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thi v ||.t\l‘ h.-un |r[.IL'l'|| :'n |l\' .:_L:I'l'n'iII:_!
to sit fon Richard Avedon. In the cata-
logue to Avedon’s show at the Minne-
apolis Instivute of Arts in 1970, the
|\?|l|t- ariapher wrote, *[ often fecl that
pmph come to me to be 'J|1|i1!l"r';||lj1t'l|
as they would po to o doctor or 4 for-
ume teller—to find out how they are.”
It is doubtful, however, that Edmund
Wilson came 1o Avedon to find ot
that he was o fae ol man whose jrints
didn't fit, of that Truman L‘,:i\nls' citmy
o r\;‘.l'n t he was a l:li'L'i"“' _~'|1.i\'r!',
ar that ];__'HI' .\IH"HIIIE\L'\ came to confirm
that he was o deathlyv=sick old man in o
wheelehair, In Avedon’s pictures of
his father, no such discrepancy (and
dishonesty ) was present, and they re-
1 the hest works of his career.
There are a few peaple in the show
( Vladimir Horowitz and Renata Ad-
ler, for example, and Robert Frank,
Jean Gener, and a neighborhood en-
terer)  who exhibic an individoaliey
based on character rather than on pe-
culiaritics of physiognomy. One feels,
however, that this comes of their own
strong photogeneity, rather than of
any slackening of the photographer's
scicntific method.

The three cnormous group pJ.L'(UJ‘L'S
that Toom over the gallery (the lirgest
i four hndred and twenty inches by
ninety=six j—one of the Mission Coun-
cil, another of the Chicago Seven, and
the third of members of Andy War-
hol’s Factory—at once diminish the
portraits’ impact and magnify their
problems. The Mission Council pic-
tire shows eleven men of  varous

heights, weights, and middle ages,
dressed in various garments, nt:||1i|i:1g
and facing  the camera—nondes ript
men who could be eleven members of
any bank or plastics firm or, if it comes
to that, litthe magazine, "I'he Chicago
Seven  picture shows  seven  typically
dressedd and bearded wnd  mustiched
voung men. The Factory picture, in

which several of the hands have tmken
uff their clothes, |'Il'll\'illl\' A simila
yawn of |'\-\<15:|lit'i|‘l: { though one love-
ly creature with long blond hair, a deli-
cately mac up faee, and an Incongri-
ons pends affords o certain sickening
fascination ), One feels abour these pic-
tures, as one feels about so many of the
portraits, that the most enormous and
cliharite lengths have been gone to—
for wo small returns, One finally balks
at the low sensationalismy that iz being
offered as high seriousness, A master of
the dazeling legerdemain of fashion
photogeaphy, Avedon remaing !llll\lI
of the heht=of-thay stimplicity vt is the
proper study of the photagrapher and
the j.'|l v of photography.

Jamer Mavconmy|
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Wwe :__11‘[ oliler we (L4 .1 |unk'.r::.
marked by the indignities rather than
the nobility of aging I]l:.\l as Muy-

maotion  studies  contradiered
tmeworn conventons of  deafismian-

-||, s do Avedon's |‘i\':ll|r:% contradict
ll‘l ]l”lll;l“:‘\'“(' ][.'|||i|'i“1'|.\' “[ |Jl||'[|';||‘[|||"",
and just as many of Muybri
temporarics dealt with the embarra
ment of his findings by stubbornly de-
nying their trath ((Roding for example,
ngeniously argued that the "\\umg“
pusition of art is really the “right”
one, since it accords with the synthesis
of impressions that we ger when we
view motion—iupe., the eye never sees
what the camera recards), so do many
of Avedon’s critics deny the validity
of his way of secing.

To this writer's mind, Avedon’s
I'L"|'|.'|.'|'[i|1|'1$ ;l]\ll”[ our '\“Ilr {'l]l'il‘l!'l'.'ll
condition are true (if not whole ) stiate-
ments abone humanity, and are a gen-
wine (if small) contribution to  the
body of photographic work that at once
refines and expands the medium. But
where Avedon can’t be defended, and
where he gives his eritics all the ammu-
nition they need, isin his persistent use of
famous people to make these statements
with, Why them? Why Dwight D.
Fisenhower, the Duke and Duchess of
Windsor, Alger Hiss, William I°, Buck-
ley, Jr., Harold Brodkey, Marlym}
Monroe, Truman Capote, R. D
Laing, John Lindsay, Jean Renoir,
Oscar Levant, Louise Nevelson? Why
not ovdinary people? An interviewer
for the Sunday Times asked Avedon
this question and received a very meta-
physical and entirely  uninformative
answer about “the secret” that is in

every photograph. Avedon’s “secret”
muty lie in a simple and practical fact—
namely, that it is easicr to get a famous

person to sit for a portrn than to stop
someone in the street and make the re-
quest. The question “Why me?” that
the nonentity will ask  (“Beeause T
want a man with vour kind of skin
disorder in my show™? ) is never asked
by the celebrity, who already knows—
or thinks he knows—the answer. But
Avedon doesn’t play fair. Tt turns out
that he is in no way photographing the
preat writer hecanse he s o great wiit-
er, or the renowned statesman hecnuse
he 5 a renowned statesman, but for
reasons of his own, and the discrepancy
berween the photagrapher’s intentions
and the subject’s (nor to speak of the
viewer's) n‘\[u'n'l.niun\'- unavoidably col=
ors the work, The Took of haflement

sometimes even of reproach—on many
of the faces at the Marlboraugh shiow

may well be there not as @ rellectuon ol |

their commaon human predicament hut

a0 reae it e special predicamen
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(such  as “Woman ated  on
Mound,” with ler grotesquely large
and flabby stomach and repulsively fa
thighs, on which every crease, bulwe,
and even garter mark s shown ), aml in
the way thae the aging Swife did in his
disgusting poem “T'he Lady’s Dressing
Room,” with its horrific inspeetion of
the Tady’s dirty secrets and its infa-
mous lament, “Oh! Ciclia, Crelia, Ciclin
sh==="" Avedon's portraits of this pe-
riod belong within this fierce didictic
tradivion ; their savagery is direeted not
at the subject (he irritably points this
out himself with his tele “Nothing
Personal™) but at the vanity and Ty 3

1sy of society, A series in “Nothing
Personal” taken in & mental instit-
lin]‘l——incfllding some of the most awful
and powerful photographs of this kind
i existence=—=lammers home (he point,

and also seems 1o be Avedon’s own pen-
ance for his involvement, as a fashion
photographer, in the bazaar of false val-
wes i which aflluent America oales,

A'Emm has passed out of this railing
anel \\'r”=”;|g"”:|(ing state, and for
the past few years has heen working in
a new vein of portraiture, whose re-

sults, along with some carefully select-
ed work of the past, are (‘llf'l'rllll_\'
on view at the Marlboroueh Gallery,
The reeent [ EEITEN all vaken i day-
i ; l:5-\-||Ilrl anmed sofwer, and re-
flective of a larger intention, than their
predecessars, Avedon now scecks the
universality that is the portrait painter’s
difficult but achievable goal and the
photographer's near-impossibilivg,  Ed-
ward Lucie-Smith, in study *“The
Invented Eye” []r}, . ‘utely ex-
presses the difference between the two
mediums; observing that whereas “a
portrait |!l'ni|ll\l'li by a painter or m'll“h
tor is alwavs a synthesis of impressions,
mmid we assume that the artist is at-
Lempting o definitive view of the sit-
e o ovenien,"™ the il]l-ll-l5|.|i|_]n" =
trant s limted to one impression and
this feaves the viewer with a sense of
“the possibility of other views, other
aspects al the sitter,”” A Tew photag

phers, nevertheless, have managed o
hreak 1||IIIH_'_-’]| ]||1' Marerier of thy |n_nl|.|r
view, amld one ol chese masters < the
Clerman phuotogr 1|n]||1' .\ul;:mt Sinnder
(1876-1964 ) has been seleetel by
Avedon as a0 model for his own qt-
tempt. Sunder, o commercial studio
photographer, ser out with characteris-

e entonme I]llll'lb!l]{lllll"-\ L create i
collective porteait of humanity by pho=

“archerype” he could

tographing every
find in Germany; he started our with
the peasines and frmers in iy native
Westerseald and procecded 1o artiss,

\\'I'ih.ﬁ. statesimen,  musici 8 s,

shopkeepers, factory workers, industri-
alists, circus people, Nazis, and so on.
Several hundred of Sander’s portrais
were collecred in a book called *Men
Withour Masks: Faces of Germany
1910-38," published here in 1973,
with i foreword by Golo Mann and 2
text by Sander’s sun, Anyone who ex-
pected to find a Grosz-like indictment
ol a nation in this collection of pictures
veceived instend a n']r:lstclting and com-
]lic\ stitement about the human con-
dhiion. Sander’s |\u|lr;1ir-._ marked Dy
great beauty, simplicity of form; and
verneity of emotional content, are per-
mesited with aosadmess that comes across
not as a passing feeling experienced by
the subject (or as a national char-
acteristic ) but as the permanent condi-
tion of mankind, Sander shows us that
the human face in repose is tragic,
When we remove the masks that we
assume as social beings, we are left
with our unalterable loneliness and
alienation,

Avedon’s identification with Sunder
is evidenced by the archerrpal labels he
planned, and inexplicably abandoned,
for lis porteaits at Marlborough (iden-
tifying each subject simply as “writer,”
“actor,” “u " Epresident,” “pro-
fessor’ )3 by his adherence w Sander’s
formal  head-=on poses sl eye-th=gye
vantact with the :\Ill‘jl'l'l; amd by the
mnrelicved swdness that runs through
the selecuons. But Avedon’s show gt
:\I.'ll'““fl"l)llgil [I:I'[!l]llct.‘S M \'l'r_" l“ﬂl"l:”l
impression from that of “Men With-
(11} 8 ,\[,Irk‘\."

The most suiking difference is the
cnormous  size  of  Avedon’s prints
(some portraits have been hlown up to
as- much as forty-nine by sixty-one
inches, with the average size bemng
around twenty by thirty ), which gives
them a qualiy of impressiveness—al-
most of grandeur—that is never pres-
ent in what we think of as the normal

i=by=ten- or  cleven=hy=fonrteen-
inch print. ("This is leaving out of ac-

c il
count, for the moment, three colossal,

i l-size ErOnp |||'cn||\'s, wh *h :I\-\':ll[
ite. 1 The size of
Avedon's

even the largest ports
the pictures reflects,
mstinetive feel for, and abihty to con=
neet with, the hromler stylistie enirents
ol the time; the show bristles “"I_T‘h |l.-=.
vonnectedness o the 'I‘llf'fl‘h“l“gh.“i 9
Warhol’s “Chairmiin. Mawg,” Christo’s
villey curtain, Smithson’s carthworks
l"lli\'k Closi’s I‘];u:lu-l{(‘.ll]‘.\'"‘t Ihc 3‘
s of William Bailey, Mure epscious-
I and deliberately (and, agiih jjuruo-
teristically ), the prints reflect "\“;t_' ,I|\
yortuice OF Seitle
yphs. Ave-
pallery own-
% J:“\'t‘ WLt

Bragp of the erugial 1]
m the exhibition of photo
dom has studied (s many

ey and nvuseam gusieo
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l[il] the difference hetween |1]1lllngl‘;l-
phy as a publishing form and photog-
raphy as an exhibition form, and with
this show he offers an object lesson in
the conduct of the latter. Avedon
dida’t just send his photographs o the
gallery, as photographers usually do,
but ereated the show expressly for the
large white spaces and architectural
features of the Marlborough rooms,
Marvin Israel was hired o design the
maze of partitions that permits the
showing of more than a hundred pie-
tures, and w lay out a scale model of the
gallery in Avedon’s studio, so that the
relationship of each Print to"its spice
and to its neighbors could be premedi-
tated and perfected. As with scale, so
with print quality: the prints in the
show were made specifically for it (and
under a set of criteria different from
those governing the prints made for
publication in magazines) at the Mod-
crnage laboratories, under the SUpEr=
vision of Avedon's chief technician,
Gideon Lewin, and at Avedon’s studio,
and they are of an exquisiteness that
sets a standard for exhibition printing.
Nothing could be more alien to the
ferish of inexpensive equipment and
simple darkroom technique so beloved
of the great and near-great of photog-
r;q}lh},' (Weston w in'nml of his live-
dollar camern, and Stegliva’s dark-
room was like a schrau]hn‘\"s] than
Avedon’s 1D Day-like preparations for
this show, in which c¢very maodern
technological  resource  was  utilized,
thousands of dollars were ungrudgingly
and carclessly spent, and  spates of
technicinns, assistants, and secretaries
were employed.

An on-the-face-of-it-puzzling affin-
ity that Avedon says he feels with
_[in a Margaret Cameron—whose blur-
vy, exalted portraits of Victorian poets
and litdde givls seem entively unlike
Avedon's incisive, existentinl examina-
tons  of twenticth-century  people
mikes sense in regand o the bound-
lessly energetic, stop-at-nothing work-
ing rechniques of the two photogra-
phers. Cameron recruited her hapless
family for her photographic ventures
in the same way that the richer Ave-
don recruns his paid employees, and
nothing deterred  her. For example
(one of many such anecdotes related
by her biographer, Helmut Gerns-
heim), the night before the  poet
Henry Taylor wisited the Cameron
house, on the Isle of Wight, Julin de-
cided that the guest room was o dark
for such e luminary to sty in, 5o she
engagad eanrpenters o work all night
adding a west window in time for the
sunshine 1o be ponring inoat the I:m-('-.
arnival the next afternoon. For Aye-

don, oo, nothing is impossible: e

spent seven weeks i Saigon Wiiting
for the members of the United States
Mission Council, which was funnping
the war in Vietnam, to come together
lor the picture he Dl -"|'l""l"”." flown
ot o take, and he twice drove out to
Rockland County to jlhl‘f”g""i']' Ales-
andra “Tolstoy, Leo Tolstoy 5 ninety-
one-year-old  daughter,  hecause  he
didn’t like the dress she had worn at
the first sitting. (The second  time
around, he m:ru:‘cd w sort through
her closet.) And a week before the
:\|.||']|\u|'1ml_[|1 show npmﬂl he decided
that the metal screws holding the
frames together were wrong, and he
and his staff spent a frantic two days
looking for plastic replacements. (They
were finally unearthed in New Ro-
chelle.) Yer one feels a subtle differ-
enece berween the stories abour Camer-
on and those about Avedon; while her
extravagances emerge as the endear-
g willfulness of a lovable ald cocen-
tric, his have something of the off-
putting compulsiveness of the boy who
has to geran A in everything,

The portraits invite a similar ant:
onism. They bluntly raise (as Sander’s
portraits entirely evade ) the question of
the subject’s attrctiveness, From most
of the pictures at Marlborough one
gets the decided fecling thar the subject
looks considerably better in real life
than he does here, that out of laindreds
of possible aspects Avedon his cliosen
the least favorable one, that these
enormous, arcful pictures are veally
kind of apotheosis of the “bad™ picrre
of ourselves thar we hastily pluck from
the pile of snapshots to be pasted in the
album—in contrast to the “good” g
lections that spare us the sight of oy
double chins, sunken cheeks, putfy yes,
baed \'u:‘nphxiuns, |11.'L‘VI.Sh ‘-xprrssinns_
and soon. Although Avedan’s .
proach has ehanged (he nolonger pha-
tographs from below, or prints the
old dark, eruel way ), his intentiog stil]
secems unkind,

In fact, however, Avedon doges ot
try to make people look bad; he g,
ply doesn’t do anything to make them
look good. By eschewing all the Ptinee
erly devices of lighting, pose, hy
ground, and printing that can Prodyg,
a pleasing likeness—hy simply taking
straight pictures in the manner of II::L.
lice photographer—he shows s y, oy
s:.-f\'rs not us nlhrrs seL s hlll s tl
camera sees us. Like Muybridgy M
tographs of horses in motion [“"n';-i
revealed that the way horses Ly |||--I
deawn i are was all wrong |, \-“I”l:
Metures of men withuout JPrepy i LB
an unpalatable tath, They g
that we are ugly creatures, ang

Seny
Iu“‘, \

s
1'I.‘|[

LS
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work and the portraiture are stylistical-
ly and emotionally of a piece; bath are
animated by an innovator’s spirit of
experiment and risk-taking, and by a
young man’s wish to please and dazzle.
Portraits of Fred Astaire, James Cag-
ney, Alee Guinness, Kay Kendall, Vi-
cente Escudero, Hermione Gingold,
Charlorte Greenwood, Marian Ander-
son, and Anthony Quayle are some of
the felicitics of this exuberant period.
Then, in the mid-fiftics, Avedon’s
portraits begin to veer sharply in an-
other direction. His subjects become
older, and his camera dwells on the
horrible things that age can do o peo-
NL"S faces—on the Aabby flesh, the
slack skin, the ugly growths, the puffy
vyes, the knotted necks, the aimless
wrinkles, the fearful and anxious set

the mouth, the marks left by sick-
ness, madness, alcoholism, and iree-
versible disappointment. “These pictures
of people who no longer care how
they look—ar shouldn’t if they do—
were taken under the glare of strobe
lights or in hright daylight, 1o pick out
cvery degrading and disgusting detail;
were often angled from below, to re-
veal the collapse of chin into formless
ti::cci‘lir_\- or t accentuate the Lense,
death-ractle attenuation of neck; and
were printed in savage black contrast.
Perle Mesta, Dorothy Parker, Coco
Chanel, Tsak Dinesen, Father Martin
Cyril D’Arcy, and Somerset Maugham
were some of the victims of this merci-
less inspection; they can be studied in
the hooks “Ohservations,” with text
by Truman Cuapote (1959), and
“Nothing Personal,” with text by
James Baldwin (1964). These por-
traits shocked and  discomfited their
viewers, and many people began to say
of Avedon that he was mean and was
“out o get” his subject—a reputation
that still adheres to him,

A more charitable (and likely) in-
wrpretation of  Avedon’s motives in
creating these distressing portraits is to
see Th‘.'n.l as g |'l'.|l'[i|’n o Tl]‘.‘
idealized youth and beauty that fashion
phatography forces on its practitioners,
and to the partculie ilusion of gaiety
and pleasure that Avedon’s own fash-
1n plhnn»gl':l]l]l'& have fostered. Like
the :!{';llh’n-;'h';lsi Hi the feast il'l I'IlL'ilir-
val iconography, these pictures come to
tell us that the golden lads and lasses
frolicking down the streets of Paris
today will he horrible old people to-
marrow, that the pursuit of agreeable
sensations and the worship of beautiful
objects are all vanity, Avedon means
to disturh and shock with these picrures,
in the way tiat the young Rembrandt
meant to disturh and shock with his
anti=classical ciehings of “real womgn™
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Chinese Bar, where they acted as if
they were at o Howard  Johnson's;
m the summer, 1l|-'_‘. Hew daway not tw
dreary vich resorts but to earthy fun
places like the Vemple of Karnuk;
and when other entertainments failed
they stayed home and played with their
clothes and makeup, painting and ar-
raying themselves tw look like women
in ‘r;-I!:lllL'-u' |r|'i|||.~'- or in Nabi |.l.|inti|1;1'
(or, perhaps more to the point, in
Irving Penn's painterly color photo-
graphs),

Avedon’s innovations were quickly
wlopted by other photographers, amd
just as quickly dropped by Avedon,
who, on the Red Queen’s principle,
was forever running in onder to stay in
place. Sometimes he ran straight into

tronhle —most - conspicuously i the
Aprily 1965, issue ol Harper’s Buzaar,
which the magazine had foolishly en-
rrusted to his “guest editorship,” and
from which it has vet w recover, In
this sell=indulgent mess, filled with hi-
ZArre space COSTUIMES Set against
(Jp anl l’np Art h.‘lrks_:t'ululd:i. with
glossuries  of  *Iin”  expressions  like
“evoovy™ and “make the seene,” amd
with ]ﬂrlg !‘:K'li.'l‘l"\ of imne cool writ-
ing, Avedon revealed what Tay on the
other side of the edge he likes to skirt.
Soon afrer this debacle, he moved o

