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O what can ail thee, knight-at-arms, Alone and palely loitering?


The sedge has wither’d from the lake, And no birds sing.


Taken from “La Belle Dame sans Merci” by John Keats
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INTRODUCTION


This book is a celebration of photography and Morrissey.


I first photographed Morrissey in 1983,


and the majority of the pictures included in


this book cover the timespan from that year through to 1994. Included here also is a series of contemporary portraits exploring the ongoing devotion that Morrissey inspires in his fans, which I have taken as I have travelled around the world meeting people with themed tattoos of their hero. These two things are inextricably linked. Morrissey would not be the cultural figure he is today without his fans. As I state in this book, I have photographed many different musicians but the relationship between Morrissey and his fans appears to me to be a truly unique one.


It doesn’t surprise me that Morrissey has become such a prominent cultural figure. I


was always a fan and knew immediately that The Smiths had something different to say and something special to offer. Visually, Morrissey was also different from other musicians. He always collaborated with me fully and would come to photo shoots full of ideas. Morrissey has had an astonishing career as a solo musician and I am pleased that I was at Wolverhampton to capture his first concert after the demise of The Smiths. The series of photographs taken there shows the excitement and chaos that reigned at his first live performance in over two years.


There are four main themes in this book that emerge both visually and textually. For the first time, I have written extensively about the art of photography: my influences, how a photograph works, how images can be read, and the absolute importance of visual culture. I have also written about portraiture alongside the studio shots of Morrissey, explaining what makes an articulate portrait and sharing some stories of working directly with Morrissey on some of my better-known images. Additionally, I have also discussed live photography: how it has changed in recent years and the challenges that face a professional photographer working in the unpredictable,


if somewhat exciting, environment of the live concert. The book includes photographs from various Morrissey tours – at venues in Dublin


and Cologne, Japan and the United States, as well as places in the UK. Finally, in an essay by Gail Crowther, the significance of fans using their bodies as sites of devotion is explored


to accompany the photographs of Morrisseyinspired tattoos that I have taken over the last five years. Why do fans have this deep level of devotion to him, and why might they use their skin as a permanent expression of this love?


The process of revisiting my archive and looking through old frames for this book has been deeply rewarding. Not only can I see how the significance of portraits as historical documents has changed over time, but I was
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also able to appreciate fully the scope of my work with Morrissey. When I photographed The Smiths for the first time at Dunham Massey, Greater Manchester, for the NME, it was commissioned as a cover feature. Unfortunately, the features editor changed his mind at the last minute and put Big Country


on the cover, telling me that he felt The Smiths would never be big enough to be on the cover of the NME. Since that ill-judged pronouncement I have shot more than half a dozen Morrissey covers for the NME, as well as countless book jackets. One of the photographs from that


first Smiths session is now in the permanent collection of London’s National Portrait Gallery and the shot of Morrissey that I envisaged for the cover has since been used in numerous magazines, on book covers and on a variety of merchandise worldwide. In fact, visually Morrissey has such a strong iconography today that often you do not need to see his face in a photograph to know that it is him – just a quiff in silhouette or flowers hanging out of the back pocket of his jeans. Even just the backdrop of


an empty stage, such as a large portrait of Edith Sitwell or Harvey Keitel, means that the venue is unmistakably Morrissey’s. Building this visual mythology was one of my main aims when photographing Morrissey, and he was one of


the few musicians I have worked with who fully understood how and why this was important.


Ultimately, though, this is a book about time, permanence and devotion. Photography, really,


in all of its forms is about permanence in one way or another. Things and people come and go. Morrissey and his fans are captured here and preserved in a time that is gone forever. But their connection, those rare, brief moments of meeting, can be revisited, visually at least.


So, paradoxically, this book is about loss and reanimation. And love, too.
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THE SMITHS 1983–1986
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THE SMITHS CONVENTION SEPTEMBER 1988
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MUSING ON PHOTOGRAPHY


“The only way to kill death is through photography”


—JEAN COCTEAU


Photography is a melancholy art. The process of seeing, framing and capturing an image does not happen just by chance. It requires skill, training and a certain amount of intuition. The melancholy, I suppose, comes in freezing a moment that is then forever gone. As Roland Barthes said, “Every photograph is a certificate of presence.” But what once is will one day be undone. That said, I do not really agree with Barthes that photography is all about death. For me, my photographs are about celebrating life; preserving a fraction of time, and from that creating iconography.


I am mostly known for photographing musicians, but, oddly, when I started my studies at Salford in 1971 I was fairly indifferent to


music photography. I wanted to be a portrait photographer. Although perhaps I didn’t see it at the time, there was a theme to my interests and inspirations: the lonely and dispossessed captured by the lens of Diane Arbus were elevated from the marginalized to the powerful; August Sander’s portraits, stark and Germanic, focused on the abject in society, circus performers in caravans occupying urban wastelands; Bill Brandt and


his social commentary on all aspects of British society, the wet, cobbled backstreets of Halifax and the abstract uses of shadow and light.


