And of a solitary sun that is setting

Dispersing itself into gold, shadows
and naught.

From I'by Jorge Luis Borges

Soria had beco

1 though by the end of the 19905

> a full-fledged photog
rapher, he continued to include several
aspects of his painterly life in his photo-
graphic phase: the self-portraiture, the

insides of the human body, the nudes,

the assemblages, etc. Notwithstanding

his painterly ps

Soria rigorously abided
by the constraints of straight photogra-
phy and produced visual effects by stag-
ing and the technical means of inherent
in the medium.

In many of Soria's previous works and
their titles, there is an unidentified female
interlocutor — take, Four candles to the
indelible memory of your name, 1993, or
I'will no longer be able to find you in the
same rooms, 1995, for example. Moreover,
the body of a naked woman appears in
every work of the series, The Yearning of
the Body, 1998, Is it a heterosexual male
perspective? Is eroticism the point of this
nudity? Although unabashed the nudes

are not sexually enticing, their nudity is

+ + -
+ + =
L "

and Itex camera flm with sepia tomer

almost ritualistic. Furthermore, even

though a specific body is the intentional
object of yearning and the memories, the

non-individuating way the models are

photographed promote the particular
body to an archetypal female.

The past comes back like a wave
and these ancient things recur
becanse a woman has kissed you.

From My by Jorge Luis Borges

Soria’s photographic phase also

[
and the screen. Both go hand-in-hand.

ngs into prominence self-portraiture

The screen is a translucent curtain that
precludes the viewer from a direct view-
ing of the artist’s and occasionally the
model’s naked body. Metaphorically, the
screen is also the filter that distance and
time imposes upon memories. Applied
to a self-portrait, it is a barrier that sep-
arates us from our own memories —
torgetfulness being the most benign
filter. In the series of self-portraits titled
Falready lost the emipty words in the
whiteniess of these sheeis (1998), Soria
appears trapped behind a barrier he
cannot penetrate and through which
he (and the viewer) can barely see.
Soria’s most recent works have taken
the format of diptychs which play one
image against another. The objects
photographed are arrived at using the
same kind of mental exercise Soria pro-
voked in his interviews with immigrants.
The title La Religion Permanente of one
the works in this series is reminiscent of
Leon Trotsky's famous phrase “la revolu-

cién permanente” whose predicate was
to build socialism through the worldwide
spread of Marxist upheaval. Perhaps the

title is a comment on the globalization

of Christianity even against entrenched
native religions. In fact, the theme of

local religious beliefs is taken up again

1 the use of pre-Columbian funerary
urns from the Santa Maria culture of the
Calchaqui valleys. In What did you take
with you? 2000, one such funerary urn
faces a body that crouches so as to mimic
its shape. The body is covered with soil,
suggesting a connection with ancient
religions of the earth. It is also a reflec-
tion about the common matter that con-
stitutes the urn, the body and the earth.
What one takes at the end of life is that
common substance, part of the land that
nourished and made the body and spiri-
tually, the mind. A different kind of body
faces the funerary urn in The Guest, 2000:
a famished body. The title suggests that
this body ravaged by illness or malnu-
trition is coming to its end as a guest

of life. The body as a vessel containing

life is an ancient metaphor.,

It would seem that with these new
works Soria has abandoned the topic of
memory in favor of religious themes like
life and death, the cult of the dead, the
cult of the earth, etc. However, it must be
remembered how powerful Soria’s appeal
to collective memory has been in his

quest for person al definition. The incor-

poration in these diptychs of Chris

religious statuary —like the virgins and

saints of “To whose hope it is to becomne
pearl or turn into a shell once and for all,”
" For one who no longer looks at time or
“You are a virgin to me” — is not a eulogy
of religious practice but a sort of archae-
ology of familiar places and objects.

Soria revisits familiar places in search of
objects that bring about memories and

, certain objects

sensations; or vice versa

transport him to loci of memories.

yoit are clawd, you are sea,
you are forgetfulness,
you are also everything you lost,

From Clowuds (1) by Jorge Luis Borges

Of the many questions we may have
about memory — where they are stored,

why they are lost, how they come back,

how they surreptitiously influence our
conscious lives — one that is often
ignored perhaps because it is so trans-
parent that it is almost invisible is: how
do memories make us what we are?
The question vanishes when we live sur
rounded by the people and things we
have always had near but it becomes par-
ticularly poignant when we live in exile
of our native land and those people and
things are far or gone. Pablo Soria's
works make that question and some

answers Lo it once again visible.

A dénde van las palabras que no se

quedaron?

A donde van las miradas que un dia

partieron?

iAcaso lloran eternas como

prisioneras de un ventarron

o 5¢ acurrucan entre las hendijas
buscando calor?

#Acaso ruedan sobre los cristales
cual gotas de lluvia que quieren
pasar?

sAcaso vuelven a ser algo?

From ;A dande vas by Silvio Rodrigues

FERNANDO CASTRO-RAMIREZ IS CURATOR
OF PHOTOGRAPHY AT SICARDI GALLERY,
HOUSTON, HIS PHOTOGRAPHS ARE IN
THE PERMANENT COLLECTIONS OF THE
MUSEUM OF FINE ARTS, HOUSTON, THE
DANCING BEAR COLLECTION [NEW YORK :',
LEHIGH UNIVERSITY [PENNSYLVANIA ),
AND MUSEQ DE ARTE [(LIMA ).
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ONE BIG SELF

Editor’s Note: Excerpted from The Tenth
Dorothea Lange-Paul Taylor Prize:
Deborah Luster and C. . Wright

in Collaboration, a CDS Publication
from the Center for Docuimentary

Studies at Duke University.

Winners of the Lange-Taylor Prize last
year, photographer Deborah Luster and
poet C.1. Wright set out to produce, in
their words, “an authentic document of
Louisiana’s prison population through
image and text — a document to ward
off forgetting, an opportunity for the
inmates to present themselves as they
would be seen, bringing what they own
or borrow or use: work tools, objects of
their making, messages of their choosing,
their bodies, themselves,”

They wanted to tell the stories and
present the faces of these prisoners
simply and directly. In fact their work
had already begun. In 1998 Deborah
Luster started photographing in three
Louisiana prisons: the Transylvania
Frison Farm, a minimum-security facility
housing drug offenders and parole viola-
tors; Louisiana Correctional Institute
for Women, a 1000-bed minimum-,
medium- and maximum-security facility
located in St. Gabriel; and Louisiana State
Penitentiary at Angola, a maximum-secu
rity facility housing more than 5,000 men
on 18,000 acres of fertile Delta, surround-
ed on three sides by the Mississippi River.

Luster had been searching for many
years for a project that would somehow
address the 1988 murder of her mother,
As she participated in another photogra
phy project, documenting the impact of
poverty on the lives of people living in
northeast Louisiana, the roads turned
toward the region's prisons. “While driv
ing around the countryside, | passed a
small prison on the banks of the Tensas
River. Prison certainly seemed a logical
place to photograph in the context of this
project. | parked my truck and knocked
on the gate. The warden came out to
speak to me and granted me permission
to take photographic portraits of any
inmate who volunteered to participate

ed the standard release forms.,

and sig)
After developing and printing the
portraits of the inmates, I knew that
I wanted to go back.”