Vagae, where he was able (or was

made) o pull himsell together and
as the Ny, 1974, pictures demon-
strate—tu reassert his dazzling pre-
eminence simong fashion photographers,
N that same issue of Foguee, a fow
pages after the sex-in sined pic-
tures, there appeared an even more
shocking picture by Avedon: a purteait
of his dying father, sélected from a
show  of cght Jl!ll:tlr"l'.‘]“]h\ then on
view at the Muscum of Modern Arnt
which Avedon took during the last
of Nis Gather’s Bl amd which
with devastiing  chaiy,  the
course of _f.lL'|-|l Lsrael Avedon's in-
curable eancer. 'f‘iu':\v |1.Iil11ll|. 1\‘:ll'f\l|

images of aging and suffering were
culminaton of Avedon’s corollary ca-
is 4 portrait photographer, which
lie has consistently pursued and  on

. . \ ey
which his claim o being a “serions™ phio-

H'!I'.Il'l‘ll'i' s IL‘.\[\'I!. 'llllli Cilteer |'I.I!\

|r.1-u-ui |||r'1|1|:_1|| wn-r;uf L||-lI|M'l SGIECS,
Ihe earliest porerais, most of them
al fmons stage amd osereen personali-
ties, are charneterized by theie alive-
ness and (olten exs rerated ) CXeS-
siveness, and by the |)||nmu|'.|i~hr|"-\
conception of the subject as the vm-
Bowliment of wiat he does: comedians
are shown mugging, singers -\mg[u-_-

ACTOrS acting, professional heautics he-

e beautifule A this poin, the Gshion |

s
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PHOTOGRAPHY

Men Without Props

N May, 1974, a series of fashion
photographs appeared in Vogue

which caused even the most impas-
sive of vogue-followers to stare with
astomishments "Fhe first picture shoswed
a tonned; barve=hreasted eirl with up-
raised arms, her chest marked by two
_'_(l.ur'inj_' white eircles eremed by her
chiscarded hiking Loy by vmp pressed
aganst the aroin of a hairy wan whose
und possessively curved around her
thigh while his thumb poked inta the
corner of hikini bottom, in the
other corner of which she hid tucked

]h‘l

i comby, sunglsses, and o purse spray
of the Lanvin perfume thit was the
nominal subjece of the photograph. In
other pictures, in aid of other scents,
creams, and makeups, the girl loled in
the sand with this man and another
one, Sometimes she sprawled over the
prosteate body of one while resting her
head on the shoulders of the other, or
lifted her P=shire o permit her stomach
to he kissed; in a concluding picture,
she sat holding up the two men, who
seemed to have expived from heat, sex,
alers had to

or sheer boredom, Few

inmL’ at the cr l!it line T s who had
taken these outrageous pictures. Rich-

Avedon’s carcer as a Lshion pho-
Lo |i1|l|.'|'—-—h1| Harper’s Bezanwr from
1945 to 1965 amd on Vegur since
1966—has consistently  marked
by its extremism and by Avedon’s al-
ist. In

heen

mest uncanny feel for the zeitg

this instance, he had caught and crys-
tallized, in all is unpleasantiess and
silliness, 2 moment in our national life
when an unlikely hut _IM[I‘JIh]v porno-
graphic spirit was in the 15,

Although Aveden 18 one of the best
known and least underrited of fashion
photographers, s aghicvement s 1m-

precisely upderstood, N common mis-

fnm'rp["nu—-l ived fromy the motion
and the animagion that are 4 signature
work—is th

hy

Avedon
rescued  fashion  phot from a
sorry condition of mannered rigidiey

and hloodless stasis andd forged it ino

of his fashion

a medium of vital and forceful nn

ralism. In fact, when Avedon arrived
at If.‘.‘!'}‘r'r',i Buazaar a5 2 HEryonis ]\u||fl
and protégé of Alexcy Brodoviteh,
the magazine’s art director, [ashion
photography was at the peak of its ef-
florescence, and had just pas
a period  whose best examples—by,
among  others, Baron  Adolphe e
Meyer, Edward Steichen, Cecll Bea-
n, Guulgt Hon I]iflgl‘ll~]illL‘r]L"‘ H(n'-.it,
Mlarein Munkaesi, and  Lowmse Dahl-
Wolfe—have never been surpassed.
T'he stasis and rigidig chae marked ehe
fashion pictures of the rwentics and

Al through

thirtics were the result pot ol ignorance
and hackwardness bue of the sty listc
Conventinns which photogra-
phers, along with other decorative art-
ists of the period, sedulously labored—
the forms  (derved from

rectilinear

Cubism, technological design, the Bau-
haus, Russian Constructivism, Ameri-
can Indian art, and Azree architecture,
as well as from some of the period’s
more sinister political movements ) thit
have recently heen labelled Art Deco.
Avedon's achievement was to murk
the passing of Art Deco and to grasp,
before anvone else did, the outlines of
its successor, for which a name has yet
to be coined, but in whose thrusting
curvilinearities we can read a recuil
from the deprivations and polities of the
war years and a foreshadowing of the
escapist tendencies thar shaped the nest
two decades—the privatism and the
the with

food, sex, children,

Acquisitiveness; ohsessions
and objects; the
search for the “natural” and the
ganic.” Lven at the stary, w hen Ave-
don’s fashion pictures were no hetter
than those of other fashion photog

phers—and often, in fact, worse—
they looked more wedern. ( Modern in
relation to their own time, that is.
phy’s status as an are
form is vividly demonstrated by a com-
parison of a fashion photograph of
twenty years azo with an ordinary
snapshot of a woman dressed in the
style of that time; in the snapshor the
clothes look peculiar and dared, while
in the fashion photograph they have the
timele and inevieability  of the
clothes in Renaissance or Empirve paing-
ings. ) Avedon pur his models into
maotion against hlurred, smoky back-
grounds for the suke not of naturlism
but of style: s swirling capes and bil-
lowing ball gowns des

Fashion photog

(L33

ribed the curves
that major artists were drip-
ping or shishing onto canvises
and anonymous artisans were
putting into things like sling
chairs.  Avedon’s u\uul]lhu;s
similarly drew on the spirie
of the time; in place of the
classical moufs, the Cubist de-
signs, and the cald trappings
of upalence thut formed the
settings of prewar fashion pho-

aphy and p an
ideal of aristocratic  remore-
ness and arvogance and lan-

cted

guon, he ereated o no less pre-
posterous but hacmish
and demacratic-looking vision
of affluence. His Dior=dressed
models strode down the streets

more

of Puaris, graciously mingling
with mnpkcciwrs. pausing to
wateh street shows of wmblers
and strong men; at night,
after the opera, they dismissed
the chauffenr in arder to
gambol down the Champs-
Elysées with their escorts and
stop in for a uigh'ﬁ.\lp at the
\
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of a Photographer as a Portraitist

ltural Affairs Specialist
d Avedon is sitting for Iﬁs}rnrtmit, and
ingly uncomfortable. He rushes to
air, takes his glasses off and puts them
‘alternates tapping fingers with clenched
'offers the help of one of his assistants, say-
his is very traumatic for me. ['m trying to be

ut in his own obliging way, the man with a
ition as the highest-paid photographer in the
waging a silent battle with the newspaper
. who wants to catch his subject
ubj f Richard Avedon's portraits are
bﬁ. ?I‘huy stare straight at the camera
84 rigid concentration for that one ex-
moment, So Richard Avedon wants to

% it at the camera, too.
: his moment as an artist, and the por-
"‘* 2 his art. Starting Wednesday through
he Museum of Modern Art in Manhattan
eight of those portraits. They are spe-
.1"l=luxe they are of Avedon’s father,
Mh‘ , who died Sept. i] l!«l?-‘]élu;%:.
Ve Dee shows -
w mgﬁtiﬂ::kg:&ugirhmd ﬁvsdrm.
with “The Family of Man,” but
gond one.man museum show. The

=4

firat, in 1970, crowded portraits of the famous, the
infamous and the unknown into eight enormous
rooms at the Minneapolis Institute of Arts, the
largest show ever given to a single photographer.
But to Avedon's disappointment, the show never
reached New York, and while some reviews were
glowing, others couldn't get over the fact that Ave-
don's reputation so far rests largely on his work in
fashion and advertising,

“The worst thing is to photograph someone who
is doing something else,” Avedon tells the newspa-
per photographer who is trying to catch him at ease
at the antique Spanish refectory table that serves
as desk, work space, eating place and entertain-
ment center in the long room, one of two rooms in
which he lives above his East Side Manhattan
studio.

And yet, starting in 1945 at 22, Avedon became
a star in the world of fashion by photographing
beautiful women who were doing “something else.”
They weren't just standing there, reverentl;l.' dis-
playing the elegant clothes that they were trying to
sell, as fashion models in magazines had until then,
Against often blank gray or white backgrounds,
they. were laughing, shouting, leaping, stretching,
jumping, dancing, embracing bicycle champions,
addressing sphinxes, wheeling baby carriages. Ave-
don’s techniques of casual theatricality, coura-
geous colors and blurred images and a general aura

 1LA633 |

of freedom and fun in a beautifully can't-we-just-
Iﬂ-nopeq;:-;enl wlr;rld of elegance and gaiety have in-
uenced just about e fashion and isi
phuiompher \rlurkingmay. -
lon still makes news for hig- -
tracts with the likes of Revion c:nd l&mm%.
He still uses—or creates—the top models wrdnn;
Next year, he'll be bringing out a book on his fash-
:‘Oul:‘l ldplgmgraphy, “I:_;gdan: 1945-1975," which
me an exhibiti etropolit
Mu;eum in 1976. , Rl e §
ut Avedon says now, “There’s aj been
separation between fashion and :v:a':?-ull m';
deeper work, Fashion is where I make my living.
I'm not knocking it. It's a pleasure to make a living
that way. It's a pleasure, and then there's the deep-
er pleasure of doing my portraits. It's not important
what I consider myself to be, but I consider myself
to be lel portrait photographer,”

“Pleasure” is a pale word to describe what
tography ils t;a A\reftrn‘ illregunsu I've ph v
every single day of my life since 1945, :
he sits there, with stockinged feet pmppedh ao“:b‘!
{Htii-a' a h;‘lri::ht_ man)wi.th a boyishly studious look

“Iknow that the accident of my being a photog-
rapher has made my life . ., . m’bh," wrote in
the catalog for the Minneapolis show, ““I think pho-

—Continued on Page 32
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- —Continued from Page 3

tography is the only thing I'm really good at,” he
|88ys now. “Some people are better at life.”
., So when his father died, Avedon was first able
to delay his acknowledgment of that desth and
then to experience it through his photographs.

. Avedon had been photographing his father for
six years through perhaps 50 sittings, But after he
learned that his father was terminally ill of cancer
of the liver in December, 1972, he continued photo-
anhmg but sealed the negatives and would not
ook at them. “When my father died, I opened up
the photographs,’” he remembers. The walls of his
Jong.room are made of white bulletin-hoard materi-
al and are always covered with a changing assort-
ment 'Df photographs. For one month after his
father's death, they were covered with poriraits of
Jacob Israel Avedon.

“For a month I lived here and worked here with
no feeling of sadness of any kind,” Avedon says,
Then some friends from Greece came to town and
he wanted to entertain them., *'1 put all the food on
the table, and then I realized: “Thev're going to
think I'm peculiar, living with 100 photographs of
my dead father,’ It was the first time I thought of
itasodd. I thought I'd take them down, and when I
took the first pin out, it hit me. It really hit me,
Until then, we'd been working together. After that,
he was dead. He became a part of the history of my
work. No longer a portrait of my father. The por-
traits in the show are not my father. Theyre just
photographs., They're what [ brought to the mo-
ment and what he brought—not the truth.”

There is, in fact, @ peculiar kind of untruth
about a person staring straight at a camera, the
game way there is about the self-portrait of an art-
ist who paints himself while locking into a mirror.
Both focus the attention into an intensity of staring
c{:‘ﬂut may have a great deal to say sbout an
sbstract inner life, but little to divulge about char-
acter. Avedon’s portraits are not really concerned
with individual character—with what someone is
.lilleE care about slpguoli_ols anld my1hhs. B

wven his photogra people such as Dwig

David Eisenhower nng Truman Capote exist inde-
pendently of the le who sat for them—the
same way paintings do. Even after memories of
those people begin to fade, the photos will still be
what they are—something Richard Avedon saw,
whether in himself, or in them or in the whole world
ar in all three doesn't really matter.

In his father, as in so'many of the cther por-
traits, it is terror, 80 naked and all-consuming that
it leaves little room for other emotions. The eight

aphs in the museum show are eight studies
in time of how Jacob Israel handled that iterror,
with dignity, anger, thrusting defiance and denial,
but always—always—by trying too hard.

Avedon did not really get to know his father un-
til about 10 years ago. There had been a bleak and
bitter childhood, while Jacob, who had been bomn
in Lomzha in Russia in 1889, and brought up in an
orphanage in New York after his father deserted his
mother, tried to drum into his own son, Richard, all
he had learned the hard way about making it in the
warld, Richard was given an allowance of five pen-
nies, but only after he had presented his father with
a budget, accounting for each penny,

“He was not an easy man,”’ Avedon says now,
Jacob carefully built up a retail dress business that
became Avedon's Fifth Avenue, at 39th Street and
Fifth Avenue. The name is still carved in stone on
the same building. “Why, it's part of New York,”
Avedon gays with palpable pride. Jacob went bank-
ropt, became a buyer for the Tailored Woman
ghop, started Avedon’s Woonsocket in Rhode Is-
I and finally, at €2, suffered a heart attack,
separated from his wife and moved to Sarasota,

During all that iime, Richard Avedon was
Jeaming to become an artist, “When 1 was 7—or
maybe 8, he says, “my grandparents lived in the
nmnputme:ﬁ:um as Rachmaninoff, and a girl
cousin and [ used to sit on (he garbage pails at the
service entrance and listen to him practice, and we

could hear when he made a mistake, he'd go over it
again, and over it again and over it again. i

“Then my parents toock me toene of his con-
certs, and after the concert—1'd never actually seen
him—I waited and asked him if | could take a pic-
ture of him with my box camera. Maybe that's
where I learned about discipline and what’s beauti-
ful about rigor, what's compelling about craft,
those months listening to him going over and over
one phrase,”

At first, Avedon wanted to be a poet. He was
poet laureate of De Witt Clinton High School, That
was bad enough for his father. *He had such a hard
life himself that he wasn't really able to recognize
me. He wanted me to be his kind of person, and to
have a son who was an artist wasn't the best news,”
he says, and he stops worrying the rubber band he
has been twisting, and laughs, "'Particularly since

this son flunked everything else,” Son Richard
dropped out of school, and, with the outbreak of
war, joined the Mezchant Marine, His father’s hap-
hazard gift to him t a Rolleiflex camera—got
him started on his eer.

And by the time Jacob died, they were father

and son in spirit as well as in Idon't know if I
really want to gointo all . . .,"” Avedon says, torm-
ing his face aside, again insistently twisting that
rubber band, *This is very upsetting (o talk about,
T'wasn't—oh, what the hell! 1 wasn't with my father
when he died.”

When he heard, Avedon and his own son, John,
flew down to Sarasota. **We had some drinks on the
plane and were laughing and telling stories about
him. About how he'd go up to total strangers on the
ilgeach Pangl sa},h “That's my son :;-‘Iéa just came back

rom Paris," Things are never way you eq)ed:

them to be. It was a celebration of a il | fa-
iher, and a wonderful grandfather who died when
he wanted to. At that moment, there was {his relief
that he hadn't suffered—vou know,” Avedon says,
darting little licks at his lips. His father, it seems,
had meant it to be a celebration,

“He did a very terrific thing. I was working in
Paris that summer, And I got back and flew down
with Johnny to see him and did the last sitting. The
minute I left, he stopped eating. He waited for me
to come back and waited for the last portrait, and
that was enough. Seven days later, he was dead.”

I been Avedon who, close 10 a decade ear-
lier, had decided that “‘it was just criminal for me
not to make the effort—io discover him, And 1
wanted a father, I realized it might not be poesible
but it was not up to him,”

So he went to Sarasota and asked his father to
go into the real estate business with him. “This old
man picks his head up,” Avedon remembers. They
bought Havana Heights in Florida, and “we finally
had something to talk about, Hundreds of phone
calls, That’s all we talked about, but I'd learned to
talk his Janguage.”

Then at £3, Jacch remarried, "“Eleanor. Presi-
dent, of the garden club, The geranium goes like
ihis,” and Avedon allows his wrist to go limp, “She
makes it go like that.” He raises his hand erect.
The couple made & scrapbook of snapehots of their
vacations, and in one Jacob kept the first Jetter he
had from his gon,

“Dear Dad,” Avedon says now, reciting the let-
ter, “I've learned your business now, 1 hope you'll
learn mine. After all, I'm a really good photogra-
pher and I hate giving the best that’s in me to
strangers and taking snapshols of you, 1'd hke to
come down next weekend and do a portrait of you,
A serious portrait, But you've got lo realize (hat
photography to me is what real estate is to you and
that it will be very hard wark for you, Let me know
il it will be okay,”

The next weekend, he went down with an assist-
ant and a writer, The writer was Doon Arbus,
daughter of pholographer Diane Arbus, who re-
members her role as an ambiguous one. It was real-
Iy a family gathering, she says, bui then “'there was
this forced thing that Dick's father was to get
across what it was to be Dick's father.”

Avedon also brought along an eight-by-10 cam-

—~
!

-

era that weekend, and for two weekends after that,
“so there would be no eonfusion in his mind—"'
there's Dick taking snapshots,” Avedon says.
was through that that he first came to undersiand
me, T h the work, I think the thing most im-
portant in our lives was the work.”

At the moment, it is one of the few things in
Avedon’s life. About a year ago, he moved out of
the house on Riverview Terrace, overloocking the
East River, that he had shared with his second
wife, Evvie, whom he in 1951, |

Since then, he has lived, as he puts it, “over the
store.” “Would you like to see where 1 live?"" he asks
with the offhand honesty that once, the iale goes,
caused him to send a newspaper reporter o his psy=-
chiatrist {o get the full story.

In addition to the long room with the lrestlea-
ble, where he lives is an eight-by-nine, neat, |
tional cell. It contains a bed meant for ane, four
emply suitcases, a clothes valet, pencils, papers,
two telephones on the floor, a Soutine ﬁ;siu enda
photograph of Avedon, his father and his son lean-
ing against the wall, e 18

“I've never been mare content in Ty life,”" he
savs. “You understand, there are many Yo0ms
available to me, and I've chosen this room.”

He will not speak of his own son, except 1o say
he is 21 and a student at Sarah Lawrence
“He's making his own identity in life and it's
enough to have a father whose . , ." He pausesfi
a long time, then says, as though it were the least
important phrase in the middle of a sentence, “He
means more to me than my work. . , "

“That’s the only person that's true lbout,"llg
Laura Kanelous, Avedon’s friend and agent for 2
)rlegru. “And I'm surprised it's true about him, But
i l‘.)| -

Avedon never wants {o stop taking pictures, “T

can see myself as a very old man in a terrific
chair pl W:F{lim'ithc i
Iwon't be p hing the !
dow, the way Stei i

other old people.” /RN
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Richard Avedon, right, began tak-
ing pictures of his late father to
teach him about his son's busi-
ness. The two portraits of Jacob
JIsrael Avedon are included in the
resulling exhibit, which starts
Wednesday ot the Museum of
Modern Art in Manhattan,
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au musée d‘art moderne de New York

1).

Q ks
temps

moderne de New York, vo.
‘qui témolgne d'un intérét pour
cet art encore assez mal com-
pris en France, qui mérite
d'étre cité en exemple.

