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Growing up, I did not pay much 

attention to photos or photography. My father 

returned from serving in World War II with 2 

Leicas and 2 Rolliflexes. He loved to take 

pictures but usually in service to the family 

photograph. I can remember on a Sunday 

before a rare family visit to Our Lady Gate of 

Heaven for mass, he pulled out the Rollei and 

took portraits of my sister and I with my 

mother. I don’t think I paid much attention to 

the developed pictures mostly remembering 

the annoyance of having to “pose.” Pictures 

devolved into a fatherly preoccupation to 

document the family, not really consistent or 

orderly. My father tried to teach me how to 

use the camera but the details of taking a 

reading with a light meter and setting the f-

stop and film speed and not to mention the 

upside down image in the viewfinder did not 

agree with an impatient teen-ager.

My interest in photography coincided 

with meeting Allan Chasanoff in 1974. I had 

constructed small black bases that he needed 

for a photography project. After delivery, he 

invited me to visit his photo studio, a small 

apartment, 28L, in the Churchill at 40th St. 

Allan at that time was working in macro 

photography so space was not an issue. Still 

the entire apartment was filled with materials, 

sculptures, props and equipment. I was 

amazed. 

Allan proceeded to show me some 

slides of his current project; close-ups of paint 

squeezings on the black bases I constructed. 

He explained that since it was so easy for 

photographers to depict reality, it was 

incumbent as an artist to explore abstraction. 

In that meeting I also viewed slides of his light 

bulb series, based on a sculpture with 

numerous electrical sockets to affix different 

size light bulbs, which also rotated to 

introduce motion and blur into his photos. 

After that day I was never the same. I viewed 

photography from a different perspective 

although my heart was still attached to 

documentary photography. 

In order to document my ceramics, I 

purchased a Nikon and was also interested in 

photographing outdoors. Allan and I would 

spend many Sunday mornings driving to 

different areas like Long Island City and Jersey 

City. Under Allan’s influence, I shot in 

Kodachrome with its ability to reproduce 

bright colors. Allan preferred a 100mm lens as 

well as a polarizing filter.  I started with a 

normal 50mm lenses but soon found that I 

enjoyed the wide angle of a 24mm lense. But 

the key for me was the polarizing filter, which 

was capable of saturating colors with an 

addictive intensity.  Discussing different ideas 

with Allan, the notion that a great color 

photograph should contain all 3 primary 

colors became an “idée fixe,” one that took 

ten plus years to dispel when I started to 

shoot steel mills in black & white in 1987. 

Nonetheless at the time, the excitement of 

bright sun, a polarizing filter and taking 

pictures in the semi-industrial areas in New 

York and surrounding areas was strangely 

comforting, reminding me of the Southside 
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