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“Counting Boxcars in the Cajon Pass,” 2010. Photographs by Justine Kurland

he American road-trip narrative is often marked by violence. In films such as
T Ridley Scott’s “Thelma & Louise” (1991), Terrence Malick’s “Badlands”

(1973), and Oliver Stone’s “Natural Born Killers” (1994), acts of brutality
propel the subjects forward, their bonds both strengthened and tested as they flee
from the law. Even when the protagonists’ misdeeds are softer, forcing them to the
road for more nebulous reasons—the lesbian affair that blossoms between the two
women in Patricia Highsmith’s novel “The Price of Salt” (1952); the psychedelic
bacchanals of Ken Kesey and his Merry Pranksters in Tom Wolfe’s “The Electric
Kool-Aid Acid Test” (1968)—their journeys are touched by disquiet.



https://www.amazon.com/Price-Salt-Patricia-Highsmith/dp/0486800296?ots=1&tag=thneyo0f-20&linkCode=w50
https://www.amazon.com/Electric-Kool-Aid-Acid-Test/dp/031242759X?ots=1&tag=thneyo0f-20&linkCode=w50
https://www.amazon.com/Electric-Kool-Aid-Acid-Test/dp/031242759X?ots=1&tag=thneyo0f-20&linkCode=w50

“Go Dog Go,” 2010.

“Hippy Stir Fry,” 2009.



In Justine Kurland’s “This Train,” a work of photography collected in a handsome
edition by mack, we arrive at the fact of violence obliquely. The suite of
photographs, which Kurland made during months living on the road between 2005
and 2011, 1s split into two parallel bodies of work. In one, we encounter Kurland
and her young son, Casper, as they traverse the U.S., mostly the West, in a van,
stopping along the way in campsites and motels, forest clearings and desert
brushland, gas stations and diners. In the other, we see images of landscapes, riven
by trains, which Kurland captured during these same travels.

“Keddie Wye,” 2007.


https://www.amazon.com/This-Train-Justine-Kurland/dp/191574329X?ots=1&tag=thneyo0f-20&linkCode=w50

There’s a lot of tenderness in Kurland’s portraits of herself and Casper, who,
throughout the book, grows from a diapered toddler into a kindergartner. In “Go
Dog Go” (2010), the van is pictured with its back doors open to reveal the pair,
both naked, on the mattress they appear to use for sleeping. Kurland is lying on her
side, her head resting in her hand, gazing at Casper, who is seated with his back
against her, leafing through a children’s book. His feet are curled in childish
concentration; soft sunlight dapples the scene. In “Dirty Dishes” (2009), Casper is
resting on a rock at the edge of a river, while Kurland, who is washing a dish in the
water with her pants rolled up, once again trains her eyes on her child. The two
look to be in mid-conversation, and, although they aren’t physically touching, their
psychic connection is palpable. These portraits have an Edenic quality, as if
Kurland is asking: What if my kid and I were the only two people in the world?

“Dirty Dishes,” 2009. “Culvert,” 2007.

“Bloody Mouth,” 2011. “Baby Tooth,” 2011.



Yet this utopian vision of motherhood in the wilderness is a precarious one. In
“Bloody Mouth” and “Baby Tooth” (both from 2011), which appear in the book
sequentially, we first see Casper in tight closeup, his face tipped upward, his lips
open to reveal a hint of the soft, vulnerable innards of his mouth. In the second
picture, we see Casper’s dirty palm holding out a fallen tooth, which is punctuated
by a dark hole. This hole echoes those that sometimes appear in the vistas against
which Kurland and Casper enact their journey. In “Culvert” (2007), for instance,
Casper peeks out from the gaping mouth of an enormous pipe situated beneath
some train tracks. The hollow black abyss mars its surrounding landscape of woods
and soil, lending the image a sense of menace.

“Somewhere in the Sierras,” 2008.



“Wind Blowing Through Columbia Gorge,” 2008. “California Wildflowers,” 2009.

“UP 4955 and UP 5411 Sliding Down Mormon Rocks,” 2009.

The pages of “This Train” are formatted as a concertina, one side of which is
printed with Kurland’s portraits of Casper and herself, and the other with the



unpeopled train images she took during their time on the road. In one of the essays
accompanying the photographs, the academic Lily Cho estimates that building
America’s railroads cost thousands of Chinese laborers their lives. Kurland’s
images of trains traversing the American landscape—often snaking through
breathtakingly beautiful vistas—hints at this kind of historical ruthlessness, but
also suggests the toll that the industry has taken on the natural world. In “Keddie
Wye” (2007), a railroad junction hovers in the fog over a forested terrain. The
merging tracks form a V-shape that nearly chokes the shag of tall trees within it,
strong-arming nature in a way that is both willful and, in its undulating curves,
almost seductive. Although Kurland’s pictures evince a critique of the brutality of
modernity, they suggest, too, a grudging awe of it. What is the landscape of
America if not a map of exactly this type of savagery? The shots of the mother-
child duo work as a parallel to these concerns. In “Moffat Tunnel (Family
Portrait)” (2008), the photographer, carrying Casper in her arms, walks along train
tracks that emerge from the maw of a tunnel, as if trying to hurry away from a

quickly encroaching darkness. The maternal embrace can’t always guard against

harsher impulses: neither those that exist in the world outside it, or that, perhaps,
reside within it.

“Moffat Tunnel (Family Portrait),” 2008.



A photographer and her son spent six years
traveling the American West

(CNN) — In Justine Kurland’s photographs, shot across the American West, trains
silently pass through the picture plane: Burnt red and yellow railroad cars emerge from
tree-lined curves, bisect flat plains and disappear into the mouths of tunnels;
weathered freight cars yoked together both dot the terrain and demarcate it. The



images are inherently steeped in history — the bloody, relentless westward
expansion of a nascent country and, today, the vast but aging infrastructure of a world
power.

But, from 2005-2011, the locomotives also represented a negotiation between Kurland
and her young child, Casper, as he joined her on the road for up to eight months of the
year from the time he was a baby. Living out of a van and a camping tent in parks and
rural stopovers, Casper became fascinated by the rumbling approach of each train’s
procession. He often led her to the scenes in her photos, Kurland told CNN. In her
images, his hair is often windblown, his gaze fixed on the blurred passing cars.

“Casper loved trains, and if | was going to schlep him on these road trips, it made
sense that | would then incorporate trains into the photographs that | was making,”
she said in a video call with CNN.

For a long time, Kurland didn’t show the work she had made as they traveled together,
except for a handful of images of Casper in “Highway Kind,” her 2016 book that pieced


https://www.cnn.com/2023/11/25/business/why-doesnt-the-us-have-more-passenger-trains/index.html

together multiple bodies of work she had shot on the road to better understand
American mythologies.

Across her three-decade career, Kurland has frequently photographed people on the
fringes of society, staging scenes of runaway girls and documenting communes,
transient lifestyles and spiritual experiences. But she’d never shown portraits of herself,
and for a long time the idea of presenting an entire monograph on her son seemed too
“sentimental,” she explained.

Though even at the time, she knew there “something significant enough about our life
on the road that | needed to document,” Kurland noted, “I just hid those photos away.”

A nomadic family portrait

In the years since, however, Kurland has gained perspective on the resonance of their
images and journeys together. It is rare to think of a traditional family unit as a nomadic
mother and child, and rarer, still, to make family images that don’t sit in nostalgia, or
mark all the little triumphs of boyhood. Kurland and Casper are, instead, often solitary
figures, even together, with their own inner lives. They set out West in a tradition
mythologized by men, from explorers to photographers and writers.