Le musée d*Art moderne, qui
édite de remarquables ouvrages
consacrés aux photographes
les plus marquants depuis
cent cinquante ans, présente
ainsi un « hommage a Stei-
chen », qui regroupe les noms
les plus fameux et les photo-
graphies les plus représentati-
ves d'un fonds extrémement
riche et qui est une (remar-
quable) lecon d’histoire de
I’art. I1 nous propose également
une exposition Moholy-Nagy,
Rochenko, Kertesz, un impor-
tant ensemble japonais et neuf
photographies signées Avedon,
exposées dans une petite salle
au rez-de-chaussée.

Si la jeune photographie ja- gnage d'une
ponaise doit sans doute & une felle [force. nmmwb-ém
sélection un peu trop officielle  Avedon n'a £té a sincére, |
d'étre en dessgus de ce gui?n aussi émouvant.

est en droit d'attendre d'elle, Michel Nuridsany
I'exposition consacrée a Moho- : . /
ly-Nagy, Rochenko, Kertesz, en

vevanche, est tout & fait pas-
gionnante. Elle permet de me-
surer le génie de ces trois
artistes d'Europe centrale qui,
tous trois influencés par le
Bauhaus, bouleversérent la
conception photographique des
années 30 par des cadrages in-
geants. Cette maniére de cadrer
leur permettait d'éliminer la
ligne d'horizon, rendant 1'orien-
tation de l'espace difficile et
vous faisalt pénétrer dans un
autre monde, & la limite de
I'abstraction,

Les meilleures, les plus céle-
bres images de ces trols artis-
tes incompnrables sont la, |BS
prouvant 1a qualité et la siireté
de jugement de ceux qui ont
réalisé 1a sélection,

C’est d'une manidre beaucoup
plus classique — du moins for-
mellement — qu'Avedon nous
bouleverse avec une exposition
d'une telle force que neuf pho-
tographies suffisent.

Ce photographe de mode cé-
lébre, portraitiste de la heute
société, nous conte tout slmple-
ment (avee une terrible simpli-
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been successful by his own standards,
and is almost apologetic for his com-
mercial success, For all his acclaim, the
fact that Avedon has never up till now
had a museum show in New York does
rankle and his work is often judged. he
feels, by preconceived notions of “the
perfumed halls” of women’s fashion
magazines.

His current show, at the Museum of
Modern Art, consists of eight portraits
of his father, Jacob Israel Avedon,
taken when he was 81 to 87 years old.
Jacob Avedon was born in the province
of Grodna, Russia, in 1889, After immi-
grating to this country, he operated a
blouse shop and, among other things.
worked as a buyer for the Tailored
Woman and as a substitute school-
teacher in Hell's Kitchen. He died last
year.
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Portrait
of the portraitist

“I' think of myself as an underground
artist—no one knows or has seen the
kind of work. the portraiture that I've
been doing for the past ten years.” So
says Richard Avedon, the fashion pho-
tographer, who adds that he has never
been successful by his own standards,
and is almost apologetic for his com-
mercial success. For all his acclaim, the
fact that Avedon has never up till now
had a museum show in New York does
rankle and his work is often judged. he
feels, by preconceived notions of “the
perfumed halls" of women's fashion
magazines.

His current show. at the Museum of
Modern Art, consists of eight portraits
of his father, Jacob Israel Avedon,
taken when he was 81 to 87 years old.
Jacob Avedon was born in the province
of Grodna, Russia, in 1889. After immi-
grating to this country, he operated a
blouse shop and, among other things,
worked as a buyer for the Tailored
Woman and as a substitute school-
teacher in Hell’s Kitchen, He died last
year.

“That is not my father on the wall,"
Avedon says. “They are photos of my
father. They are the way in which 1 ex-
press my feelings about him, how he ex-
presses his towards me, the way he re-
acts to being photographed —in the end
it's something that has been made. It is
not reality."

Avedon, an intense, attractive man of
51, was once high-school poet laureate
of New York City and co-editor with
James Baldwin of the DeWitt Clinton
High School literary magazine. He has
been a fashion photographer for such
magazines as Harper's Bazaar and
Vogue for almost 30 years.

“When | do an advertisement or a
page for a fashion magazine," he said,
“my function is to sell either the issue or
the product. That's what | have to do,
and [ am good at it. But it's far from the
most meaningful part of my creative
life."

He sees the great advantage in being a
fashion photographer as enabling him
to be “my own Ford Foundation, my
own Gupggenheim granter.,” providing
him with the only way he can afford to
do the work that is most important to
him. He notes that Edward Steichen,
whom he admires greatly, started as a
commercial photographer.

V&
Summer 1974

Richard Avedon, Jacob Israel Avedon,
photograph, 1973.

“My fashion work is completely com-
mercial photography—it always has
been, and I separate that from the
photographs that 1 am not paid to do.
That's the work I'm most interested in.”

He considers important his 9-by-35-
foot photo tableau of the Mission Coun-
cil in Saigon, the power structure that
directed the United States involvement
in Vietnam. (Why so large? “l see the
group itself as being of mythical propor-
tions™); portraits of Isak Dinesen, Oscar
Levant, Andy Warhol, Stravinsky and
Eisenhower.

“I work every day. I constantly photo-
graph, the way some people speak. It is
the language that | am most comforta-
ble with. You should be reading the
photos or listening to them. There's
much more there to learn about me that
way than by listening to me."” ]

Review of Richard Avedon exhibition at
the Museum of Modern Art on page 120.
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When Richard Avedon was 19 he joined the
Merchant Marine where he was assigned to
make identity photographs, or ‘mug shots’. He
often refers to the experience: ‘I must have taken
pictures of maybe one hundred thousand baffled
faces before it ever occurred to me [ was
becoming a photographer.” Some thirty years
later, Avedon is still contending with the
bafflement, coquetry and resistance of faces, but
the situation has changed. The ‘mug shot’ has
been transformed into a powerful and highly
abstract conception of portraiture,

Avedon makes a sharp distinction between
commissioned photographs - ¢legant and
memorable shots of celebrities in Vogue and
other slick magazines - and works he
commissions of himself. Parallel to his
professional life as photographer there has been
his inner life as artist that sporadically assumes
full possession. This artist is consumed with the
furore to know the human condition through
visible traces on the human countenance. The
elusive problems that have preoccupied
portraitists th_{oughum history have converged
in Avedon’s mature life as artist. He has

Stravingky — composer 2 November 1969

THE MATURE PORTRAITIST:
RICHARD AVEDON

DORE ASHTON

struggled with them and emerged using the
same means as his painterly predecessors:
increasing concentration, concision, daring and
abstraction.

It doesn’t require much specialized knowledge
of the history of photography to recognize that
banalities flood the field. Much photography - as
was frankly admitted in the nineteenth century
when such books as Francis Frith’s ‘The
Gossiping Photographer at Hastings’ appeared -
15 just that: gossip. Itis commonplace small
talk translated into images. But a few artists have
always known that the camera can be as incisive
a tool as a burin. Avedon, even in his earliest
photographs of Italy just after the war (possibly
inspired by Cartier-Bresson) knew how to
accent and compose; how to take the cliché out
of the cliché. At the outset of his career as a
professional, he had already specialized in the
two modes that have persisted in his work ever
since: the one veering toward expressionism,
with its distortions and caricatural propensities,
epitomized by such studies as that of Oscar
Levant ; the other meditative and formal, as in
the numerous portrait studies of writers.

During the past few years, however, Avedon
has achieved an intensity in his portraiture that
subsumes both modes. He has worked usually
with what he once called ‘earthly saints’, or
people who were obsessed with work of one sort
or another. The quality of obsession is his
theme. He scans for the marks of obsession, and
in compiling them, is himself obsessed. Most of
us recall a face in terms of an expression or
characteristic we can name. Think of Auden’s
face, or Pound's. We have to ‘think’ it, make the
ensemble in our minds, compose it into its
characteristic expression which can be named.
"T'he artistic portraitist goes through the same
process, but, obsessed as he is with precision,
expends such concentration that the face is
drawn mysteriously into a moment of highest
revelation. It becomes, as Avedon says, a symbol
of jself. ‘If I could work with my eves only!”
Avedon exclaims. The camera, the tool,
impedes. Symbolization is a split-second
conjunction of myriad problems, and above all,
moral problems. :

In a way, Avedon sets his problem morally
first. He is a studio photographer. He works as
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the old masters did in formalized sittings. There
is a whole ritual of careful arrangement and long
static moments while the two personalities case
cautiously into the special relationship of artist
and model. He feels, and quite correctly, that
sitters come to him as they would to a doctor or
a fortune teller — to find out how they really are.
‘So they’re dependent on me. I have to cngage
them. Otherwise there’s nothing to photograph.
The concentration has to come from me and
involve them. Sometimes the force of it grows so
strong that sounds in the studio go unheard.
Time stops. We share a brief intense inumacy.
But it’s unearned. It has no past . . . no future.
The moral commitment, then, is to art, [0 l_h'-'
fiction that a photograph of quality always 15-
Among his highest fictions, and most n‘:n\'mga
are portraits in which the interrogation of the
signs of the face is made in a few tense, highly
selective moments. I'm thinking above all of his
triptych of Stravinsky portraits, made in
November 1969, and the series of portraifs of
his father made over a period of six years,
recently exhibited at the Museum of Modern
Art. In both cases, Avedon strives to isolate the

90

Facob Israel Avedon - businessman 25 August 1973

sitter, to suspend him in the artifice of
timelessness and spacelessness —an artifice that
we recognize instantly and unconsciously take
into account. (The very faces, worked by time,
belie the fiction, yet it is a fiction that we
acknowledge). The arrifice is emphasized by
Avedon’s insistence that the black borders
denoting the frame on the 1oll of film, remain.
He leaves the black borders as the painter leaves
bare canvas at the edge : to reinforce the paradox
of imagery on the two dimensional plane. Like
the painter, also, Avedon reduces his means to
heighten his artistry, In these late portraits, he
arranges the tonal gradations with infinite
subtlety, and plays them against the few
<ompositional elements he allows himself.
Stravinsky: a wily old comedian, aware,
imperious, ready to impose the pose. In 1958,
Avedon photographed Stravinsky in three-
quarter pose and Stravinsky won the agon. He
stepped forward, grand impresario, lifting his
dark glasses and commanding the plmmgﬂllﬂ_“-'f
tosee him as he, for the moment, saw himselt.
Butin 1969, Stravinsky met his match. The
Photographer became artist and the contest Was

evened out. The three photographs are at once
astudy in values and composition, and a
spiritual narrative. Avedon, with a minimum of
compositional means, has produced an
abstraction equal to a poetic portrait by Yeats

or Eliot,

The plastic means are important: First, the
horizontal white mass of shoulders running
through the three frames to play against the very
slightly oblique line of eyes and brows. These
lines are the unifying agents ; they remain stable
throughout the composition while movement s
iMitiated in light values alone. The stability of
1h'. Main compositional lines is essential to the
Vision of the artist, for here, more than in any
Previous works, Avedon is posing the eternal
fuestion of the portraitist: who, exactly, is the
Sitter and if we don’t know Stravinsky’s face,
\\_'h:af can the artist leave for us that remains
Significant? It is g question that veteran
POrtraitists, such as Frans Hals, must have
asked themselves at the end of their lives. Whea
Hals did hjs group portrait of the corporation
r.ul'llling the old people’s home, he obviously
fegarded each aged face as botha particular
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Jacob Israel Avedon

visage and an emblem. Why else does this grave
work remove itself from his oeuvre, and remain
singularly memorable? (Significantly, when
writers on Hals cite the painting, they rarely
find much to say beyond remarking the
extraordinary compositional play of face and
hands, and the air of serious awe Hals inspires.
Epitomes are hard to talk about.)

Avedon is studying Stravinsky, as Stravinsky
is composing himself for Avedon’s study. First,
on the left, we read a composition containing rhe
lightest values of the three frames, The evenness
and lightness stresses the hooded eyes, the
withdrawn quality of reverie. In the next image,
the light is modelled very slightly; shadows on
temple and cheekbone emphasize the dawning
glint in Stravinsky’s eye as he begins to emerge
from reverie to confront Avedon’s eye, Finally,
Avedon deepens the values to an inflected
chiaroscuro to emphasize the moment of totg
attention. He heightens the light behind the
head, giving the illusion that the head has moyeg
closer to the picture plane; and he deepens the
shadows around the centrally important fact.
the eyes that give, now, total attention to an

businessman 19 December 1972

interlocutor of great exigence. The still drama
that has taken place goes beyond mere
description. And Stravinsky becomes, as
Avedon wills, a symbol of himself, remote from
the actor who so often dominated the celluloid
of countless photographers for countless
decades.

Avedon’s narrative of his relationship to his
father is another matter. His father, Jacob Israel
Avedon, was the one exception in Avedon’s
portrait career — someonc he knew well. Or
rather, someone he might have known well. The
fact is that Avedon, when he embarked on this
six-year self-assignment, set out to discover a
father he had scarcely known; a father whose
life as a business man had set him apart, and
made him for so many years unknowable to the
arustic son. (To the end the gulf remained, as
the series’ title Jacob Israel Avedon, Business
Man asserts.) The series of sittings with this
stranger-father was, as Avedon characterizes it,
‘2 computitl”ﬂ betrween us to win the sitting,”
While Avedon wanted to capture the older
Avedon's anxiety, impatience and greed for
life, his father wanted him to portray a wise old

Fack and Richard Avedon 9 August 1967

sage, Dr Schweitzer at least. Out of this tension,
and from literally hundreds of posed portraits,
Avedon drew the few photographs presented at
the Museum of Modern Art. (Presented, by the
way, in a scheme devised by his friend, the
painter Marvin Israel, who hung the huge
enlargements unmounted and hanging freeina
closely sequestered chamber.) The effect was
immense. Even those who neglected to read the
wall label, in which Jacob Israel Avedon’s life
as an immigrant Jewish boy in New York who
made his way through college, succeeded and
failed in several businesses, retired to Florida
and divorced his wife, remarried and for the
last time went into business, this time shortly
before his death from cancer, and with his own
son Richard - even those who missed the vital
data were held and awed by these portraits of
age and death. Itmight have enriched the
experience 1o have heard Avedon talk about his
first visits to Florida, the awkward silences
between father and son, the little Monopoly
house with its furnishings of which they
discussed and re-discussed the prices, and the
ruse by which young Avedon reached an

91
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Henry Miller

. tanding of his father. He discovered, as he
had in all his other sitters, the central passion,
the obsession of his father’s life, which was
business. He proposed that they go into business
togethet and the elder Avedon, already ill,
moved with alacrity to enter the biggest business
of all, at least in Florida — real estate speculation.
The story of Havana Heights, one of the many
illusory dream schemes in that never-never la.nd,
is sad and hilarious, but not absolutely essential
1o the exhibition, for what is essential is in the
photographs: the face of a man with an
obsession.

Avedon’s study of this face, as it alters from
shrewd, suspicious and disapproving responsé;
to the enjoyment of the contest with the
camera-son, is more intense than the narrd
of death which is its inevitable accompanying
theme. He carries out the study with the 5ame
sharp visual choices of tonalities and
composition that occurred with the stranger
Stravinsky. We find the characteristic white
background, the void of which he says : “There’s
nothing to help these people - there’s nothing to
help us." We see the father first as remote.

tive

92

wrirer 24 September 1968

Gradually, in the huge close-ups which become
progressively lighter, and in which the
intonations become more and more subtle, we
are forced to confront the gaze. In the final
portrait, the highlights are like the lights on fine
porcelain; the values are thinned to the highest
degree and the eyes, even with their urgent look,
are filled with a thousand benign reflections.
The one who scans this face for clues will find
not so much the particular Jacob Israel Avedon,
as the personality of the artist portraying him.
Avedon, artist, floods the final few portraits
with searing light, and pries out a truth that we
recognize as his ; all of life, for him, is composed
around the eyes, and it is in and through the
eyes that whatever meaning the human visage
can reflect can be extracted.

There isn’t a town in America that doesn’t
have its own portrait photographer. It's a
perennial and essential business. The portrait
photographer in business is, as Avedon asserts,
a cosmetician. A liar, The true portraitist must
express himself through a confrontation. The
old Avedon allegiance to the unassuming mug
shot re-emerges in these late portraits which ar¢

Renara Adler

writer 31 July 1569

unadorned and straightforward, literally, but
yetarrive at a truth few can equal. The
photographic portrait in Avedon’s hands (and #
the hands of perhaps halfa dozen other
photographers) becomes an art form.
‘What is a face really?’ asked Picasso. ‘Its own
photo? Its make-up? Or is it a face as painted by
such and such a painter? That which is in front?
Inside? Behind? And the rest? Doesn’t everyone
look at himself in his own particular way?
l?ctarmutinns simply do not exist.” And
Laru_cr-Brcssou wrote: ‘Itis true too thata
certain identity is manifest in all portraits taken
by one photographer. The photographer is
&cafchmg for identty of his sitter and also trying
1o fulfil an expression of himself.” Finally, in
the mature portraitist, whether painter or
Photographer, the expression of himselfis
mﬂnl.ii:hl in style. Avedon’s style is
Unmistakable, derives not from the alchemy of
the darkroom - the grain and weight of the
Paper, or the work of the enlarger - or the
technology of the machine which is his
implement, but from the nature of the questions
€ poses about existence.| |
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PROVIDENCE, R.I.
BULLETIN
—D. 146,229—
PROVIDENCE METROPOLITAN AREA

Nov | 1874

Photography

Do 'Passport Photos ¥ %
Pass as Art?

I MAY BE drawn and
quartered by my colleagues for
blasphemy, but I have to say it.
1 believe that much of what
passes for professional photog-
raphy today is a waste of good
silver.

Witnau the Dct. 21 issue of
of a tmaltu on photogmphy
from Niepce to Now. “Now
Photography” is a master like
Avedon taking passport pic-
tures of his father (called
‘“Eight Searching Portraits” in
the article) and axhlbmng them
in New York's Mu; of
Modern Art, “Now" is a series
of pictures by Duane Michaels
that look as if they were taken
by & three year old with an
Instamatic, suggesting a man
eating a woman alive. “Now"
is a picture by the great
Walker Evans of a rusting auto
front in the woods taken with
a Polaroid SX-70. And “Now"
{s William Eggleston’s picture
of a green shower stall.

Perhaps 1 miss the point of
all this, but after three decades
of a love affair with photogra-
phy, I have to wonder where it
is going.

As a history, as a “who's
who" in photography, as an
exhibit par excellence of what

is being done and has been
done with the medium, the

Newsweek article is @ master- ™=

piece.

Turn the pages and feast
your soul on Ansel Adams'
“Moon and Half Dome, 1960."
See the stark, real horror of
war from Matthew Brady at
Petersbhurg to Donald McCullen
in Vietnam. W. Eugene Smith
almost sacrificed himself to his
essay about the terrible effects

of mercury poisoning on the
people of Minimata, Japan. And ||
Emmet Gowin who is described

as a “young master" lives up to-

that lofty title with his soft,
sensitive images of his wile,
Edith. Incidentally, Gowin
studied at the Rhode Island
School of Design under Harry

THE OLD DEBATE—is p
Well, friends, it depends on

Callahan. There is no such

place as the “Rhode Island
Institute of Design" relerred to
in the article.

The writer asks, “Is photog-
raphy really art?' Hardly an
original question, and one still
not resolved. If you wonder,
look at the NASA photograph
of the *“Grand Junction,
Colorado Area" or of Edward
Steichen’s 1905 color photogra-

ph, “Flatiron Building, New
Ym‘k." and draw your own
conclusion.

| 1 ask myself: I the same
pictures of *Jacob Israel
‘Avedon, 1973 were taken by
Pete's Passport photo studio,
‘would they have hung in the
Museum of Modern Art? Or is
it the name and reputation of
ithe photographer rather than
his work that puts his pictures
on such hallowed walls? If so,
legions of neophytes will emu-
late their masters in the
mistaken belief that someday

hotography m?—gaes on.
the picture.

their talent. And the
praise It as they did ﬁlb
Emperor’s New Clothes.