Luster and Wright have worked
together on a number of projects
sometimes the photographer presents

the idea, sometimes the writer does —

s0 as Luster continued her work with

the Louisiana inmates, she decided 1o ask
I\'\-'ri!.',hl to collaborate. In the summer of
1999, the two visited the prisons together,
and Wright was moved to commit to

the |‘T13i(‘|'l.

Working Together

Luster’s photographs of the prisoners
from pictures in the fields to formal por-
traits against a black backdrop — are
printed on metal. In the manner of tin
types, durable snapshot mementos popu-
larized during the 1860s and "7os, the
portraits feature props and poses chosen
by the inmates. The view is inherently
personal. The prisoners are presented
without bars or other architectural refer
ences, The photographer has been com-
missioned, in a sense, by the inmates to
make portraits for their loved ones —
trying to ensure a balance between
photographer and subject, to connect

the viewer, whether mother, child, friend,
or stranger to the prisoner. When we look
at these images, it’s not only the persist
ent gaze of the prisoner that we see,

The prisoners also see the images.

"articipating inmates receive a wallet-size
copy of each frame taken, usually ten to
fifteen images. Luster has photographed
more than 7oo prisoners and returned
more than 20,000 prints, These photo
graphs are sent home, swapped with oth
er prisoners, sent to other institutions or
simply contemplated by the inmates. On
It'LL'i\'i]'I:_" his |_1|1L'rh!-., one ,-'\|1}_|;\||,| inmate
remarked, “Damn, | done got old”
prompted by the fact that the prison's
stainless steel mirrors allow the men
to view only a distorted image of their
own reflection.

As Wright accompanies and assists
Luster on some of the photographer’s
makeshift studio shoots, she converses
with the inmates and interviews them. A
certain amount of procedure is necessary,
including release forms. Interviews are
informal; participation is voluntary. Lus
ter sends Wright prints from their visits,
and the poet responds in her writing.
Both Luster and Wright maintain corre-
spondence with several prisoners,

The photographer and the poet have
set out to explore the dimensions of the
prisoners’ lives beyond the crimes that
have come to define them. They are also
interested in their incarcerated lives,
Through the title of this project, Chre
Big Self, and the work resulting from
it, Luster and Wright suggest that our
punitive models reflect who we are,
just as much as our reward systems do.

Everyone somehow is implicated,



Portrayal

For exhibition of these images, photogra-
pher Deborah Luster commissioned the
fabrication of a black, steel-drawered
cabinet that holds the 4" x 57 portraits on
metal, Personal information su]lpliud b}'
each inmate is engraved in the back of
each photo, Viewers remove handfuls of
images, shuffle through them, or arrange
them on the cabinet top, touching the
faces of Louisiana’s “invisible” prison
population. The cabinet also houses
small handmade books with dedication,
epigraphs and basic information on the
three prisons represented.

“The images aren’t true tintypes bt
rather silver emulsion on prepared alu-
minum, used like [,l]'lulc)gl'al:ihic paper
under the enlarger,” says Luster. “] wanted

the photos to be handled hy viewers and

Collaborating with Deborah Luster

C.D. WRIGHT

“One does what one knows before one
knows what one does,” the poet Charles
Olson Ila[|}' noted. When |:!u|l;l|'r(n‘;lii[!g1
the major plan is to get along, to stay out
of one another’s way, and enter in. This
is not so difficult for artists working

in a different medium, and when core
sensibilities and external quirks line up
without much contortion. Actually col-
laboration is an adventure which adult
life mostly expresses in terms of short-
ages. Deborah Luster and 1 have worked
together for a decade and have been
friends since we were students. We come
from Arkansas. She from near the Okla-
homa line and I from near the Missouri,
Our mockingbirds talk back 1o one

another over hill and hollow,

to suggest the
history of

the

penal
system.

This tech- :

Deborah Luster, [CW 95, 1999
nique on this

material seemed to me to address those
concerns.”

EXCERPTED WITH PERMISSION BY THE

CEl
AT DUKE UNIVERSITY.

R FOR DOCUMENTARY STUDMES

Sometimes we mine one
another’s strengths and
sometimes we ﬁlTSlL'l
one another’s short-
comings. And of
course, once
inalong
while we
undermine
the other’s
strengths and
compound
one another’s
shortcom-
ings. It
scarcely mat-
ters whether
the tongue or
the eye leads;
it matters less
which follows.
" We communicate.
When Debbie began
to photograph in the pris-
ons in Louisiana, | was skep-
tical that my art could aptly turn
itsell toward that environment. 1 felt a
queasiness regarding poetry in tandem
with portraits of prisoners. [ am not par-
tial to illustrative collaborations, and 1
abhor instances of a charged subject
made expedient by aesthetics. Also some-
thing about the extra-realism of the insti-
tution and the resistance of poetry to the
conventions of evidentiary writing,
notwithstanding top-notch examples to
the contrary: Mandelstam, Akhmatova,
Wilde, Valery, Celan, Desnos. After all,
I am not them. Then there were the prac-
tical issues of geographical distance, my
full-time job, family, house, dog and so
on and so forth. But Debbie’s telephone
tales of Transylvania, 5t. Gabriel and
Angola were soul-piercing. | have often

honed my instincts against the whetstone
of hers. And visiting prisons certainly
promised to be antidotal to attending
faculty meetings. | agreed to come to
Louisiana to see what 1 could see, to see
what she was seeing. It was a summons.
To people from outside its borders,
Arkansas has always been an unimagin-
able destination. "Arkansas is not a part
of the world for which Jesus Christ died,”
lamented a lost nineteenth century trav-
eler. I would like to know what his chron-
icle would have held had he rambled into
Louisiana. “Only in Louisiana is the truth
that much stranger than fiction,” wrote
creator of the Little Chase children’s
series, Anne Butler, and her hushand
former warden, C. Murray Henderson,
in one of their co-authored books on
Angola State Prison. A few years later
Anne Butler survived five bullets from
Murray Henderson, once one of Louis-
iana’s most far-sighted and progressive
wardens, now serving his retirement as
an inmate at Hunt, Only in Louisiana.
Everything about Louisiana seems
to constitute itself differently from every-
where else in the US: the food, the idiom,
the stuff in the trees, the critters in the
water and the laws, Napoleonic, not

mother-country commeon law. The

10-15-00

prisons inevitable mirror differences
found in the free world. Where they came
up with their mirrors is another mystery.
Luster’s photographs obtain to such
incongruities with her own strain of
uncanniness. The way bayou people will
handfish, stick an arm into a sunken log
to pull out a channel cat, her focus enters
and retrieves the very elusive immanence
she is after.

The more prisoners Luster has
photographed, the more she has wanted
to photograph. Behi

1d every anonymous
number, a very specific face. The more
adept she has become at shooting, the
maore difficult she seems bent on making
the process. All roads become prison
roads (in Louisiana, indeed in the coun-
try at large, that's a hardening fact).
Exceeding a thousand faces, she could
not stop; she has not 5tnppud_ From
prison to prison she drives with her
itinerant studio; so the generators for
the electric chair used to travel on a
flatbed—from prison to prison, | can
only visit betwixt and between. | have
had 1o fortify the gaps with distance
learning — reading, viewing, correspon-
ding with inmates; taking in Debbie's
claborate telephone tales and elegant

metal images.

I was born in Natchitoches, La. | lived there (in the same house)

untif my 17th birthday, I moved into a trailer on my father’s property

(but was at least away from him most of the time, usually).