Later, photojournalists such as Denis Thorpe


at the Guardian captured my imagination, too, documenting the miners’ strike and the riots at Strangeways; and Jane Bown at the Observer, who worked almost exclusively in black and white, using the natural light that was available. It was a potent mix of visual influences that established a particular way of looking at the world, along with specific techniques of capturing it. The poetics of photography were beginning to be established for me, and Susan Sontag’s words resonated:


Photography is about seeing your subject as they never see themselves, having knowledge of them that they can never have. But it is also about playing a part in someone’s mortality and vulnerability. Portrait photography is about looking and being looked at.


My interest in photography was established at a fairly young age. My father and my maternal grandfather were both keen amateurs. We had a darkroom in our house (essentially a cupboard), and my grandfather had a darkroom in his cellar. On my fifth birthday I was given a box camera and my father showed me how to process and print my own pictures. Even then I was captured by the magic of the darkroom, by the smell of


the chemistry and by the fascination of visual creation. Sometimes with my dad, sometimes alone, I would play around with techniques such as overlaying film, solarization, photograms –


the techniques of Man Ray and the Surrealists. I became keen on the whole process of photography. This interest began to wane a little in my early


to mid-teenage years, though in part because we were not taught photography at school. Instead,
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I became interested in architecture and urban drawing. Although this seemed a move away from my first love, in fact I believe our early influences can sit and bubble away in our imaginations.


It is probably no coincidence that much of my photography tends to have an urban setting.


I was drawn back to taking photographs in my late teens for a number of reasons. First, all around me Salford was being demolished. This was documented eloquently by Shirley Baker,


who over a number of years produced a series of images depicting the forgotten piles of bricks, the rubble and dirt, children playing on building sites, and the diverse communities. I felt an important part of my own history was being wiped away and would soon vanish, so I started to photograph it before it disappeared for good. Second, as I started Sixth Form it also felt as if the end of my secondary education was looming, and as we were then in our final schooldays together, I began to take photographs of my friends. I suppose both of these things are about loss and the desire to preserve or somehow reanimate.


Following this, I suddenly started to take photography seriously, and this coincided with a timely meeting that even now feels a little otherworldly. Aged 16, I worked at the Queen’s Hotel, in Manchester, waiting on tables. One evening, the head waiter introduced me to an elderly man who ate his supper there once a month. It was L S Lowry. I was presented to him as a “young man who wanted to study photography”. The problem I had was that I never felt “the arts” were for people like me, from a working-class background; it felt like the preserve of the middle classes. People like me got a degree and would then go back into education to teach. Lowry gave me some straightforward advice – always follow your dreams – and then I asked him to sign the menu for me. I wouldn’t say it was the moment that changed me, but it was pretty important, as was Lowry’s visual influence. For the first time I understood that it was possible to observe what was around you – ordinary scenes and places, streets, factories, bridges, people – and turn them into something else. For want of a better word, “art”.


For many of us our teenage years are a formative time when we are exposed to a whole range of influences and ideas. I was no exception. It can be hard to unravel your own unconscious influences, or even understand the ways in which ideas can bubble away for a time, only to erupt later. For the next few years I would be surrounded by things that I now see played a part in my development


as a photographer. The strongest early influence would certainly have been religion. I went to Catholic church until I was 12, stopped for a while, and then returned again during Sixth Form. At the same time, in literature classes (in a Catholic grammar school) we were reading mostly white, male, Catholic writers such as Graham Greene.
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MUSING ON PHOTOGRAPHY

“The only way to kill death is through photography”

—JEAN COCTEAU

Photography is a melancholy art. The process of
seeing, framing and capturing an image does not
happen just by chance. It requires skill, training
and a certain amount of intuition. The melancholy,
I suppose, comes in freezing a moment that is
then forever gone. As Roland Barthes said, “Every
photograph is a certificate of presence.” But what
once s will one day be undone. That said, I do not
really agree with Barthes that photography is all
about death. For me, my photographs are about
celebrating life; preserving a fraction of time, and
from that creating iconography.

Tam mostly known for photographing
musicians, but, oddly, when I started my studies
at Salford in 1971 I was fairly indifferent to
music photography. I wanted to be a portrait
photographer. Although perhaps I didn't seeitat
the time, there was a theme to my interests and
inspirations: the lonely and dispossessed captured
by the lens of Diane Arbus were elevated from the
marginalized to the powerful; August Sander’s
portraits, stark and Germanic, focused on the
abject in society, circus performers in caravans
occupying urban wastelands; Bill Brandt and
his social commentary on all aspects of British
society, the wet, cobbled backstreets of Halifax
and the abstract uses of shadow and light.

Later, photojournalists such as Denis Thorpe
atthe Guardian captured my imagination, too,
documenting the miners’strike and the riots at
Strangeways; and Jane Bown at the Observer,
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who worked almost exclusively in black and white,
using the natural light that was available. It was a
potent mix of visual influences that established a
particular way of looking at the world, along with
specific techniques of capturing it. The poetics of
photography were beginning to be established for
me, and Susan Sontag’s words resonated:

Photography is about seeing your subject as

they never see themselves, having knowledge

of them that they can never have. But it is also
about playing a partin someone’s mortality
andvulnerability. Portrait photography is
about looking and being looked at.