“What’s important in thinking about these pictures... is to (consider) what a family
album could look like, that doesn’t look like the way we think of motherhood,” she said.


https://www.cnn.com/style/article/justine-kurland-girl-pictures/index.html

The photos that make up “This Train,” newly-published by Mack Books, are presented
as a duality. In the book, accordion-style pages pull out, following the pair’s life on the
road: On one side, Kurland prepares a meal at a fold-out table while Casper looks out
over the firepit; Casper holds a hollowed lost tooth in palm of his hand. On the reverse,
the series of trains weave in and out of the American landscape. Some were taken by
Casper, in fact, clicking the shutter for his mom, as he and Kurland discussed in

a conversation published in Aperture in 2016.

“Sometimes we would wait so long,” Kurland told him of their patience for trains to
appear. “Sometimes we would wait all day.”

Embedded histories

Kurland calls the book “a love letter to Casper,” who is now 19 years old, but also “an
acknowledgement that his life wasn’t so easy.” Though for years he thought his life was
normal — that other mothers at highway rest stops were photographers with their kids,
too — he had a hard time adjusting to school when she enrolled him as a six-year-old,
she said.


https://www.mackbooks.us/products/this-train-br-justine-kurland
https://aperture.org/editorial/justine-kurland-interview-son/

“There’s certain kinds of ideas of normalcy (in) family life that, when you divert... it
makes things significantly more complicated,” Kurland said.



Living off irregular paychecks, Kurland and Casper would sometimes have to “hunker
down” at campsites until a deposit came through.

“There were really harrowing times on the road... we’d have to sleep in a garage, and |
was making macaroni and cheese on a Bunsen burner for Casper because we had to
wait until the mechanic had fixed my 10-year-old van with like 250,000 miles on it,”
she said.

In 2008, when the recession hit, Kurland took a teaching job that provided a steadier
income, and reduced her road trips to summer and winter breaks. Casper’s father had
become more involved in his life by that point, she noted — and after he turned 11,
Casper asked to stop traveling entirely.

As “This Train” details, as much as the book is about their relationship, there’s other
darker narratives implicit in Kurland’s images. The rail system symbolizes the markings
of colonial settlers on the land — the forced migration and demise of Indigenous
populations, as well as the deaths of some 1,200 Chinese immigrants who laid the
tracks, the latter of which the scholar Lily Cho addresses in an essay for the book. In
that way, Kurland’s reverse images of lone trains have a spectral presence, tracing and
retracing the same pathways of the dead who built them.

“If ’'m pointing my camera at the trains because Casper loves them, I’m still also
pointing at the history embedded in the landscape of those trains,” Kurland said.
Fifteen years later, she explained, she looks at the images from a more “critical
distance,” she explained, one that deeply considers the landscapes’ significance in US
history.

Her interpretations — and those of viewers — will likely keep shifting, she
acknowledges, just like any other photograph seen by different people over a period of
time. “The thing that’s beautiful about every photograph is that they get to change,”
she said. “They don’t have fixed meaning; no photograph does.”
























Justine Kurland’s Intimate New
Book Captures Life on the Road
With Her Son

As This Train is published by Mack, the photographer behind Girl
Pictures talks about road-tripping through America with her son,
motherhood, and why “images don’t have fixed meanings”

APRIL 15, 2024
TEXT Claire Marie Healy

LEAD IMAGE Justine Kurland, COUNTING BOXCARS IN THE CAJON PASS, 2010 From This Train (MACK, 2024). Courtesy of the artist and MACK


https://www.anothermag.com/user/ClaireMarieHealy

There is a universalising tendency to images of motherhood (believe me, one need only
browse one’s Instagram feed above a certain age to feel this). But though the idea of a
mother is something society has conjured as neutral, unanswerable and benign, it is
anything but. This peculiar charge to depictions of motherhood is something many artist-
mothers come to understand, and perhaps wrestle with. Constance Debré — who writes the
foreword for Justine Kurland’s new photobook with Mack, This Train — has articulated it.
Sifting through the experience of a custody case for a son in Love Me Tender, Debré
writes, “If people want to believe that women have a connection to the Moon, to nature, a
special instinct that forces them to cling to motherhood and give up everything else, that’s
their business. But I’'m not interested. There’s no such thing as a mother ... There’s only
love, which is completely different.” Motherhood, as Debré formulates it — as “status, an
identity, a form of power, a lack of power, a position, dominated and dominant, victim and
persecutor” — is inextricable from the Madonnas and cereal advertisements that have made
up its visual representation through time.

Just as she radically resituated girlhood in Girl Pictures — with its strikingly independent
collections of off-grid teenage girls — Kurland does the same with motherhood in This
Train. We see a long-haired boy, alone in the foreground, his only company a thread of
boxcars in the primary colours of childhood, and capitalism; a dark-haired woman and the
same little boy, in a field of gold-on-green wildflowers, too distant to tell if they are locked in
a dance or a tussle.


https://www.anothermag.com/design-living/14625/constance-debre-love-me-tender
https://www.anothermag.com/tag/justine-kurland
https://www.anothermag.com/art-photography/12463/justine-kurland-girl-pictures-aperture-rebellious-teenagers-the-runaways-book

“The book is really a love letter to my son,” says Kurland. “But at the same time, there’s all
of this violence embedded in the landscape that’s built into that.” Presented in a tactile and
weighty concertina form, the book’s fabrication creates two halves — or rather two faces —
that reflect those dual narratives: one side the personal history, on the road with her son;
the other a series of trains cutting through landscapes that seem to obfuscate the personal.
As the alternate foreword to This Train by writer Lily Cho explores, such obfuscation exerts
its own power: reflective of the America that only built such mighty routes off the back of the
suffering and deaths of Chinese immigrant workers.

Though we might see him for the first time here, Justine’s son Casper has always been
there: accompanying Kurland and her camera throughout the several-month-long road trips
she took for her photography from 2005 to 2011. He was in Of Woman Born, for instance,
her series of other mothers and other children staged among natural landscapes across the
USA. And while notions of mothering are less evident in the extra-familial gangs of Girl
Pictures, | still think of her as a kind of photographer-shepherd when | think about the
making of those images. “l would scan the locations before | would find the girls,” she
recalls. “So even then, there was always something about the landscape itself as holding
stories and histories. But there’s also the way that a landscape presents itself as an
allegory. It takes on a temporal sense, it can hold a figure; you can nestle up, or enter into it.
Or the way it has a line that knits the foreground with the background. Going on these road
trips, | was really attuned to that.”

Justine Kurland, GO DOG GO, 2010 From This Train (MACK, 2024). Courtesy of the artist and MACK



If Casper and Justine are a pair held by a landscape in This Train, it is one that doesn’t
always feel like it is holding them in safety; but among the indifference of the great American
plains, they seem to hold each other within it. When | connected with Kurland on Zoom to
talk about This Train, she was in Joshua Tree, with unmistakable Californian light streaming
through her window — some vastness to explore just outside the frame, which is how her
photographs tend to feel.

Below, Justine Kurland talks about the making of This Train in her own words.

“When my son Casper was born, | didn’t know how to be a mother and continue working as
an artist. | didn’t have a very good plan for that. | never thought, ‘Oh, I'm just going to bring
my kid on the road.’ But what else was | going to do? My photography was how | was
supporting us. Since he was six months old, we were on the road eight months of the

year. We would come back for a couple of months in the spring, and a couple of months in
the fall, but really, he grew up in a car seat.

“At some point, he got very excited about trains. A lot of the highways in America go by
trains, and there are all of these railroad museums. He was fully obsessed: had to know
everything about the track signage and the different types of engines. So | thought it was
only fair if | was going to bring him on these road trips that | photograph the trains, too.

Justine Kurland, CALIFORNIA WILD FLOWERS, 2009 From This Train (MACK, 2024). Courtesy of the artist and MACK



“What’s interesting about that — and about photography generally — is the contingency that
when you intend to photograph one thing, with one intention (I'm a single mom, my kid loves
trains), I'm also at the same time photographing everything that goes with the trains. People
talk about the trains as a first wave of the Anthropocene: this moment of the emergence of
steam engines has the beginnings of climate change embedded within that. And the first
landscape photographs of the United States were these government surveys. They were
about laying the train tracks so that the settlements could push further and further west. So,
there’s this whole history along the trains that is both a photo history and a settler colonial
history involving the genocide of Indigenous people.