Can | fix anything? My father used to make me work with him

on anything he did: carpentry, electrical, mechanical, plumbing
work around the house. We built sheds, overhauled engines, rebuilt
6-wheelers, replaced the roof's shingles, retinned the sheds’ roofs —
did anything and everything he said to do. | began working for him
when I was about 9 years old — until he passed away. Even after |

moved into the trailer, | was still expected to “earn my way.”
Did I every vote? No, | was 17 years old when [ was charged —
but [ would have because I do believe every vote counts.

Am | good with numbers? Yes, | love anything that invalves

numbers, math. | even enjoyed calculus!

! don't like to think about my dreams.
When I think of being released, what do | see myself doing?
Building a relationship with my son, Nick. Moving away from

Louisiana and working somewhere that doesn't ask about felony

convictions on its application.

— 5. Lofton, Louisiana Carrectional Institute for Women
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Lines of Defense including Proceedings from the State of
Louisiane vs. The Convergence of the Ur-real and the Unreal

(3: Where were you on the night in question
A: Watching re-runs

ne

: What did you do |
A: Fattened frogs for snakes

Q: Before that
A: Sold monkeys door to door

Q: Did you ever imagine yoursell doing something really useful
: What's your DOC#
Q: What's your idea of Love, Loss, Mercy, etc.

(: What can you tell us about your passenger
A: She was a slab of a woman, Your Honor

(): Which is sadder, a motel or a public john

(): When did your troubles with the revenue service begin
A: On Kafka's birthday, Your Honor

): How many prisons have we passed
Az Just four

(): Was that a harley or a coffin you were driving

Q: Is that the tattoo that says UTOPIA
A: No, that’s the tattoo that says Real Men Eat Pussy

(: What do vou call a flesh wound
Az About the thickness of a pair of panties, Your Honor

Q: What can you tell us about your first victim
A: She was a slab of a woman

(): Westinghoused or edisoned, your choice

AC or DC

Q: Do you have any pets
Az L kept a dog

(2: How did you get rid of the stains
Az 1 know hot water sets blood

Q: How do you get rid of dirty chi
A: Ask Jeeves

(: Do vou believe in progress
A: See the black curl under my chin
I live on the ground by day and by night ...

Q: Whom do you see in the mirror, what is your favorite body of
water, and why, what is your idea of a good car, do you like fried
pickles, how long were you in school, what was your favorite
subject, how old were you when you began to mutilate yourself,
what is the nicest thing anyone ever did for you, did you ever
have your own room, did you wet the bed, did you pour salt on
slugs, did he touch you there, did you ever make anyone some-
thing you were proud of, can you carry a tune, do you like okra,
have you ever been scared to the core

Q: What did she say
A: Say, Your Honor she say oh my godohmygodohmygod

Say, Your Honor she say oh honey ohhoneyohhoneyno

C.ID. Wri

Reprisited with permission from C.0. Wright

|
!
!
!
:
:
!
!
!
:
!
:
:
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
:
;
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
!
\
!
!
!
!

L.—;—-—-—--—-—-—-—-—-——-—--—-J

The world of the prison system
springs up adjacent to the free world. As
the towns decline, the prisons grow. As
industries disappear, prisons proliferate,
State-funded prison-building surges in
New York and California are Lumph.'
mented by private-investment booms in
Texas and Tennessee. In Susanville, Cali-
fornia, the unrelenting light following the
construction of a second prison prompt-
ed a citizen’s crusade to Take Back the
Night Sky. The town wanted an economic

cure, but had not intended to forfeit the

stars. Then there is the perverse marriage
of mind and technology known as the
Supermax. The inter-relation ul']'ru\a:rt_\'.
illiteracy, substance and physical abuse,
mental illness, race and gender to the
prison population is blaring to the naked
eye and borne out in the statistics. OFf the
developed l].l[i(}l]&,{311l}' Russia exceeds
our rate of incarceration. The warp in
the mirror is of our making.

If we do not go there — if not with
our bodies, our minds; if not with our
minds, our eyes — we are not likely to
register the implications. In prison, men
and women — those capable — strive
for normaley. Under every condition,
humans will so strive. In Luster’s photo
graphs you see men and women looking
out through the known range of emo
tional lenses. Sorrow predominates,
There is also an occasional, uninhibited
smile even a dimpled grin; also a touch
of glamour, camera coyness. And suppli-

cation. And defiance. The faces record

defeat as well as composure. The gaze,
point-blank. A decorous air envelops all,
The whole history of portraiture is told
here. The known range of responses avail
themselves of the viewer. One draws on
what one sees even before one knows
what one is seeing. It is a summons.
Empathic and dogged, Debbie has
been permitted to photograph a wed
ding, baptism, crucifixion re-enactment,
Mardi Gras, Halloween, rodeo, field line,
visitor's day and scores of individuals
whaose sentences have rendered them
maore or less permanently invisible. To
see is to believe, a prison horticulture
crew dressed up as boxes of Miracle
Gro for Mardi Gras; lockdown uniforms
converted into Seusslike characters for
a day in the ecclesiastic calendar.
Bienvenue en Lowisianne,
REPRINTED WITH PERMISSION FROM

BRICK: A LITERARY JOURNAL, NUMBER 68,
FALL 204,

DEBORAN LUSTER RECEIVED THE 2041
BUCKSHAWN FAMILY AWARD FOR AMERI
CAN PHOTOGRAPHY FROM THE FRIENDS
OF PHOTOGRAPHY, SAN FRANCISCO,

O WRIGHT l_‘- MOST RECENT COLLECTION
OF POETRY 15 DEEFSTER COME SHINING.
SHE TEACHES AT BROWN UNIVERSITY AND
I5 CO=EDTOR OF LOST ROAD PUBLISHERS
WITH FORREST GANDEK.
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Human BEING
ANDREA MODICA
NAZRAELI PRESS, 2001

IMPOSSIBLE TO FORGET: THE

Nazi DEaTH Camps FIFTY YEARS LATER
MicHAEL KENNA

NAZRAELI PRESS, 2001

PHIL HARRIS

“If the drowned have no story, and single
and broad is the path to perdition, the
paths to salvation are many, difficult and
improbable,”

Primo Levi, Sirvival in Auschwitz

Over the last decade, photojournalism
and the gallery world have cross-pollinat-
ed to produce an unprecedented hybrid.
Actual events happening to actual people
have always made a slow journey to the
world of imagination and myth. We just
paddle in a faster, wider stream of con-

sciousness these days. With the advent of

the most rapid web of commaodification

Andrea Modica, Crg . 36 pears old

ions the world has ever

and commur
seen, by orders of magnitude, no event
seems 1o have time to catch its breath
before it is packaged and presented to
a breathless public. This snatching and
selling of bits of the world inevitably
IL‘.]\'J.“- ouf Ihi,' nuances 1.31. context -'I'I'Id
larger meanings for lack of space, After
all, windy explanations of history, reli-
gion and geography, take time to piece
together, and there is always a more
current crisis to manage. Who has time
1o master every disaster?

