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Two arts intermingle

Hockney's
photograpbs,
Weschler’s
writing work
in tandem

G Dewa Hockney Tex! by Lawience.

Weschier Alfred A Knopl 279 pages

By Hunter Drohojowska

In the regal realm of art books,
an intelligent and perceptive text
whose weight is equal to that of the
visual material is a rare find indeed.
Mostly, we get coffeetable books
with glossy color illustrations and
captions of aesthetic-sounding chit-
chat. The exception is this season’s
book of photographs by David
Hockney, a formidable British
painter, with a lengthy foreword by
Lawrence Weschler. a staff writer
for the New Yorker. That magazine
published an abbreviated version of
the text last October — a suspense-
ful account of Hockney’s dramatic
wholehearted embrace of photogra-
phy after years of denial. In fact,
the very title of the book, “Camera-
works,” is derived from “artworks,”
a verbal long jump over the very
issue of photography.

Hockney has often stated that
photography is replacing young
artists’ desire and ability to draw
without being an adegquate substi-
tute. He argues that a photograph
‘cannot be looked at for a long time,
barely more than 30 seconds. “Pho-

§
t
;

i

. |
in ‘Cameraworks’|

David Hockney’s “You Make the Picture, Zion Canyon, Utah, Oct. 1982~

is among the photographer’s collages reproduced in “Cameraworks.”

point of view of a paralyzed cyclops
— for a split second. But that’s not
what it’s like to live in the world. or
to convey the experience of living
in the world,” says Hockney. The
artist took “snaps” — which had
even been exhibited — but mostly
sided with his friend Henry Geld-
zahler that photography was more
of a2 ... “hobby.”

It is with some surprise then,
that Weschler finds Hockney con-

tography is all right if you dont sumed in his mew endeavor of

mind looking at the world from the :

creating images from multiple Pola-

roids, beginning with the interior,
exterior and yard of his Mulholland
Drive house, on Feb. 26, 1982. The
grid of 30 SX-70 prints reads as an
“integrated whole, as a house, a
home, through which the viewer
was invited to move from inside to
outside then back,” writes Wes-
chler. The coliage finally looks like
“the very experience of looking as
it transpires across time.”
Hockney's epiphany insists that
putting time into the act of photog-
raphy brings the entire enterprise



~closer to that of drawing, able to
manifest as much psychological |
refinement. Weschler leads us
along Hockney’s visual discoveries,
much as he did in his biography of
Robert Irwin, “Seeing Is Forgetting
the Name of the Thing One Sees.”

“Looking itself has been the]
central subject of all of these
collages,” notes Hockney. “1 real-|
ized how much thinking goes into
seeing — into ordering the endless
sequence of details which our eyes
deliver to our mind. ... Memory
plays a crucial role in perception.”

Hockney quickly finds the paral-
lels to these observations in Cubism
and the vision of Picasso, who has
always been a source of his inspira-
tion. Weschler has selected a num-
ber of Cubist compositions with
which to compare, until ultimately,
we must agree that the Cubists, like
Hockney, were trying to break

. from the confines of a windowlike
framing of space, the limitation of
ordinary photography.

In turn, Hockney moves from
the whiterimmed Polaroid prints
to those of a small Pentax. The
photo-collages in the second year of
Hockney’s production grow ever
more complex, and Weschler’s writ-
ing emulates Hockney's way of
seeing. Reading what he has to say
about the collage of a Scrabble
game between Hockney, his
mother, Ann Upton and David
Graves, we even begin to wonder
whether Weschler isn’t surpassing
Hockney in complexity and inter-
pretation. In addition, Weschler’s
own familiarity with and fondness
for Wittgenstein's theories of phen-
omenology lend a secondary level
of meaning to Hockney's imagery.i
That, however, is what makes this
book such fun to untangle. Look at
the picture, read the text, flip back
and forth — it’s like dancing with
two leads. A sally with the artist, a
"pivot and dip with the writer. You
read and want to declare bravely, “I

“could have danced all night!”