“Images don’t have fixed meanings. At the time, in this bubble with my kid, | would see the
trains the way he saw the train, and there’s something (different) about looking at them now.
It’s like milk cartons with a picture of a missing child at the side, using what was previously a
family photo. In the same way, the same picture that’s this joyous moment of my kid’s
childhood is also a moment of deep, dark American violence. That was the thinking behind
the accordion book: that there’s always a shadow side. Like the stories a family will tell
about itself, but there are always secrets.

“Constance [Debré], in her very French way of writing, says [in her foreword] that this is not
a family album. | love that she wrote that. | do actually think it is a family album. But there’s
a really interesting thing that she presses into it, about the difference between the
autobiographical and the personal, right? Where the autobiographical is like the facts of the
family album: this is my child, we're in a state park, we’re in Montana. But | think the
personal here is this affective emotional sense of what it is to be lost and alone in the world,
and what it is to yearn for a sense of home that doesn’t exist, or yearn for a sense of family
that doesn’t exist. | think of the personal as more of a shared emotional state, like the
difference between a memoir and an autobiography.



Justine Kurland, DOOR SILL TRAIN TRACK, 2008 From This Train (MACK, 2024). Courtesy of the artist and MACK

“There’s really no difference between my life with Casper as a mother and my life with
Casper as an artist. It's an imposed binary — how could they be two different things if I'm
just with him 24/7? How could he not permeate every part of my conscious psychic
space? When | think about what connects all the bodies of work that I've ever made, it’s
really about this idea of creating space for women and thinking about the ways that women
are disempowered. And this has a lot to do with the idea of the ways that theyre isolated
from each other. There’s something about the work that | was doing, that was thinking
through whether there was a way to represent motherhood that could break free from the
ideological ways that it's weaponised against women.

“When | was at Yale, in graduate school, Laurie Simmons was my teacher. And | remember
her talking about how you had to pretend that you didn’t have children. You had to just
never mention them. Think about all the things artists put themselves through: maybe we
say their drug addictions make them better artists, or their world travels, or just the fact they
are well-read. If in fact, raising a child is about this constant sense of empathy and nurture
and ambivalence, and there are all of these ways that it pushes and pulls you: why wouldn’t
child-rearing make you a better artist?”

This Train by Justine Kurland is published by Mack Books, and is out now.


https://www.anothermag.com/art-photography/13888/how-laurie-simmons-and-jimmy-desana-subverted-desire-through-their-art
https://mackbooks.co.uk/products/this-train-br-justine-kurland

Justine Kurland Interviewed
by Bean Gilsdorf

Collages for the Society for Cutting Up Men’s Books (SCUMB).

Justine Kurland, Nudes (Target), 2023, collage with razor, 49 x 47 inches. Courtesy
of the artist and Higher Pictures Generation.


https://bombmagazine.org/authors/bean-gilsdorf

Justine Kurland is perhaps best known for her series Girl Pictures, a
collection of staged photographs made between 1997 and 2002 in
collaboration with young women across the country that show intimate
scenes of solidarity and community. A few years later, she shifted her
focus to pregnant women and mothers. From there, she turned her
lens on men, exploring American masculinity through itinerants, trains,
cars, and auto mechanics. In 2022, inspired by Valerie Solanas’s
radical feminist treatise, she published a collection of her recent
collages in SCUMB Manifesto [Society for Cutting Up Men’s Books],
whose cover reads in part: “I, JUSTINE KURLAND, AM SCUMB. . . . |
CALL FOR THE END OF THE GRAPHIC REPRESENTATION OF
THE MALE CANON, ITS DADDY WORSHIP AND ITS MONOPOLY
ON MEANING AND VALUE.”

—Bean Gilsdorf

Bean Gilsdorf
When did you start making the collages?

Justine Kurland
It was the very beginning of 2019. I'd been thinking about the problem
of the man photo books at my house that | was told to look at as a
student and that had been in my bookcase for a really long time.
Lynne Tillman had invited me to do a talk on Andy Warhol, and my
only way to say yes was to do it through Valerie Solanas. | went into a
deep dive, reading her writing and reading people who had written
about her writing. | do this thing where | become the person I’'m
reading about, so | became Solanas—her satire and “take-no-
prisoners” attitude —until | was like, I’'m just going to cut up these men.
The collages maybe don’t look like an act of violence because they’re
very delicate, crafted, and thoughtful.



BG
If there’s a hot-to-cold continuum, with cutting as violence on one end
and an analytical dissection of the image on the other, where does this
work exist for you?

JK
| guess | was thinking of the process more along the line of glue and
repair. I'm cutting in the way | was socialized to cut, like cutting out
paper dolls. I'm finding the characters that are already in the world,
and I'm pulling them into my world with as little bruising and damage
as possible. So even though | want to be someone who tears and rips
—and there is a certain cathartic moment when | tear the pages out of
the books—it’s more like I’'m scooping them up.

BG
So maybe the notion of emotion on one side and analysis on the other
isn’t really in operation?

JK
No, | do think it’s in play. Where do you make the cut? | think that’s
analytic in a way; and even though | want the violence to be in play,
there’s actually very little. (laughter)

Justine Kurland, Nudes (Bad Mommy), 2023, collage with razors, 36 x 53 inches. Courtesy of
the artist and Higher Pictures Generation.



BG
Because the process is precise and slow? Do you think the physical
action is what does or doesn'’t give it its relative emotionality?

JK
| think the idea of emotionality and violence is there in the sense of,
I’m going to cut this. The violence is in the intention, and the analytic is
in the performance. The same way if | were to say, “l love you,” the
tone of my voice can make it feel more authentic. You know, there’s a
man photography mode that | was trained in and can’t unsee: large-
format cameras, and money, and ownership that goes into creating
images like Edward Burtynsky’s disasters or Eugene Atget’s trees. It’s
a very male point of view. But whether I'm cutting out bodies of women
or trees, it’s really just an act of being with what'’s pictured. In that
moment, it’s really like I'm cutting out all of the baggage that comes
with that style of photography.

BG
Cutting as a way of being with reminds me of Audre Lorde’s “Uses of
the Erotic” and the attention she brings to bear upon her actions,
whether that’s making love or building a bookcase. She says, “In
touch with the erotic, | become less willing to accept powerlessness or
those other supplied states of being, which are not native to me, such
as resignation, despair, self-effacement, depression, and self-denial.”
Where does that fall for you in all of this?

JK
Deciding that | didn’t need to be the steward of these men’s books
anymore and that | could turn them into something else was a moment
of intense empowerment. | can talk about these books and wanting to
cut them up, but | don’t know if it’s possible to erase the male gaze.
I’m spending all this time reconfiguring women’s bodies in a kind of
reanimated orgy of female pleasure —the homoerotic pleasure of
these bodies together. But have | actually erased their subjugation of
being turned into a photograph? | don’t know if that’s possible to do.



Even as a queer woman, my sense of sexuality is so co-opted. So the
collages are maybe the failure of reaching what Lorde talks about; but
in trying to do it, | think it brings out the idea. The trying is worthwhile.

BG
Absolutely. Has repeatedly viewing these images over the last four
years changed what comes up for you?