Two recent books work against the

current hyperventilation over the neatly
packaged “story” of human inhumanity,
Both follow a time-tested working
method: find subject matter that moves
you, challenges you and pursue it where
it leads, even if (especially if) you have
no idea how it will come out. Andrea

Madica, perhaps best known for her

Ardrea Modica, Fig Maole, 53 yeors old

small volume of striving minor league
baseball players, and Treadwell, her in-
depth look at one poor family’s scuffle
for survival, has now chosen to take a
deeper, retrospective look into American
mythology and community. She recently
made a new home in rural Colorado,
after years on the East Coast, and stum-
bled onto a nearby excavation on the
grounds of a state mental hospital. The
human remains that had been found
were century-old mental patients, many
of whom were sequestered in the (then)
Colorado Insane Asylum because of the
side effects of syphilis. The skeletal
remains were buried without identifi-
cation; they were cattlemen, miners,
ranch hands, the salt of the western
American earth. Modica elected to spend
the better part of a year photographing
the anonymous skulls of these people
(most of whom were men).
Her book gives us images of
about three dozen skulls, with

annotations by the site’s forensic

anthropologist. The bone:

¢
photographed plainly, by avail-

al-

able light, with a relatively

low depth of ficld. The effect
is rather lovely, like an aerial
view of the vapors rising over
a craggy, fissured l;!lltl.\(.'ill'!l."
on a frosty morning.

As the skulls and their desiccated
captions pile up, the intent of Modica’s
theme with variations begins to shine
through. Yes, this book is meant as a
meditation on death. But more incisively,
we are drawn to the traces of individual
human lives that remain even long after

the thoughts, expressic

5, pestures,
eccentricities and memories we attach to
ourselves and each other are transmuted
into air and dust. By concentrating on
this discrete group of unknown people,
the artist asks us to follow in Hamlet's
alas-poor-Yorick footsteps, asking where
d the

good intentions go when we are gone, On

the good looks, the good ide

the other hand, these particular people,
shunned and feared when alive, shine

through in Modica's photographs: they

are finally reunited with their human

relations, and at peace,

Michael Kenna has

steered a different course

Lo a similar destination.

Kenna 15 known for 25
years for his atmospheric
images of the nighttime
world and more recently
for photographing
Michigan's Rouge River
auto plant, formal Euro-
pean gardens and his
child’s kindergarten classroom, among
other exotic locales. Kenna quietly made
numerous photographic trips during the
19905 to the remains of the Nazi death

camps, both infamous and obscure,

Machae! Kenna, [uls ek 1593

throughout Europe. This in itself is a
formidable project. But there have been
a surfeit of Holocaust books over the last
50 years. What more can be said? Are we
not blinded to the original Holocaust by
now, particularly when there have been
so many calls for “cleansing” since the
Third Reich pointed the way?

Sfllﬂt‘hll\.\' Kenna manages {4 sy, or
see, things slightly differently than his

predecessors. Like Modica, he uses varied

depth of field to E1la'\-\'r_'r1'||| effect, invert-
i.l'lg our fN}‘C‘:lﬂliUﬂ“ when we encounter
the usual barbed wire, converging train
tracks, or ominous chimneys, reawaken-
ing their poetic power. His use of light

Michael Kenna, &

ousen, K95

{limited as it is in some of the locations),
as always, is sensitive and restrained. In
fact, restraint is the keyword in the whole
enterprise. Kenna shows us the apparatus
of industrialized murder in small frag-
ments (although his montage of dissect-
ing tables is something of a show-stopper),
and, like Modica, he works to initiate a
cumulative question in our hearts as we
turn the pages. We seem to zoom in,
from the ash piles, ash pyramids and ash
ponds (human ash in all cases) to the
mass latrines, to the open-doored ovens
and threadbare prison furniture, down 1o
the fine details of a row of hypodermics

and one false leg on a pile of prosthes

The horizonless scope of
the Nazi project is impossi-
ble; we can only sense the
magnitude of the whole
through the bounded eve
of individual victims.
Somehow, Kenna's .\lcdd:.'
inventory of the apparatus
of death leaves one calm,
reflective, as if the scars of
bygone suffering could be
smoothed by the artist’s
vision, the depth of loss
measured by the clicks
of the closing shutter.
Kenna and Modica face
the same struggle: how to give a face to
people, long dead, whose identities have
been deliberately erased? How to reani-
mate their emotions, and how to reacti-
vate ours in the face of such profound
silence? In both cases, the artists have
chosen to believe in art’s power over
entropy, of memory over '.l[l-llh‘ln" of 'mmg
ination over death, Their books map out
for us the limited understanding the liv-
ing can have of the uncertainty in which
we must live — and which we are, equal-
ly and indivisibly, bound to leave,
PHIL HARRIS IS A PORTLAND, OREGON-

BASED PHOTOGRAPHER, WRITER AND
EDUCATOR.
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Max Alpert, Kirghiz Horsevon

A Love Affair with P

CAROL SMITH

Editor's Note: The Museum of Fine Arts
Houston held an exhibition, A Love Affair
with Pictures: 25 Years Collecting Photo-
graphs at the Museum of Fine Arts,
Houston, from October 14-December 30,

2001, in celebrarion of Anwe Ticker's work.

Anne Wilkes Tucker certainly has made
her mark in the photography department
at the Museum of Fine Arts, Houston.
She has also made her mark nationally;
in 2001, Time magazine named her
American's best curator. Tucker is the
Gus and Lyndall Wortham Curator of
|’|1ulugr;|p|nl.' at the MFAH.

When Tucker first came to the MFAH
in 1976, the photography department did
not exist, and the museum had only a
handful of photographic images. Tucker
laughingly said, “When | came here, there
were fewer photographs in the collection
than on your refrigerator.” Tucker has
devoted the last quarter century to col-
lecting, caring and curating images at
MFAH that now rates in the nation’s top
ten collections: her work encompasses
25 years; 12,000 images; more than
1,800 artists,

Tucker mudc:ﬂi‘.\' credits others for the
success of the photography department.
“This collection has done as well as it
has because of the museum’s trustees and
individuals who have helped us acquire
these photographs,” Tucker stated. “Ours
in an extremely generous city.” However,
few could disagree that the driving force

and knowledge behind these acquisitions

ucker herself.

936, Cadatin sihver phodograph

ictures: 25 YEArs COLLECTINC

In explaining

her job, Tucker said,

“Curators a spon-
sible to acquire and o
take care of what we
acquire. We catalogue,
interpret, exhibit to
employ the works, and
we also interact with
the community.” As
quoted in Time maga-
zine, Tucker said, “In
my job there is also an
element of the preach-

er's. You are taking

something you

mly
believe and trying to
impart it to others.”

A Love Affair with
Pictures: 25 Years Col-
lecting Phorographs at
the Museum of Fine
Arts, Howston showcases
the museum’s photogra-
phy collection. “This
exhibition is to cele-
brate those people who
stepped forward to say
they wanted to give to
the museum's collec-

tion,” explained Tucker.

Hannah Hoch, Zesbr:

[/

Paul Strand, Ceramic an

n (Broken). 1525, Co

age, nologravure on Japar

1986, Platinum photograph
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adabin sikver

The exhibition
is threefold: Latin
American photogra
phers; visual artists of
all media who create
|."i1l‘1l‘1-‘.l'i1|.3!1\2 and
classic black-and
white photographers,
Selections include
individual works by
Ansel Adams, Hannah
Hach, André Kertesz,
Liszlé Moholy-MNagy
and Paul Strand. Also
on vView arc ai11g||'
images representing
artists whose works
the museum has
acquired in volume
such as Robert Frank,
Edward Steichen and
Josef Sudek.