SEND any of your questions
on photography to
Gamage in care of the
Bulletin, 75 Fountain sa,
dence, R.I. 02902, He ‘wm
answer question of general
interest in m:m: W ,
e
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Richard Avedon (Museum of Modern
Art): Jacob Israel Avedon, the father of
Richard Avedon, was not close or sym-
pathetic to his son. Abandoned as a
child by his father. Jacob dedicated his
life to the textile business. Towards the
end of his life, he retired to Florida,
divorced his wife and became. for six
years. his son's most powerful model.
Unlike the Vogue mannequins who
stare coyly into the distance, Jacob
Avedon looks directly into the camera.
The backgrounds are stark white. The
edge of the film forms a bleak and black
frame for the image. When Jacob
Avedon fell ill with terminal cancer, tlhe
photographic sessions continued, His
brow contracts. His skin turns white and
transparent, His mouth twists in pain
and paralysis, His face becomes a wide-
eyed anguished skull. Richard could no
longer bear to develop the film and
simply stored the rolls after each
session. Now, after Jacob's death, they
are a remarkable elegy. an assertion not
of life after death but of life in the face
of death. @ micnAEL ANDRE
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au musée d'art moderne de New York

New York, 2 Juin (de notre
envayé spécial).

UATRE expositions de
Q photographies en méme

temps au musée d'Art
moderne de New York, voila
qui témoigne d'un intérét pour
cet art encore assez mal com-
pris en France, qui mérite
d’étre cité en exemple.

Le musée d'Art moderne, qui
édite de remarquables ouvrages
consacrés aux photographes
les plus marquants depuis
cent cinguante ans, présente
ainsi un < hommage a Stei-
chen », qui regroupe les noms
les plus fameux et les photo-
graphies les plus repr tati-
ves dun fonds extrémement
riche et qui est une (remar-
quable) lecon d'histoire de
Fart. Il nous propose également
une exposition Moholy-Nagy,
Rochenko, Kertesz, un impor-
tant ensemble japonais et neuf
photographies signées Avedon,
exposces dans une petite salle
au rez-de-chaussée.

Si la jeune photographie ja-
ponaise doit sans doute & une
sélection un peu trop officielle
d'étre en dessous de ce gu'on
est en droit d'attendre d'elle,
I'exposition consacrée & Moho-
ly-Nagy, Rochenko, Kertesz, en
revanche, est tout & fait pas-
sionnante. Elle permet de me-
surer le génie de ces trois
artistes d'Europe centrale qul,
tous trois influencés par le
Bauhaus, bouleversérent la
conception photographique des

" années 30 par des cadrages in-
geants. Cette maniére de cadrer
leur permettajt d'éliminer la
ligne d'horizon, rendant 1'orien-
tation de l'espace difficile et
vous faisait pénétrer dans un
autre monde, & la limite de
'abstraction.

Les meilleures, les plus célé-

bres images de ces trois artis-
tes Ineomparables sont la,
prouvant la qualité et la sireté
de jugement de ceux qui ont
réalisé la sélection.

C'est d'une maniére beaucoup
plus classigue — du moins for-
mellement — gy'Avedon nous
bouleverse ayec une exposition
d'une telle force que neuf pho-
togruphies suffisent,

de mode cé-
lebre, po de la heute
société, nous ul simple-
ment (avee m%ﬁa simpli-

cité) les derniers mois de V'exis—
tence de son pére,

1969, c’est le second mariage
(a l'dge de 80 ans) de cet émi-
gré russe dont la vie, résumée
sur un petit carton a l'entrée
de V'exposition, est assez éton-
nante. On le voit dynamique, le
cheveu lustré, le regard per-
cant, extraordinairement vif et
intelligent. Deux ans plus tard,

rongé par on ne sait encore
quel mal, le méme homme est
devenu un vieillard. Le regard
est flottant, inquiet, Les che-
veux sont tout a fait blancs.
Opéré pour un cancer du foie
en 1872, trois jours aprés il est
encore photographié par son
fils : Jacob Israél Avedon, co-
quettement vétu d'un pyjama
de soie, dresse sa belle téte
de lutteur fatigué, mais le re-
gard reste terne. Les deux der-
niéres pho phies sont ter-
ribles : le re est un regard
te.rﬂ.ﬂé et le visage annonce
déja le cadavre. Dans cing
jours il sera mort.

On répugne a parler dart
devant un e dune
telle force. Jamais peut-8tre
Avedon n'a été aussi sincére,
aussi émouvant.

Michel Nuridsany.
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Le Figaro-
Paris-

FRANCE

Date

5+20.,1974

ARTS

Photographie

N vovant un peictre —
un de plus — exposer
des photographies dans
une célébre galerie de pein-
‘ture (1), on pourrait facile-
ment dauber sur la fuillite de
la peinture {ou du moins sur
Ja crise qui l'ébranle) et en-
tonner un péan de victoire
en l'honneur de la photogra-
‘phie. On pourrait ricaner a
propos du renversement de
situation qui s'opére en fa-
veur de ceux gu'on ne consi-
dére pas tout & fail encore
comme des artistes et qu'un
pille sans pudeur : le ¢onten-
tieux est lourd entre les
deux fréres ennemis...
La photographie est
Jjourd'hul en plein essor.
collectionneurs aux  Etats-
Unis achétent (parfois 1tres
cher] des tirages. Les photo-
graphes exultent. Déja cer-
tains, se découvrant une
mentalité de revanchard, se
voient envahissant les gale-
ries diart, jetant la peinture
& la rue. Clest navrant Car
la photographie et la pein-
ture ont tout #& gagner a la
confrontation FElles doivent
s'influencer et s'enrichir
Y'une l'autre.
Urs Lothi

peintre qui joue au

aun-

n'est pnl un
photo-

Les |

graphe (S jeu {1 ¥y a 11 est
ailleurs) on il
d'emblée ce plan-la, a

bon niveap, rejoigpant ln
préoccupations de la jeune
photographie américaine telle
qu'elle s'exprime notamment
dans les |livres édités par
Lustrum Press

On peut preférer, dans s&
force. le classicisme d'Ave-
don qui. au mumufna—-
cdg;% gq New York, en huit
photogra
bouleversantes nous mnmm
un homme détruit par la
mort son pere. Mais les
neul portraits de lui-méme
que Liithi nous propose ne
sont pas sans qualité, loin
de la Le jeune artisie se
présente & nous arrogani et
fardé dans une pose qui Aau-
rait seduit Raphagl et fina-
lement casgé le cheveu blan-
chi, ridé, al seui) de la mort.
Entre les deux extrémes la
decomposition opére.

Chaque gortralt est accom-
pagné dun paysage impres-
slonniste (par .exemple une
Image de foute parcourue a
vive allurel pour la premiére
photo) agigant comme réve-
lateur et me Cces noies

AUTOPORTRAITS

yat’hrd > d'octaye en o%t: e
touche I

se p]zce- I

lors gulon
d'elle, proiongeant l’lmpu&-'
sion un peu brutale que le
vieillissement artificiel pw—
voque en nous, |
Toui cela, en somme,
asseZ  simple mais | [
avee intelligence et ‘une sen-
sd:g.liné na:juius:que et provo-
catrice g n'est pas
attrait. 5 g
Ce n'est la du xund
art mais l’upx‘:érieuw et tn- |
léressante et ontre,
fois encore, la richesse de la | Sl
photographie et lattrait
qu'elle exerce sur tous les

artistes.
Michel Nuridsany.

(1) Galerie Stadler, 51, m
Seine: .
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Photography

By GENE THORNTON

NE thing that Ansel
Adams, Richard Ave-
don and Aaron Siskind
have in common is

that all three are virtuoso:
performers with the camera.
That is about the only thing
they have in common, except
the pure accident that all
three are currently having ex-
hibitions in New York.

Richard Avedon's show, at
the Museum of Modern Art
through June 16, is a small
group of portraits of an old
man dying. Six enormous
shots, unframed and un-
mounted, hang limp and curl-
ing in a tiny gray-painted
room with two smaller por-
traits conventionally mounted
and framed. At the age of 79,
when the first pictures were
taken, the old man had just
remarried, His hair is still
dark (dyed?), his skin is
tanned by the Florida sun,
and he looks no more puzzled
and lost than an average suc-
cessful, still-active business
man has a right to be,

He is, however, dying of
cancer, as we learn from a
helpful wall label, and in the

Avedon’s Father, Adams’
Nature, Siskind’s Homage

portraits, even the portraits
of his dying father, do seem
to lack the classic, calm fi-
nality of truth that puts the
superficially similar portraits
of Diane Arbus in a class by
themselves.

Portrait of Richard Avedon's father, one month before he died of cancer.
“The sitter is not a celebrity, so there is no public image to contradict”
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that all three are virtuoso'

performers with the camera.
That is about the only thing
they have in common, except
the pure accident that all
three are currently having ex-
hibitions in New York.

Richard Avedon’s show, at
the Museum of Modern Art
through June 16, is'a small
group of portraits of an old
man dying. Six enormous
shots, unframed and un-
mounted, hang limp and curl-
ing in a tiny gray-painted
room with two smaller por-
traits conventionally mounted
and framed. At the age of 79,
when the first pictures were
taken, the old man had just
remarried. His hair is still
dark (dyed?), his skin is
tanned by the Florida sun,
and he looks no more puzzled
and lost than an average suc-
cessful, still-active business
man has a right to be.

a single L
ken in the hospital th

These pictures are taken it
Avedon's ugly, distressing

style in which every wrinkle

and blemish is magnified and
the subject is caught—or so
this viewer suspécts—in mo-
ments of wholly atypical
dopeyness. Usually Avedon
reserves this style for celeb-
rities whose glamorous pub-
lic image it contradicts, pro-
ducing the effect of shocking
revelation, In this instance,
the sitter is not a celebrity,
so there is no public image
to contradict. However, he
does happen to be the pho-
tographer’s father, as the
helpful wall label once again
makes clear, so the average
conventional viewer (whose
voice I try to be) is bound to
ask what kind of son it could

suld take such pic-
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this viewer suspects—in mo-
ments of wholly atypical
dopeyness, Usually Avedon
reserves this style for celeb-
rities whose glamorous pub-
lic image it contradicts, pro-
ducing the effect of shocking
revelation. In this instance,
the sitter is not a celebrity,
50 there is no public image
o contradict. However, he
does happen to be the pho-
tographer’s father, as the
helpful wall label once again
makes clear, so the average
conventional viewer (whose
voice I try to be) is bound to
ask what kind of son it could
be who would take such pic-
tures of his dying father, yet,
This  question distracts
from the images themselves,
but not enough to allay my
suspicions that in these pic-
tures, as ui:! eﬁ&;adnn's_'down-
putting ty portraits,
the effect comes more from
the virtuoso style than from
any real penetration of the
subject matter. Despite my
admiration, I cannot rid my-
self of the suspicion that the
bizarre twists and tumns of
expression, like the search-
ing examination of stubble
and pore, do not necessarily
connect with the ufr:;l
thoughts and feelings of the
sitter, When so much thea-

S="! @

B8ksrenae

E5¥3

Homm "z = Zu
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PHOTOGRAPHY
RicHano Avenon—Eight extraordinary and dis-
lurbmu photographs of Jacoh Isracl Avedon,
en by his son between 1oy and 1073,
when the father diud of cancer, at the age of
cighty-three, These are not | of an
ndividual but anatomies of aging, auﬁermig
Iﬂ!l fear of death; they are almost unbearably
painful, ‘\hvcrlm\ is the mu:ltl conceptual of
photographic purtrultlst\— riraits
press i EM about hu *u {:r than
a0 ut never,
perhaps, has his tra nméadcne been more
effective and free of the artifice that ad-
heres to many of his pnmiu af henu::§u1
mudels and £z
Jacob Israel  Avedon's W and out‘

wardly unremarkable life has been printed
up by the museum, and it reinforces, with
its bare enumeration of sad and mundane |
occasions, the pessimism of the photographs. |
Through June 16, (Museum of Modern Art,

11 W, s3rd St. Weekdays, 11 to 6, and *
T ]lller:l_\' evenings until o; Sundays, noon to

b.)

copyright THE NEW YORKER, 1974
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tions of their art only during the 15th
and 16th centuries when they began to
treat  book illustrations as  discreet,
naturalistic pictures. An early example
of the new naturalism is the Egmont
Breviary: later examples include such
remarkable books “ds the Hours of
Queen Eleanor of Portugal and the
Hours of Cardinal Alessandro Farnese
by Giulio Clovio.

The Morgan exhibition closes on July
31, Umtil then, it offers visitors an op-
portunity to survey the art of the Middle
Ages that 1s equalled only in the exhibs:
tion rooms of the greatest European
librarics. @ HERBERT L KESSLER

ﬁ.ichard Avedon (Muscum of Modern
Artk Jacob Israel Avedon. the father of
Richard Avedon. was not close or sym-
pathetic 10 his son. Abandoned as a
child by his father. Jacob dedicated his
life to the textile business. Towards the
end of his life. he retired to Florida.
divorced his wife and became. for six
yeurs. His son's most powerful model.
Unlike the Vogue mannequins who
stare covly into the distance, Jacob
Avedon looks directly into the camera.
The baekgrounds are stark white, The
cdg of the tilm forms a bleak and black
frame for the image. When lacob
Avedon fell il with terminal Cancer, the

photographic sessions continued. His
brow contracts. His skin turns white and
transparent. His mouth twists in pain
and paralysis. His face becomes a wide-
eyed anguished skull. Richard eould ho
longer bear to develop the film and
simply stored the rolls after each
session.” Now. after Jacob's death. they
are a remarkable elegy, an assertion not
of life after death but of life in the face
of death, @ MICHAELANDRE o

'—“"—-‘-E-iF-—'_
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| This month 1wo shows
ink famous sons to tath
we through acceptance
nent, the other througl
| esistance—insirumenta
IJ heir ms's"ong, Croatn
| At The Museum of Mo
ird Avedon's photograp
—the subject thut has al
| ccent years—are shock
erity und candor, expe
'| l:e photographer unkno
| ie. Accompanying The
| Suggenheim Museum's
pective show of o cr
intings, sculptures, ¢
| ‘ruphics by sculptor At
0 are Paintings by hi
| “"m-‘a‘ﬂ “,j” as his ¢c
j'd godluther, Cur
- cading S\fm Post-limpr,
C_"ﬂl::lll’lng the mood
i AT THY, dominag
'.."“k‘“S ' the postwar ¢
Ar figyres and y
H yox h‘“'.ilnj\. .\\ ith lhl."nl v
i, i tulnc Ll
L lll!t\l)lllL‘\\
nt AOug age. A fami
Nr_num- Calés unul
W m_cumcui linked
e IIL‘I:\U} Worlds
; a”“"t'lhi‘:uh Pocts: an
s'm‘ed HL\ .k‘lt- Essential
i ke, “-}\t'll'.‘;\low of
e
Yh"’iﬂnh ingd ilh»‘llulud‘
Moy, ity 1o Commun
high “onlionting
ST ing s ang

0 g Meining
'"‘Pn:;, Soaby, .
H 1 ther
4 II“T. o i Ly
"y billy piiCOmetti’y

Ontinue ¢
“Jacoh Ivvacl Avedon,”

the last poatrair taken

hy the celebrared American
photographer Richard Avedon
of his father, the culmination

of a series of hundredy

of such portrairs of his futher
that Avedon made over

the past six years, a selection

of which are shown thix month
and until June 16 at e Museum
of Modern Avtin New York
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Fathers
and sons
breaking
the.
barriers of
1S0iation

'BY BARBARA ROSE

| Fhis month two shows in New York
ink famous sons to fathers who were—
me through acceptunce and encourage-
nent, the other through rejection and
esistance—instrumental  in forming
heir sons’ strong, creative personalities.
At The Museum of Modern Art, Rich-
wrd Avedon’s photographs of his father
—the subject that has absorbed him in
ecent years—are shocking in their se-
erity aned candor, exposing a side of
he photographer unknown to the pub-
ic. Accompanying The Solomon R.
! juggenheim  Museuni’s major retro-
| pective show of over two hundred
aintings, sculptures, drawings, and
raphics by sculptor Alberto Giacom-
ti are paintings by his father, Gio-
anni, as well as his cousin Augusto
' ind his godiather. Cuno Annet, all
cading Swiss Post-lImpressionists
Capturing the mood of existential
B essimism that dominated European
& hinking in the postwar e, Giacomet
i's angulie figures and distorted, sun-
dified heods with theie vacant, staring
yes have becone familiar symbols of
w Apgyt and uncasiness provoked by
ur anxious age. A familiar figure in
Adontparnasse cafés until his death in
966, Giacometli linked the Parisian
it and literury worlds through his
riendship with poets and the writer
amuel Beckett, Essentially, Giacomet-
shured Beckett's view of modern man
| s dsolated and alicnuted, immobilized
¥ his inability to communicate with his
Mowmen, confronting a world n
hich values and meunings had all been
st into doubt In their fragility and
mpression, Gigcometti's atienuated,
arely mobile (Continued on page 198)

r
ailbiatsiad i L

=" Elie Lotar.” the ast postrait bust
in oo by Swasw-hoan Pavisian

Aiborro Cifacom tr——an original
andd vistoruery artist —whose work for g
feesr rimne i combored with paintings
’ v Jeix pathes . Cinoverai G facomion

y i rerraspoctive slon el Mne 23
ar e Soldomen K CGlugenlieim M
de Now Y ark, e platageapl aheye

by bl NMattion, b5 partof Marrer's

phoroeraptiee ey it N licomerte, a iy
100 e pabdishied ancche fall of 1975
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fference, we
puldnt have

telephones

— one at bed,

one at desk and

one in the bath-

room. So no

r where you are, you can an-
ier your calls right there.

eciate that S
ividual feeling expected of su-
* Petior innkeeping. There 1sn't an-
| Bther hotel in Los Angeles like us.

e
fAngeles (213) 2754282, New York
2) ﬁ.--o«!«. Toll Free 800-AE-8-5000,

9500 WILSHIRE BOULEVARD
BEVERLY HILLS, CALTFORNIA 90212

Three

erred Hotel Reservations. 800- 5559598

-

FATHERS AND SONS
‘________—‘—————-

(Continued from poge 147)

1cal of his late style—express this
sense of personal withdrawal, of
the conditional relationship of
modern man to his unstable
world. In his surrealist works of
the "thirties and 'forties—which
many critics consider his great-
est sculptures—Giacometti fre-
quently placed figures or objects
that were often sexual metaphors
in cages symbolizing the spiritual
impnsonment and isolation of
modern man.

Comparing the bleak world of
Giacometti with the sunny scenes
of happy family life painted by
his father, Giovanni, one realizes
how much family ties once meant
and how much we have lost in
human contact through the frag-
mentation of the family. Despite
his  obsession with isolated
figures, Alberto Giacometti re-
mained close to his family,
who supported him  both
spiritually and financially. His
brother Diego was his assistant
and modeled for the sculptor's
most celebrated colossal heads
with narrow proportions and en-
larged features reminiscent of the
mysterious heads found on Easter
Island. For although Giacometti
did not represent men as “heroes”™
in the classical sense, his standing
figures arc defiantly upright, his
portraits deliberately frontal, de-
manding confrontation, indicat-
ing thut he identified dignity and
courage as modern forms of
heroism,

Modemn painting and sculpture
frequently deal with the human

striding or standing figures—typ-

condition in terms so general and
universal they border on the ab-
stract. Often Giacometti's gen-
eralized faces and bodies seem to
lack individuality; it is difficult to
identify the subject of his por-
traits, because his emphasis is on
the universality of the human
condition as opposed to the spec-
ificity of the features of any sin-
gle individual. Because it records
the fact of a specific person, por-
trait photography is by definition
more concrete. To make a uni-
versal statement, the photogra-
pher must convince us that the
subject represents Everyman—
that we may, in some way, em-
pathize with that person’s experi-
ence.

Richard Avedon's portraits of
his father are summations of the
complex life of one man. In con-
trast with Giacometti’s closeness
to his father, which pernutted
him to follow his father's foot-
steps as an artist without contlict,
Avedon’s ruptured relationship
with his father is typical of the
American family.

