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A CONVERSATION WITH BARRY FEINSTEIN



Barry, how did you first make your way to Hollywood?

How did I make my way to Hollywood? I drove there. I wanted to get into the movie business. I was working for Columbia Pictures at the time for Harry Cohen as a production assistant.

How did Hollywood Foto-Rhetoric begin? Is this a combination of different photographic projects?

No, it wasn’t that glamorous. I thought Hollywood would make a good essay. So I started making all the pictures that looked weird. Like the cars in the garage, the Rolls-Royce in front of unemployment, and all of those things. Just shot them and shot them and shot them and I hoped to someday do something with them.

And what gave you the idea to have Bob Dylan write the text for the photos?

I just met him in New York and I liked him and I liked his music. I liked the songs that he wrote and I asked him if he’d like to do it, and sure enough he came out to California and took the pictures [from me] and wrote ’em. Easy as that. He hit it right on the head. I mean they really made the pictures more interesting, I think.

How does it feel to revisit these particular photos after so many years?

Well, you know, I never lost track of them. I always thought about them and often looked at them and it was good to get them finally out of the file.

After the lifetime that you’ve spent behind the camera, what has been the best part of the job for you?

Just traveling, taking great commissions to do different projects, album covers, stories. You know, Dylan and I drove across country. Well, Bob’s manager, Albert Grossman, was a good friend of mine. He bought a Rolls-Royce and I was going to drive it back to New York for him. In the interim, the transmission blew out. So I had to take it to Denver and had the transmission reworked and I went back to New York and I said to Albert, “You know, you gotta get someone to drive this.” And Albert asked me, “So won’t you do it?” I said, “You know, I don’t want to do it alone.” And Bob was in the office. So I said, “Bob, you wanna go with me?” He said, “Sure.” So we went to Denver and we both drove the car back. And it was really a great adventure.

That’s terrific. How long did it take you to do that?

Oh, I don’t remember. But you know we drove through Nebraska one night chasing a train, blowing the horn. We went to, oh, a revival meeting, a church, you know, holy rollers, and you know we’re under a tent and all these people asking what kind of car it was. People, you know, in Iowa, never saw a Rolls-Royce. So that was a great experience.

When you were in the darkroom developing all of these pictures, did you rind yourself listening to Bob Dylan’s songs?

I loved it. I lived with his music. He’s my favorite. I think he’s a genius. To listen to his music is really wonderful. That’s why I went out on the road with him. To hear him come out and sing “Forever Young” or “Blowing in the Wind” just makes the hairs on your neck stand up.

As an acclaimed celebrity photographer of musicians and movie stars, what is the difference for you in photographing famous subjects versus anonymous ones?

I like anonymous subjects. It’s all about making the picture, you know? That moment of truth. I mean, you only have a moment to do it and get it. Because unlike the movie camera, which keeps rolling and rolling and you get a lot of takes, you only have one moment to get it, one picture. But musicians are actually easier to photograph than movie stars; they’d just not be as uptight … in my experience.

And finally, for somebody coming to this book and beginning to look at it, what sort of introduction to your work would you offer?

I hope they understand it. Well, I hope they enjoy it. And don’t take it seriously. It’s only Hollywood.



A CONVERSATION WITH BOB DYLAN



How did you first meet Barry?

Barry and I met in my manager’s office. Barry was either courting or was already married to Mary Travers from Peter, Paul & Mary. I knew Mary, too, and she might have introduced him to me at an earlier date, but I don’t remember.

Did you guys become friends?

We became traveling partners. Barry was on some tours of mine and we also drove a car across the country once.

Did you like Barry’s photography?

Yeah. I liked Barry’s photos a lot. They reminded me of Robert Frank’s photos.

In what way?

Just in their stark atmosphere. Obviously the subject matter. I liked the angles Barry used in the pictures . . . the shadows and light, that sort of thing.

When did Barry approach you about writing the text?

I don’t think he ever approached me about writing anything. I think it was something that sort of happened spontaneously.

Do you consider these poems?

You’d probably have to ask some academician about that.

But what about you?

But what about me? Well I would have to refer to the academicians too. If they are poems, or if they are not poems . . . does it really matter? And who would it matter to?