JK
That’s a good question. The earlier collages were more explicit about
the politics of the work, and four years later I’'m in a different place with
it. | spent so much time with that Lee Friedlander: Nudes book. | cut
up my copy and my girlfriend’s copy; then | started trading my SCUMB
Manifesto for copies. | had around forty copies. I'd put all of the legs
together, all the feet together. The earlier collages are more like
putting bodies back together as bodies. But the more I've been
handling them, the more I've been thinking about them in a formal
way. With Target, for instance, | started mapping the parts tonally,
being less reverent to what part of the body each piece was from and
thinking about ways in which folds happen—as with crevices and
vaginas—and how to create a sense of dimensionality again. At the
beginning | would glue the entire piece down because I’'m a very
thorough person, very neat. Now | just put dots of glue and let the
paper fold. | can’t really say psychologically what has happened to me
by cutting up women; it’s different than, like, turning into a serial killer
or something. (laughter) | have more ownership over it in thinking
about how to create these shapes, what a feminist form could be,
wondering if | can subvert an objective idea of viewing and the idea
that photography is the truth.



Detail of Justine Kurland, Nudes (Bad Mommy), 2023, collage with razors, 36 x 53 inches.
Courtesy of the artist and Higher Pictures Generation.

BG
In your earlier photographs you were also gathering women and
staging their bodies in space. Where are the overlaps between then

and now?

JK
I’m like a sheep dog. | just want to bring more and more people
together to create belonging and reinforce each other. With Girl
Pictures, | wanted to be around women to foreground their
experiences and insist that they mattered. | brought girls out into the
woods to create a narrative. With the new works there is less



storytelling, but it’'s even more of that gathering together and literally a
physical sense of support.

BG
Tell me about the inclusion of the razor blades.

JK
Bad Mommy was the first time | put a blade in a collage as a reference
to artist Renate Bertlmann, who made breasts with blades and
performed with the nipples from baby bottles on all of her fingers. |
think it’s Melanie Klein who talks about how the “good mommy” gives
the breast, then “bad mommy” takes it away. Psychoanalytic tradition
turns the woman into a sum of parts, right? I’'m sourcing images where
women’s bodies are already cropped into parts; and in order to turn
the photographs into something else, I'm continuing to cut, but it’s
because they are wounded and severed that they can actually form
connections. There’s something interesting about thinking about the
blade itself as part of the story.

BG
As a material presence and not just a metaphorical presence.

Justine Kurland, The Mind and the Hand (Circle Jerk), 2023, collage, 30 inches
diameter. Courtesy of the artist and Higher Pictures Generation.



JK
When | made Target with a blade sticking straight out from the middle,
| was like, This is not about a victim; this is something that is going to
hurt you. But some of the collages are more of a visual pun. Circle
Jerk is the first time | used men; it was made from Lee Friedlander:
The Mind and the Hand, a six-volume set of portraits of his cronies:
William Christenberry, Walker Evans, John Szarkowski, Garry
Winogrand, William Eggleston, and Richard Benson. It was gifted to
me by a friend who said, “This has to be cut.” | really wanted the
collage to be their bodies, but of course men don’t photograph other
men without their clothes on, so it’s just hands and faces. Men are so
handsy and thoughtful! | was laughing the whole time, and they’re all
Js for Justine. | was interested in writing my name on something to be
like, It’s mine. Part of making these collages is noticing that most often
we’re putting things together from the very things that would like to
erase us. But you continue on, and you try to bring people with you.
That’s so important. We shape each other as we come together.

Justine Kurland is on view at Watershed Art & Ecology in Chicago until
October 21.

Bean Gilsdorf is an artist and writer. Her projects have been exhibited
at the Museum of Contemporary Art Santa Barbara, Wattis Institute for
Contemporary Arts, and American Textile History Museum; her
reviews and essays have been published in Artforum, Art in

America, Open Space, and Frieze. She currently lives in Portland,
Oregon.

collage feminism sexism
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Galerie

Paris Internionale 2022, Ginsberg Galleria.
PHOTO: MARGOT MONTIGNY

7 of the Best Gallery Booths at Paris
Internationale 2022

The eighth edition of the contemporary art fair features Justine
Kurland’s collages and sculptural assemblages by Mara Wohnhaas

BY PAUL LASTER
OCTOBER 21, 2022
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Hosting 60 contemporary art galleries from 26 countries, Paris Internationale, returns for its eighth edition
of the fair at a new location, the former studio of French photographer Nadar and the site of the first
Impressionist exhibition in 1874, in the second arrondissement of Paris.

A cross between the NADA Art Fair, which focuses on emerging artists, and the Spring Break Art Show,
which prefers previously abandoned locations, Paris Internationale 2022, which runs through October 23,
occupies four floors of a patched-wall structure with exposed skeletal beams that’s been built-out with a
free-flowing design, which brings the art and galleries into a fascinating dialogue with whatever is visibly
nearby.

Paris Internionale 2022, Higher Pictures Generation.
PHOTO: MARGOT MONTIGNY


https://parisinternationale.com/

“The only way of survival for young galleries is to create a community, which is exactly what Paris
Internationale has done. It presents very good galleries from around the world,” Belgian art collector
Alain Servais shared with Galerie on opening day. Commenting further on the fair, Stefano Pirovano,
director of Conceptual Fine Arts, a Milan-based publication, gallery and consulting agency and a media
sponsor for the 2022 edition of the fair, told us, “Changing the venue every year stimulates creativity for
the artists and galleries. It’s about keeping it contemporary rather than repeating the same thing.”

Highlighting works fresh from the studios, Galerie has selected the best presentations at the fair, ranging
from solo shows of Justine Kurland’s collages made from cutting up other artists’ works and Mara
Wohnhaas’ sculptural assemblages constructed with found objects to the pairing of Romane de Watteville
and Chalisée Naamani, who have a shared aesthetic interest in fashion, and David L. Johnson and Kelsey
Isaacs, who are drawn to the readymade devices and shiny consumer goods.

Justine Kurland,Shadow and Light, (2022) at Higher Pictures Generation.
PHOTO: COURTESY THE ARTIST AND HIGHER PICTURES GENERATION, NEW
YORK



1. Higher Pictures Generation, New York

In 1968 radical feminist and writer Valerie Solanas gained instant notoriety when she shot Andy Warhol
for losing the script to her play Up Your Ass, but when her story was better known she became equally
famous for writing and self-publishing the SCUM Manifesto in the year prior to the shooting. Taking the
writer’s SCUM (Society for Cutting Up Men) philosophy as her point of departure, artist Justine Kurland
recently created the Society for Cutting Up Men’s Books, which grants her license to re-author the
published works of famous male photographers, such as William Eggleston, André Kertész and Boris
Mikhailov, as her own photographic collages by cutting up and re-ordering the images in their celebrated
books.

Presenting the solo exhibition “Justine Kurland, SCUMB Manifesto” at the fair, New York’s Higher
Pictures Generation offered a dozen new collages by the artist, including the striking piece Shadow and
Light, which deconstructs British photographer Bill Brandt’s iconic book of black-and-white pictures
from a 2013 exhibition, which featured several of Bill Brandt’s female nudes, at the Museum of Modern
Art in New York. According to the gallery, “Before making the work available to collectors Kurland
offered to sell them to the original photographers. None of the men have taken her up on her offer.”


https://higherpictures.com/
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Art Fairs

Paris Internationale Opens in a Historic
Venue —Featuring Edgy, New Artistic
Positions and Quite a Few Paris+ VIPs

"We’re not just a young fair," said its director, adding that the fair team
is “ambitious for the future."

Devorah Lauter, October 19, 2022

Temnikova and Kasela's booth. © Margot Montigny

The Paris Internationale art fair opened its doors to the public today, October 19, with one of its
decidedly “most ambitious editions to date,” according to show director Silvia Ammon. It also
opened in what is now a very different art market landscape in Paris.


https://news.artnet.com/market/art-fairs
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This year’s edition, which includes 60 exhibitors from 26 countries, is running alongside the
brand new Paris+ by Art Basel, which touched down in the French capital with its VIP opening
today, October 20, after the French-owned art fair FIAC was ousted from its longtime October
slot in the Grand Palais.

While Paris+ takes place nearby at the temporary location of the Grand Palais Ephémére (the

historic palace is undergoing restoration), the annually roving Paris Internationale is being held
this year at the gutted and beautifully lit former studio of the 19th century French photographer
Nadar, which also happened to be the site of the first Impressionist Exhibition in 1874. The fair
is open until October 23.

