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Newman Popiashvili Gallery 
504 W 22nd St. Btw. 10th & 11th Aves. 
Heather Cantrell, The Extended Family 
 
So I am in a small room surrounded by square, poorly-printed black and white pictures of 
poorly-described characters from a Charles Bukowski short story, wondering why. Why make 
such bad pictures? Why agree to show such pictures to the general public? Why agree to give 
gallery space to such bad work? And then, on the subway, I read the press release. The 
photographs document a “fictitious construction of a family tree configured by the artist… of 
Generation X-ers falsely accused of being the offspring of Charles Manson’s Family.” Question 
answered. 
 
Through March 4th. 
NPG Gallery 
 
Julie Saul Gallery 
535 W 22nd St. Btw. 10th & 11th Aves. 
Jeff Chien-Hsing Liao, Habitat 7 
 
Right out of last year’s School of Visual Arts thesis show come Chien-Hsing Liao’s panoramic 
photographs, from and around the elevated #7 line. The work investigates the apparently 
spectacularly urban life that sprouts up along commuter train lines. As well crafted as the 
pictures are, they fall safely into the genre of editorial photography; they illustrate the obvious. 
To quote John Szarkowski, art is something that provides “knowledge of the world that we had 
not known before.” No person of imagination could miss the beauty of the elevated #7 line as 
Chien-Hsing Liao captures it at sunrise and / or sunset. 
 
Through March 25th. 
Saul Gallery 
 
Stellan Holm Gallery 
524 W 24th St. Btw. 10th & 11th Aves. 
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Horst P. Horst, New Perspective 
 
Was there ever a time when fashion photography wasn’t as vacuous as its subject matter? On 
the upside, Horst includes a nice picture of Cy Twombly. 
 
Through March 15th. 
Stellan Holm 
 
Marvelli Gallery 
526 W 26th St. 2nd Fl. Btw. 10th & 11th Aves. 
Anthony Lepore, I Would Make You Own 
 
How satisfying it’s to be surrounded by photographs that explore the world around us, in a 
clean and unaffected way. It makes you feel that if only you talked to your mailman more, he 
might invite you over to see his large collection of taxidermy. And if you went to church with 
your grandmother, you might see one of her odd friends lunge for the pastor’s crotch. Or if you 
were just more aware and looked, you could see that life gives us a hell of a lot to experience. In 
the best of Lepore’s pictures, those feelings are there and then some. 
 
Through March 11th. 
Marvelli Gallery 
 
Dinter Fine Art 
547 W 27th St. 3rd Fl. Btw. 10th & 11th Aves. 
Robert Burke, Every Occupation in America 
 
At some point in the 1850’s, Peter Henry Emerson gave up his crusade to define photography 
as an art form. He reasoned that if you set up a camera inside a white cube, no matter who took 
the picture it would always appear the same. If only photography was that simple, we wouldn’t 
have to be bothered with work like Robert Burke’s lackluster attempt to photograph every 
occupation in America instead, we could,  just look at August Sanders’s pictures of the people of 
Germany and sleep well at night. 
 
Through March 4th. 
Dinter Fine Art 
 
Sean Kelly 
528 W 29th St. Btw. 10th & 11th Aves. 
Seydou Keita, The Image King of Africa 
 
Keita worked as a professional portraitist in Bamako, Mali, in the 1950’s and 60’s. He often 
adorned his sitters with props he kept on hand, like watches and radios, to add an impression 
of wealth. Even in black and white, the elegantly dressed African women in flowing patterned 
dresses in front of richly patterned backdrops would have kept Matisse up at night. The 
pictures are fascinating but as vernacular photograph, they would probably go completely 
unnoticed on an older woman’s kitchen wall in Mali. 
 
Through March 4th. 



SKNY 
 
Greenberg Van Doren Gallery 
730 5th Ave. Btw. 56th & 57th Sts. 
Tim Davis, Illuminations 
 
Tim Dais’s photographs often feel very smart and downright trippy. His previous show, My Life 
in Politics, was his most successful to date. It contained all the observations of everyday optic 
wonders that make up the heart of Davis’s work, but was organized loosely around the general 
theme of Tim Davis’s experiences with politics (optically of course). The show’s structure 
allowed a certain part of the brain to turn off and not continuously wonder what the pictures 
had to do with each other, clearing the way for the unfettered enjoyment of looking at keenly 
seen slivers of our shared experience. 
 
Illuminations, the current show, is al little more abstract. The pictures are stronger, the use of 
light more active and varied. The images are clearly a step forward. The general theme of the 
show, through, is a little harder to wrap your head around. A part of my brain kept trying to 
figure out how the work fit together. Davis’s artistic statement has a great line about how stars 
strove to illuminate the world, but from that distance, only illuminated themselves and “were 
beautiful failures” good stuff. But it didn’t subdue, that little voice in the back of my head yelling 
“huh?” over and over again. 
 
I think and Illuminations certainly asks you to think that Davis’s pictures are like the early 
conceptual work of Zeke Berman, and Robert Cumming. The pictures are simply interested in 
looking at how the world is seen through inanimate objects like glass, silver-salts and plastic. It 
is quite a noble pursuit, and if it is carried out at the level of the pictures in Illuminations, there 
is little need t justify the work with poetic constructs. 
 
Through March 18th. 
GVD Gallery 
 
Edwynn Houk Gallery 
745 5th Ave. Btw. W 57th & 58th Sts. 
Victor Schrager, Composition as Explanation 
 
It is thought-provoking to realize that, in our world of ink-jet printers, drum scans, and digital 
c-prints, we have only succeeded in making the turn of the century process of gum-bichromate 
printing easier (which, for any self-respecting turn of the century gum-bichromate printing, but 
that is beside the point). I think it is time that we as artists and viewers of art admit that it is no 
longer 1910, the Photo-Secession has failed, and, as quaint and old timey as it may be, 
alternative method printing, like Victor Schragers, is no longer relevant. 
 
Through March 4th. 
Houk gallery 


