
INTRODUCTION

‘He loiters in the neighborhood of a problem.  

After a while a solution strolls by.’

Harold Rosenberg, Discovering the Present 

Writing about photography – looking at photographs in order to write about 
them – has been an important and pleasurable sideline for the past couple 
of decades. I say sideline, but there’s not really been any main line, or at least 
the main line is made up of a multitude of sidelines. Photography, though, 
has continued to engage my critical enthusiasm to such a degree that it has 
become my main sideline. I only became aware of this retrospectively as I 
sorted through files for this book, surprised by the amount of stuff there was 
to rummage through.

Naturally, I have no method. I just look, and think about what I’m looking 
at, and then try to articulate what I’ve seen and thought – which encourages 
me to see things I hadn’t previously noticed, to have thoughts I hadn’t had be-
fore the writing began. 

No-method claims like this often mean being unconscious as to how the al-
leged lack can itself constitute a method, with its own traditions and ideological 
underpinnings. I did English at university and my way of writing about pho-
tography might be an extension of the practical criticism I learned at school en 
route to Oxford: reading a poem or a piece of prose and then examining the way 
rhymes and word choices etc. work to create certain effects. Getting the hang 
of this was probably the primary skill necessary for passing exams. (Harking 
back to school and university in this way may seem a bit puerile, but writing, 



for me, has always been part of an ongoing project of self-funding education.) I 
like doing a version of close reading – close looking – using pictures instead of 
texts. But whereas practical criticism plucked the text from its historical roots 
and shook off any clinging biographical dirt, a sense of tradition, of the culture 
and historical situation of poem and author, is crucial to an understanding not 
just of what a text is about but what it is. That has been one of the incentives to 
learn about photography, to attempt to see the history contained in any given 
increment of the tradition. The goal is best summed up by Rilke in one of his 
letters about Cézanne: to try to stand ‘more seeingly in front of pictures’.1 

‘Sit’ would be more accurate than ‘stand’, since although I look at pho-
tographs on the walls of galleries – and online – my preferred way of look-
ing at them is in books, at home, with my feet up on the sofa, and I doubt 
this will change any time in the future. The writing that results from looking 
is not always or not only about the photographs. In the pieces on Fred Sig-
man and Thomas Ruff, for example, the pictures serve as pretexts or occasions  
for more general discussions of Las Vegas motels and pornography respectively. 

Garry Winogrand was always insisting that a photograph has no narrative 
ability. In a single image, he said, it’s impossible to tell whether a man is taking 
his hat off or putting it on. Stephen Shore, meanwhile, has spoken admiringly 
of the ‘descriptive power’ of a large-format camera. The combination of narra-
tive inability and abundantly stalled description renders photography far more 
amenable or susceptible than music – in which great rhythmic propulsion can 
be generated with no descriptive support – to the inherent narrative potential 
of words. (Occasions when we can hear something as tangible as fate knocking 
at the door in a piece of music are rare indeed.) So photography, for me, might 
be as much an incentive – a series of incentive schemes – for descriptive nar-
rative as it is an area of critical expertise. 

Overall, photography might be easier to write about than music, but some 
photographs are, of course, harder to fathom than others. When writing about 
difficult pictures – or music or poetry – it’s important not to forget, deny or 

14  SEE/SAW



disguise one’s initial (or enduring) confusion or perplexity. Criticism offers an 
opportunity not to explain away one’s reactions but to articulate, record and pre-
serve them in the hope that doing so might express a truth inherent in the work.

This book includes a lot – but by no means all – of the shorter things I’ve 
written about photography since the publication of the essay hampers Work-
ing the Room (UK, 2010) and Otherwise Known as the Human Condition (US, 
2011). A regrettable omission is the piece I contributed to An-My Lê’s Events 
Ashore (2014), but since this took the form of little notes to twenty-one pho-
tographs, it was not feasible to reproduce it here. Maybe in ten or fifteen years 
from now the contents of this book will be combined with some of the piec-
es on photography from those earlier collections of essays, including the still 
earlier Anglo-English Attitudes (1999) and stuff that I’ll have written (strange 
tense) since this one in a kind of pre-senility, deathbed or – yikes! – posthu-
mous edition.