As the French capital teeters towards a total revival, Paris Internationale is also dusting itself off
and revamping its advisory board. A key early appointment was announced this week: Michele
Sandoz, who worked for almost nine years as Art Basel’s global head of VIP relations and
strategy, has joined.

Paris Internationale team. © Margot Montigny

Ammon said other members of the board would soon be announced and that the art fair is
continuing to develop and shift its image away from being seen as simply a hip alternative fair.
“We’re not just a young fair. We are numerous galleries, many of whom have existed for over 10
years now and who participate in the general sectors of large fairs,” she said, adding it was
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important for the fair “to affirm its multigenerational character.” Though the fair’s “intimate” size
will be maintained, “we are ambitious for the future,” she said.

Such a sentiment has good reason: Paris Internationale was once considered a fresh
perspective set against the older, more buttoned-up FIAC. Now, the emerging art fair has an
eye-catching new Swiss neighbor. Both fair organizers expressed their on-going, collegial
relationship with Artnet News.

Some longstanding participants in the 2022 edition include BQ in Berlin, who presented a must-
see solo presentation by German artist Mara Wohnhaas, born in 1997. She performed an
absurdist piece called Another effort to blow it, straining to be heard as she read a text she
wrote over the deafening whirl of leaf blowers aimed at her head; the artist rushed to finish
reading before the printed text was destroyed in a shredder.

Mara Wohnhaas Another Effort To Blow It (2022). Courtesy BQ, Berlin. Photo
Roman Maerz, Berlin



“It's an effort that is doomed to fail,” she said of the performance work, which “deals with self-
sabotage.” The objects and texts Wohnhaas creates for performances remain as sculptures
after their use, and range from €4,000 to about €20,000 ($3,914 to $19,570). The gallery sold
one work early in the day, and received a lot of curatorial interest.

At the new Theta gallery, based in New York, captivating ready-made sculptures by David L.
Johnson consider how movement is restricted via elements added to public sites. Johnson
removed metal spikes installed on public piping elements that prevent people from sitting down.
Installed at the same level where he had found them, they appear like animal traps, or tools of
strange torture with lines and composition that form their own, dark poetry. Priced under
$10,000, the gallery said they had already made some sales by the first day.

Pastel figurative works by young Turkish artist Gokhun Baltaci at Galeri Nev, from Ankara, sold
out in the first 15 minutes of the fair, according to the gallery founder Deniz Artun, who was still
processing the overwhelming response to the show, which included one institutional acquisition.
With one impressive tryptic on a free-standing wooden panel, Baltaci’s rich, layered pastel
imagery is often autobiographical and draws on art history. Works were priced between €2,000
and €7000 ($1,957 to $6,852).

Deborah Schamoni © Margot Montigny



For something more rock and roll, Three Star Books, from Paris, featured Jonathan Monk’s
“Heavy Metal Paintings” series; the works were made by soaking heavy metal band T-shirts in
Indian ink and throwing them onto canvases. Works cost around €9,000 ($8,810).

Feminism was a recurring theme at the fair, as seen in a series of unglazed clay vulvas by
Russian-Algerian artist Louisa Babari titled Auto-référence (2019) at Algiers’s Rhizome gallery.
Elsewhere, Justine Kurland’s work at Higher Pictures Generation, also from New York, drew on
the radical feminist Valerie Solanas’ SCUM Manifesto. Kurland cut up images from photography
books by historic, white male figures, and reconfigured them in hyper-detailed collages, many of
which took vaginal form. “Before making the work available to collectors, Kurland offered to sell
them to the original photographers. None of the men have taken her up on her offer,” said the
artistic statement.

The bustling preview day of the fair was a promising sign for its longevity in the face of
transformations in the Paris scene. Guillaume Piens, director of Art Paris, who was spotted
roaming the aisle, was positive about the new Paris fair scene. “Paris+ is very good for Paris
Internationale,” he said. “I saw the Basel crowd wandering the Paris Internationale fair alleys,
and there were very good sales, so it’s great.” Indeed, the emerging art fair is listed on the VIP
program for Paris+.

Ammon, director of Paris Internationale, is also optimistic, though she noted that “time will tell”
what the real impact Paris+ will be. “Art Basel has understood Paris’s potential, which is
something which we perceived in 2015,” she said. Ammon also hoped “Paris’s strength will
make more people want to collect art, to become interested in contemporary art. That’s what we
want to get moving: art in this city.”

“Each fair brings a unique and complimentary offering and adds to the vibrancy of this week,”
Paris+ director and former co-director Paris Internationale Clément Delépine told Artnet News.
He addressed what Marc Spiegler, Art Basel’s global director, described as “initial fears” about
the arrival of Art Basel in Paris, at the larger fair’s press conference yesterday, October 18.
“From the outset, it has been our desire to collaborate with the broader Parisian arts scene and
its multiplicity of cultural actors, and that includes Paris Internationale,” said Delépine. “It is
important for a healthy art ecosystem to have platforms that sustain galleries at all levels of the
market.”
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The 5 Best Booths at
Paris Internationale

BY SHANTI ESCALANTE-DE MATTEI
October 18, 2022 12:00pm

The entrance of Paris Internationale.

The art world was shaken when the longstanding Parisian art fair FIAC was booted from its
space at the Grand Palais Ephémere to make space for Art Basel’s new fair, Paris+. Meanwhile,
Paris Internationale (sometimes stylized as Aaaahhh! Paris Internationale), a fair for emerging
artists, still thrives.

In its eighth year, Internationale opened its first edition at 35 Boulevard des Capucines, the
former studio of the 20th century photographer Nadar. It was also the site of the crucially
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important Impressionist Exhibition in 1874, the first of its kind. The building now is sparse and
industrial inside, but in a collaboration with the architects Christ & Gantenbein, the exhibition
space was designed to generate an organic flow throughout the four floors of the fair, which
hosted 59 galleries, 16 more than in past years.

Anastasia Krizanovska, gallery manager at the Paris based gallery Crévecoueur, said that though
the space was as large as the previous International space near the Bois de Boulogne, a
sprawling park on the edge of Paris, the fair didn’t feel cramped at all. “We have more galleries
this year than before, but it really feels like everybody has the space to exhibit beautifully,”
Krizanovska told ARTnews.

Krizanovska also said that there was better communication between Internationale and Paris+
than there had been in years past with FIAC, which is not completely surprising given that the
director of Paris+, Clément Delépine, once co-directed Internationale with its longtime director
Silvia Ammon.

During the press preview, it was clear that Internationale was doing better than ever. Below is a

selection of ARTnews’ top five booths.

H Justine Kurland at Higher Pictures Generation

Photo : Shanti Escalante-De Mattei/ARTnews



Valerie Solanas wrote SCUM (Society for Cutting Up Men) Manifesto in 1967. A year later she
shot Andy Warhol. Solanas’s text has recently been of renewed interest, especially following
Andrea Long Chu’s manifesto Females, which explores Solanas’ ideology. Photographer Justine
Kurland, presented by the Brooklyn-based gallery Higher Pictures Generation, is the latest to
take on Solanas’ call. In her series “Society for Cutting Up Men’s Books (SCUMB)”, she created
collages by cutting out images from her favorite art books that featured male photographers who
have monopolized the field of photography.

The collages recall a moment of feminist rage that seems due for resurrection. The results are
abstracted, fractal, and dense, a far cry from Kurland’s photographic work, in which her
subjects, typically wild young women and girls, were surrounded by a calm natural landscape.



The Washington Post

Over 100 straight white male photo books were cut up
to make this book

by Kenneth Dickerman
August 8, 2022

‘The Bike riders, 2019°, from “SCUMB Manifesto” MACK, 2022. (Justine Kurland)

There can be no mistaking the message that photographer Justine Kurland is sending with her latest
book, “Scumb Manifesto” (Mack, 2022). That’s because she lays it all out on the cover, in bold all-caps
letters.

