


for Jimmy Webb— —
I NEED MORE



1 Rodrigo Valenzuela
Mask #2, 2017
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 Out of the mysteries of the world figures and objects 
take form; they shine in darkness. A howling racket carves 
through the shifting of sight and imagery. The world of 
color is removed from curiosity because it is entrapped 
in literality. Grays, black and white, silvers—brilliant and 
pointed— are identified in every language and culture be-
fore color is procured. New shapes unfold with the unusu-
al terror of unfamiliar images.  Ardent blacks and whites 
growl into surface and texture. Perceived light can mean 
so many different things. All things are allowed the grace 
of the divergent. Broad outlines invent the necessity for 
composition; framing of a scene exists even if only for a 
moment. Life can continue without the cast of photogra-
phy but it will always be new and it is through contempo-
rary eyes that changes and conversations become us.

  Live in the world without rules. So seldom are 
there plans. Panic is unencumbered when everything is 
in accord. Anarchy introduces new depths of thought and 
plausible impossibility. That is what photography has 
always provided: to upset established order. What gets 
changed? The things that are exhausted. Black and white 
are the dark and the bleached of photography. The prac-
tice of fixers and chemistry poured on silvers and gelatins 
to reproduce are now regarded as antique. But are they? 

We still need fairy tales.

Primal 
Sight

Efrem 
Zelony-Mindell
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   Black-and-white is 
pristine because everything else is in 
color. Mood and subject are height-
ened by the hue and the desatu-
rated in these images. They rely on 
the strength and weakness of light 
inside them. In the night, during the 
day, dawn and dusk are consumed 
in the atmosphere of these pho-
tographs. They are primal in sight. 
Nothing that color provides can give 
more than what the broad vocabu-
lary of everyday objects can: bark, 
the sky, grass, and the sea. What we 
see is inescapably wrapped up in 
how things are described and certain 
secrets reveal an endured history.  
We each articulate our own paths. 
Empty shell, running naked, contort-
ed by thickness and contrast. 

 But regardless of differences 
there is something universal in how 
humans try to make sense of the 
world. We become comfortable or 
unsure and these images become 
something else. There is a feral 
looker sinking into the eyes of such 
frames. They ignite. They are un-
imaginably photogenic. These imag-
es are not looked at; they brood at 
you. Voices cracked, towering rock, 
the life and death of people and 
places come together. Great lakes of 
whites and grays liven the flesh of 
everything here.

  Suggestions thrive; pictorial lines procure the 
body in the frames of photography that is in black-and-
white. There is something monstrous here. There are re-
minders of the past. Archenemies emerge. These artists, 
with their eyes, feed machines and papers new composi-
tions that would have never been understood previously. 
A photograph is an aberration. Some of us are compelled. 
Everything changes completely in the landscape of this 
imagery. Maybe we’re still just children. Is there something 
abstract? Or are they merely abject? 

    Alone, things that hadn’t been 
thought of feed desire. Inventions are mediated. Formal 
play of removal heightens the space of sympathy in these 
images; their language is in distance and the invisible be-
tween objects. That margin hangs inside each photo, like 
a tempered gray mass. There is something truly barbaric 
amongst them—they are nearly crime scenes—but they are 
engorged by vulnerability. A figure of something to mask, 
pieces and personal reflections bond together like glue on 
such a puzzled perimeter. Lose track of the reality of an im-
age. As viewers we are flanked victims of such an intoxicat-
ing metamorphosis. These photographs are from a space 
where the familiar crosses into strange.

      Passengers are trapped 
in the inertia of recognition. Blacks formed in the dark-
ness, like fingers, course the veins and features of these 
photographs. Their light is bright and surge the whites of 
the pictures. Haunting the forest of these images a trans-
formed surface moves in and then out of flatness, teasing 
surprising relationships. Behold—a theater of construction 
and disorientation to navigate disbeliefs. Ghosted impres-
sions highlight the passions of absurdity. Why are these 
things here? Maybe to unfasten description, or perhaps to 
highlight the forgotten specifics of things.