Joseg

Tucker commented, “With a
collection this rich, you can do an
exhibition on portrait photography,
still life or feature one artist. Now
after 25 years, we can just reach
into the museum’s collection.”
Referring to the Audrey Jones
Beck Building, Tucker said, “Also,
our museurmn is much richer with
our beautiful new hui|dinl_',.“ MFEAH
now has a designated gallery for
works on paper — photography,
prints and drawings. The photog-
raphy department enjoys a 7,000
square foot study-storage area that
allows for curators and researchers
to spread out the work and study
them side by side. "We can bring
the entire collection of works on paper
into optimum, controlled environments.,
And we have windows for natural light,”
Tucker said.

The photography department is
strong in 2oth-century photography and
features the work of Edward Steichen,
Robert Frank, Man Ray, Margaret Bourke
White and Diane Arbus. It has one of the
largest collections of Mexican contempo
rary photographs in the United States.
Some of the highlights in the collection
are images by the European avant-garde,
especially Germans and Czechs, including
16 vintage photograms by the Hungarian
Laszld Moholy-Nagy.

As to the future of the photography
department at MFAH, Tucker says, “We
still want to acquire for the collection
more contemporary art. We feel that
some areas are under-represented, and
we are working on that.” Tucker added,

“Our collection is an ongoing project.”

Tucker remains gracious when asked
about her being named curator of the
year by Time. "It was an honor, and | was
thrilled. However, I think it had more to
do with the museum and its accomplish-
ments than about me,” she |'uphcti.

“All of us in the arts have experienced
the surprise someone has when they real-
ize how really good our work is. We have
a very sophisticated arts community here
in Houston and | think we deserve more
international attention,” commented
Tucker.

“Anne Tucker’s eve and expertise have
built an amazing collection at the Muse
um of Fine Arts, Houston™ states Clint
Willour, executive director/curator,
Galveston Arts Center. “Starting from
scratch, she has amassed an eclectic inter-
national collection of nearly 13,000
images in just 25 years. Along the way she
has been a mentor to artists, colleagues
and collectors. She has helped establish
the Houston Center for Photography,
FotoFest and PhotoForum at the MFAH.
She has organized groundbreaking, intel
ligent, historically important exhibitions
that have traveled to major institutions
and has written scholarly texts to accom

pany them. For myself and many others,

Anne Tucker is photography in Houston.”

CAROL SMITH IS A FREELANCE EINTOR

AND WRITER IN HOUSTON, TEXAS.
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In Memoriam
THE REVELATION OF THE INSTANT:
Eupora WELTY'S PHOTOGRAPHY

KATHERINE PANNILL CENTER

Editar's Note: Eudora Welty was born
an April i3, 1909, in Jackson, Mississippi,
and died July 23, 2001.

Before Eudora Welty became the writer
that she did, she was a photographer.
Maybe taking pictures enabled her to
become the writer she was, or maybe
the same gentle wisdom that fueled her
writing enabled her to take the photo-
graphs she did. One thing is clear: she
could see things like no one else could,
Educated first at home in Mississippi,
and then in Wisconsin and New York,
Welty returned home after college when
her father was dying of leukemia. It was
1933, and the Depression was in full
swing. After her father’s death, Welty
looked for a way to support herself and
soon found full-time work with Missis-

sippi’s Works Progress Administration

office as a junior publicity agent.

Eudora Welty, Bird Pogeant costumeslackson

At the WPA, her job was writing

and publicizing projects around the :
with articles for weekly county papers.
She traveled constantly, visiting all 82 of
Mississippi’s counties, and soon she was
bringing a camera along to document
her deepening vision of her home state.

“I took the pictures because | wanted 1o,”

she said in an interview. “Just impulse,
I was not trained and had no good

camera.

Eisdoca Welty, The Sio

Fudora Welly, Defegate, Governor's Mansion, Jackson
Welty had watched her father, who
loved machines of all sorts, document
family occasions with his Eastman cam-
era. Her parents used to print family

photos in the kitchen late at night. Welty

herself began taking pictures in 1929,
using a |1u|'bu].'lr Kodak camera much like
a Brownie that used 116 mm film. She,
too, then printed in the kitchen at night
using a second-hand enlarger from the
State Highway Department. It had a
single shutter opening, and she timed
exposures by trial and error.

Though she was not their official
photographer, the WPA used some of
Welty's photographs in
their publications. In 1935,
she also had a plmlu print-
ed in Eyes on the World:

A Photographic Record of
History-in-the-Making.

The book also published
photographs by Margaret
Bourke-White, Charles F.
Jacobs and Ansel Adams.

There is little doubt that
the photos she took during that period
comprised a crucial part of Welty's artis-
tic education. She credited her time at the
WPA for a new kind of wisdom. "You
know,” she once said, “I had been so
ed in New York, and I didn’t

know a thing. | didn’t know what people

sophis

were really like” In the introduction to a
book of her ]vhulngr.'qﬂ'ls from that time,

Welty writes: “I learned quickly enough
when to click the shutter, but what [ was

beco

ning aware of more slowly was a
story-writer’s truth:
the thing to wait on,
to reach there in time
for, is the moment in
which people reveal
themselves.”

In later years, Welty
“’Ul.lllj .‘i'd':f lh-'ll .\l'li"
“didn’t have any talent”
for photography, and
that her pictures were
“strictly amateurish,”
but there was a period
when she considered
working as a profes-

sional photographer.

She tried fashion photography for a
while and also applied for a job shooting
for the Historical Section for the Reset-
tlement Administration, which had em-
ployed both Walker |
Lange. {Later, Welty saw the work Evans
had done there and disliked it: “He posed
A

ns and Dorothea

people to tell what their situation wi

shot what I saw.”) She was not hired.
She also tried doggedly to publ'uih
and show her photographs, She was
unsuccessful with publishers but did
manage to get a show at Lugene Optics
in New York in 1936, She pitched the
photographs as
“three hundred
unposed studies
of Mississippi
Negroes.” The
show pitched the
photographs to
its patrons as “an
example of what

can be done with

the crudest of

most igno
photographers,”
which Welty later
said was perfectly
frue.

That same
year, her job at
the WPA ended,
and she published her first short story,
Dreath of a Travelling Salesman, in Manu-
seript, a literary journal. She also bought
a Rolleiflex that year that she used until

1950, when she accidentally left it on a

- J/-‘u[f il b 1\\-

Eudora Welty, The Rides, Stale Fow, lackson

subway bench in Paris. Mad at her
own carelessness, she never bought
another one.

She had another show at Lugene's in
1937 and also managed to sell six photos
to LIFE Magazine, bt as her tilcmr).'
work gained acceptance, her photography
settled into a hobby,

Welty maintained that she had only
ever wanted to write, though she con-

fessed that her writing was intensely

visual: “The only talent I have — for

writing, | was blessed with it — is quite

Evsdora Welty, Makng o cafe'Grenada

visual. And anything | imagine in wha
I read or write, | see it.” In another inter-
view, she granted that her “snapshots”
may have had some value as records of
history but said, “I am a professional
writer. That is my life and my work

and I take it very seriously.”