Here’s an excerpt:

“I, JUSTINE KURLAND, AM SCUMB. I THRIVE IN THE STAGNANT WASTE OF YOUR SELF-
CONGRATULATORY BORING PHOTOGRAPHY. I BUBBLE UP, A RAW LIFE FORCE, MULTIPLYING
FROM THE USELESS EXCREMENT OF YOUR MISOGYNYSTIC BOOKS. ... YOUR TIME IS OVER
OFFICER HISTORIAN. I CALL FOR THE END OF THE GRAPHIC REPRESENTATION OF THE MALE
CANON, IT’S DADDY WORSHIP AND ITS MONOPOLY ON MEANING AND VALUE.”

“Think of England, 2021," from “Scumb Manifesto.” (Justine Kurland)



Get the message? It’s not very subtle or demur. Why should it be? And I imagine it ruffles a lot of feathers
too, as it should. Whether you agree with what Kurland is doing with this book, it is important to examine
one’s heroes and, if need be, tear them down. I don’t think that should be controversial at all.

It goes without saying that throughout the history of the world, there have always been people whose
ideas and voices are given more weight and authority than others. That happens because of many things
— war, patriarchy, economic status. Who’s at the top of the heap? Who’s at the bottom? The answer to
that question is rarely fair.

“New York in Color, 2021," from “Scumb Manifesto.” (Justine Kurland)
“White Churches of the Plains, 2019," from “Scumb Manifesto.” (Justine Kurland)

I'm only pointing out the obvious when I say that life isn’t really about being fair. Power isn’t really spread
out equally. And women, people of color and the poor have been on the raw side of the deal for too many
years to count.

“Scumb Manifesto” is a series of collages that Kurland made from her personal library of photobooks. In

fact, she purged her photo book collection in the act of making this work. She cut up the work of 150
straight white men who have monopolized the photographic canon.

“Hustlers, 2019," from “Scumb Manifesto." (Justine Kurland)



I have to confess that I can’t identify most of the work that was used in the collages, probably because I'm
more familiar with photojournalism than photography in general. That’s not to say that photojournalism
is any better in its own “canon.” Nope, it’s just as off-kilter and unbalanced.

There is a list of images at the end of the book. Sometimes its descriptions can identify the photographer’s
work that is being cut up — off the top of my head, I recognize Danny Lyon, Walker Evans, Brassai and
Martin Parr. There are far more, of course. But it’s almost beside the point. The book is about taking the
overwhelmingly male canon and transforming it and thereby reclaiming it.

The title of Kurland’s book plays off one of the first feminist texts written by Valerie Solanas. It was
titled “Scum Manifesto,” and it essentially called for, as Kurland points out in an essay in her own book,
“an end to men, and the power that seeks domination, exploitation and death, and the creation of a
superior, all-female society.”

Solanas is also known for shooting Andy Warhol. And according to Kurland, she did this because Warhol
stole one of her plays.

“Monograph (Justine), 2020," from “Scumb Manifesto." (Justine Kurland)

In a world made up of hierarchies and unbalanced power structures, that really is no surprise — that a
prominent person would steal what is not his to puff himself up.

This happens in countless ways every day. It is partly how people get ahead and stay there. So, whether
you like Kurland’s book doesn’t really matter. It is a forceful and bold statement about reclaiming agency
from a world that happily takes it away in the first place.



Justine Kurland Takes a Knife to the
Male Artworld

Fi Churchman Book Reviews 08 July 2022 ArtReview

In SCUMB MANIFESTO, Justine Kurland recompiles her library of male photobooks by
cutting their works beyond recognition into cathartic collages

On 3 June 1968 Valerie Solanas walked into The Factory and shot Andy Warhol for stealing the script to
her play Up Your Ass. A year previously she had published SCUM Manifesto, a roiling declaration of
men’s uselessness, impotence and abject nature, and a damnation of the violence they perpetrate against
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women (a damnation, too, of the ‘insecure, approval-seeking, pandering male-females’ and ‘Daddy’s
Girls’). Solanas’s manifesto for the Society for Cutting Up Men concludes that the only reasonable action
to take is to kill all men. Perhaps leave some for ‘breeding in a cow pasture’, but only until such a time as
they can be replaced by machines.

After rereading this radical feminist text, photographer Justine Kurland took to her own library of
photobooks, pulled out each one published by a male photographer, and proceeded to snip, slice and cut
away at the photos. She recompiled these into a series of 116 collages, each arranged on either the inside
or the outside of the now-empty, splayed-open book covers, many of which sport severed binding
materials and other evidence of the violence done to them. Accompanying the photos are five texts
(including one by Kurland), ranging in style from literary prose (Renee Gladman’s ‘We Were Cuts
Cutting’) to more straightforward essays on the history and development of collages made by women
(Marina Chao’s ‘Cunts with the Kitchen Knife: Notes on Feminist Collage and Torn Paper’).

None of the male photographers’ names are mentioned; the only clues are in some of the collages’ titles
(Los Alamos Revisited, America by Car, The Animals). Some of the sources are more instantly
recognisable: the images of daily meals and monotony of wood-panelled rooms and tabletops

indicates American Surfaces, while a row of Victorian portraits of young girls, each with their face cut
out, is reminiscent of Reflections in a Looking Glass. But those photographers are cut out of SCUMB, like
their photos are cut out, and then mashed back together into a nameless reconstituted mass of body parts,
signs, landscapes, bits of ‘everyday life’. This is a work of catharsis, an exhale before the real work
begins. But what is the real work? Solanas put it best: ‘Dropping out is not the answer; fucking-up is.’

SCUMB MANIFESTO: Society for Cutting Up Men’s Books by Justine Kurland. Mack, £60
(softcover)
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Justine Kurland Cuts the Male Canon to Pieces

In SCUMB Manifesto, Kurland slices up her collection of photo books by men to create collages that subvert the male gaze.

By Julia Curl
July 14, 2022

Justine Kurland, “Nudes (Second Chance)” (2021),
all images from SCUMB Manifesto (courtesy the artist and MACK)

Justine Kurland’s SCUMB Manifesto is the photo book to end all photo books — literally. SCUMB, which stands

for Society for Cutting Up Men’s Books, is Kurland’s homage to Valerie Solanas’s infamous, semi-satirical 1967
manifesto, which advocated for the destruction of the male sex. “I call for the end of the graphic representation of the male
canon,” Kurland writes in bold-faced capitals on the book’s front cover: “Your time is over, officer historian.... ’'m
coming for you with a blade.”

As institutions, galleries, and art fairs work to correct art history’s lopsided canon with varying levels of sincerity, Kurland
steps in and raises the stakes. SCUMB Manifesto reads like a dare: by speaking the taboo, embodying the fear in the back
of every traditionalist’s mind, Kurland is daring you, the reader, to act — or react. Because the resistance to changing a
predominantly white and male historical narrative often stems from one thing: the fear of replacement. The fear that that
woman whose script you stole will come back with a gun, like Solanas did, and that history will forgive her the way it
forgives men like William Burroughs. Kurland points the knife in the reader’s direction and asks: “Whose side are you
on?”



Justine Kurland, “Cray at Chippewa Falls”(2021)

SCUMB Manifesto is a direct, violent challenge to the status quo. It is also a nuanced, exquisitely crafted work of art:
coming just a year after her groundbreaking exhibition at Higher Pictures Generation, the book (published by MACK)
catalogues Kurland’s methodical dissection of her own male-dominated library of photo books following a provocative
conversation with her gallerist and partner, Kim Bourus. After excising the innards of each book, Kurland uses its inside
cover as the canvas for a new collage, slicing and recontextualizing the photographer’s original images to form her own
critique. Sparing not even the rarest and most fetishized of books, Kurland has killed her metaphorical darlings. Every
time she finishes a collage, she offers to sell it to the photographer whose book it came from; so far, she’s been met with
mixed responses.