My interest in photography was established
atafairly young age. My father and my maternal
grandfather were both keen amateurs. We had a
darkroom in our house (essentially a cupboard),
and my grandfather had a darkroom in his cellar.
On my fifth birthday I was given a box camera
and my father showed me how to process and
print my own pictures. Even then I was captured
by the magic of the darkroom, by the smell of
the chemistry and by the fascination of visual
creation. Sometimes with my dad, sometimes
alone, I would play around with techniques such
as overlaying film, solarization, photograms -
the techniques of Man Ray and the Surrealists. I
became keen on the whole process of photography.
This interest began to wane a little in my early
to mid-teenage years, though in part because we
were not taught photography at school. Instead,
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Ibecame interested in architecture and urban
drawing. Although this seemed a move away from
my firstlove, in fact I believe our early influences
can sitand bubble away in our imaginations.

Itis probably no coincidence that much of my
photography tends to have an urban setting.

Iwas drawn back to taking photographs in
my late teens for anumber of reasons. First, all
around me Salford was being demolished. This
was documented eloquently by Shirley Baker,
who overa number of years produced a series of
images depicting the forgotten piles of bricks, the
rubble and dirt, children playing on building sites,
and the diverse communities. I felt an important
part of my own history was being wiped away and
would soon vanish, so I started to photograph it
before it disappeared for good. Second, as I started
Sixth Form it also felt as if the end of my secondary
education was looming, and as we were then in
our final schooldays together, I began to take
photographs of my friends. I suppose both of these
things are about loss and the desire to preserve or
somehow reanimate.

Following this, I suddenly started to take
photography seriously, and this coincided with
atimely meeting that even now feels alittle
otherworldly. Aged 16, I worked at the Queen’s
Hotel, in Manchester, waiting on tables. One
evening, the head waiter introduced me to an
elderly man who ate his supper there once a
month. It was L.S Lowry. I was presented to him

asa “young man who wanted to study
photography”. The problem I had was that I never
felt “the arts” were for people like me, froma.
working-class background; it felt like the preserve
of the middle classes. People like me gota degree
and would then go back into education to teach.
Lowry gave me some straightforward advice -
always follow your dreams - and then I asked
him to sign the menu for me. I wouldn’t say it was
the moment that changed me, but it was pretty
important, as was Lowry’s visual influence. For
the first time I understood that it was possible to
observe what was around you - ordinary scenes
and places, streets, factories, bridges, people -
and turn them into something else. For want of a
better word, “art”.

For many of us our teenage years are a formative
time when we are exposed to a whole range of
influences and ideas. I was no exception. It can be
hard to unravel your own unconscious influences,
or even understand the ways in which ideas can
bubble away for a time, only to erupt later. For the
next few years I would be surrounded by things
that I now see played a part in my development
asa photographer. The strongest early influence
would certainly have been religion. I went to
Catholic church until I was 12, stopped for a while,
and then returned again during Sixth Form. At
the same time, in literature classes (in a Catholic
grammar school) we were reading mostly white,
male, Catholic writers such as Graham Greene.
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So, paradoxically, this book is about loss and
reanimation. And love, too.





OEBPS/images/page007.jpg





OEBPS/images/page008.jpg
INTRODUCTION

This book is a celebration of photography
and Morrissey.

Ifirst photographed Morrissey in 1983,
and the majority of the pictures included in
this book cover the timespan from that year
through to 1994. Included here also is a series
of contemporary portraits exploring the ongoing
devotion that Morrissey inspires in his fans,
which I'have taken as I have travelled around
the world meeting people with themed tattoos
of their hero. These two things are inextricably
linked. Morrissey would not be the cultural
figure he is today without his fans. As I'state in
this book, I have photographed many different
musicians but the relationship between
Morrissey and his fans appears to me to be
atruly unique one.

It doesn’t surprise me that Morrissey has
become such a prominent cultural figure. I
was always a fan and knew immediately that
The Smiths had something different to say and
something special to offer. Visually, Morrissey
was also different from other musicians. He
always collaborated with me fully and would
come to photo shoots full of ideas. Morrissey has
had an astonishing career as a solo musician and
Iam pleased that I was at Wolverhampton to
capture his first concert after the demise of The
Smiths. The series of photographs taken there
shows the excitement and chaos that reigned at
his first live performance in over two years.

8

There are four main themes in this book that
emerge both visually and textually. For the first
time, I have written extensively about the art of
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works, how images can be read, and the absolute
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about portraiture alongside the studio shots of
Morrissey, explaining what makes an articulate
portrait and sharing some stories of working
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photographer working in the unpredictable,
if somewhat exciting, environment of the live
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well as places in the UK. Finally, in an essay by
Gail Crowther, the significance of fans using
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