Do you remember writing the text?

Actually, no.

What do you think of them looking back after all these Years?

First of all I don’t think what I had written would have been written without seeing the photographs . . . and secondly . . . well I don’t know if there is a secondly.

What do you think of the photographs?

Well obviously I thought a great deal of the pictures. I think Barry was an incredibly great photographer as I still do to this present day.





FOREWORD

BY Luc Sante

In 1966, beginning in February, Bob Dylan played forty-three concert dates in locations ranging from Kentucky to Australia to Paris. The best known part of the tour, on which he was backed by the Hawks, was the European leg, particularly the May 17 show at the Free Trade Hall in Manchester, England, recordings of which were long erroneously identified as the “Royal Albert Hall” show. That same month he released Blonde on Blonde. He faced a further sixty-four scheduled concerts that year, but on July 29 he suffered a motorcycle accident in Woodstock, New York, which sidelined him for a considerable time. Although the initial rumors had it that Dylan was seriously injured, possibly in life-threatening ways, it has since been said that the crash may have actually saved his life, since he was dangerously overworked and exhausted.

Barry Feinstein photographed the 1966 European tour, resulting in indelible images: Dylan playing with children in the streets of Liverpool, strutting onstage in Paris in his houndstooth “rabbit suit” with a giant American flag behind him, wearing dark glasses in the back of a limousine whose windows are filled with the squashed faces of fans peering in. Earlier Feinstein had taken the dramatic angry-young-man portrait for the cover of The Times They Are A-Changin’. He had also done a good deal of magazine work, been still photographer on a number of movies, and the following year would be a cameraman for Monterey Pop.

Sometime in 1964 Dylan wrote a suite of twenty-three poems inspired by Feinstein’s photographs of Hollywood, a spectacular collection taken over the course of the early 1960s. Although the photographs were made for a variety of assignments and in a number of different contexts, they have a remarkable consistency and a clearly identifiable theme: the passing of old Hollywood. The studio system and all that went with it, the industry that had created the movies as we knew them from the 1920s onward, had reached its terminus at last. It was a subject that clearly resonated with Dylan. He was a major part of the wave of change that was in the process of overthrowing the old guard, but then again, as he wrote in Chronicles about 1941, the year of his birth, “If you were born around this time or were living and alive, you could feel the old world go and the new one beginning. It was like putting the clock back to when B.C. became A.D. Everybody born around my time was a part of both.”

And obviously Dylan carried Hollywood within him, maybe even more so than the average citizen of his generation. He undoubtedly learned how to pose from them—he was a movie star long before he ever made a movie. He feels like Jayne Mansfield and Humphrey Bogart (as well as Sleepy John Estes and Murph the Surf) in the notes to Bringing It All Back Home. And Jean Harlow memorialized by Louella Parsons lies just under his hand on the cover. And in the 1958 film of Cat on a Hot Tin Roof, Paul Newman says, “You don’t know what love is. To you it’s just a four-letter word.” And in Don Siegel’s movie The Lineup (also 1958), a character says, “When you live outside the law you have to eliminate dishonesty.”1 In the European tour pictures of 1966 you can sense Dylan and Feinstein conspiring to make an epic silver-screen performance—if in stills, and only partly premeditated.

So it’s hardly surprising that Dylan knew very well what to make of pictures of Gary Cooper’s funeral, and Marilyn Monroe’s house the day of her death, and Marlon Brando being counterpicketed by racists while he marched on behalf of equal housing—as well as of pictures of casting agents and wardrobe department shelves and homes-of-the-stars map peddlers and the unemployment bureau and the Hal Roach Studios slated for demolition. He could inhabit the landscape from one end to the other.

And indeed the poems are not descriptive, but come from within the photographs, as if the pictures themselves were speaking.

from the outside
lookin in
every finger wiggles
the doorway wears long pants
an slouches
no rejection
all’s fair
in love and selection

Now and then there are echoes of Dylans songs: “touch me mama / its all right / it doesn’t matter / it’s been too well proven / that even I, myself / am not really here.” Or “on lease / get piece / sucked in / on a habit / gotta have it / promised by / the prostitute / destroyed
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