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What's NEW in NYC Photo?  
By Carl Gunhouse 

Skuawk Thursday, April 7, 2005 
 
Deitch Projects 
18 Wooster St. Btw. Canal and Grand St. 
David LaChapelle, Artists and Prostitutes 
 
David LaChapelle has the artistic content of a Crest ad, but he could be the most 
American photographer of our time. Artists and Prostitutes is three, one-story-high 
slide shows of celebrities, models, nude celebrity-models, and nude model-celebrities. 
After about ten minutes of the non-stop slide show, I lost a certain degree of respect for 
myself, and after sitting through it for another ten minutes, I lost all hope for American 
culture. We are hopeless, and no one drives that home like David LaChapelle, God bless 
him and his empty superficial heart.  
 
Through Apr. 16th. 
Deitch 
 
Peter Blum Gallery 
99 Wooster St. Btw. Prince and Spring St. 
Evelyn Hofer, Still Lifes 
 
Evelyn Hofer was born in 1922 and has been a photographer since the early 1940s.  
Still Lifes is made up mostly of still lives she took in the 1990's that look like every color 
photograph of fruit on a table you have ever seen. Somewhere Cezanne is hitting his 
head against a wall. Thankfully, the show also has a small selection of pictures from the 
1960's and 70's of Dublin and London reminiscent of Brassi or possibly Bernice Abbott.  
 
Through May 14th. 
Peter Blum Gallery 
 
Gigantic ArtSpace 
59 Franklin St. Btw. Broadway and Lafayette St. 
Stephan Apicella-Hitchcock, Palimpsests 
 
Apicella-Hitchcock's art tends to be eccentric and in need of much explanation to be 
appreciated. Palimpsests features six different videos, one 3-D video, video stills, 
photographs, photographic montage, and one sculpture. And without reading the text, 



much of the work can seem obtuse and terribly non-specific. The Plot Is Very Bare is a 
rather dull photographic stroll through a modern Little League dugout. Yet upon 
reading the accompanying text, it turns out that this is no ordinary dugout, but in fact 
the location of Stacy's deflowering at the hands of Ron Johnson in Fast Times at 
Ridgemont High. Being of a certain age (which I am), I find the details of John Hughes' 
films utterly fascinating. Apicella-Hitchcock is at his best with The Swimmer, where he 
shoots video stills of the suburban wasteland north of Manhattan accompanied by 
Martin Sheen's monologue from Apocalypse Now. The video is an impressive display of 
visual intelligence and command of American popular culture. Oh, and there is a series 
of photographs documenting his pilgrimage via skateboard to deliver a copy of Black 
Flag's classic album, My War, to its birthplace in Redondo Beach, California. This is work 
I must say I like. 
 
Through May 1st. 
Gigantic Art Space 
 
Janet Borden Inc. 
560 Broadway Btw. Prince & Spring St. 
John Pfahl, Luminous River 
 
Vacuous, pretty, panoramic landscape photographs taken along the Susquehanna river. 
It is the work that inspires artist of a contrary nature.  
 
Through Apr. 23rd. 
Janet Borden Inc 
 
Staley Wise Gallery 
560 Broadway Btw. Prince & Spring St. 
Rico Puhlmann, A Fashion Legacy 
 
Rico Puhlmann was a post-war German fashion photographer so apparently lacking in 
talent even Vince Aletti gave A Fashion Legacy, a bad review.  
 
Through Apr. 23rd. 
Staley Wise 
 
Murray Guy 
453 West 17th St. 2nd Fl. Btw. 9th and 10th Ave. 
Invited 
 
There seems little visual cohesion in Invited, a group show of people I assume to be 
young, up and coming artists. The one standout is Ted Partin's continuing series of 
erotic portraits of women. Partin's photographs all present an authentic visual 
intimacy, yet there remains an emotional distance between the sitter and the viewer. 
The photographs don't read as clinical, but sad, as if they are longing for a human 
connection. Also of note are Stefan Loffelhardt's pictures of what appears to be an 
unappealing beach, and Ulrik Heltoft's photogram of a purple glove.  
 