Born in Russia, Jacob Israel
Avedon was two when the family
arrived in America in 1891, His
childhood wis spent in an or-
phanage, because his father de-
serted the family. Eventually,
Jacob Israel changed his pame to
Allan Jack Avedon, made a con-
siderable fortune in the dress busi-
ness, suffered castastrophic re-
versals during the Depression, re-
built the business, and retired to
Florida in his seventics. The elder
Avedon completely rejected his
son's interest in art, “When 1
brought home a poem.” Richard
Avedon recalls. "my father said
nothing, except to show me where

I had left out a comma.™

“At forty | realized that I didn’t
know my father; in fact, that I
felt I didn’t have a fatber. For the
next ten years I worked to know
him and finally he worked with
me. At first we talked in his lan-
guage. the language of business;
hut six years ago it seemed nec-
essary that he should understand
me as 1 had come to understand
him. He began to cooperate ace
uvely in this, to learn the tech-
niques of my kind of photog-
raphy as well as my intention in
photographing him. Do you see
the expression in his eyes? He is
looking at you, confronting you.
He was not looking at me. He was
looking directly into the lens of
the camera.”

When photographer  Avedon
learned his father had a terminal
illness. he stopped printing the
photographs; the negatives were
sealed and only opened recently
after his father's death last fall.
“My father taught me how to die.
During the last year of his life,
he put his affairs in perfect order;
he arranged his own funeral,
which was no funeral, and chose
the box that would hold his ashes.
He left the hospital to come
swimming with me at a big Miami
hotel. He was an ordinary man,
but he was determined to die like
a hero. 1 wanted these photo-
graphs to show him as he was:
all the hunger, the anger, the
courage, and, above all, the dig-
nity."”

Muodern artists scem to be sav-
ing that to face man’s fate with
dignity and courage is the heroic
act of our time. In this sense,
Avedon chose 1o see his own
father as Everyman, 7

BISEXUALITY

e R
|Continved from page 197)

Oh, there is one other thing I
want to tell you. It's what my
analyst gave as an cxplanm:qn
as to why 1 am bisexual. He said
there was no such thing as bisex-
uul, that I was really homosexual.
This was his problem.

My mother was an epileptic. A
grand mal cpileptic. And he sad
seeing her seizures aroused me

sexually. All right?

Do you accept this?

I think it’s as good an explana-
tion as any. 1 have tried very hard
to revisualize, but never, never
with any sexual results . . . sexual
feelings of any kind.

Did your psychiatrist explain
what his reasoning about the
origin of your bivexuality was?
Well, a seizure looked very much
like @ person involved in an or-
gasm, so thut's the connection,
It's an interesting point, but a
rather tenuous one,

That's what 1 thought. But it's
acceptable to me as a life experi-
ence of my own, and if this is one
of the results, okay.

Well, it's imriguing, whether it's
valid or not,

But there are so many other
things that huppen, we can never
really solate anything. 1 don't
know that my mother was an
especially  seductive mother. [
don’t think so, but 1 thought
that you would find the idea inter-
esting. §7

==

—

EAT YOUNG

e ———
{Continued from page 191)

said Dr. Blackburn, and to this
end he has become inm!ved_ in
a gigantic study called MR, FIT
—un acronym for Multiple Risk
Factor Intervention Trinl. Under
the U.S. Public Health Service's
National Heart and Lung Insti-
tute (NHLI), this survey will cost

ten million dollars each year and
is scheduled to take six years,

In an initial study group. sev-
eral thousand people will receive
proper. regular medical care to
reduce their risk of at some time
developing  heart disease.  An
cqual number will be given care,
100, in a diflerent style. They will
undergo really strongintervention
measures—nutrition  counseling,
stop-smoking chinics, drugs, and

diet control. The poal with this
group, says Dr. Blackburn, is to
reduce their smoking by at least
25 percent to 40 percent, to cut
down blood-cholesterol levels by
10 percent, and to lower high
Blood  pressure by 10 percent.
And then to find by carcful anal-
ysis whether these methods work.
Il they do, America's life-style
must be changed if the heart-dis-
case epidemic is to be conguered,

VOGUE, May, 1974
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The New Pork Times

SATURDAY, JUNE 8, 1574

By HILTON KRAMER

Richard Avedon (Museum
of Modern Art, 11 West 53d
Street): The eight oversize
photographs of the artist's
faher, Jacob Israel Avedon,
that make up this exhibition
constitute a pretty harrow-
ing experience. We are in-
vited to observe, at very
close quarters and with an
almost radical intimacy, as
age and disease (cancer of
the liver) overtake the sub-
ject, and very little—neither
the terror nor the resigna-
tion—is spared us. It is not
something the more tender-
hearted among us will relish.

Yet there is a dignity in
this unabashed enterprise
that is finally more affecting
than the undeniable sense of
shock that we feel on our
initial encounter. We see the
elder Avedon, in all his an-
guish and resentment, with
such clarity and precision
that the very absence of eva-
sion softens our horror and
transforms our response into
something more than morbid
curiosity. We feel ourselves, |
oddly enough, intensely in
touch with life—and with a
side of life that rarely, if ever,
is captured in the art of any
medium.

We cannot help being
aware, too, of the filial drama |
that is being enacted in
these pictures, and this
necessarily adds a further,
difficult emotion to the en-
tire experience. The eight
pictures were taken between
1967 and 1973, when the
elder Avedon succumbed just
before his 84th birthday.

There has often been an
element of voyeuristic thrill
in Richard Avedon's portrait
photographs, and for this
reason it would oe easy—hut
mistaken, [ think—to dis-
miss this work as yet another
exercise in facile sensation.
His closest affinfty, in these
portraits of his father, is
actually with the work of the
late Dizne Arbus, who taught
us to look with fresh eyves
at many sides of life from
which the camera had tradi-
tionally remained aloof. Mr.
Avedon has brought a simi- "
lar courage and affection tn copyright The New York Times, 197
his “forbidden" subject, and PYTig W
the result will forever alter
the way we think about such
subjects in the future.
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Date Oct.1974

Richard Avedon
al Museo d’arte

moderna di New York

tyem

Richard Avedon, forse il pid
noto fotografo di moda di tutti
I tempi, sapeva che suo padre

f—

era condannato. Per sei anni
ha documentato, sl pud dire
giorno dopo glorno, | progressi
della malattia, in una serie di
immagini: affettucsa pietad e
crudo realismo ne fanno un
documento eccezionale e ag-
ghiacciante. Un centinaio di
queste fotografie (ne riprodu-
clamo due fro—le.ultimissime)
sono ora esposte al™Museo
d'Arte Moderna di New York.
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Portrait
of the portraitist

"I think of myself as an underground
arst—no *one knows or has seen the
kind of‘work. the portraiture. thal I've
been doing for the past ten years” So
siys Richard Avedon, the fashion pho-
tographer. who adds that he has never
been successful by his own standards,
and is alorost apologetic for his com
mercidl success. For all his acelaim, the
fact that Avedon has never up till now
had a museum show in New York does
rankle and his work is often judged. he
feels. by preconceived notions of “the
perfumed halls® of women's fashion
magazines,

His current show, at the Museum of
Modern Art. consists of eight portraits
of his father,” Jacob Israel Avedon,
taken when he. was 81 10 87 years old.
Jacob Avedon wils born in the province
of Grodna, Russia, in 1889, After immi-
grating to this country, he operated a
blouse shop and. among other things.
worked as a buyer for the Tailoréd
Woman and as a substitute school-
teacher in Hell's Kitchen! He died last
year. .

“That is not my father on the wall,”
Avedon says. “They are photos of my
father. They are the way in which 1 ex-
press my feelings about him, how he ex-
presses his (dwards me, the way he re-'
acts to being photographed —in the end
it's something that has been made. It is
not reality.”

Avedon, an intense, attractive man of
51, was once high-school poet laureate
of New York City and co-editor with
Ja'mlus_ Baldwin of the DeWitt Clinton
High School literary magazine. He has
been' a fashion photographer for such
magazines as  Harper's Bazaar and
Vogue for almost 30 years.

“When | do ah adveriistment or a
page for a fashion magazine.” he said,
“my function s to sell either the 1ssue or
the product. That's what | have o do,
and 1 am good at it Bug it's fur from the
most meaningful part of my creative
life.”

He sees the great udvantage in being o
fashion photographer as enabling him
to be “my own Ford Foundation, my
own Guggenheim granter,” providing
him with thé only way he can gfford 1o
do the work that is most important 1o
him. He notes that Fdward Steichen.
whom he adnfires greatly, started as a
commercinl phatographer

Summer 1974

Richard Avedon, Jacob Israel Avedon,
photograph, 1973,

“My fashion work is completely com-
mercial photography —it always has
béen, and 1 separare that from the
photographs that I am nat paid to do.
That's the work I'm most interested in.”

He considers important his 9-by-35-
{oot photo tableau of the Mission Coun-
cil in Saigon, the power structure that
directed the United States involvement
i Vietnam. (Why so large? “1 see the
group itself as being of mythical propor-
tions") portraits of Isak Dinesen, Osear
Levant, -Andy Warhol, Stravinsky and
Eisenhower: ...

"1 work evéry day. I constantly photo-
eraph; the way some people speak. It is
the language that I am most comforta-
bie with. You should be reading the
photos or listening 10 them. There's
much more there to learn about me that
way than by listening to me " | ]

Review of Richard Avedon exhibition ar
the Museum of Modern Art on page 1.26.
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AVEDON sr. VISTO DA AVEDON jr.;: UlJA ECCEZ IO 1o e che con il suo genio ha, di rimgndo, va-
MOSTRA AL MUSEUM RN AR! DI NEW YOR L'allestimento della mostra, che si intitola sempli-
Otto ritratti di Jacob Isriel Avedon, fo fato da Richard A [srael Avedon, € stalo curato da Marvin Israel, una
questo il materiale d singolare mostra che durerd dal 19 magg utista che recentemente ha esposto i suoi dipinti alla Cordier Ek-
al 16 giugno al m diﬁg York, Solo otto ritratti del padre strom Gallery ¢ che sta curando la grafica del libro The Avedon
dell'artista, presi fril 196 e 1973 (anno della morte di Jacob  Woman, di prossimg pllhhht‘{lﬂl‘ﬂc‘ F
Israel) sono sufficieMi a entare la statura di un fotografo

coniemporaneo ¢ ancora attivo ma gia collocabile fra i pitr grandi
di tutti i tempi, eccezionale ritrattista ¢ fotografo di moda, che Vo-

Nella foto sopra: Richard Avedon nel suo studio mentre sceglie i
ritratti del padre per la mostra al Museum of Modern Art di New
York. La foto ¢ statq scattata da Gideon Lewin.

pod
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| Richard Avedon: An unusual and touching expression of
filial-piety—portrait-documentation witl: 8 emulsion treated canvases
o! this famous photographer's father who died at 84, In explaining the
pictures Avedon writes "Whatever happened between us was
Important to us but it is not important to the pictures.” The biography of
Jacob Israel Avedon is essential lo thes> works. As a first N Y. show

this is a puzziing selection. (Museum of Modern Art, 11 West 53 Street,

95€-6100, through June 16) [FRED] . . w
! i

2 P Se b




FOR STUDY PURPOSES ONLY. NOT FOR REPRODUCTION.

Collection: Series.Folder:

The Museum of Modern Art Archives, NY

PI I.A.633

= TR —————— s
Michael Todd: Caligraphic sculptures of welded steel throughaut which |
unfold ematianal content. in.a narrative manner all too uncommon 1o
the conventional “drawing in space” stance taken by much current
non-abjective sculpture. It is work full of surprises and rewards
(Zabriskie Gallery, 280 Wast 57th Street, through May 25) (AA) vvv
El Darado, The Gold of Anclent Columbla: Most Precolumbian Gold
cbjects were made and used for’ personal adornment. The
breathtaking intricacy, wit and originality ¢f forms in this quiel
installation of an extraordinary treasure become aven mere im;

with the realization of how much else was lost in the plund

Spanish conquest. Hdirpins, clasps, noserings .of

simplification are on view and shoald not ba missed, An exc
accompanies the exhibition, (Center for Inter-American. Relations, £8(
Park Avenua, through July 28) {AA) Vv
Richard Avedon: An unusual and touching expression of
filial-plety—portrait-documentation with 8 emulsion treated canvases
of this famous photographer's father who died at 84, In eéxplaining the
pictures Avedon writes “Whatever happened between us was
important to us but it is not important to he pictures. The biography of
Jacoly Israel Avedon Js essential to the so works. As a first NUY. show
this is a puzzling selection. (Museum of Modern Art, 11 Wast 53 Street.
856-6100, through) B} (FMel)
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PHOT OGRAPHY .......

icharel Avedon
has had a priority on luck. In 1945,
at the tender age of 22, he came to
Harper's Bazaar as the protege of its
fabled art director, Alexey Brodo-
vitch, Within a year he was firmly
established as the enfant terrible of
fashion photography, and 29 years
later he is stifl firmly at the top of

his profession. When the Charles

Revson-Lauren Hutton deal was
making headlines last year, the
third party in that Uitima [1 mittion
dollar contract went virtually un-
noticed — photographer Richard
Avedon. It was generally assumed
that if Revson was spending that
much money on his fashion cam-
paign, who else would he get but
Avedon?

This same Richard Avedon is one
of the great portraitists of our time,
Most makers of photographic por-
traits earn their living from their
sitters, and the best of the breed
specialize in making their subjects
larger than life: the heroes become
more  heroic, the women more
beautiful. Avedon moved from that
fomantic early vision to a harsh
penetrating  glimpse  into  private
hells. His early pictures of Chaplin
and Picasso were universally ad-
mired. The new work gazes with
unblinking intensity at the ravages
of time and pain. |t is not univer
sally admired.

“I'm drawn to photographs in
which the light is raw and the de
fenses are down. Whenever | be-
come absorberd in the beauty of a
face, in the excellence of a single
feature, | feel 1've lost what's really
there - seduced by someone lse’s

standard of beauty or by the sitter’s
own idea of the best in him. So
each sitting becomes a contest.

“| prefer to work in the studio.
People become symbolic of them-
selves when they are taken out of
their environment. It's a stylistic
necessity for me — the sense of
people isolated from the comfort of
furniture and rooms and things that
give them security

“l have to engage the subject,
Otherwise, there's nothing to pho-
tograph. The concentration comes
from me and involves them. Some-
times the force of it grows so strong
that sounds in the studio go un-
heard. Time stops. We share a brief
intense intimacy. But it's unearned.
It has no past — no future.

“When the sitting is over, when
the picture is over, all that's left is
the photograph and a kind of em-
barrassment. They leave, and |
don't know them, If | mest them a
week later | expect they won't rec-
ognize me, because | don’t feel |
was there. At least the part of me
that was, is now in the photograph.
The photographs have a reality that
the people don't. It's through the
photographs that | know them

“Why a sitting is crucial to me is
the pest kind of question, When
it stopped being crucial, | stopped
working. That was 1964, When |
say working | mean my portraits
which I've always felt to he my
deepest work. | photograph almost
every day of my life, except certain
weekends when the weather is good
and | make a living as a photog
rapher. I'm never paid for what
you're looking at in this room. In a
sense, portraits or variations on that
theme are the totally uncorruptible
aspect of my life. Nobody pays for
them, Nobody wants them

"When | began making portraits
without that particular kind of in-

tensity, when my heart stopped
pounding — which it does when |
care about a sitting — | felt that |
had no right to photograph any-
mare. | didn’t work for four years,
In life you understand that friend-
ship and love can't go on forever at
the pitch they start. But if an artist
drops from that pitch, the work
shows it, If | couldn’t have started
it geing in myself — the freshness,
the urgency, the necessity — |

cab.

chant Marines. “My job
identify photographs. | must
taken- pictures of

dred thousand faces
curred to me | was becoming
tographer.” When he got out he
rolled in the New School to
with Alexey Brodovitch and
himself a father.

breels

3

i

would never have | gray
again."

When the appetite 1o make pic-
tures became precious and crucial
again, Avedon took steps to force
himself to come back alive. He
abandoned the Rolleiflex camera,
which he felt was too easy, and
embraced the most cumbersome
and demanding camera system in
the world, the 8 x 10 view camera,
He took days of test pictures until
he knew how he wanted to fill the
frame,

“That portrait of Renata Adler
was the first | did after years of not
working, and it was done with my 8
% 10 camera. |f she had moved an
eighth of an inch to the right or to
the left, she wouldn't have been
where | wanted her to be. That
meant | had to control it. | had 1o
work, and it had to be — again -
unsure. | can now return to the
Rolleiflex, because | can work
again. | had to use the 8 x 10 cam-
era ofor @ long while in order to
make it not a reflex — aren’t Rollei-
flexes called “reflex" cameras?"

In 1963, Avedon felt a need to
become close 1o his father, Jacob
lsrael Avedon, who had retired to
Flonida, after a career in the dress
business. “"He rejected everything
that was important to me. When |
brought home a poem, he said
nothing except 1o show me where |
had left out a comma, "

i
=

“When my father rejected
destroyed me. Brodowitch
by rejection. He just threw away
everything he didn't like. And |
worked my ass off to please him.
He was a fantastic teacher. But one
time when | was 24 or 25, | had
one of those problems that seemed
overwhelming, and | felt close
enough to want to talk to him
about it. After all, we worked to-
gether every day. But he didn't
want to know about it He just sat
there.”

At first Avedon went inte the
Real Estate business with his father
in Florida. ""He was most at ease In
the world of work and the language
of business. My own woark had al-
ways been removed from him, But
in learning his business, a dialogue
began that was different from any-
thing else in our lifetime. It became
necessary that he enjoy me. He had
never understood what my wark
was about. He appreciated it, ad-
mired it, but one man doesn't know
what another man goes through to
accomplish his work. Work was the
deepest part of his life, as it was the
deapest part of mine.”

{

J

Avedan began to ph h his fa-

ther. The communication didn't be-
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Jacob Israel Avedon; August 25, 1973, pho

gin immediately. Avedon said in
1970: “Whenever he poses for me,
he smiles and becomes benign, gen:
tle — and somehow wise, My photo-
graphs show his impatience. | love
that quality in him. He isn't inter-
ested in the fact that he looks his
age, eighty-three, and is still fantas-
tically vibrant and angry and hun-
gry and alive, He's more interested
in looking sage. So my sense of
what's beautiful is very ditferent
from his."

“Through the photographic ses-
sions, a great deal opened up be-
tween us. | don’'t mean 1o imply
that what happened was directly
connected to photography. It was
all very oblique. | think it was tha
first time he saw me completely as
myself, The interesting thing is that
what hoppened between us is of
absolutely no importance anymore,
What's left are the photographs,
and the information in tham is self-
contained. In some way, they are
free of both of us

“These portraits of my father go
deeper than any portraits I've done
For one thing, 1've never returned
to a sitter over and over again. That
in itself begins to bulld a reciprocal,

tographed by Richard Avedon.

collaborative series of occurances, |
had exhausterd the possibilities of
strangers, | had much more know'
lecdge of this man than people
whom | visit for a short period of
time and leave with some small idea
of who they are. That isn't to say
that photographs record anything,
because | don't think that they do.
All photography is fictional. That
isn‘t my father on the wall. That's a
photograph of my father., One
tends to think that, in a photo-
araph, there s a record of some:
thing seen in an objective way.
That's impossible, nor is it even in-
teresting to try to achieve, If that's
what | wanted, | wouldn’t b a pho-
tographer,”’

The decision to exhibit the pho-

tographs was an agonizing one. One

senses that Avedon is not at al| cer-
tain he hasn’t used his father in
some monstrous fashion.

“In the summers, | work in Eu-
rope for a fow weoks, Last August
when | returped, | flew down 10 sen
him. We had a terrific weekend.
Talked, ate, photographed, and
left Sunday night. Monday morn-
ing, he stopped eating. Six days lat-
er e was dead. There's no question
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in my mind that he wanted to see
me once more, possibly to be pho-
tographed once more. It was no sec-
ret to him. He knew what the pho-
tographs were like, what they were
about, and he wanted to be part of
it. He also knew he wanted his life
to be over. | think the last sitting
was important to him, and | think
that’s why the photographs look
the way they look. | know they
were taken with my father’s full
knowledge of what | was doing.”