6 7 Devin Yalkin
Bernie, 2019



8 9 Adam Pape
Dogs, 2015

Jared Ragland, Untitled (House of Wax) from the series 
Everything is Going To Be All Right, 2015



10 11 Meg Hewitt
Yuka, Tokyo, 2016

Magdalena Wywrot
Pestka, 2015



12 13 Simon Beraud
Minouche, 2017

Anna Belozerova
Fill the Void With Meaning, 2019



14 15 Caleb Stein
Main Street Car Wash. Poughkeepsie, NY, 2017

Grant Willing
Untitled (Embers), 2008



16 17 Mark McKnight
Eric (Voiding), 2018

Ben Alper
Untitled (Wire Mesh and Shadow), 2014



18 19 Bryson Rand
Frank (Brooklyn), 2015

Alexis Ruiseco-Lombera
“Freddy y Carlos” Placetas, Cuba, 2018



20 21 Benjamin Freedman
Moon Portrait, 2014



22 23Eli Durst
Lamp from the series The Community, 2016



24 25 Cara Phillips
(Untitled) Ultraviolet #7, 2009

Richard Max Gavrich
Untitled (Harrison and Essex), 2018



26 27 Sadie Cook
Untitled (Resurrection Monastery, 2018

Gui Marcondes
Riis Park Roast, 2018



28 29 Kip Harris
Wedding Musician, Agra, 2014

Joey Aronhalt
Untitled, 2019



30 31 Richard Renaldi
04:37, Intentionally Not Dated



32 33 Ben McNutt
Kouros Entablature, 2013

Meryl Meisler, Kissing In Black Leather Jackets During Last 
Dead Boys Concert CBGB, NY, NY, March 1978, 1978



34 35 Dylan Hausthor 
Michelle Behind Her House, 2019

Carlo Rusca
Untitled from the series Turistica, 2016-2019



36 37 Dylan Lewis
Untitled from the series Dusker, 2018

Sam Darby
The Rocks Were Still Warm, 2017



38 39 Duane Michals, The Illuminated Man, 1968, 
© Duane Michals, Courtesy of DC Moore Gallery, New York



40 41 Mårten Lange
Fence from the series The Mechanism, 2017

Tal Barel
Untitled, 2014



42 43 CJ Chandler
Noah, 2019

Sophie Barbasch
Untitled from the series Military Logic, 2016



44 45Marcia Lippman
Blackbirds, Torino, Italy, 2007



46 47 Bebe Blanco Agterberg
08 from the series My Name is Not Adam, 2018

Sybil Davis
Untitled, 2019



48 49 Enayat Asadi
Rising From the Ashes of War, 2018

Rola Khayyat
Untitled, 2016



50 51Alexis Aubin
None from the series A Wounded Land, 2017



52 53 Drew Nikonowicz, 
2013-08-30 10:11:40 AM 38°36’26.75” N 090°25’46.74” W 00584, 2013



54 55 Manda Quevedo
Let’s Hang Out! Wrestling Event, 2019

Arturo Olmos
Back to Texas, 2019



56 57 Whitney Hubbs
Untitled, 2009

Angela Strassheim
Evidence No 10, 2009



58 59 Ross Sawyers
10688, 2018

James Nizam
Four Circles, 2014



60 61Florian Amoser
1610-04-05 from the Series Quantified Landscape, 2016



62 63
Aaron Siskind, New York I, 1951
Virginia Museum of Fine Arts, Richmond. Gift of the Aaron 
Siskind Foundation ©Virginia Museum of Fine Arts



64 65 Arturo Soto
Untitled, Savannah, GA, 2005

Paloma Dooley
Granny’s Mirror, 2019



66 67 Alex Avgud
Olivier (as on a crucifix), 2019

Mac Lawrence
Melville, 2016



68 69 Patricia Voulgaris
I’ll Be Your Mirror, 2019

Nando Alvarez-Perez
Primary Document 092315, 2015



70 71Richard Anderson
Hollywood, 2017

Jesse Draxler
Untitled, 2018



72 73 Nicole Norman
behind, 2020

Harrison Huse
Self Portrait, 2019



74 75 Carlos Jaramillo
Ball is Life #2, 2015

Carlos Jaramillo
Ball is Life #1, 2015



76 77 Andrés Vargas
Vatican Workers, 2019

Vincent Levrat / écal
Untitled from the series Flat Depth, 2017



78 79Madeline Cass
geometry, at rest, 2019



80 81 Jacqueline Silberbush
Calvin, 2019

Eileen Rae Walsh
Untitled Cloud, 2016



82 83 Rana Young and Zora J. Murff
Close, 2017

Nat Ward
#15803 from the series Big Throat, 2019



84 85 Liza Kanaeva-Hunsicker
Destini, 2016

Yulia Spiridonova
Derrick In Shower, 2015



86 87 Bärbel Praun
office figure_08 from the series office figures, 2019

Arda Asena
Untitled - 7 (Permissive Deliverance), 2017



88 89 Tereza Zelenkova
Giuliano de Medici by Michelangelo, V&A Cast courts, London, 2013

Maja A.Ngom, #3 from the series All That They Hide 
from Themselves (will be revealed to them), 2014-2015