Over the years I’ve written enough columns on various topics, in various 
papers, to be convinced of two things. First, a quarterly column comes around 
monthly, a monthly column weekly and a weekly column daily. Second, and 
partly as a result of that first point, I’m not a columnist. The quality of what I’ve 
written in columns has tended to decline precipitously from the first couple 
of instalments, after which I’ve succumbed to a quickening sense of dread as 
the deadlines hurtle towards me with terrifying frequency. The one exception 
was the ‘Exposure’ column for The New Republic, which involved picking a 
photo from the news and writing about it. I loved doing that from first to last, 
but in Part Two have included only ten from the two dozen or so pieces that I 
contributed. Another gig that worked out nicely was taking over the ‘On Pho-
tography’ column for the New York Times magazine when Teju Cole was away. 
This came close to the oxymoronic ideal of an occasional column.

The last piece of the final section – three pieces about writers on photogra-
phy – is the introduction to a collection of John Berger’s writing on photogra-
phy, which doubles as a sort of after-intro to this collection. My love and admi-
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ration for John and my gratitude for his inspiration and guidance are undying. 
I’m also grateful to the many photographers and curators who asked me to 
contribute essays to their catalogues or monographs. Writing introductions 
to books by writers or artists one loves is an intimate honour. If I’d known as 
a twenty-three-year-old that I’d one day end up between the covers of Camera 
Lucida with Roland Barthes I’d have been delirious with happiness – almost 
forty years later I still am. 

The pieces in Part One have been arranged roughly chronologically ac-
cording to the date of birth of the photographer. As a history of the medium 
the result is highly – even perversely – selective, but it extends the tradition 
sketched in The Ongoing Moment to the present day and fills in more of the 
gaps that were not covered by Working the Room and Otherwise Known. Some 
slight shuffling has been done to account for when the work under discussion 
was made: the precocious Alvin Langdon Coburn comes before August Sand-
er even though he was born six years later. At the other end of this section, 
it makes obvious sense to close with Chloe Dewe Mathews rather than Mike 
Brodie. Further tinkering of this kind encourages narrative or thematic flow 
and bunches related artists together. So, like a trio of Ethiopian distance run-
ners, the Düsseldorf maestros Thomas Struth (born 1954), Andreas Gursky 
(1955) and Thomas Ruff (1958) are not elbowed apart by Prabuddha Dasgupta 
(1956) or spiked by Pavel Maria Smejkal (1957), who can be seen here, ap-
propriately sandwiched between Gary Knight (1964) and Chris Dorley-Brown 
(1958). A side effect is that the order of composition has become jumbled, as 
essays written within months of each other have ended up at opposite ends of 
the book, and vice versa. The date at the end of each piece refers to the year 
of original publication. Minor cuts and a few small restorations and additions 
have been made to some of the original texts. 

G.D., California, December 2019
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Book with Hand, Gardner Museum, 1998, by Abelardo Morell 

Courtesy of Edwynn Houk Gallery





PART ONE 

ENCOUNTERS



 Eugène Atget’s Paris

It is – or was – the photographer’s ideal: to be highly regarded – literally, 
much looked at – yet almost anonymous. Very little is known about Atget 
the man. There are no daybooks or diaries. In books about his work the bio-
graphical facts rarely run to more than a couple of paragraphs. The same few 
stories are always cited, most notably his refusal to be credited for the picture 
used by Man Ray on the cover of La Révolution surréaliste. We have a photo-
graph of him, taken by Berenice Abbott, but it doesn’t prove – or enable us to 
deduce – anything except this is what he looked like. 

Through his physical absence Atget becomes photography’s practising pa-
tron saint. Apart from a few shots in which the photographer’s blurred form 
and his camera equipment can be seen reflected in the windows of shops, he 
is all but invisible, existing solely in terms of what he saw and enabled others 
to see. It is legitimate to wonder about the extent to which Walker Evans’s sig-
nature vision was derived from the prior example of Atget (especially since  
Evans, while acknowledging Atget’s importance, denied that he was an influence).  
Atget himself was treading consciously in the footsteps of Charles Marville, but 
one does not feel that he was dependent on his predecessor for his style or way 
of seeing. In that sense Atget is a source, a beginning. We are drawn back to 
him in the way that those receding streets and alleys lead us deeper into his 
pictures. One of many instances of the way that Atget seems entirely embodied 
in his photographs – which were, Evans noted, ‘the projection of Atget’s person’1 
– this tendency of the pictures to be somehow about themselves, to be, in a non- 
derogatory sense, self-regarding, is part of their allure. (Those occasional glimpses 
of the reflected camera in shop windows are, in this respect, clues, evidence.) 