A viewer at the Museum of Mod-

Jacob Israel Avedon, ph

ern Art might well be disappointed.
A small room contains eight photo-
graphs, all enormous, all quite simi-
lar in expression. The difference is
that the earliest show a vigorous
man with dark hair and firm coun-
tenance, the last show an old sick
man staring at death. “‘Somebody
can walk in and say: ‘There's only
eight photographs. What's the big
deal?’ But it's a very precise expres-
sion to me. They are in there be-
cause they are the most expressive
of my work.”

Pl

ILA.633

Avedon feels that if people could
forget about labels and just respond
to the photography, they wouldn't
get caught up in the present impli-
cations of his portraits. “'Before, it
was ‘look what he did to Eisen-
hower.! Now it's ‘Look what he's
done to his father." Well, in five
years, those pictures of my father
will become part of the larger body
of my work, and the consistent line
of it will come through, these will
just be eight of five hundred por-
traits.

by Richard Avedon, Decemt

19, 1972.

"“There's a book by Sander, in
which he says ‘musician’, | don't
think he says it's Schoenberg, He
just gives his subjects work titles.
Some of them are very eminent
people. It doesn't matter. The wark
holds. And | would hope that hap-
pens to my work."

Sy Johnson is a jazz pianist, ar-
ranger and composer.

#

By LOIS GREENFIELD

ccording to the
myth, a young Greek thespian
riamed Narcissus fell in love with
his own image, This self-absorption
doomed him to destruction: trans
fixed by his reflection, he was
transformed into a flower, It's a
legend that might well describe the
inner passion of Greek born artist
Lutas Samaras, Fascinated by his
own image, Samaras is obsessed
with manipulating it — even to the
point of obliteration,
In his new series, antitled “Pho-
to-transformations,” recently on
exhibit at the Pace Gallery, Samaras

exposes his body and psyche to the
mirror of the camera. He enters its
mysterious space and emerges on
the other side of the looking glass -
transfigured, mutlated, fragmented
and abstracted

With himself as sole protagonist,
Samaras creates sado-masochistic
dramas in his kitchen/workroom
He plays many roles: demon and
saint, male and female, monster and
clown and — most importantly -
terrorist and terrorized, In this
theater of the mind, he is pierced
by thorns, riddled with bullet holes
and trapped in a profusion of amoe
boid particles. Sometimes con-
verted into a prickly monster or a
demon of phallic protrusions, he
reigns over his own hell.

A picture of a porcuping monster

standing at the entrance to his
darkened Kkitchen is an apt para-
digm of his multiple being. Echoed
by his human shadow on the wall
and armed with a beam of light
raciating from his absent genitals,

he penetrates his own L

seething furnace, eager to consume
his fingers. His bulging eyes radiate
a fierce glow, and his hands form a
defensive barrier or — cupped to-
gether into a pseudo-orifice — invite
penetration.

like a burglar in the night.

How does he do it? These hallu:
cinations are effected by manually
spreading and etching the photo-
graphic emulsion of the Polaroid
S§X-70 during its development. lso-
lated from the resulting extravagant
color swirls and textured patterns
which dominate many of his pic-
tures are his sensory organs, High-
lighted in red and green, they be-
come a dramatic focus for his gro-
tesque and exquisite abstractions.
His screaming mouth turms into a

The ic and stylistic pre-
occupations  inherent  in  these
photo-transformations  recall Sam-
aras’s works of the 1960s. In the
“chair transformations,” he initi-
ated a critique of an object’s unigque
physical manifestation; the con-
ceptual variety of alternate chair
structures questioned the immuta-
bility of a precanceived form. The
spikes, furs and strings which differ..
entiated his “"boxes” later became
the dotted and linear patterns In his
assisted “‘auto-polaroids.”

In these auto-polaroids he finally
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focused his artistic energies inward,
Besides partraying himself in differ-
ent personae and in surrealistic
composites, Samaras put together
sequences juxtaposing phallic and
ingestive imagery, Vestiges of this
oral/genital confusion, epitomized
by a shot of a knife and fork paint-
ing at a candle on his crotch, are
still present in his recent work

Besides incorporating old
themes, Samaras’ new photo-trans
formations explare his egotism’s
hidden dynamic and BNSUING con-
tradiction — the tension of being
simultaneously actor and director,
His identity oscillates between om-
nipotent artist/perpetrator and
helpless subject/victim. Among his
astonishing  self-manipulations  he
intersperses reminders that he is his
own brutalizer: unaltered polaroids
show Samaras clutching the cam-
era’s cable release while posing for
himself. Even when his image is en
tirely annihilated, it is Samaras who
constructs its replacerment, By pre
siding over and controlli
demise, he reaffirms his own exis-
tence,

In the self-containment of his
mirrored universe, Samaras gener
ates an inexhaustible repe
reflections. And by the c
act of creation, this modern ¢
Narcissus escapes his mythic fate

OT OGRA PHY

Lois Greenfield is a freelance writer
and photographer.
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Photo-transformation
by Lucas Samaris. |
E |
He penetrates
his own
mind-space ;
- like a
= burglar in
b the night.

Photo-transtormation by Lucas Samaris (photographed by Al Mozeil),
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le arti della comunicazione visi-
va, la grafica, la pittura, la foto-
grafia, son venute proponendo ne-
gli anni. Pur nella eterogenecita
delle sue ricerche ¢ quindi nella
varietd dei suoi risultati, alle vol-
te persino in forte contrasto tra
di loro, Palazzi si salva dal ge-
nerico per avere sentito e por-
tato fino in fondo le sue esp.

rienze.

Per il resto, anche se non man-
cano delle buone immagini (Vi
stali, Sorlini, Saccaro..), questa
rassegna non risponde, se non
talvolta sul piano del mero con-
tenuto, a quanto il prof. Boni,
Sindaco della cittd, ha scritto in
apertura del volume: « Dopo la
grande catastrofe la gente apri-
va gli occhi piena di voglia di
vedere con pupille diverse ».

(A.A)

A LONG THE RIVERUN - im-
magini ¢ introduzione di John
Brook - ed. The Scrimshaw Press
- lire 6.500

Uno strano, affascinante album
tra il sogno ¢ la realta di una
vita in riva ad un fiume. Po-
trebbe essere un album di fami-
glia intimo, o la fantasia di un
amore, 0 una poesia in immagi-
ni, 0 anche tutto vero. La prima
lettura lascia solo un'impressio-
ne estetica, per la dolcezza ¢ la
proprietd delle fotografie, ma poi
l'impressione si fa piu profonda
¢ calda, perde il colore di un'ap-
parente facilith a fayore di un
durevole, incisivo eppure quasi
inesprimibile senso di pace. Im-
magini sagge, queste di Brook, ¢
felici come una vacanze ricorda-
ta. Forse non capolavori in senso
assoluto, scbbene alcune  siano
davvero notevoli, ma di quelle
¢he non si dimenticano facil-
menlte. ®

MOSTRE

Due al M.O.M A,

Veramente interessante, anche se
per diversi motivi, il line stagio-
ne delle mostre del Museo d'Arie
Moderna di New York. Ne ab-
biamo scelte due significative,
perché insieme ci pare diano il
polso del momento, in altalena tra
classico ¢ neo-impressionismo.

La prima e pili prestigiosa & sen-
z'altro quella firmata da Richard
Avedon, nome quasi leggendario
della fotografia moderna. Ebbe-
ne, il grande Richard ha voluto
dedicare un omaggio al padre
Jacob Israel: lo aveva ripreso
pitt volte nel corso degli ultimi
sei anni di vita, in diverse occa-
sioni, portando avanti un proget-
to di singolare interesse, fotogra-
fico ed umano insieme. Se in-
fatti, come dice John Szarkowski,
« il fotoritratto ¢ un'arte di enor-
me difficolta, ed ancor pitt quan-
do fotografo e soggetto si cono-
scono molto bene », percid 1'o-
pera di Avedon assume valore di
saggio c di esempio, d'aliro canto
il rapporto instauratosi tra padre-
soggetto e figlio-fotografo & di
quelli che merita indagare al di
la della mera immagine-risultato,
Avedon stesso afferma che: « Era
una strada per riconoscerci e ri-
conoscere cid che eravamo, ma
cid che & accaduto tra noi & sta-
to importante per noi soli, non
per le immagini. Esse vivono au-

tonomamente. Cid che & in esse
& auto-contenuto e, in qualche
strano modo, libero da entrambi

Daidoh Moriyama: « Atirice »,

Masatoshi Naitoh: «sMegeres, 1970, Da 'News Japanese Photography’.

Richard Avedon: « Jacob Isracl Avedon, 1889-1973 », Mostra MOMA.

noi ». Sono osservazioni su cui
riflettere con attenzione.

La seconda mostra, denominata
« Nuov, i »
kowski e Shoji Yamagishi, ha
presentato una grossa scelta (187
fotografie) raccolte come quindi-
ci personali di altrettanti awtori

5. Tomatsu: « Dopo un tifone ».

nipponici contemporanei. 11 pun-
1o focale ¢ levidente momento
di passaggio, con abbandono del
pittorialismo tradizionale, il nuo-
vo fascino post-bellico della tec-
nica ¢ l'insorgere di una sensi-
bilita per 1'immediato, per la de-
scrizione di esperienze del mo-
mento vissuto, sino al limite di
un sospetto di « surrogato di espe-
ricnze », Dalla mostra & stato trat-
to un buon volume, edito dal Mu-

Sc0 slesso. [ ]

" GALLERIA DELLIMMAGINE = *==

. Fotoefara Jrauana
Seer. '3
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Presso il Museo Fotografico del
Moderna Museet, simpatica ed in-
teressante mostra di Otmar Thor-
mann (vedi F.I., aprile '74). Que-
sta volta I'amico ha preso di mi-
ra uno degli avvenimenti turisti-
i pid della capitale sve-

il cambio della guardia a
Palazzo Reale, e per un mese lo

)

1%

ha regolarmente fotografato; pe-
rd voltandogli le spalle. 11 docu-
mento ¢ dunque sugli spettatori,
sui diy comportamenti, sulla
composizione casuale di gruppi
¢ accostamenti.
Interessante anche liniziativa di
unire all'invito per l'inaugurazio-
ne della mostra tre delle imma-
gini stampate a cartolina posta-
le. Un'idea intelligente, e furba.
L]

Series.Folde

ILA.633

cosa possa essere, la
fotografia giornalistica non & ar-
te. Lo afferma Gene Thornton,
critico del « New York Times »,
e del-
ew York Press Photographe
on, ¢ gius non irra-
nevolmente 1'assunto in que-
sto modo: come riconosciamo un
fotografo-artista, un creatore ti-
po Caponigro, Uelsmann, Strand
tera? Dal su che di-
venta « firma », * un modo
tutto proprio d

> 1n
per i limiti
del mestiere in ;
ro che esiste uno stile
ale della

» un contra-
grigi ben definiti p
riproduzione,
dratura o tagl
l'aiten
suno, infatti,
la mano
grafo di cronaca da quella di
un altro. Ma ¢'¢ un altro motivo
non meno importante: 'autore
della fotografia di stampa non
pud avere «firma» perché non
rime se stesso, ma cid che il
suo direttore pensa possa essere
interessante, il ché taglia le gam-
be a qualsiasi possibile originali-
ta. Infine, non dimentic
dispersione; ad esempio, Ed-
die Adams, fotografo versatile e
bravo, noto
foto di un'esecuzione
da a Saigon, sono esposte: un
soldato svenuto per la stanchez-
za ¢ la tensione vicino a Suez,
un controluce con bambino e
cane, una sequenza sul rilascio
dei prigionieri vietcong, una bel-
la ragazza nuda con una mela,
un ritratto di un pianista famoso,
una curiosa pietra tombale de-
dicata ad un’automobile. Come
volete che po risultarne uno
]

per stra-

to, mi-
uto mestiere del mondo.

1

: - =
Ron Frehm: « Respiro vitale ».

GALLERIA DELL'IMMAGINE

Claude aneddotico

Il linguaggio poetico moderno si
i 550

sensazioni. E' la via seguita an-
che da Claude Nori, giovane ma
gid ben affermato fotografo fran

attraverso « Aned-
doti »: sono immagini-poesie dai

colori calibrati, intensi, stampate
per altro con quel procedimento
al carbone che forse rimane in-
superato nella resa materica, A-
i, momenti aggre , ce-
sellati da una creativitd di buona
scuola e non certo efettistica.
Presentata con s o alla

mostra italiana presso « Il Dia-
nma », dal 7 al 21 ottobre
prossimi: sard una mostra da
sulla quale

utere a fondo, specie da par-

te di chi ancora ha i sonni tur-
bati dall'eterno  dilemma della
cerativith in fotografia. [
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Fathers
and sons
breaking
e
barrers of
Soiation

BY BARBARA ROSE

This month two shows in New York
link famous sons to fathers who were—
one through acceptance and encourage-
ment, the other through rejection and
resistance—instrumental in  forming
their sons’ strong, creative personalities.
At The Museum of Madern Art, Rich-
ard Avedon's photographs of his father
—the supject that has absorbed him in
recent years—are shocking in their se- %
verity and candor, exposing a side of -
the photographer unknown to the pub-
lic. Accompanying The Solomon R.
Guggenheim Museum’s major retro-
spective show of over two hundred
paintings, sculptures, drawings, and
graphics by sculptor Alberto Giacom-
etti are paintings by his father, Gio-
vanni, as well as his cousin Augusto
and his godfather, Cuno Amiet, all
_ leading Swiss Post-Impressionists.
Capturing the mood of existential
pessimism that dominated European
thinking in the postwar era, Giacomet-
ti's angular figures and distorted, sim-
plified heads with their vacant, staring
eyes have become familiar symbols of
the Angst and uneasiness provoked by
ur anxious age. A familiar figure in
Montparnasse cafés until his death in
1966, Giacometti linked the Parisian
rt and literary worlds through his
riendship with poets and the writer
amuel Beckett. Essentially, Giacomet-
1i shared Beckett's view of modern man
as isolated and alienated, immobilized
by his inability to communicate with his
fellowmen, confronting a world in
which values and meanings had all been
cast into doubt. In their fragility and
compression, Giacometti's attenuated,
barely mobile (Continued on page 198) A

JACOME T

“Elie Lotar,” the last portrait bust

in bronze by Swiss-born Parisian

Atberto Giacometti—an original

and visionary artist—whaose work for the
first time is combined with paintings

by hix father, Giovanni Giacometti,

in a rerrospective show untif June 23

at The Solomon R. Guggenheim Musenwm
in New York. The photograph above,

by Herbert Matter, is part of Matrer's
photographic essay on Giacometti, a book

to be published in the fall of 1975. 147
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LE ARE TALKING ABOUT...
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the last portrait taken

{vedon,”
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¥ Richard Avedon
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FATHERS AND SONS

|Cantinued from page 147)

striding or standing figures—typ-
ical of his late style—express this
sense of personal withdrawal, of
the conditional relationship of
modern man to his unstable
world. In his surrealist works of
the ’thirties and ‘forties—which
many critics consider his great-
est sculptures—Giacometti fre-
quently placed figures or objects
that were often sexual metaphors
in cages symbolizing the spiritual
imprisonment and isolation of
modern man.

Comparing the bleak world of
Giacometti with the sunny scenes
of happy family life painted by
his father, Giovanni, one realizes
how much family ties once meant
and how much we have lost in
human contact through the frag-
mentation of the family. Despite
his obsession with isolated
figures, Alberto Giacometti re-
mained close to his family,
who supported him  both
spiritually and financially. His
brother Diego was his assistant
and modeled for the sculptor’s
most celebrated colossal heads
with narrow proportions and en-
larged features reminiscent of the
mysterious heads found on Easter
Island. For although Giacometti
did not represent men as “‘heroes”
in the classical sense, his standing
figures are defiantly upright, his
portraits deliberately frontal, de-
manding confrontation, indicat-
ing that he identified dignity and
courage as modern forms of
heroism.

Modern painting and sculpture
frequently deal with the human

condition in terms so general and
universal they border on the ab-
stract. Often Giacometti’'s gen-
eralized faces and bodies seem to
lack individuality: it is difficult to
identify the subject of his por-
traits, because his emphasis is on
the universality of the human
condition as opposed to the spec-
ificity of the features of any sin-
gle individual. Because it records
the fact of a specific person, por-
trait photography is by definition
more concrete. To make a uni-
versal statement, the photogra-
pher must convince us that the
subject represents Everyman—
that we may, in some way, em-
pathize with that person’s experi-
ence.

Richard Avedon’s portraits of
his father are summations of the
complex life of one man. In con-
trast with Giacometti's closeness
to his father, which permitted
him to follow his father’s foot-
steps as an artist without conflict,
Avedon’s ruptured relationship
with his father is typical of the
American family.

Born in Russia, Jacob Israel
Avedon was two when the family
arrived in America in 1891. His
childhood was spent in an or-
phanage. because his father de-
serted the family. Eventually,
Jacob Israel changed his name to
Allan Jack Avedon, made a con-
siderable fortune in the dress busi-
ness, suffered castastrophic re-
versals during the Depression, re-
built the business, and retired to
Florida in his seventies. The elder
Avedon completely rejected his
son’s interest in art. “When 1
brought home a poem,” Richard
Avedon recalls, “my father said
nothing, except to show me where

e e

I had left out a comma.”

“At forty I realized that I didn’t
know my father; in fact, that I
felt I didn’t have a father. For the
next ten years 1 worked to know
him and finally he worked with
me. At first we talked in his lan-
guage, the language of business;
but six years ago it seemed nec-
essary that he should understand
me as | had come to understand
him. He began to cooperate ace
tively in this, to learn the tech-
niques of my Kind of photog-
raphy as well as my intention in
photographing him. Do you see
the expression in his eyes? He is
looking at you, confronting you.
He was not looking at me. He was
looking directly into the lens of
the camera.”

When photographer Avedon
learned his father had a terminal
illness, he stopped printing the
photographs; the negatives were
sealed and only opened recently
after his father’s death last fall.
“My father taught me how to die.
During the last year of his life,
he put his affairs in perfect order;
he arranged his own funeral,
which was no funeral, and chose
the box that would hold his ashes.
He left the hospital to come
swimming with me at a big Miami
hotel. He was an ordinary man,
but he was determined to die like
a hero. 1 wanted these photo-
graphs to show him as he was:
all the hunger. the anger, the
courage, and, above all, the dig-
nity.”

Modern artists seem to be say-
ing that to face man's fate with
dignity and courage is the heroic
act of our time. In this sense.
Avedon chose to see his own
father as Everyman. 57




FOR STUDY PURPOSES ONLY. NOT FOR REPRODUCTION.

[ Colecton | Seriesiolder: _|
The Museum of Modern Art Archives, NY




FOR STUDY PURPOSES ONLY. NOT FOR REPRODUCTION.