90 91 Claudio Nolasco, Atmospheric Science Building, 
Colorado State University, Fort Collins, Colorado, 2013



92 93 Kristen Joy Emack
Shower, 2018

Fabrizio Albertini
The Rope from the series Radici, 2017



94 95 Maxwell Harvey-Sampson 
Capitulate, 2017



96 97 Martin Seeds
Masks, 2019

Isabel Okoro
Holding on to home – Suffer Head, 2018



98 99 Mark Fitton
Elkie, bed, 2018

Keisha Scarville
Untitled #11, 2016



100 101 Giandra Lucia de Castro
Raphaël, 2018

Ignacio Iturrioz
from the series Purgatory, 2018



102 103 Travis Shaffer, 146. a body that is actually transparent can, of course, 
seem white to us; but it cannot seem white and transparent, 2017

Rory Hamovit
In Light, 2019



104 105 Patrice Aphrodite Helmar
Prospector in Gastineau Channel, 2017

Joshua Lutz
Conscious Found, 2017



106 107 Patrick McNabb
A Kiss In-Between, 2019

Arseni Khamzin with Boris Granche
Offcut Tumble, 2017



108 109 Luis Alberto Rodriguez
Niamh and Mud from the series People of the Mud, 2018

Evan Blaise Walsh
Andrew At Dusk, 2013



110 111 Joey Solomon
Study of Cyclical Thoughts On My Leg, 2019

Matthew Leifheit
Mercy Street, 2011
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    I appreciate the weight of these pic-
tures. I don’t mean their seriousness, or their cultural im-
portance. You can draw your own conclusions about that. 
No, I am thinking of the way everything feels like it is made 
of stuff, that it has mass. Even the ephemeral images - the 
watery, fiery, translucent, collapsing, thin, foggy ones - seem 
to have a kind of heft to them. Or more exactly, that they are 
images of a world with heft. All are broadly black & white, 
so it is tempting to think this might have something to do 
with it. Is the quality of implied weight a consequence of the 
absence of color, and the way this might make us attend 
to shadow and solidity? Maybe. (But is color photography 
weightless in comparison?) 

Heavy

Ian Dempsey
Zachary, Logan, 2018
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commerce and kitsch. The supposedly greater 
seriousness of black & white was also present in 
magazines. Photojournalism was mostly in black 
& white, distinct from the pages of color adver-
tising well into the 1960s. More profoundly, black 
& white and color are not opposites. A color im-
age contains the black & white version of itself, 
but not the other way around. In the digital era, 
all the color can be removed from a photograph 
at the touch of a button. Adding color to a black 
& white original is painstaking, akin to painting.  
When color first became widespread in cinema, in 
magazines and then in domestic snapshots, it did 
indeed feel like an addition. The critic Roland Bar-
thes felt that color was “a coating applied later on 
to the original truth of the black-and-white pho-
tograph […] an artifice, a cosmetic (like the kind 
used to paint corpses).” 

  The technical nature of the differenc-
es between black & white and color is to some 
extent underscored by physiology and psychol-
ogy. Our eyes receive color and black & white 
separately and the mind combines them.  More 
profoundly, color is highly unstable at the level of 
meaning. As the writer and psychoanalyst Julia 
Kristeva noted in her remarkable essay ‘Giotto’s 
Joy’, color is a ‘signifier’ with no fixed ‘signified’. 
Never let anyone tell you what a color means. The 
designer Ettore Sottsass once declared: “Red is 
the color of the Communist flag, the color that 
makes the surgeon move faster, and the color 
of passion.”  Green readily connotes planetary 
health, but it is also a sign of illness and decay. 
Color always means something, no doubt about 
that, but exactly what is a matter of cultural con-
vention. Color can seem too wild an awkward to 
an artistic sensibility forged in black & white. 

 Perhaps the sense of mass also has something to 
do with the image choices here, the preference for photo-
graphs that insist, against their own immateriality, on the 
physical character of the world. Its thingness. Its actions 
and processes. And perhaps being in black & white empha-
sizes this. Pretty much all of these images are square, or 
vertical, and have a thing, or a tight bunch of things, in the 
middle. These pictures are centred, upright and insistent. 
There is a ‘thereness’ of matter before the camera, and 
for the camera. People and bodies, emphatic and present. 
Standing things. Things placed on things. Falling things. It is 
a world of gravity.  

And yes, perhaps there is weight – metaphorical, symbolic – 
in many of the themes and motifs these images propose.   