Justine Kurland, “Nudes (Justine)” (2021)

More than 100 books are included in SCUMB Manifesto, an impressive number considering the detailed process of
making each collage. Sometimes her cuts are painstakingly delicate, as in “Cray at Chippewa Falls”(2021), in which
clusters of faces sprout from wires like flowers growing from a hill of hair. Other times they are rougher, angrier, like in
the chain of female arms gripping legs that form the name “JUSTINE” in “Nudes (Justine)” (2021). Often, Kurland hits
comical notes too, like a nipple dotting the “I” in Justine, or a man whose face has been transfigured into a crude chalk
drawing of a phallus.

Speaking of phalluses, Kurland’s work contains certain repetitions, fixations of the male gaze; in her reimagining of Lee
Friedlander’s 1976 photography book The American Monument, for example, the pointed monument to Major General
Winfield Scott Hancock has grown a pair of balls. Female bodies, too, are frequent subjects of attention. One of the book’s
starkest collages — which is also included as a standalone poster — is the cover image, “Nudes (Second Chance)”(2021).
In it, the severed limbs and torsos of female bodies form a vortex around an outstretched palm, like a nightmarish
rendition of Gustave Doré’s engraving “The Empyrean.” It feels claustrophobic and dehumanized, the psychic result of
countless walls plastered with cutouts from Playboy and Penthouse.

To make a book by destroying books is a rather curious contradiction. SCUMB Manifesto seems to take this into account,
however, by forgoing the traditional hardcover format. Its spine features raw, exposed binding, evoking the cut-up nature
of the works inside. The title is printed on the spine with a roughness that evokes sharpies being scribbled across a wall;
the cover’s orange letters, stamped on bright red paper, have the in-your-face punk edge of a DIY zine. The

object feels like a manifesto.

Virginia Woolf famously wrote that “For most of history, Anonymous was a woman.” Kurland uses SCUMB Manifesto to
flip that script: although she is cutting up books by history’s most famous male photographers, she does not cite them by

name. Instead, each piece is given the name of the book it originated from, many of which may ring a bell to fans of photo
history, but whose authors might not be immediately recollected: The Americans, Paris by Night, Hustlers, and so on. This



deliberate erasure helps to puncture the myth of the lone male artist. Kurland suggests that such “great men” of history
were rather the beneficiaries of great networks and institutions of power that held them up for all to see. In response, the
artist begins to construct her own society, assisted by the varied talents of Renee Gladman, Marina Chao, Catherine Lord,
and Ariana Reines, whose essays contextualize the artist’s message in a literary, political, personal, and art historical
framework. Ultimately, SCUMB Manifesto dreams of creating the same utopian world depicted in Kurland’s early Gir/
Pictures series, but with one provision added: by any means necessary.

SCUMB Manifesto by Justine Kurland (2022) is published by MACK and is available on Bookshop and in bookstores.
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Snip it up and start again: the woman who’s
reworking the photography canon

Photographer Justine Kurland has sliced and collaged images from 150 renowned books
by white male photographers from Brassai to Stephen Shore. She explains why

by Sean O’Hagan
April 23, 2022

Valerie Solanas is famous for two things: shooting Andy Warhol and writing the SCUM (Society for
Cutting Up Men) Manifesto, perhaps the most willfully outrageous radical feminist polemic.
Initially self-published and sold by her on the streets of New York in 1967, it called upon
“responsible, thrill-seeking females to overthrow the government... institute complete
automation and eliminate the male sex”.

The book gained its initial notoriety after Solanas’s attempted assassination of Warhol at his
studio, the Factory, on 3 June 1968. Having handed herself in to the police hours after the
shooting, she was charged with attempted murder, and later sentenced to three years for
“reckless assault with intent to harm” after being diagnosed with paranoid schizophrenia. After
her arrest, she reputedly told a reporter: “Read my manifesto and it will tell you what I am.”

Exhibit A, 2020.

Ever since, Solanas, who died in 1988, has occupied a singular and complex place in the cultural
landscape, her manifesto hailed by some feminist scholars as a visionary text and her story
inspiring several plays and an acclaimed art film, I Shot Andy Warhol. Now comes a new book
from 52-year-old American photographer Justine Kurland, best known for her 2020 series, Girl
Pictures, portraying young women in the American wilds. Her intriguingly titled SCUMB
Manifesto pays homage to the wildly transgressive spirit of Solanas, whom she describes in the
book as “a revolutionary, a panhandler, prostitute and vagabond, insane, brilliant and very
funny”.




New York in Color, 2021.

SCUMB stands for Society for Cutting Up Men’s Books, which is exactly what Kurland has done,
dismembering and reconfiguring images from around 150 photobooks by white, male
photographers. All of the books were from Kurland’s own shelves. They include Stephen

Shore’s American Surfaces, William Eggleston’s Los Alamos, Larry Clark’s Tulsa, Martin

Parr’s Think of England, Alec Soth’s Sleeping By the Mississippi, Brassai’s Paris By Night and, most
famous of all, Robert Frank’s The Americans.

Each collage is named after the book that provided the raw material for it, but does not refer to
the photographer in question. Before exhibiting 65 of the SCUMB collages in a Brooklyn gallery
last year, Kurland offered each of them to the individual photographers whose work she had cut
up and reassembled. “I sent out emails saying, ‘T've been making collages out of photobooks and
here’s yours’,” she says, laughing over the phone from her studio in New York. Most of them did
not respond. Of those who did, she tells me, Tod Papageorge said he was flattered, Stephen
Shore offered to do a trade for a print and Jim Goldberg sent her a copy of his book Raised By
Wolves, to use as raw material, but, she says, “some others had less of a sense of humour and
were offended by the work”.

This is hardly surprising given that her collages not only challenge the patriarchy but also raise
issues around authorship and respect. “I'm not targeting anyone,” she says. “It’s about a system
and structures of power, not individuals, though I have to say, some of these guys have been
taking up too much room for too long.”

She ended up selling the early collages for $900 (£690) each, mostly to her students, though the
Museum of Modern Art in New York also snapped up several. A selection, created from Lee
Friedlander’s series Nudes are currently on display at the Herald Gallery in London as part of a
group show, Say Less.




Think of England, 2021.

If SCUMB Manifesto is a gleefully provocative assault on photography’s patriarchal history, it is
also an act of wonderfully intricate creativity: the collages possess a vivid, often viscerally
powerful life of their own. Kurland’s style ranges from the playfully surreal — Parr’s signature
English character studies reconfigured as a mélange of artfully arranged limbs, vegetables,
flowers and faces, to the coolly minimal — Friedlander’s America By Car rendered as a Ballardian
swirl of steering wheels.

[ started out thinking it would be a punk act of destruction, but... it is a reparative act rather than a
destructive one

Often, the original photographs have been so transformed that you may struggle, as I did, to
identify the photographer whose images she has reworked. She upends Robert Adams’s
rigorously formal detachment and renders Brassai’s nocturnal Paris unrecognisable by cutting
up and rearranging details of his photographs — a cobbled street, a cafe tabletop, fabrics — as
ominous monochrome geometric shapes.

Elsewhere, her subversion is more pointedly political. The female body, as fetishised by
photographers such as Helmut Newton and Guy Bourdin, is rendered by turns sculptural,
dreamlike and disturbing in works that float free of the voyeuristic male gaze while drawing
attention to its voraciousness. The inclusion of renowned photographers such as Brassai and
Frank will no doubt be considered an act of cultural vandalism by some but that, too, is part of
Kurland’s provocation.