Saint-Cloud, 1924, by Eugène Atget



Working with ‘a camera the size of a typewriter and a stack of glass-plate 
negatives’, Atget, in the words of New Yorker writer Anthony Lane, ‘bore the 
whole burden, more than forty pounds of it, around on his back’.2 The typewriter  
comparison is apt: in his industriousness Atget resembles those nineteenth- 
century novelists banging out books the size of society at large. Apt, too, that 
after Atget’s death a friend lamented the way we would no longer see ‘that figure 
out of Balzac’,3 traipsing around Paris in his threadbare overcoat, hard at work. 

Atget’s capacity for work and his abundant output – he took and preserved 
about 10,000 pictures – do not make him a great photographer, but while poets 
can build immense reputations on the basis of slim plinths of work, the great 
photographers have tended to be prolific, have produced a lot of first-rate im-
ages. There’s a congruity, in other words, between the medium’s capacity for 
abundance and the photographer’s urge to photograph heavily. 

At the risk of sounding ungrateful, Atget’s abundance permits us the luxury 
of being very choosy about which pictures we decide to concentrate on. We 
can discard all manner of images and still be left with a surfeit. I don’t mind 
reading about nineteenth-century interiors in Balzac, Flaubert or Dickens but, 
even when photographed by Atget, can hardly bear to look at them. They’re 
too oppressive, heavy with furnishing and knick-knacks, burdened with Vic-
torian-ness. Joseph Brodsky was right: ‘There’s no life without furniture’,4 but it 
sometimes seems more deathlike than life-giving. One look at these interiors of 
Atget’s and you feel claustrophobic, suffocated. This, of course, is a tribute to the 
pictures’ quality, to the way they are stuffed, like cushions, with what they depict. 

Ditto the clothes. Terrible to live – and die – in those rooms, and awful 
to have to wear the clothes, which look and feel like interior decoration with 
arms and legs attached, or, if you prefer, like a form of exterior decoration 
designed with the body in mind. Jackets and coats look like they weigh about 
the same as a sideboard; a sideboard you can clamber into and walk around in. 
One thinks of the character in Edith Wharton’s The House of Mirth (1905), his 
‘clothes fitting him like upholstery’.5
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There are not many people in Atget’s pictures – John Szarkowski, former 
head of photography at the Museum of Modern Art (MoMA) in New York, 
reckoned that ‘not two in one hundred of his pictures include people as signif-
icant players, and few of this two percent can be thought of as portraits’6 – and 
I rarely find myself dwelling on the ones that feature people prominently. If the 
scale of Atget’s project is reminiscent of Balzac’s, then his is a comédie humaine 
largely devoid of humans. It seems appropriate: the photographer identified by 
his absence, producing pictures in which people are everywhere suggested by 
their absence. Or in which they are mere spectators, onlookers sharing our cu-
riosity – ‘Where’d everybody go?’ – playing their part in the pictures’ interrog-
ative mode. Walter Benjamin reminds us that ‘Atget’s photographs have been 
likened to those of a crime scene’;7 the nature of that crime is unclear, but there 
are, occasionally, a few witnesses whose testimonies may or may not stand up 
to cross-examination.

So my personal edit of the Atget archive would mean no interiors, no fur-
niture and, for the most part, few or no people. Now, obviously, there’s no 
reason why anyone should care about my whims and preferences – unless they 
coincide with or are in some kind of alignment with (are even, conceivably, 
formed by) the essential gravitational pull of the pictures themselves. I like the 
outdoor photographs of empty streets and deserted parks – and these are the 
pictures in which Atget’s Atgetness is most clearly manifest. 