_ ___ _____ 

 The photographer Paul Strand once declared that 
“higher emotions cannot be communicated in color.” What 
an odd thing to say. Tell that to Vassily Kandinsky, or Na-
talia Goncharova, or Kerry James Marshall. Or tell it to Jan 
Groover, or Barbara Kasten, or William Eggleston.  Strand, 
a grand bastion of serious black & white photography for a 
big chunk of the twentieth century, was speaking towards 
the end of his life, in the early 1970s.  He made the remark 
to Stephen Shore, one of several very different but equal-
ly serious photographers, who were shooting in color and 
getting some attention. What would make an otherwise 
thoughtful photographer like Strand say something so pa-
tently absurd? He was not alone, of course. The attitude was 
widespread but that doesn’t make it any less misplaced. 

   Black & white photography preceded color 
photography. The habits and criteria for art photography 
were formed in relation black & white, and were entrenched 
by those who could not see beyond color’s association with 
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  Wait a minute. Why would I be rehash-
ing all this in a book dedicated to contemporary 
black & white photography? Surely the medium 
today is untouched by those old prejudices and 
technical restrictions? Surely of the images gath-
ered here were made by folk who think higher 
emotions cannot be communicated in color, or 
that black & white is the only passport to higher 
emotions (or even that higher emotions are the 
only passport to higher emotions). And yet. And 
yet. Could there really be something essential 
about black & white? Something fundamental? 
Something possessed of first principles? Is that 
the source of the weight? There is no good rea-
son to expect a tidy answer. Untidy answers are 
all we have, but at least they have kept photog-
raphy alive. Without them it would not have sur-
vived much beyond 1875.  

   And so, nagging and inconclu-
sive, misplaced or not, the feeling persists that 
there is something foundational about black & 
white. That it is primal, that it lays beneath, that it 
is a grounding, a solidity, a weight, a home-base. 
But home is always strange, and more so when 
you stare at it.

David 
Campany



118 119 Zeke Berman
Axe Diptych, 1986



120 121 Patrick Carew
Carl at Camp, 2019

Mark Elzey
AWENG, 2018



122 123 Gigi Gatewood
Divali Totem, 2014

Giancarlo Montes Santangelo
“the edge of a whirlwind turning on his chest”, 2018



124 125 Daniel Rampulla
Even, 2018

Lindley Warren Mickunas
Egg, 2018



126 127 Laura Hart Newlon
Soft Remnant, 2019

Sam Hutchinson
A Luxury Exchange/Contestant, 2015



128 129 Kristine Potter
Untitled from the series The Gray Line, 2009



130 131 Jessica Wolfelsperger
Hide + Seek, 2017

Adam Bellefeuil
Untitled, Johnston County, North Carolina, 2015



132 133 Ally Caple
Jasmine in Home Studio, 2019

Jonathan Pivovar
Boy and His Dad, 2019



134 135 Chance DeVille
Resilience; David’s Hand, 2019

Giulia Parlato
Evidence n. 1 from the series Diachronicles, 2019



136 137 Diana Guerra
We Don’t Belong There Anymore, 2019

Megan Christiansen
Morning Dew, 2019



138 139 Allen Frame
Swimmer, Mississippi, 1997, Courtesy of Gitterman Gallery



140 141 Lily Anastasia Holcombe
Allegory, 2019

Aaron Richard-Alan Turner
Studio View #1, 2018



142 143 Katherine Hubbard
clay little mortar, 2019, Courtesy of Company Gallery



144 145Mark Sommerfeld
All Dressed Up With Nowhere To Go, 2017



146 147 Jeff Whetstone
Grave I, 2001

Kyle Donald Ross
Untitled, 2019



148 149 Ada Luisa Trillo
La Princessa, 2018

Sam Schmieg
Untitled, 2019



150 151 June T. Sanders
Jhonas, 2018

Ethan O’Grady
Tommy, 2019



152 153 Lucille Reback
Untitled, 2019

Pierce Sapper
Shadow on Car, 2018



154 155 Alexis Vasilikos
#6184, 2016

Salvi Danés
Black Ice Moscow, 2014



156 157 Anastasia Samoylova
Black and White Mountains, 2015



158 159 Fernando Villela
I Deserve a Place to Live, New York State Capitol, Albany, 2017

Alex Herzog
Apocalypse Children, 2019



160 161 Elena Helfrecht
Percht, 2018

Max Cleary
Polyp #2 (a suspension of the heart), 2019



162 163 André Ramos-Woodard
Which one of y’all said y’all didn’t see color?, 2019

Roger Ballen
Retreat from the series Boarding House, 2005



164 165 Abby Robinson
Henna, 1978



166 167 William Larson, Untitled from the series Fireflies, 1969-78, 
Electro-Carbon print, © Sally Larson, Courtesy of Gitterman Gallery