"~ Collection: Series.Folder
The Museum of Modern Art Archives, NY | . p'l i ILA.633

Avedon, Artist and Son

When the Editor of this magazine asked me to review a new show of Richard Avedon's photographs , soon to open at New York's
Museum of Modern Art, I thought he was kidding. Like most people, | had come to know the Avedon name through his fashion work
for Harper’s Bazaar and Vogue, and of course the psychedelic Beatles posters, 1 had no notion of the Avedon who has been infensive
Iy pursuing his own work — almost exclusively portraitur — all along. | had not seen the 1959 book “Observations” that he did with
Truman Capote, the distillation of some ten years’ work, nor had I seen “Nothing Personal”, which he did with James Baldwin in 1964,
But now 1 have; I'Ve seen the books, talked with Mr. Avedon, and have seen the nearly final mock — up of his upcoming show: eight
portraits of his father,in a 20 X 20 room. Something happens to you in that room which is very complicated and powerful, which marks
an evolution in Avedon's approach to the portrait, and which may mark the peginning of the reinstatement of the studio portrait us Art

Almost in the same breath with “hello” Richard Avedon asked me if | wanted to see the work first — yes. He immediately led me through
his studio to a working facsimile of the show as it will appear on the groung floor of the Modern. The eight portraits hardly add up to the
average foto — show lineup. Although the prints will be available for anyone st the Museum to see. just how they’ll be seen is as important
as how the individual prints have been manipulated, and selected. In both cases Avedon has strived for control

Jacob I[srael Avedon is in sharp focus in the show's external, introductory “spapshot” of father and son. He even looks a bit like Mar
cel Duchamp; but in addition to the intelligence in that face, there is also a distinctly unsympathetic, hawklike gaze toward ths ire to
his right, in the foreground, three — quarters back to the camera, out of foeus, hand to his mouth in an almost childlike posture: his son,
Dick. Ina recent article in Vogue entitled **Fathers and Sons: Breaking the Barriers of Isolation,” Barbara Rose noted: *“The Elder Avedon
completely rejected his son’s interest in art. ‘When | brought home a poem,' Richard Avedon recalls, “my father said nothing, except to show
me where | had left out a comma,..at forty | realized that | didn't know my father; in fact, that I felt 1 didn’t have a father. For the next
ten years | worked to know him and finally he worked with me."”

Avedon applied the word “sequential” to his arrangement of the work, but he clearly wasn't lhmklulp. in terms of simple, undispupted
progressions which the mind finds accessible, and too often takes for rational and logical, and therefore good. There are no obvious pat —
terms. The walls of the show are not set up like pages in a layout, the way most photography exhibits — you'll notice that “show” is a
term reserved for more entrenched forms of art — are. Avedon’s walls know what the other walls are doing — the effect is very dense as one
stands in the midst of these photographs staring at one another, almost condescending to the admission of one who isn't framed.

The point of focus is different in nearly every print, as are the lighting, the clothes, and of course the man. They each represent different
fictions about the same man. The fictions are up for contradiction, but we kpow that Jacob Israel Avedon lived and died and somehow that
comes through

Richard Avedon has said that his erest is only in the surface, and that photography is easy. But one feels that something different is
happening here for him. He went from shooting lots of film on a Rolleiflex to big (8 X 10) camera work because he wanted to make it
harder. Somehow the big camera makes the decision of when to shoot more difficult, the slice of time less predictable. But this is not to
imply that he has reneged on his past work the figure is still isolated in the studio, sway from its proper place. He's not turning into an
“artist photomphcr" after a commercial career,— he's always done both. He is not a Diane Arbus, a Bruce Davidson , a Les Krins, or for
that matter any other photographer we think of as doing “photography™ today, He sees himsell’ within the studio tradition of Julia Margret
Cameron, Irving Penn, and others, and he wants very much to be judged in light of that tradition

The show is unigue, and terribly personal . It is also breathtaking. David Hirsch

The show will e at the Museum of Modern Art from May 1 1o June 10 i3
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Jacob Israel Avedon photographed by Richard Avedon




FOR STUDY PURPOSES ONLY. NOT FOR REPRODUCTION.

The Museum of Modern Art Archives, NY

Collection:

Series.Folder:

Pl

ILA.633

Popular Photography
New York, N.Y.
M. 594,233

SEP 1974

—_—

MyS

Jacob Israel

by Richard Aved

Jacob Israel Avedon: Photographed by
Richard Avedon, The Museum of Modern
Art, New York (May |-June 16). My fa-
ther was a man to whom I didn’t speak for
20 years. We were reconciled before the
end, but though I loved him (and 1 know
he loved me) I didn’t like him. Yet the day
I learned that it was all over, it seemed
fitting and proper that something be done
to mark his passing. At The New York
Times, I requested—no, demanded—to see
a reporter, to whom I told the facts of my
father's life. On reading his obituary the
next day, [ was proud to be his son.

I mention all this only because it may, in
some way, help to explain my interpreta-
tion—photographic and otherwise-—of
Richard Avedon's photographs of his fa-
ther. (Certain points in the latter’s biogra-
phy happen to parallel those in my futher's
life, including the divorce and remarriage )
What motivation impelled Avedon
world-renowned photographer of a thou
sand famous faces—to exhibii, as | t
New York show, eight portraits of his [;
ther at the end of his life?

One ponders on this while readin
SEPTEMBER 1974

chronology posted outside the exhibit
room. It serves, along with the dates on the
photos, as background material and cap-
tions for a picture story that shows the
wasting away of a vigorous man.

The chronology capsulizes the life of Ja-
cob Israel Avedon. We learn the names of
his father, mother, and siblings . . . that
he was born in Lomzha, Province of Grod-
na, Russia, Oct. 21, 1889, and that his fa-
ther emigrated to America the following
year. That the mother and family joined
the father at 413 Grand St., New York
City, Then, after a spell of living on the
Lower East Side: **1893—Father deserts
family."” Jacob was sent to an orphanage,
later returned to the family on Grand St.,
attended P.S 192, then Townsend Harris
High School and the College of the City of
MNew York, worked as a teacher in the
Bronx, i “vedon’s Blouse Shop
(1913 \vedon's Fifth Avenue (1917),
married (19220, Then: *1923—Son, Rich-

1 th' The family moves to

n's Fifth Ave. shop goes
moves to East 98th
St Mr. Avedon sepa-

rates from his wife (1952), moves to Flori-
da, divorces his wife (1957), meets Eleanor
Sorenson (1959), marries her a decade lat-
er, establishes real-estate partnership with
son, Richard, in 1970, is operated on for
cancer of the liver in 1972, and dies eight
months later.

The first, heroic-size photograph, dated
March 27, 1969, is a frontal portrait of an
alert 79-year-old bridegroom (Mr. Avedon
was married two days later). Sporting a
striped tie with Windsor knot, he is obvi-
ously a natty dresser. His furrowed face is
blotched with pigmented spots. Adjacent
to this print are two smaller images, appar-
ently made at the same sitting. In one of
these pictures the subject looks down; in
the other, aside.

In the next photograph, dated May 15,
1971, the subject’s hair is white and the
face blotches have faded. He’s still partial
to jaunty ties (this one has polka-dots), but
one wonders whether senility has set in,
whether his vague expression is an attempt
to appear alert.

On December 19, 1972—three days af-
ter an unsuccessful operation—the subject
is wearing pajamas. The suit is gone, along
with the Windsor knot and square-set
pocket handkerchief that are talismen, in
certain circles, of snappy style. Part of the
face is in shadow . . . a harbinger of things
1o come.

Two photographs are dated August 25,
1973—a week before the subject died. In
them, he wears a suit again (strange appar-
el for one so ill). His tie is just slightly
askew, and he appears to be apprehensive
in_ Lthhe portraits—one frontal and the other
with eyes averted. The face is noti
lighter than in the previous picm
ing to the impression of fragility. There is
anxiety and pain around the mouth. The
question it seems to ask is, “How long?”

Avedon the photographer knows all the
tricks of his trade—in fact, he invented
some of them. For reasons we can only
imagine, he adopted the passport esthetic
for these portraits—frontal head and
shoulders, every detail sharp, light back-
ground. Except in one photograph, the
lighting is flat. The huge enlargements in-
clude the negatives' black edges—encour-
aging the viewer to believe that the photog-
rapher’s statement is frank and total . .
that nothing has been concealed.

Photographic portraiture, according to
John Szarkowski, director of the Depart-
ment of Photography at The Museum of
Modern Art, is most difficult when pho-
tographer and subject know cach other
well. Each “recognizes and nullifies the
other’s little tricks of style . . . In these
circumstances, only trust and acceptance

continued on page 28
27
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Jacob Israel Aved

Jacob Israel Avedon: Photographed by
Richard Avedon, The Museum of Modern
Art, New York (May [-June 16). My fa-
ther was a man to whom I didn’t speak for
20 years. We were reconciled before the
end, but though I loved him (and I know
he loved me) I didn’t like him. Yet the day
I learned that it was all over, it seemed
fitting and proper that something be done
to mark his passing. At The New York
Times, 1 requested—no, demanded—to sec
a reporter, to whom I told the facts of my
father’s life. On reading lis obituary the
next day, 1 was proud to be his son.

I mention all this only because it may, in
some way, help to explain my interpreta-
tion—photographic and otherwise—aof
Richard Avedon's photographs of his fa-
ther. (Certain points in the latter's biogra-
phy happen to parallel those in my father’s
life, including the divorce and remarriage )
What motivation impelled Avedon
world-renowned photographer of a thou
sand famous faces—1to exhibit, as his first
New York show, eight portraits of Tus fa
ther at the end of lus life?

One ponders on this while reading the
SEPTEMBER 1974

chronology posted outside the exhibit
room. It serves, along with the dates on the
photos, as background material and cap-
tions for a picture story that shows the
wasting away of a vigorous man.

The chronology capsulizes the life of Ja-
cob Israel Avedon. We learn the names of
his father, mother, and siblings . . . that
he was born in Lomzha, Provinee of Grod-
na, Russia, Oct. 21, 1889, and that his fa-
ther emigrated to America the following
year. That the mother and family joined
the father at 413 Grand St., New York
City. Then, after a spell of living on the
Lower East Side: **1893—Father deserts
family." Jacob was sent to an orphanage,
later returned to the family on Grand St.,
altended P.S 192, then Townsend Harris
High School anc College of the City of
New York { as a teacher in the
Bronx, I Avedon's Blouse Shop
(1913} 4 n's Fifth Avenue (1917),
maried (1922). Then: *1923—Son, Rich-
ard, born May 15th The family moves to
Cedarh lon's Fifth Ave. shop goes
bankr e i noves to East 98th

51 Mr. Avedon sepa-

rates from his wife (1952), moves to Flori-
da, divorces his wife (1957), meets Eleanor
Sorenson (1959), marries her a decade lat-
er, establishes real-estate partnership with
son, Richard, in 1970, is operated on for
cancer of the liver in 1972, and dies eight
months later.

The first, heroic-size photograph, dated
March 27, 1969, is a frontal portrait of an
alert 79-year-old bridegroom (Mr. Avedon
was married two days later). Sporting a
striped tie with Windsor knot, he is obvi-
ously a natty dresser. His furrowed face is
blotched with pig 1 spots. Adjacent
to this print are two smaller images, appar-
ently made at the same sitting. In one of
these pictures the subject looks down; in
the other, aside.

In the next photograph, dated May 15,
1971, the subject’s hair is white and the
face blotches have faded. He's still partial
to jaunty ties (this one has polka-dots), but
one wonders whether senility has set in,
whether his vague expression is an attempt
to appear alert.

On December 19, 1972—three days af-
ter an unsuccessful operation—the subject
is wearing pajamas. The suit is gone, along
with the Windsor knot and square-set
pocket handkerchief that are talismen, in
certain circles, of snappy style. Part of the
face is in shadow . . . a harbinger of things
to come.

Two photographs are dated August 25,
1973—a week before the subject died. In
them, he wears a suit again (strange appar-
el for one so ill). His tie is just slightly
askew, and he appears to be apprehensive
in the portraits—one frontal and the other
with eyes averted. The face is noticeably
lighter than in the previous pictures, add-
ing to the impression of fragility. There is
anxiety and pain around the mouth. The
question it seems to ask is, “How long?”

Avedon the photographer knows all the
tricks of his trade—in fact, he invented
some of them. For reasons we can only
imagine, he adopted the passport esthetic
for these portraits—frontal head and
shoulders, every detail sharp, light back-
ground. Except in one photograph, the
lighting is flat. The huge enlargements in-
clude the negatives' black ed -
aging the viewer to believe that the photog-
rapher’s statement is frank and total .
that nothing has been concealed.

Photographic portraiture, according to
John Szarkowski, director of the Depart-
ment of Photography at The Museum of
Modern Art, is most difficult when pho-
tographer and subject know each other
well. Each “recognizes and nullifies the
other’s little tricks of style . . . In these
circumstances, only trust and acceptance

continued on page 28
27
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can succeed.” He believes that Avedon's
portraits of his father are “the deeply mov-
ing record of such a success.” T ate-
ment, however, is inapplicable to thesc
portraits, except for the first in the series.
Anyone who has ever photographed a dy-
ing person—especially a loved one—knows
that both photographer and subject realize
that it’s too late for what Szarkowski calls
“tricks of style.”

What the viewer takes from this exhibit
must necessarily reflect what he brings to
it in terms of life experience. The photo-
graphs may leave you unmoved, they m
appall you, or they may haunt you. Ti
may make you think of someone else, or
your own ultimate destiny. Or remind you
of what Edward Weston called “the
era’s innate honesty” when he wrot ;
it enables the photographer to reveal the
essence of what lies before his lens with
such clear insight that the beholder may
find the re-created image more real than
the actual object.” If the beholder was also
the photographer, the photographs may re-
veal something about the subject that he
did not previously perc ve—especially in
a loved one, in a case where *. . . [ didn't
really look at the pictures until after he
died” (Avedon). This from a man who has
also stated: “At first my father agreed to
let me photograph him but I think after a
while he began to want me to. He started
to rely on it, as I did, because it was a way
we had of forcing each other to recognize
what we were.”

More than a decade ago, Richard Ave-
don was described in The Encyclopedia of
Photography as “the most successful and
versatile photographer of his generation.”
He was named by POPULAR PHOTOGRA-
PHY as one of the world’s 10 greatest pho-
tographers. But it remains for each viewer
to decide whether Avedon’s first New
York show is a memento mori or an at-
tempt to make private moments into a
public monument.

Photographs by Ansel Adams, The Metro-
politan Museum of Art, New York City
(April 24-June 30). If photography is a
mansion with many chambers, there's a
room at the top for Ansel Adam:

is truly photography’s Man of This Centu-
ry. As photographer, writer, and teacher,
he has won many laurels Crowning and
confirming them is th first one-man
show in a New York City museum.

Now 72, Adams became a full-time
tographer at the age of 28 in 1930, when he
and five others, including Imogen Cun-
ningham, Willard Van Dyke, and Edward
Weston, founded Group f/64, dedicated to
exploring the potential of “straight” pho-
tograpi.y. Though he gained fame for his
photographs of the West’s unspoiled beau-
ty, not all of his career has been devoted to
nature. “My life in photography,” he has
written, “has been extremely varied; I have
worked as a professional-commercial pho-
tographer, doing medicals, ‘nuts and bolts,’

28

Brassal by Ansel Adams

logs, advertisements, journalistic proj
ects, and pictures of peo My dominat-
ing interest, how , has b what 1s
loosely called *creative work’—with em-
ph on the natural '

Adams’ first book, Ma. ing a Photograph
(1935), with a foreword by Edward Wes-
ton, made his reputa s a writer. With
Beaumont Newhall and David Hunter
McAlpin, he helped to found the first
partment of photography as a fine art, at
The Museum of Modern Art in 1940, Six
years later he established the photography

department at the California School of

Fine Arts in San Francisco. A three-time
Guggenheim Fellowship winner, he has
produced a remarkable body of work.

Adams’ genius lies in perceivi
interpreting it by means of what he
“previsualization,

5 * final print.
the straight approach—nature as
t. An admirer of da-
, he desires “to achieve that
te tonality and miraculous defini-
tion of light and substance in my own
ints.” In doing so he originally used an
8x10 view camera, later a Hasselblad, 35-
mm, and Polaroid Land came Until the
advent of Polaroid positive/negative film,
each of Adams' Polaroid prints was as
unique as a daguerreotype.
His photographs are virtuoso perfi
ances that orchestrate the inter
light, shadow, and form. He mas
conveys the mood of soft morning light,
sunlight, dusk. A primary objective
eing 15 the celebration of
grandeur
dams’ photographic genius is not
limited to u o
cate sky tra
social comment in **Po
which shows posters of politic
cus in San Franci 1935; anc +
Gaugy nade in a West Virginia factory,
1939. The excellence of Adams’ still-lifes s
exemplified by 4 1932 composition of a
continued on page 130
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Vivitar 135mm
Telephoto Lens...

in America nd y
adverfise it. Becaus
everyone knows
But every vear thousc
photographers start looking af
accessory lenses. We'd like to tell
you why this lens is so popular

It has the clarity of a great lens
contrast preferred by professionals
And a rugged construction that takes
both normal and abnormal usage
Fast enough for the slowest color f
Unusually compact; only 3% inches,
so it hardly looks like a 135mm
Light; @ mere 15 ounces

And focuses as close as 4% feet

Of course, what helps its popularity
Is the versatility of the 135mm focal
length. Grealt for portraits, conven-
for sports; it's a focal | h
that helps dramatize any s
The Vivitar 135mm 2.
;of course. Available to fi
any camera. See our

at your Vivitar dealer. And if you're

en

"Cat's Meow

Vivitar Lenses

.};o.ﬁder&-ﬂns! Ing. ¢
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SHOWS SEEN continued from page 28
hard-boiled egg in its slicer.

Too little known are Adams’ portraits.
Thes;e include “Gottardo Piazzoni in His
Studio” (1932) and “Alfred Sticglitz, An
American Place” (1936)—both of which
integrate the subject with his surroundings;
"Y_Voman Behind Screen Door™ (1944),
with sereen texture inherently superim-
posed; *“‘Graduation Dress™ (1948), in
which a white-gowned girl and a massive
tree lean slightly toward each other; and
powerful close-ups of Brassai (1973) and
Julian Camacho (1974).

The 10 40x60-in. prints displayed are su-
perlative examples of some of Adams’ best-
known work: ‘‘Moonrise” (Hernandez,
Plew Mexico, 1944), a technical and esthet-
ic tour-de-force; the outstandingly beauti-
ful “Leaves” (Mount Rainier, Washington,
1942), and “‘Stream, Sea, Clouds” (Rodeo
Lagoon, California, 1962). Equally well
rendered are less imposing subjects:
“Boards & Thistles™ (1932) and “Tar Pa-
per and Nails” (1958).

The show reaffirms the importance of
viewing original prints if photographs are
to be properly appreciated. The medium’s
unique capability of rendering infinite de-
tail and chiaroscuro has never been better
demonstrated. When this capability is uti-
lized by a master such as Ansel Adams,
the photographs are likely to endure as
long as the rivers flow.

Fritz Henle—Photographs, New York Cul-
tural Center (May 16-July 7). With the
publication in 1937 of his first book, Ja-
pan, Fritz Henle became the world's lead-
ing exponent of the Rolleiflex. Since then,
his photographs have been published in 11
of his books and in innumerable periodi-
cals. He has been to the 2'/,x2%/ twin-lens
reflex what Dr. Paul Wolff was to the Lei-
ca in the 1930s—a master who helped to
popularize a small-camera format.

Henle’s exhibition covers a lot of territo-
ry—from Munich and Venice, 1931, to
portraits of Pablo Casals (Puerto Rico,
1972). In the years between, he photo-
graphed in Japan, China, India, Mexico,
France, Hawaii, and the Caribbean. His
craftsmanship and composition are superb.

Fritz Henle

There are no telephoto shots or extreme
close-ups (these are not among the Rollei’s
most appmpﬂneiapplic}um)-md com-
paratively few available-light photographs,
especially from the early years. But for
outdoor shooting with a norm_al focal-
length lens, the Rollei was and is a great
camera—especially in Henle’s hands. The
Paris series, made in 1938, indicates how
well the camera can be used for candid
work. A shot of a bearded man standing in
front of a shop reminds one of Atget’s pic-
tures in the same milieu.

At 65, Henle continues to make pic-
tures. He lives in St. Croix, Virgin Islands,
and is still a Rollei fan, though now he
uses the SL66, a single-lens reflex.

John Gutmann— Photographs, Light Gal-
lery, New York (April 30-May 25). Judg-
ing from the 21 photographs we have seen
{made from his more than 10,000 nega-
tives), John Gutmann may well have one
of the significant archives documenting

John Gutmann

America from 1933 to the mid-1950s. Dur-
ing that period, he was a peripatetic photo-
journalist, covering assignments through-
out the United States and in Asia. His
work was widely published in books and
magazines, and was shown in three one-
man exhibitions (1938, 1941, 1947) at the
De Young Memorial Museum in San
Francisco. The show at Light Gallery is
his first in New York—and it is an impres-
sive body of work.