Justine Kurland, photographed in 2018. Photograph: Naima Green



The angriest element of the book is the front cover, in which Kurland draws on Solanas’s
ferociously combative and accusatory prose style to stick it to the patriarchy. Over a blood red
collage of writhing female nudes, she states: “I, Justine Kurland, am SCUMB. I thrive in the
stagnant waste of your boring photography. I bubble up, a raw life force, multiplying from the
useless excrement of your misogynistic books.” Her screed ends with the mock-threatening line:
“I'm coming for you with my blade.” In its confrontational tone, it does promise more than it
delivers given that, throughout, her scalpel is more a tool of intricate reconfiguration than
violent dismemberment.

Los Alamos Revisited (Vol. 3), 2021.

“I started out thinking it would be a purely punk act of destruction, but really it’s the most
delicate, fussy medium,” says Kurland, “I spent hours and hours making these meticulous, lacy
cuts and then carefully putting them together. It’s about the glue as well as the scissors. For me,
it is a reparative act rather than a destructive one.”

Kurland has been making photographs since she was 15. She studied at Yale in the late 1990s
under Gregory Crewdson, a photographer known for his elaborately staged cinematic tableaux,
one of which she reworks in her book. The collages are a dramatic shift in tone and approach
from her previous work, which explored, and subverted, a certain kind of American frontier
romanticism. Her book Highway Kind (2016) was made on a series of epic road trips she took
across the country in a beat-up camper van, often with her young children in tow. Girl

Pictures (2020) comprised images she made between 1997 and 2002, in which her young,
rebellious female subjects appear to inhabit an almost utopian world of freedom in nature.

Kurland’s shift from photography to collage was precipitated by a conjunction of events,
personal and cultural: the death of her father, the seismic political and social upheavals of the
past few years and a kind of moral reckoning with her own way of working. “In a way, my road
trips bought into an enduring idea in American photography, which is that you go out into the
world and bring the news back home,” she says. “It felt like a holdover from the colonial impulse
and I started to feel a little uncomfortable with that. I think that was when I started to feel really
ambivalent about the way I was working.”



While not as transgressive as other acts of creative defacement — the Chapman brothers drawing
clown heads on a rare edition of Goya etchingssprings immediately to mind — SCUMB Manifesto is
certainly a well-aimed missive at what Kurland calls “the male photography canon and its
monopoly on meaning and value”.

Photography is still, to a degree, a male-dominated medium, particularly as regards the often
nerdy obsessive world of photobook collecting but, creatively, that monopoly is being challenged
on many fronts, not least by an abundance of contemporary female photographers, curators and
artist-activists. There is no doubt it has held sway for too long, though, with groundbreaking
photographers such as Berenice Abbott, Gerda Taro and Germaine Krull, to name just three
groundbreaking women, still not as celebrated as their male counterparts.

Earthly Bodies, 2021.

“The history of photography is filled with women,” as Kurland puts it, “so there is no excuse or
justification for their exclusion.”

For now, she tells me, collage is a way to “explore the ambivalence” she feels about the medium
in which she established her reputation. Will she go back to photography? “You never know,”
she says. “It’s a big hot mess in my head and I haven’t really formulated it yet. I love
photography, and photobooks have been a path towards what I do in my work, but when I
realised that 99% of the ones in my collection were by straight, white males, it disturbed

me. SCUMB Manifesto is not me saying, ‘Fuck all those photographers, they suck and they
shouldn’t exist’. It’s more ambivalent than that. It’s angry and serious, but it’s also funny.” Not
everyone, I suspect, is laughing.

SCUMB Manifesto by Justine Kurland is published by Mack (£60)
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What does our obsession with taking pictures say about humanity?

Exhilarating New York exhibition ‘A Trillion Sunsets’ interrogates image overload
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‘Album (Scrapbook)’ (1933) by Hannah Hoch © Berlinische Galerie, Landesmuseum fiir Moderne Kunst, Fotografie und Architektur



A Trillion Sunsets, a disorienting, exhilarating, often delightful exhibition at the
International Center of Photography in New York, opens with an image of image
overload: a boy sprawled out amid hills and vales of glossy snapshots. In 2011, Erik
Kessels printed out one entire day’s worth of Flickr uploads, 350,000 photographs in
all, and mounted them in an Amsterdam gallery. The project would have been
inconceivably vaster had it also mined the rest of the social media universe. Kessel
celebrates — or mourns? — the unabsorbable flood of colours, shapes, pets, faces,

foods and landscapes that form our mediated visual experience.

Anxiety about this photo-cornucopia feels distinctly contemporary, but curator David
Campany reminds us that it has been with us for generations. With the advent of the
Kodak Brownie in 1900, the masses gained the magical power to freeze time. Within a
couple of decades, publications were crammed with news, fashion, advertising and
celebrity photos, and commentators wondered whether civilisation could survive the
flood. This show summons 100 years’ worth of keen-eyed artists who have clipped
magazines and scoured the internet looking for subliminal echoes and witty
juxtapositions, finding meanings that lurk in patterns. This is not a show about the

decisive moment, but about the revelatory repetition.

Among those who thrived on this muchness was the Berlin Dadaist, collagist and
connoisseur of the grotesque Hannah Hoch, best known for the barbarous bodies she
built out of found imagery and finished with a glaze of bitter wit. Here, we see her
private scrapbooks, in which she collected photos that struck her, organising them

according to her idiosyncratic rules.



‘Eleanor’ (2021) by Justine Kurland © Higher Pictures Generation

On one page from 1933, she leads the eye clockwise from a team of wrestlers standing
like a mountain range to a similarly geological-looking group of figures entirely
swathed in burkas. We move on to a dozen women in bathing suits stretched out in a
circle on the beach to form a human clock face. Flesh and veil, exhibitionism and
reticence, timelessness and ticking seconds — these themes flicker across the page,

linking images in a set of loose associations.

Strands of sense, even argument, start to emerge. Her eye was drawn to photos of
bodies lying, dancing or swimming in fabulous collective geometries. She finds a
resemblance between those formal assemblages of naked limbs and the structures of
seed and root, but also an aerial view of Manhattan, with its tendril-like streets and
modular blocks. Hoch perceived a phenomenon that mathematicians later codified:
complex patterns repeat at every scale, from the microscopic to the galactic — and
humans are primed to see them. “I would like to show the world today as an ant sees it

and tomorrow as the moon sees it,” she said.

Hoch endowed these ant- and moon-eye views with a very human political cast.
Troupes of identically clad dancers keep cropping up in her collection, a leitmotif that
her fellow Berlin leftie, the critic Siegfried Kracauer, picked up on, too. Dancing girls,
he wrote, were cogs in the gearworks of capitalism. “When they formed an undulating
snake, they radiantly illustrated the virtues of the conveyor belt; when they tapped

their feet in fast tempo, it sounded like business, business,” he wrote in 1931.



‘Penny Picture Display, Savannah, Georgia’ (1936) by Walker Evans © Walker Evans Archive, The Metropolitan Museum of Art
Political subtexts run through A Trillion Sunsets, sometimes in disguise, sometimes

only quasi-intentional. In 1936, Walker Evans walked past a photographer’s studio in
Savannah, Georgia, and noticed a grid of tiny portraits in the shop window. It’s not
clear what Evans saw in the display: a humanistic portrait of Depression-era America,
a celebration of democracy, a wry comment on conformity or maybe all of the above.
But, whether he meant it this way or not, it’s also a record of how the Jim Crow south
classified respectable society: clean-shaven white men with white shirt collars, put-

together white women with white shawl collars, nice white children with sailor collars.



Evan’s work, called “Penny Picture Display, Savannah”, may well have been rattling
around Robert Frank’s mind in 1958 when he took his own photograph of
photographs at Hubert’s Dime Museum and Flea Circus on Times Square. Evans had
been intrigued by a rigid matrix of sameness; Frank reacted to a more slapdash
arrangement of people who made a living putting themselves on display, including the
fire eater Leona Young, the armless guitarist Joan Whisnant and Alzoria “Turtle Girl”
Green. Photo historians will pick out t