Still, ker style of writing was often
described as “photographic,” and she did
not deny the connections between the
two, “It's true that what U'm interested
in is the revelation of the instant. Like
the flash of a camera, the record of a
movement or an emotion is what
fiction is, really”

Welty's writing
career, of course, was

brilliant. She garnered

just about every literary
award or honor in exis-
tence — most notably
the Pulitzer Prize for
Fiction in 1973. She
published five novels,
four collections of short
stories and two books
of non-fiction during
a career that spanned
much of the 2oth cen-
tury. But her photo-
graphs continue to
draw their own atten
tion. Between 1971 and
1995, six different books
of Welty’s photographs were published.
Often asked about the relationship
between her photography and her fiction,
Welty was clear about the differences
between them. "Writing has everything
to do with interior
feelings and appre-
hensions,” she said.
“Photographs are
exterior, capturing
the look of things,
the quality of light at
a certain time of day.”
Perhaps she did not

see in her own “snap-

shots” what others see
so plainly: the same
open sympathy that
graces her fiction,

the same tender understanding for the
human condition, the same ul:-.'Lr-:'}'ud
reading of the stories within.

KATHERINE PANNILL CENTER IS A FREE-
LANCE WRITER IN HOUSTON AND TEACHES
WITH WRITERS IN THE SCHOOLS. SHE NAS
A BA FROM VASSAR COLLEGE AND AN MA
IN FICTION FROM THE UNIVERSITY OF

HOUSTON § CREATIVE WRITING PROGRAM,



A Journey in Itself
MinD THE GAP

SIMON JAMES

FOREWORD BY MICHAEL PaLIN
Harprer COLLINS

RHONDA WILSON

Like the experience of riding on the
London Underground, this book is a
total journey in itself, It is a clever, fast
and enjovable ride. So much so that once
it has ended, you are immediately want-

ing to do it again.

ive combination of James

The cre;
himself, book designer Stuart Smith and
the legendary Michael Palin, campaigner
for better public transport and celebrated
tlobetrotter, makes for something rather
than the coffee table book it could

T

have been. Passionate at every turn of

the page, readers become aware that they
are being taken on a ride, conceptually,
through the color coded pages of the
different underground routes and on
through the giddy life of a traveler to

the end of the lines. It is like being in the
tube map itself, with nothing but sheer
faith for orientation, except these guides
know everything about passenger man-
agement. Nothing has been spared —
there is customer care here, something
which London Underground may useful-
Iy note. And, of course, we can travel in
isolation, rather than having our enjoy-
ment of the experience interrupted by
the reality of others attempting to read
our book upside down from a standing

position.

Many elements combine to make this
publication: a magical picture book for
the |vh=|[ugr.'||vhic;|l|:|.' minded; a gu'u]n:

to the underground for the dedicated
anorak (English shorthand for anyone
obsessed by anything but mainly derived

ers); an architectural

from train spot

time machine for those with an interest

in the intricacies of a changing approach

to big city public transport systems; or a
brilliant example of how to put together
a book for the contemporary consumer,
There is a trend in modern British
photographic book design for blank
pages leading into the first picture
spread. This one does that rather well,
with two plain red pages greeting us as
we prepare to step aboard. Following a
white page, the sky in the first picture
adds in the blue, the third color in the
London Underground sign itself. There
is immediate impact. Then we are off,
on the platform, in the control center,
out onto the street and then into the
insigh'll'u| Michael Palin forward, which
signals both his love for the transport
system itself and his appreciation of

James's vision,

Nothing escapes that oblique eye,

James makes us feel we are in the hands
of someone dedicated to photographing
the familiar but always taking us some-
where new. There is beauty everywhere
— in the quiet, uninhabited monstrosi-
ties of the underground stations them-
selves, the unused lift shutters on the
closed Aldwych station, rails now over-
grown at Verney Junction or the huge
emptiness at the ends of the lines where
we are carried into the possibilities of
what lies beyond, Nothing is quite as
it appears to be and every image offers
us the sense of adventure that is the
essence of this book.

Quality is stamped invisibly every-

where in this journey of the imaginati

ime

in the use of the Mamiya 7 ¢ a,
always on a tripod; the sharp and vivid
reproduction of the images; thoughtful
use of type, text color and how the words
sit on the pages. And ﬁllil]l:.' there is
enjoyment — that sense of discovery
shared by James in his journeying, his
quirky humaor in both images and trave-
logue copy. It is this enjoyment that car-
ries this book further than the page to
the enviable experience of James and his
dedicated wanderings with the ancient
and modern combination of tracks,
trains and topography.

REONDA WILSON IS THE DIRECTOR O0F
SEEING THE LIGHT IN BIRMINGHAM,
ENGLAND.

All photographs by Simon fames. (Onginals in color)
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Being Human:
Portraits

SUZANNE PauL

SEPTEMBER 6 — OCTOBER 13, 2001
FoToFEsT — VINE STREET STUDIOS
Houston, TExas

KENNETH M. HATCH

Being Human: Portraits by Suzanne Paul,
presented by Houston FotoFest gallery
and curated by Clint Willour, features
over 4o years of Paul’s work. The exhibi-
tion displays more than 60 photographs
of her friends, fellow artists and Houston
art patrons, The work ranges from early
images of her sister and dog made with
a Kodak Brownie camera to a current
portrait of Lynn Wyatt. The large gelatin
silver prints generally were hung in
groupings by subject.

Paul stated that photographing
people is one of her passions, and this
ardor is represented clearly in this exhi-
bition. Paul photographs people in both
informal and formal settings. Both ap-
proaches have their strengths; however,
Paul’s playfulness and quirkiness come

out more in the informal portraits. Paul

also possesses a remarkable talent for
printing her images; they are almost
luxurious in their tonal quality.

Some of the photographs are from
the work Paul did during her Houston
Center for Photography fellowship. These

prints, from negatives made with a Kodak

Brownie

are of her family and the family
pets. The Brownie was a gift from her
mother when Paul was nine years old.
T'his camera opened the door to a life-
time devotion to photography.

Ome of these family photographs is
Claire in the Grass, 1955. Six-year-old
Claire is on her back with legs crossed,
sunglasses covering her eyes and another
pair of sunglasses next to her head. The
shadow of a young Suzanne Paul crosses
Claire's legs and her lower body. The
grass is printed dark — almost black.
Claire glows with the inter-light that only
the best printmakers are able to achieve,

A later photograph, Rachel i986-1988,
makes a wonderful pairing with Claire in
the Grass, The two images illustrate the
consistency of Paul’s vision from her car-
liest images to those made by an artist in
her prime. Rachel looks directly into the
camera yet appears to be unaware she is
being photographed. She is leaning back
on very dark grass and has the same
luminosity as seen in Claire in the Grass,

Both images are very sensual, but Claire

reflects the mnocence of the 19505 and

Rachel of the earthier, rawer 1980s.

Crass, 1955

Another grouping is of street portraits
and images of friends. In Eamon in Mask
2001, a young boy wearing a mask with a
mesh opening for his eves looks directly
into the camera lens. He is missing his
bottom front teeth. The effect is of a
miniature WWF bad guy waiting for the
Smack-down to start. Only after enjoying
the menace of Famon for several seconds
do you notice the protective stance of
his mom in a terrycloth robe standing
behind him in the open doorway. In
Fran and the Amarillo Dinner Daog, 1984,
the dog could be a finalist in any ugly
dul; contest. The Amarillo Dinner Dog
is presented to the camera by Fran with
almost the same affection shown by
Eamon’s mom. These images are great
fun and add a whimsical element to
the exhibition.