The long exposure times used by Marville drastically emptied the streets of 
moving things and people. Pedestrians passing slowly survive as smeared ves-
tiges of themselves: blurred, incorporeal, insubstantial, ghostly. Working with 
faster exposure times, Atget did most of his photographing between March 
and October, often early in the morning, soon after the sun was up, when there 
were fewer people around. Even so, in some pictures there is the blurred res-
idue of someone walking quickly past, as if it were still occasionally possible 
to catch traces of these ghostly beings on film. Hence Colin Westerbeck’s con-
clusion in Bystander, his history of street photography, that ‘Old Paris was for 
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Atget a necropolis, a city from the past inhabited by ghosts’.8 For Benjamin 
this emptiness was Atget’s defining quality: ‘the city in these pictures looks 
cleared out, like a lodging that has not yet found a new tenant’.9 Note the way 
that whereas Westerbeck is reminded of the people who are no longer there, 
Benjamin’s image puts us in mind of people who are not yet there (which in  
turn raises the possibility that the crimes mentioned earlier are yet to be  
committed). Both share the idea of the pictures’ being inhabited by people who 
are not there, by fugitive witnesses and the photographer’s invisibly suggested 
representatives.

The corollary of the relative lack of foot traffic is that the streets and build-
ings – the things that are there – are granted a permanence that is palpable, 
utterly intransigent. Atget’s walls are impregnable. Closed doors look like they 
can withstand the siege of centuries; open ones look like they will never shut. A 
mixed blessing, this: bread, in Atget’s pictures, never looks fresh – but it looks 
like it will never go stale either. 

Something similar can be said of Atget’s photographs themselves. We tend 
to forget that for part of Atget’s long career he was photographing at the same 
time as pioneering modernists such as Edward Weston and Paul Strand. So, 
strictly speaking, it was slightly misleading of me to talk about nineteenth- 
century novelists and Victorian interiors – some of Atget’s best work was 
made after the publication of The Waste Land and Ulysses, and well after Les 
Demoiselles d’Avignon and the coming of futurism – but the pictures urge us 
and themselves back in time. Partly this is because the Paris photographed by 
Atget is old and pre-dates these cultural milestones. (To make the same point 
the opposite way: would Atget’s pictures have pre-dated themselves in this  
way if he had photographed new – rather than old – Paris?) Partly it is because 
his work lacks the conspicuously experimental, manifesto-fuelled strategies 
that underwrote the modernist project (though this, conversely, is what gives 
much of his best work its quality of floating free of a specific period).

It is no accident that this discussion has drifted in the direction it has. 
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Something about Atget’s pictures encourages one always to reflect on time and 
the permanent evidence of its passing. Anthony Lane found himself succumb-
ing to precisely this temporal hypnosis. ‘You are left with the extraordinary 
sensation that perspective is a matter not only of space but of time: in front 
of your eyes it is high noon, but day seems to be breaking at the end of every 
street.’10 If the spatial and the temporal can stand for each other in this way 
then those characteristic elements of the Atget pictures mentioned earlier – 
streets or alleys winding their way into the depths of the picture – effectively 
reach back not only into the distance but into the past. 

Remembering that observation of Benjamin’s about Atget’s street scenes 
resembling a lodging waiting for its future tenants, we notice that time, in cer-
tain of Atget’s pictures, stretches in both directions – and, in spatial terms, 
well beyond the city of Paris. Consider the pictures he made of buildings and 
neighbourhoods in the process of being demolished. A good number of these 
were done in 1913–14, just prior to the outbreak of the First World War. A later 
picture (1924–5) of chairs outside a café is perhaps suggestive of the men who 
did not come back from the front, but these photographs of half-demolished 
buildings look forward to the general condition of many cities in Europe –  
especially Germany – in the aftermath of the Second World War. Roland 
Barthes said photographs were prophecies in reverse, but they can be straight-
forward prophecies too.

This matter of time prompts us to go back to the photographs again, to 
further refine our search and edit, to ask in which pictures this abiding interest 
in time, its passing and persistence, is most deeply imprinted. Which pictures 
– which subjects – tell us most about time?