Through Apr. 23rd. 
Murray Guy 
 
Bespoke Gallery 
453 West 17th St. 2nd Fl. Btw. 9th &10th Ave. 
Glynnis McDaris, Saturday Into Sunday 
 
Saturday Into Sunday is your average show of snapshot-esque pictures of young people 
hanging out. It is what I might imagine William Eggelston's son might take pictures of. 
Two I liked were a photograph of a blonde woman hanging out of a car window and one 
of light hitting a golf cart.  
 
Through Apr. 30th. 
Bespoke LLC 
 
Jack Shainman Gallery 
513 W20th St. Btw. 10th and 11th Ave. 
Ian Teh, The Vanishing: Altered Landscapes and Disappearing Lives on the Yangtze River 
 
I don't find Teh's pictures terribly moving as reportage. Yet they often bring to mind the 
visual poetry of early Wan Kar Wai films. And Teh's grainy photographs of masses of 
people huddled in dark corners and suspension bridges floating in misty skies certainly 
speaks well of the potential of the 35mm negative.  
 
Through Apr. 16th. 
Jack Shainman 
 
Ricco / Maresca Gallery 
529 W20th St. 3rd Fl. Btw. 10th and 11th Ave. 
Nicki Stager, Very New Photographs 
 
Why are people still making photograms? The press release for Very New Photographs 
claims photograms are "painting with light." If so, don't we have to ask ourselves 
whether these are images we would want to see if they were actual paintings? I think 
the answer is inevitably no.  
 
Through Apr. 30th. 
Ricco Maresca 
 
Sonnabend 
536 W22nd St. Btw. 10th and 11th Ave. 
Elger Esser 
 
For some time, I have thought of Elger Esser as a one-note hack. Year after year, he has 
turned out one after another sepia-toned, blown-out landscape. But no more. Esser has 
moved on to bigger and equally uninteresting things. Namely these new landscape 
pictures that look like grainy postcards, not just in the style of "grainy postcards" but 
are large grainy postcard, 30 by 40 inches in dimension. Well, at least it is a change from 



sepia-toned blown-out landscapes.  
 
Through Apr. 23rd. 
 
Clamp Art 
531 W25th St. Btw. 10th and 11th Ave. 
Larry Clark, Teenage Lust 
 
Clamp Art is about the size of my parents' closet growing up. To see all of the Teenage 
Lust work hung there salon-style is quite powerful if not downright overwhelming. If 
you like Larry Clark but aren't that familiar with his Teenage Lust work, this 
is the way to see it.  
 
Through May 7th. 
Clamp Art 
 
Perry Rubenstein Gallery 
527 W23rd St. Btw. 10th and 11th Ave. 
Amir Zaki, Spring Through Winter 
 
Zaki takes pictures of southern California homes designed by Richard Neutra. Half the 
pictures seem downright documentary, showing overhead views of swimming pools 
and details from the interiors, while the other half are taken from angles that make the 
houses seem to be jutting at a startling angle into the sky.  The trompe l'oeil like effect of 
the pictures is engaging but unsatisfying. Yet somehow I feel that if I knew more about 
architecture or Richard Neutra, I might find the work more interesting. 
 
Through Apr. 23rd. 
Perry Rubenstein 
 
Marvelli Gallery 
526 W26th St. 2nd Fl. Btw. 10th and 11th Ave. 
Angela Strassheim, Left Behind 
 
There are no bad images in Left Behind.  They all hit the mark. One knockout picture 
shows a father and son reflected in a bathroom mirror as they prepare for what we can 
assume is their Meet the Press appearance as Republican congressmen from the 
Midwest.  Another photo, taken at night from the sidewalk in front of a house, shows a 
teenage girl undressing in front of her window.  And those don’t approach the picture of 
an elderly deceased woman wearing a pink dress that matches the lining of her coffin. 
The show combines pictures from Strassheim's born-again Christian family (which are 
thoroughly fantastic and creepy) and work that the press release calls "images of 
domestic narrative, inspired by childhood." (The latter are skillfully crafted but seem 
unconnected with the others).  My one mild complaint is a feeling of overkill produced 
by two pictures—one of an angelic little girl standing on tiptoes to press her nose 
against her bedroom window. followed by the angelically backlit image of a little girl 
playing with her toys.  Otherwise, one of the better shows I've seen all year.  
 



Through Apr. 30th. 
Marvelli Gallery 
 
 
  
 