Paul has been making images of
artists for 30 years beginning with her
work for Contemporary Arts Museum,
Houston, and many of the usual suspects
are on display in this show. The photo-
graphs include classic portraits of the
godfathers of Houston art — Dick Wray,
Lucas Johnson and Richard Stout. OF
this grouping the most interesting is of
Richard Stout. The Dick Wray and Lucas
Johnson images are classic male artist

hero images made from a low camera
angle — well done resulting in good
standard portraits. Richard Stout’s image
feels darker; he looks slightly uncomfort-
able, on edge as if afraid that the artist
may show his secrets. These images invite
the viewer to reflect on the impact and
influence these people have had on the
Houston art scene.

The photographs in this exhibition
offer a selected tour of Houston's art
history. These and the other portraits
are artfully crafted images of the very
human side of the people who have
had their lives touched by Suranne Paul,
KEN HATCH IS A VISUAL ARTIST WORKING
AND LIVING IN HOUSTON,



Bobby Abeahamson, h of ol pavade. Upper Darby, PA, 2000 {Oxiginal in color)

Chasing America

“0OK, so Robert Frank is my photograph-
ic hero, and The Americans is my favorite
photo book. Nothing original there,
There's also nothing original about
traveling across America, trying to make
a photographic portrait of the country
in the spirit of Robert Frank and Walker
Evans. But how about doing it all from

a Grevhound bus?"

Photographer Bobby Abrahamson,
based in Atlanta, Georgia, wanted to
see America and wanted to photograph
what he saw not unlike two of his favorite
photographers. He bought an Ameripass
ticket from Greyhound — %479 for 60
days of unlimited travel. "Anywhere —
anytime. Just go to the nearest bus station
— get in line and wait for the next bus,”
Abrahamson explained.

This past summer’s journey started
in Florida and ended in California with
stops in between, He rode the bus from

Key West to Boston through Houston

Fall 20001V

and up to Seattle. Abrahamson stated,
“As you look at my images, be conscious
that my driving force in making these
images is to create an interpretive por-
trait of America = much in the tradition
of Robert Frank and Walker Evans. |
consider the bus simply a vehicle —in a
literal and figurative sense — one that is
enabling me to travel and photograph
the country from a different perspective.”
He continued, “1 would suggest that what
I am seeing is ‘the real America’ — or per-
haps more accurately ‘another America’
— one that many Americans would prefer
to avoid.”

At the end of his journey, Abraham-
son wrote, "My bus ticket is over, | feel
like I was looking for something that 1
did not quite find. It's hard to explain.
Maybe it would be some sort of consis-
tent peace and bliss about being alone
on the road — maybe it has something
to do with finding awesome pictures
every day.”

BOBRY ABRAMAMSON
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BOOKS RECEIVED AND NOT-
ED

Compiled by Rebecca Foley

Andreas, George. Works on Paper. MclLean,
Virginia: Galerie Moderne, 2001, 268 pages.
This retrospective looks at the works on paper
by George Andreas, whose bold paintings and
drawings sometimes integrated photographs.

Benson, Harry. Fifty Years in Pictures. New York,
NY: Harry N. Abrams, Inc.

Spanning a half century, Harry Benson has
photographed war, strife and the rich and famous,
all featured in this book.

Dykinga, Jack & Bowden, Charles. Stome Camyons
of the Colorade Plateaw. Mew York: Abrams,
2001, 128 pages.

Dykinga's color phatographs explore two canyon
systems north of the Grand Canyon National Park,
showing the landscape in all seasons.

Editors of New York. September 11, 2001:

A Record of Tragedy, Heroism, and Hope.
Mew York: Harry N. Abrams, Inc., 2001, 128 pages,
Documentary phatography from the terrorist
attacks on September 11, 2001, and the immediate
aftermath,

Finnish Museum oT Photography. The Memory of

States, & Russia. Copenhagen: Nordic Council
of Ministers, 2001, 190 pages.

Thiis book is the product of a research project
initiated by the Finnish Museurn of Photography
and dedicated to the dassification and cataloguing
of photography collections in the Nordic countries,
Baltic States and Russia.

Foster, Giraud & Barker, Norman. Andient
Microworlds. San Frangisco: Custom & Limited
Editions, 2000, 188 pages.

With photographic techniques that utilize high
magnification, Foster and Barker show the color,
texture and patterns of fossils.

Horenstein, Henry, Agaatics. Mew York: Stewart,
Tabori, & Chang, 2001, B4 pages.

Horenstein offers lush, large platinum prants that
explore the nchness of marine life without actually
going underwater —his photographs are taken
through the glass of an aquarium.

lames, Geofirey, Lefort, Alain, Leonard,
Emmanuelle & Faquet, Suzanne. Terrains
Vagues: Unspecified. Quebec: Editions I'ai VU,
2000, 112 pages.

Artists Geoffrey James, Alain Lefort, Emmanuelle
Leonard and Suzanne Paguet explore the idea of
industrial landscape with their black-and-white
photography. Includes text by Lise Lamarche
and Guy Mercier,

Kenna, Michael. impossible to Forgel: The Naxi
Death Camps Fifty Years Later. Tuscon,
Arizona: Nazraeli Press, 2001,

Michael Kenna's book compiles numerous photo-
graphs of the Naz death camps.

AT

Kander, Nadav. Beauty’s Nothing. Santa Fe,

MNew Mexico: Arena Editions, 2001, 192 pages.
Kander's first monograph explores the nature of
beauty and is arranged in distinct chapters that use
different genres of photography (portraiture, land-
scape, still life) to show the diversity of his theme.

Lamathe, Michel. Meme les Cigales Dormaient.
Quebec: Editions 1'ai VU, 2000, 94 pages.

This manograph covers the work of Michel
Lamaothe who uses, as one of his techniques, a
pinhole camera to photograph recurrent images
such as sky, gardens and people.

Meehan, Les. Creative Expasure Control: How
to get the exposure you want every time,
New York: Amphoto Books, 2001, 128 pages.

This technical guide explains methods for
controlling the exposure of photographs.

Miller, Jonathan. Nowhere in Particular.
London: Mitchell Beazley, 1999,

Miller photographs the details of peeling paint
and pasters to form abstract compaositions and
prints them in full color.

Modica, Andrea. Humeon Being. Tucson, Arizona:
Mazraeli Press, 2001,

Andrea Modica takes a retrospective look into
American mythology and community through her
photographs of skulls found in Colorade.

0'Sullivan, Shawn, New York Exposed:
Photographs from the Daily News. New York:
Harry M. Abrams, Inc., 2001, 320 pages.

This collection of photographs, spanning the past
B0 years, comes from the archives of the New
York Daily News and shows historical and
personal images from New York City life.

Sills, Vaughn. Owe Family. Athens, Georgia:

The University of Georgia Press, 2001, 166 pages.
Sills photographs document a twenty year relation-
ship with four generations of the Toole family just
outside of Athens, Georgia.

Wright, Bill. Portraits from the Desert: Bill
Wiright's Big Bend. Austin, Texas: The University
of Texas Press, 1998,

Wright uses text and photographs to show the
people and landscape of Big Bend National Park.

Wright, Bill. People’s Lives: A Photographic
Celebration of the Human Spirit. Austin, Texas:
The University of Texas Press, 2001, 142 pages.