There are two subject areas, I think. First, pictures involving water, the 
Seine, most obviously, where the river flows past or interacts either with man-
made structures – bridges, buildings – or with the slower cyclical changes of 
the seasons as registered by trees. The key picture, in this regard, is of the man 
standing by the Pont-Neuf (1902–3), next to a marker measuring the height of 
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the river so that it becomes a record or gauge. If time is a river then this picture 
serves as a kind of chronometer – watch! – and calendar. (Barthes barely gives 
Atget the time of day in Camera Lucida – recalling that there are moments 
when he ‘detest[s] photography’, Barthes asks ‘what have I to do with Atget’s 
old tree trunks’? – which is strange, passing strange, given his delighted reali-
sation that cameras were originally ‘clocks for seeing’.)11

Lakes do not flow. Timeless and unchanging, they reflect the way that 
things change around them. To that extent they’re like the still centre of the 
clock face. There’s a feeling, in Atget’s pictures of lakes and pools in Sceaux, 
Versailles and Saint-Cloud, of deep, non-human time – against which the bus-
tle of peopled time pits itself in vain. 

It is in photographs of statuary, however, that time imprints itself and At-
get’s genius reveals itself most lucidly. Marguerite Yourcenar, in her reflections 
on the composition of Memoirs of Hadrian, remarks on ‘the motionless sur-
vival of statues’ which are ‘still living in a past time, a time that has died.’12 She 
has in mind specifically the head of Antinous Mondragone, which has been 
removed from its original setting and time and placed in a museum – which 
is, effectively, a mausoleum. The statues photographed by Atget may be rooted 
in a past time but, because they remain at large in the world, that time lives on 
in them. They age, as we do – but far more slowly. It is said that in the Falkland 
Islands the fluctuating climate is such that one can experience four seasons in 
one day. That’s pretty much what a year feels like from a statue’s point of view 
anywhere in the world. And the years, inevitably, take their toll. Of certain 
statues in Florence, Mary McCarthy wrote: ‘Battered by the weather, they have 
taken on some of the primordial character of the elements they endured.’13 In 
the case of the Paris statues photographed by Atget that sentence needs to be 
recast in the present continuous: they still endure.  

Atget is the godfather of the purely documentary style, the man who es-
tablished what, for Szarkowski, was ‘photography’s central sense of purpose 
and aesthetic: the precise and lucid description of significant fact’.14 That is 
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the magic of photography – the magic that enables Atget, in these pictures, to 
make statues sentient: to depict them from their own point of view, as if gazing 
into a mirror – mute witnesses to their own captivity. 

Cartier-Bresson said that the world shown in a picture could be reconfig-
ured ‘by a simple shifting of our heads a thousandth of an inch’.15 Unable to 
move their eyeballs even a fraction, statues are permitted no such freedom. 
With no conception of space, they exist solely in relation to time. Their con-
sciousness is entirely and narrowly of time. Allowed into the slot of their con-
sciousness, we retain a sense of the fleeting human time of the people who sit 
or pass nearby – even if they are nowhere to be seen.

Inevitably, there are a few photographs in which we see both statues and 
water, pictures in which we get both a multiplied idea of time and the sense that 
the image is self-conscious or, in the best possible way, full of itself. Lakes are 
mini-photographs, brimful of the scenes that surround and frame them. (They 
might even be considered reservoirs of ‘the optical unconscious’, revealed – 
according to Benjamin – by the invention of photography.)16 Sometimes the 
exposure times flatten out the wind-rippled surface of the water and cause 
reflections of naturally permanent features – trees, hills – to blur as if they 
too are transitory. Surrounded by the leafless veins of winter trees at Sceaux, 
a statue contemplates a shrunken pool of image-water only a few feet away. It 
may be eternally beyond reach, but latent in the scene is the knowledge that in 
no time at all (a year’s worth of seasons in a day, remember) the pool will fill 
up again and the trees return to full leaf like a picture that has not yet finished 
developing (and which will never be permanently fixed). Hovering over the 
landlocked equivalent of deep oceanic time, statues by the lake at Saint-Cloud 
are faced with dark forebodings of their own eventual dissolution, when they 
will exist only as we see them now, as photographs.

2011
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