Kirsten Kay Thoen
I Am Your New America, (CHRISTEENE), 2019



168 169Logan Bellew
Untitled (Kyrenia, unfinished house), 2014



170 171 Fernando Sandoval
La Misión de San Xavier del Bac, 2019



172 173 Jay Simple, And Yet Still They Are Uncomfortable 
from the series Whites Only!, 2019



174 175 Jill Freedman
Sisters, 1976, Courtesy of Jill Freedman’s Photographic Estate

Ohemaa Dixon
Pas de Deux, 2019



176 177 Zun Lee
At Home with Jonathan and William, 2017

Robert Andy Coombs
Matt, 2012



178 179 Bobby Scheidemann
Rainwater Gesture, 2015
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Look at these pictures. 
Listen to how they speak, see how they act. 
Just look at them. 

   Black-and-white photography is 
peculiar now. It’s a choice. A visual dialect that once-
upon-a-time ago was a photographer’s only tongue. A 
heritage adopted only to be destroyed. We don’t want 
pretty things anymore. Thanks Edward, thanks Ansel, 
we’ll take it from here. This is my generation. This is 
our time in and of this world. This is our flag stabbing 
dead mud. The past and future are ours no matter 
what. Picture space is a place that gives us a fantasy 
of control. We are the heirs of a crippled Earth. We 
don’t want this inheritance. Look at these pictures. 
Look at their nasty, snarled, twisted, gnarled, freak-
ish, screaming ways. Look at these pictures, punch-
ing holes in walls, wailing, moaning, tearing the room 
apart. Hear them fucking yell at you. At YOU. Look at 
them. Their authors speak in tongues. I am not your 
translator. There is no hope in these pictures. They 
are dreadful things. Each picture a closet, door flung 

255 open, dusty secrets lying naked 
on the carpet. Each picture a cell. 
In each a prisoner passing the 
time. Maybe the clouds might 
give way today they say. Maybe 
the sun will visit through this 
little window in the early after-
noon. Maybe I’ll make a picture 
then, if only to forget for a while. 
Look at these things. Bastions of 
escape, imaginary boats setting 
sail away from this place. There’s 
nowhere else to go.

 It’s sometimes best to 
turn the lights off so that we may 
not look at the things we don’t 
want to see. Sometimes it’s bet-
ter to lock the doors to keep the 
monsters out. We’ll praise gods, 
pick our favorites, celebrate 
their glisten. Oh God! Just look 
at how they shine. In the rect-
angle we feel free. We can call 
this our sanctuary with secret 
passwords and handshakes. It’s 
us and them. Let us never have 
to close this book, it’s peaceful 
here. We can touch paper grain, 
smell ink. We can breathe its 
air. This loveliest of books, fine 
as they come. Let’s simply stay 
here, lest we return to the Earth 
outside its pages, this pale blue 
dot of malevolent calamity. Stu-
pid. Fucking stupid as far as the 
eye can see. Faceless maniacs 
who say this is mine. Nameless 

Gregory 
Eddi Jones
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hordes stomping and chanting. You do not do the 
right things, you think the wrong thoughts. My way 
is best. I don’t care what you want. I matter more. I 
will talk loudly and get what I want. I am more popu-
lar. Darling, if you want to be celebrated, we’ll throw 
you a party but you best not arrive unless you are 
dressed to impress. We must sort those who clap 
their hands and those who dance for claps. Some-
body around here has to make the money. Bound-
aries everywhere, invaders galore, knowing nothing 
but the impatience of their own desires. I want 
what I want now. Go back to your cave. Let these 
pages be forgetful leaves. We’ll say the sacrifice of 
the tree was generous and kind. Look at the gifts 
it gives. Let us enter in the pictures, believe in their 
worlds. Each picture a portal, warm invitations. 
These furious pictures keep a tender heart for us. 
Just for us. The flat promise of pictures. It doesn’t 
matter if we believe in them. This is as close as we 
can come to getting away. There’s nowhere else to 
go.

 Rip the pages from the body of this book and 
staple them on your empty walls. You’ve nothing 
better to do. Hold your lover’s hand if you have one. 
If you don’t, close your eyes and pretend that you 
do. We want your fantasy. All of it now. Violence 
and sex bleed on these pages, anything more is 
make-believe. They taunt you with desires, you can 
eat this paper if you’d like but you cannot taste the 
flesh of these bodies. You cannot smell the stink 
of these bodies. You can only crave them with your 
eyes. They will show you desire in a frame full of 
meat. There are only echoes in this valley, there is 
no going back. Clutch what you can. Hold it tight. It 
won’t last long. There’s nowhere else to go. 

Let us not remember. Let us have this sanctuary. 
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