In this book, Bill Wright's photographs come from

his travels around the world, documenting people

from other cultures to show a complete portrait of
the human race,
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HousTon CENTER FOR PHOTOGRAPRY

2002
PRINT
AUCTION

HCP would like to thank
the artists, underwriters,
staff and volunteers for
their contributions to the
2002 Print Auction. It is
through the support of
the photographic commu-
nity that we are able to
continue our mission to
deepen the appreciation
and understanding of the
photographic arts and
support emerging and
mid-career artists and

their audiences.

ARTISTS
Amalia Amaki (Atlanta, GA)
James Anderson (1813-1877) & Sons
Catherine Angel (Henderson, NV)
Anonymous
Dick Arentx (Flagstaff, AZ)
Frank Armstrong (West Boylston, MA)
Allan Baillie (NYC)
Lynn Baldwin (Houston, TX)
James A. Belli (Houston, TX)
John A. Benigne (Wynnewood, PA)
Amy Blakemore {Houston, TX)
Gay Block (Santa Fe, NM)
Robert Bodrog (Toronto, Ontario, Canada)
Kate Breakey (Tucson, AZ)
Eleanor Brown (Houston, TX)
Jeanette Brown (Fayetteville, TX)
Joel Brown (Rancho Santa Margarita, CA)
Peter Brown (Houston, TX)
Dan Burkholder (Carroliton, TX)
Kristin Capp (NYC)
Keith Carter (Beaumont, TX)
Jimmy Castille (Houston, TX)
Philippe Cheng (NYC)
Vincent Clanni (Brookhmn, NY)
Alain Gerard Clement (Marfa, TX)
Jesse DeMartino (Lawson, MO)
Kay J. Denton (Austin, TX)
Stephen DiRado (Worcester, MA)
Dornith Doherty (Denton, TX)
Susan Dunkerley (Waco, TX)
Terry Evans (Chicago, IL)
Dennis Fagan (Austin, TX)
David Farris (Portland, OR)
Gary Faye (Houston, TX)
Jan Goddard-Finegold (Houston, TX)
Tom Foster (Friendswood, TX)
Charles Freeman (Hartwell, GA)
Emilio Gamot (Salzburg, Austria)
Flor Garduiio (Stabio, Switzerland)
Peter Goin (Reno, NV)
Bob Gomel (Houston, TX)
Lyle Gomes (South San Francisco, CA)
Kimberly Gremillion (Houston, TX)
Erigitte Grignet (Brooklyn, NY)
Michele Grinstead (Houston, TX)
Wanda Hammerbedk (La Cafiada, CA)
Phyillis Hand (Houston, TX)
Kenneth M. Hatch (Houston, TX)
Pamela Ellis Hawhkes (Rockport, MA)
Ed Hill (Houston, TX)
Henry Horenstein (Boston, MA)
Rolfe Horn (Oakland, CA)
Earlie Hudnall, Jr. (Houston, TX)
Veronique Hulliger

{Grand Saconnex, Switzerland)
Robert Hume (Houston, TX)
Yasuhiro Ishimoto (Tokyo, Japan)
Tig Jackson (Savannah, Georgia)
Simon James (London, England)
David Jerauld (Brookline, MA)
Paul Justice (Williamson, WV)

Michael Kenna (San Francisco, CA)

lohn Kimmich-Javier (lowa City, 1)

Len Kowitz (Houston, TX)

Robert Bruce Langham 111 (Tyler, TX)

Jack Leigh (Savannah, GA)

William F. Lembke (Lexington, VA)

Herman Leonard (New Orleans, LA)

Wendy Levine (Houston, TX)

David Levinthal (NYC)

Bernard Levy (Houston, TX)

0. Rufus Lovett (Longview, TX)

Deborah Luster (Monroe, LA)

MANUAL (Suzanne Bloom/Ed Hill)
(Houston, TX)

Michael ). Marshall (Athens, GA)

Ralph Masson (Houston, TX)

Nathan MecCreery (Clovis, NM)

Billie Mercer (Houston, TX)

John Metoyer (ML Prospect, IL)

Richard Misrach (Emeryville, CA)

R.). Muna (5an Francisco, CA)

Osamu lames Nakagawa (Bloomington, IN)

A. Leo Mash (Dakland, CA)

Graham Mash (Manhattan Beach, CA)

Leonard Nimoy (Beverly Hills, CA)

Barbara Norfleet (Cambridge, MA)

Said Nuseibeh (5an Francisco, CA)

Cynthia Leigh-Nussenblatt {Calveston, TX)

Steve Nussenblatt (Galveston, TX)

Olivia Parker (Manchester, MA)

Philip Perkis (New York, NY)

Keri Pickett (Minneapolis, MN)

Douglas Prince (Portsmouth, NH)

Herb Quick (Riverside, CA)

Vicki Ragan (Atlanta, GA)

David 5. Rosen (Ann Arbor, MI)

Janice Rubin (Houston, TX)

Michael Schley (Darien, CT)

Bastienne Schmidt (NYC)

Gary Schneider (NYC)

Chip Simone (Atlanta, GA)

Camille Solyagua (5an Francisco, CA)

Pablo Soria (Miami, FL)

Hans Staartjes (Houston, TX)

lain Stewart (Edinburgh, Scotland)

Jay Stock (Martins Ferry, OH)

David Stroup (Santa Maria, CA)

Maggie Taylor (Gainesville, FL)

Bob Tedrow (Rochester, NY)

Ruth Thorne-Thomsen (Philadelphia, PA)

Charles Vadovic (Houston, TX)

Kathy Vargas (5an Anfonio, TX)

Terry Vine (Houston, TX)

Carol Vuchetich (Houston, TX)

William Wegman (NYC)

Eva Skild Westerlind (Kirkland, WA)

Casey Williams (Houston, TX)

Hisun Wong (Pokfulam, Hong Kong)

Bill Wright (Abilene, TX)

Frank Yamrus (San Francisco, CA)

UNDERWRITERS

lames Maloney &

Beverly Ann Young

Joan Morgenstern

Jim & Sherry Kempner

Len and Cathy Kowitz

Gay Block

Wallace 5. Wilson
Anonymous Friend

Dodie & Richard Jackson
Colin Kennedy

Lee & Beth Schlanger
Laura & Rob Walls

W. Temple Webber IIl
Harry and Erla Zuber
Ginny & Bill Camfield
Chris & Ann Skidmore
Anne W. Tucker

Stanford & Joan Alexander
Dr. & Mrs. Jorge Barer
Mancy Darst

Kimberly Gremillion

Herb Smith & Susan Zimmerman
Barbara Schott

Michael & Susan Lieberman
Gary & Theresa Matson

AUCTION COMMITTEE

AUCTION DIRECTOR
Lynn Baldwin

Eleanor Brown
Paul Camfield
Jean Caslin

Tom Foster

Diane Griffin Gregory
Kenneth M. Hatch
Harla Kaplan

Len Kowitz

Ralph Masson
Melissa Mudry
Herb Smith
Henry Steffan
Charles Vadovic

HCP STAFF

Jean Caslin

Diane Griffin Gregory
Melissa Mudry

Mary Burch

The auction was held on Tuesday,
February 12, 2002. The next auction
will be held in February 2003.

HOUSTON CENTER FOR PHOTOGRAPHY

1441 West Alabama
Houston, TX 77006
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