Born in Germany in 1905, Gutmann
was a painter and art teacher in Berlin un-
til 1933. That year he came to the United
States, bought his first camera (a Rollei-
flex) and embarked on his new career, The
strongly composed pictures he made show
& keen awareness of social problems during
the Depression era. They deserve to rank
high in the image-annals of the period.

Gutmann, who was a professor of art at
San Francisco State University from 1938
until his retirement in 1973, is now making
prints from his negative file of the 1930s, If

POPULAR PHOTOGRAPHY
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the work in this exhibition is a fair sample,
his prints will merit widespread attention.
—Harvey V. Fondiller

Jay Dusard—Photographs, University of
Oregon Art Museum, Eugene, Or. (April
5-May 6). The beautiful prints of the Ari-
zona landscape by Jay Dusard raise the of-
ten confusing question of “photographic
style.” As the subject of landscape is per-
haps the most compliant of all those avail-
able to the photographer, it offers the per-
fect example in which one can study the
different approaches that can be taken
toward it. Because the landscape means
different things to different people, the
same region can be seen either as a majes-
tic view of the grandeur of nature by Ansel
Adams or as a subtle examination of de-
tails by Jay Dusard. In this sense, Dusard
offers us a view from the other end of the
canyon—a new method of seeing an area
that he so thoroughly knows, through a
style he so effectively handles.

In trying to interpret his prints, the
viewer is confronted with the questions:
what are the distinguishing characteristics
of his work that separates him from other
photographers working in the same genre?
And if he is consistent to this of
seeing, does it produce his own personal
style?

Jay Dusard’s style is that of a conscien-
tious photographer, sensitive to the nuanc-
es of detail found in the tectonic frame of
his large camera through which he views
the landscape. His images are very seldom
of objects that statically rest in the picture,
creating something specific to look at. In-
stead, he photographs areas of space filled
with minutiae that function individually
within the whole context of the picture.

His views of the sides of canyons and the
walls of a dam are flat surfaces that con-
tain a wealth of independent areas in
which the nuances exist. Unlike the bolder
graphic designs of wall patterns by Aaron
Siskind, Dusard does not concentrate on a
dominating form or structure but lets each
of the small regions invite a participation
by the viewer. In this sense, they might be
compared by intention to those action
painters of New York City in the 1950s,
such as Jackson Pollock and Willem de
Kooning. These artists did not examine a
specific form or object in their painting but
recorded their involvement with the piece,
resulting more in an interpretation of per-
son than of object. .

The images which have made an impres-
sion on Dusard reflect his experience as an
architect, geologist, cowboy, and mostly, a
neighbor of Frederick Sommer. Sommer’s
amorphous photographs of the landscape
anticipate, by some 25 years, the various
views that Dusard presents. However,
there seems to be much more influence
than imitation. Sommer’s desert landscape
containing randomly placed vertical cacti
are similar to Dusard’s views of the canyon
walls in their scattered arcas of submissive
detail. Yet Dusard refines his ideas further

e

Jay Dusard

in the ability to apply this same type of
vision to most all of his photographs of ob-
jectless scenes.

His current exhibition, therefore, is a
collection of various sights seen in a gener-
ally coherent vision that would identify the
style of Jay Dusard. A photographer’s
sources of images are always changing,
thereby causing a constant flux of stylistic
qualities. Yet Dusard seems very comforta-
ble in the manner he is now working, and
further development of his style can only
give his portfolio more unity.

—David Turner

Women’s Show: Photography '74, Chelten-
ham Township Art Center, Cheltenham,
Pa. (April 28-May 19). In April, FOCUS,
a Philadelphia organization of women art-
ists, began a monumental festival that ran
for two months. By the time the festival
ended in late May, there had been 70 ex-
hibits devoted to the visual arts and some
100 panel discussions, demonstrations, and
films in and around the Philadelphia area.
The goings-on focused on national as well
as local women artists.

Shows for print makers, painters, and
sculptors were everywhere, but Women's
Show: Photography 74, a juried exhibition
overseen by Elke Solomon, curator at the
Whitney Museum, was the only show de-
voted entirely to photography. From the
entries submitted, the works of 24 |ocal
women were selected.

The works, covering a spectrum of tech-
niques and images, ranged from “pure” or
traditional photographs to photo etching,
photo silk-screens and superimposed, un-
derexposed images that left a surrealistic
residue. Carolyn Fetterolf’s serene photo-
graphs of nonhuman, living objects were
striking in their textures and the strength
of nature that they captured. “Canyon
Tree” pictures just that with leaves, mas-
sive trunk, peeling bark, and broken limbs.
Nancy Hellebrand's two portraits, one of a
man and the other of 4 woman, both taken

continued on page 132
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we haven't seen on the streets of New York
since 1960.

Walker Evans' people were 30 years be-
hind us. Frank Herrera's people are 15
years behind. Progress?

1,000 Photographers Doing Their Own
Thing 1984—Photographs by Social Securi-
ty Number 214-52-5767 and 999 other So-
cial Security Numbers, Creative Photogra-
phy Gallery, M.L.T., Cambridge (May).
Minor White made this show his parting
shot before retiring from teaching at
M.LT. The content was the simplest: one
picture of a child under a tree, reproduced
about one thousand times (I took their
word for it) on a ribbon of paper that ran
all around the gallery with breaks only for
the doors. This was no simple parting shot;
it was a machine-gun burst. It may have
been a tongue-in-cheek suggestion that no
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Ric Is 47 Feet,
Nude, Hangs At
MOMA And Is
Made By 3M

A man of the cloth would be
one way to describe 47-ft. tall
Ric, who stretches. nude. on
polyester. around three walls of
New York’s Museum of Mod-
ern Art. Ric is also available in
plastic. mylar. paper. zinc and
“bridal satin.”

The people in Minnesota
who mine and manufacture
would be surprised to see what
their 3M color copier has
wrought. Photographers Keith
Smith and Sonia Lanoy Sheri-
dan have worked together to
produce nine Rics by using
3M’s System | and System I
machines, They moved their
subject across the machine's
image plate—getting 8% x 11
exact-size prints of whatever
was pressed against the copier.
Thirty pieces of paper later
Ric was completely “man-
scanned.” The two artists then
cut up the prints, made trans-
parencies of the now 600 pieces.
then enlarged them using the
System II's enlarging capacity.
Finally. the results were heat
transferred onto quilt-like rec-
tangles of cloth. onto etching
plates, onto plastic and yes, as
the wall label makes a point of
stating. onto bridal satin.
MOMA then hung the resulting
huge assemblages as part of its
“Projects” series,

The use of the 3M tech-
nology in photography is a

Made-by-ma

24 Hcdg) ™ =

recent development. California
museums have featured shows
created solely by this office
machine method, and multi-
media exhibits have included
hints that the copier is a coming
photographic device. The work
it produces is recognizable by
its flat, grainy quality. by its
lack of fine details and by its
warp of perspective. as things
pressed against the machine
become 2D. It's a process that
allows for one-step multiple
printing. for unusual size rela-
tionships and for whimsy.
Sheridan and Smith recog-
nize this playful quality and
exploit it in their environmen-
tal works. They hang. for ex-
ample. another 47-ft. long Ric
but this time with only the back
of his head and raised hands
showing. The remainder of him
rests in pleats on the floor.

Avedon Focuses
On His Father

== —_—-— - - -~
Objectivity is all right if you're
studying the mating ritual of
the vanishing American prairie
dog, but if you can watch your
parent’s approaching death
with scientific detachment and
a 2% camera you have to realize
you're opening yourself up to
some criticism. Here it is.
Perhaps the answer to Rich-
ard Avedon’s detached style
lies in the titles of his two
previously published books of
portraits, They are Observa-
tions and Nothing Personal. In
the MOMA show, there is noth-
ing personal. at least to a

Ultracrisp Richard Avedon document exposes pain of approaching
death, seen in the eyes of his father.

viewer, about the photogra-
pher’s relationship to his sub-
Jject, Jacob Israel Avedon.
Eight close-up portraits
taken over a six-year period
document the changes in Ave-
don’s 83-year-old father. up to
his death in September of last
year. No props are included. no
hint of environment. of other
family members. of changing
ideas or relationships are
allowed to intrude to add infor-
mation or warmth. Rather.
Avedon's mercilessly sharp
camera work combines with his
trick of photographing posed
subjects just as they lose their
pose or poise. The resulting
enormous hlow llp\_ T.i!‘l_:.:(:lj

black borders included & la
Didne Arbus (it i1s worth men-
tioning that Marvin Israel. a
close friend of the late Diane
Arbus. designed this show) are
haunting—not for the informa-
tion that is in them but for the
information you get when you
realize all that is missing.

e ey

Kodak Must Show
Future Formats

—For $10,000

e e ey
Got $10.000 to spare every once
inawhile? If so. you can qualify
asarecipientofany new Kodak
film format plan at least 18
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Michael Todd: Caligraphic sculptures oi' weldedsteelthmugmm
unfold emotional content in a na.rmti'va manner all too uncommon to |
the conventional “drawing in space” stance taken by much current
non-objective sculpture. It is work full of surprises and rewards
(Zabriskie Gallery, 29 West 57th Street, through May 25} [AA) vvwv
El Dorado, The Gold of Ancient Columbia: Most Precolumbian Gold
objects were made and used for personal adornment . The
breathtaking intricacy, wit and originality of forms in this quiet
installation of an extraordinary treasure become even more impressive |
with the realization of how much else was lost in the plundering of the
Spanish conquest. Hairpins, clasps, noserings of exquisite formal
simplification are on view and should not be missed. An excellent film
accompanies the exhibition. (Center for Inter-American.Relations, 680
Park Avenue, through July 28) (AA) v
Richard Avedon: An unusual and touching expression of
filial-piety—portrait-documentation with 8 emulsion treated canvases
of this famous photographer’s father wiio died at 84, In explaining the
pictures Avedon writes “"Whatever happened between us was
important to us but it is not important to the pictures.” The biography of
Jacob Israel Avedon /s essential to thesu works, As a first N.Y. show
this is a puzzling selection. (Museum of Modern Art, 11 West 53 Street,
56-6100, through June 16} (FMcD) AR LA
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ASAHI CAMERA,Tokyo september 1974

Richard Avedon's First Personal Exhibition

Richard Avedon's personal exhibition was for the first
time held at the New York Wuseum of Modern Art lately.
The exhibition is a memorial exhibition for the late Mr.
Jacob Israel, father of Richard Avedon.

Jacob Israel was died of cancer in 1972,

Mr. John shakavsky, photo department of the art museum,
told that it is generally difficult to make good portrait
of ones closed relations who are well-known each other,
but Avedon's iswan exception, and his art works give us
profound impressions.
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Richard Avedon—An Artist
Despite His Success?

By CAROL LAWSON

“June is one of the most
beautiful women I've ever
photographed — maybe, in
part, because she's not a
professional  beauty, She
makes me feel I'm just learn-
ing to photograph women.”

Richard Avedon, the fa-
mous fashion photographer
who has photographed the
world's most glamorous wo-

alive with movement and en-
ergy that his models seem
‘about to jump off the page.
Instead of using his manne-
quins ms mere coat hangers,
Avedon turned them into ac-
tors and directed them in

‘ormance situations as
idealized images of flirta-
tious, laughing, running, danc-
ing, real-life women.

But while his notoriety in
the fashion world stamped
Tim with a public image as
a ope-note photographer,
Avedon was constantly pur-
suing and experimenting with
portraiture — the private,
non-commercial side of his
art. In this area of photogra-
phy, 100, he created a distinc-
tive style—a startling and
sometimes hizarre look de-
vold of the surface glamour
of his fashion work. No pan-
cake portraitist (“I'm not a
cogmetician,”), Avedon
stands his subjects squarely
in front of his camera,
against m stark white back-
ground, and aims for inner
qualities of character instead
of outward qualities of ap-
pearance. He sums up the dif.
ference between his fashion
and portrait photography as
“s matter of photographing a
performance versus photo-
graphing the true nature of
wl!

Avedon's portralts  have

ot R
o

Juck Mivehall

To design his first major New York show,

been exhibited (n several
groop shows at the Metropol-
itan Museum of Art and
the Museum of Modern Art
in the last 20 years, His
first one-man show in New
York took place last year
at The Modern, where he
exhibited eight photographs
of his father, taken before
and during the elder Ave-
don's losing battle with can-
¢er, In an admiring review
of the works In The Times,
Hilton Kramer noted a fre-

Carol Lawson is an editor
of the Arts and Leisure sec-

gquent ‘el of voyeuristic
thrill* in Avedon's previous
portraits, but oheerved that
in the photographs of his

Avedon built a maze-like model of the gallery.

father, “we feel ourselves,
oddly enough, intensely in
touch  with life—and with
a side of lifs that rarely,
it ever, is captured in the
art of any medium.”

News of Avedon's affilia-
tion with Marlborough—a
meoeting of two shrewd busi-
ness minds to launch the
gallery's photography depart-
ment — ardused speculation
that he was about to give
up commercial photography.
Yl would never not want
to be a fashion photogra-
phet,” he insists, "My com-

jal work [s congl
ate of television commercinls,

record album covers, print
ads and Vogue spreads] has
made it possible for me to
be my own Ford Foundation,
my own Guggenheim." (Ave-
.don calls himsell "probably
the highest-paid photogra-
pher in the world." According
to a Mew Yorker profile, he
was making $125,000 a year
as long ago as 1958,)

Sitting In a director's chair
in his skylit studio, the
youthful looking  52.ymar-
old photographer starts to
talk about some of his
recent portraits  and  his
Continued on Page 38
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Despite
His Success?

* Continued from Page 1

“Each of my portraits is more
a portrait of myself than

Ioiﬁn; methods, "It wis
& ‘surprise—really, a gift"
he explains, getting back to
June Leaf's portrait, one of
18 he did for his exhibit
in n burst of activity this

w1 went to Nova
Scotla in July to photograph
Robert Frank, the photogra-
pher. We've known each other
long time. I had never
June, the woman he lives
We all spent a day
collecting stones by
, and T kept watching
hen she took me into
udio and showed me
work, all of a sudden,
rather silent woman,
ockout of a person

B

i

LEETRER
¥§§§ 22§

seemed  surprised
asked to photograph
t I found extraordi-
the sitting was her

g

§8f

Hid
lé-eﬁ'

'Bfif

of else—a portrait
of what 1 know, what 1 feel,
what I'm afraid of."

Preparing for his debut on
57th Street was a full-time
job for Avedon all summer.
As soon as plans for the
Marlborough show were set,
he began working day and
night in his studio. “1 always
live here when I'm working
intensely,” says the high-
keyed photographer, whose
head and arms and legs are
always in motion.

L]

Half of Avedon's white-
walled studio has been occu-
pied for the past three
months by a huge, perfectly
scaled model of the Marlbor-
ough interior, which he had
redesigned for the show. As
the ppening of the exhibit
drew nearer, Avedon spent
days pinning and repinning
scaled-down copies of all 100
photographs in the show to
the heavy cardboard walls of
the maze-like model. The
smallest prints, which are
actually six-inch squares,
were reduced to about one
square inch.

Kicking his brown loafers

THE NEW YORK TIMES, SUNDAY, SEPTEMBER 7, 1975

%ﬂw portraits is more a portrait of myself than of someone else.” {Richard Avedon)

Richard Aveden

“I'm not a cosmetician.” Above, portraits of June Leaf and Truman Capote

Holding up a portrait of
Ike and Mamie Eisenhower,
who will be identified only
as ‘“couple”—as will the
Duke and Duchess of Wind-
sor—Avedon says, ‘‘Forget
who they are. Just look at
the faces. Look at them as
people.” .

1f Avedon is genuinely seri-
ous about portiraits drrespec-
tive of the reputations of
his subjects, why does he
focus !us camera Of S0 many

izable faces

ing his words carefully. “This
is not entirely out of stub-
bornness on my part. T really
believe in the mysterious part
of it. Diane Arbus used to
say, ‘A photograph is a secret
about a secret.' If 1 say why
1 make these choices, I forey-
er interfere with the way
people look at them and de-
mean a lifetime of work"

He adds that photograph-
ing former Presidential secre-
tary Rose Mary Woods this
“got me interested

—Marilyn Monrue. h
Marx, John Lindsay, the Chi-
cago "Seven? If he wants fo
avoid what he calls “the

in a kind of
wum.lsl'w mubmwm

people on the streets I'd like
to photograph."

The week before he went
to Nova Scotia, Avedon flew
to Buénos Alres to photo-
graph the writer, Jorge Luis
Borges. During the all-night
flight, he reread a lapful of
Borges's paperbacks, When
he arrived In South America,
Avedon learned that Borges's
mother, with whom the writ-
er had lived all his life,
died just before he landed.
Borges agread to go ahead
swith the sitting anyway.

“While my assistant was
autti:t; up the lights and
it took about an

Iwnr—Borgu and 1 talked
about death—his mother's
mm other people

sation bringing us eloser
together, it created a greater
and greater distance. This
sitting was so full of intensi-
ty and had in it every ele-
ment for a powerful portrait.
But [nstead, the portrait is
icy cold and empty of what
I'd hoped would be there,

“I almost didn't hang the
Borges portrait in the show,
but I think it is valid. I placed
it next to Stnwmsky The

is actually five separata pho-
tographs, joined by a pur-
posefully fractured overlap-
ping of the figures,

"I'm knocked out by the
fact lhm. I did this in I5
! nu o3, says Avedon,

t activities in the peace
movement are well known
“1 photographed every day

weeks in Vietnam,
is the only photo-
graph I'm wil
I knew 1 would

g In  the embassy's
War Room, Thers are no ac-
r{nm. in thi F

‘Humﬂmph 1 had to
ut  the p.. ture with

3 ally, Avedon works
within & rigid set of restric-
tions: no backgrounds (In-
door portraits are taken
against a blank white wall:
outdoor photos, usually taken
on his roof, are done against
2 backdrop of white paper.
When he travels—esven to
the front lines in Vietnam—
he always takes long rolls
of white paper.); no sitting
("My sitters have to stand.");
and, thesa days, no artificial
light ("I started with daylight
in my early portraits, and

this
it. Artificial light never -:ould
have revezled what the day-

the th:bﬂ u Audon t 1971
portrait of the Mission Coun-
cil, a straight-faced lineup
of the 11 top military and
clviltan mﬁds tnlm United
States assy in Salgon.
The lﬁh:hlm a technical tour
farce which stands ¢
feet l! and Q feet

light b out in William
Burroughs's face. The day-
light glows out of his face.”).
In addition, Avedon gives his
sitters no Instructions for
dress. or behavior in front
of the camera.

Since the mid ma‘s. Aves
don has taken most of iul
portraits with an

Deardorff, 2 boxy, imposing
camera that sits on a tripod.
The only tims he works be-
hind the camera (s at the
beginning of the sitting, when
he focuses It For the rest
of the sitting—which can ba
as short as William F. Buck-
ley Jr's four-and-a-half-min-
ute session or as long as
an hour—Avedon holds the
button inhis hand and stands
next to the camera, face-to-
face with the sitter. An assis-
stant stands behind him,
changing the film.
L]

"1 used to work with a
Rolleiflex, but I began to
feel that the caméra came
between me and the sither.
1 had to hold the camera
in my hands and look into
it, and the sitter was forced
to relate to the lens, Using
the 8 X 10 camera allows
for a real connection between
me and the person I'm photo-

Friends and colleagues who
have followead Avedon's work
closely over the years say
his recent portraits have a
quieter, less studied, less
theatrical quality. Writer Ha-
rold Brodkey (who says his
own portrait “is not the way
1 look, but the way I am")
observes, “Years ago, when
Dick fought with other pho-
tographers for space, he pur-
posely made his work star-
tling. Now, instead of jumping
out at you, the work pulls
you into it. Dick
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