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			Try to be one of the people on whom nothing is lost.

				—Henry James, The Art of Fiction, 1884
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			Foreword

			By Laurie Anderson

			I’m thinking of a summer evening in Venice in 1982. The Biennale was on, and Ingrid and I were standing outside a palazzo where there was a loud party in full swing. Ingrid was expected at the party and so we walked over to the girls with the clipboards standing at the door. Slicked-back ponytails, pale and sleek in identical black dresses, they had perfected the “Do-I-know-you?” look.

			They were checking off the names on the guest list. Ingrid said, “Hi. I’m Ingrid Sischy, editor of Artforum.”

			They raised their eyebrows. “Oh? And do you have ID?”

			She did not and since she looked approximately nine years old it was hard to imagine she was an editor of an art magazine or that she even knew what an art magazine was. Ingrid said, “That’s okay.” Her eyes lit up, followed by a quick sideways glance and half smile. Her friends had seen this sequence many times—her eyes darting back and forth as if she were rapidly scanning the pros and cons of something she was about to say or do, running the alternatives and consequences. Laptop fast. We were familiar with this because Ingrid was one of the rare people who allowed you to see her think.

			“Okay!” she said. “Let’s go around the back and climb in the window.” So we went around the back of the villa, pried open a first-story window, and jumped into the party we didn’t really even want to be at. Once inside, Ingrid did some brisk and intense networking. She stood right in front of the people she was talking to, leaning toward them and giving them her complete attention. We left by the front door, which was pretty much the way she did a whole lot of things—coming in the back way and leaving by the front.

			
			Ingrid was so many things: an editor, a critic, a writer who was interested in the political and cultural, and a sometime curator. Nothing Is Lost is a collection of essays and articles she wrote for a few books and such publications as Vanity Fair, The New Yorker, Artforum, and The New York Times Magazine, and they are intimate, warm, funny, and brilliant, like Ingrid. From the late seventies to the mid-teens, she wrote about and defined some of the most colorful and pivotal moments in the worlds of art and fashion.

			Ingrid was also an insightful social critic, and her portraits of people were detailed, full of life, and never predictable. Reading this collection is like taking a walk through many different scenes, eras, and places: the East Village, Paris, Milan, and New York galleries, clubs and bars, as well as her days at Artforum, the AIDS crisis, and morphing cultural scenes. It’s also a portrait of New York City, her hometown, as it constantly transforms itself with new images, trends, and ideas. When she describes Grandmaster Flash getting new sounds from scratching vinyl, she writes, “The result was the sound of a different city, deep inside the old.”

			She meets and talks with artists of all kinds—painters, photographers, designers, thinkers. We encounter her friends and subjects in new and intimate ways. And she talks about herself as well, telling us personal stories, quoting her favorite authors, voicing her opinions about trends and social and political developments. Throughout, I feel her sense of morality, justice, empathy, and social conscience.

			As I read her words in 2018 her work seems especially relevant and I’m struck by her prescient comments on America, conformity, consumerism, and the social contract. Writing about the photographers William Eggleston, Robert Frank, and Garry Winogrand, she said they had “an ability to tap into our nation’s psyche and the changes that are in the air.” This could easily be said about Ingrid.

			Or her haunting words in 2001 in “Triumph of the Still”: “While the climate in recent years has never been better for art photography, fashion photography, and celebrity photography, socially concerned photojournalism has been marginalized. America by the end of the twentieth century had become like a country living in a bubble. It wanted to know very little about the injustices going on inside its borders and even less about those in the rest of the world.”

			
			Ingrid was a realist, a rebel, and a human rights champion working and writing in the rarefied and often elitist of worlds of culture and fashion. In 1989, describing the shifting social fabric, she noted, “It is about people being beaten down and psychologically bruised by the corporate machine.” She watched and described consumerism taking shape on many levels. Thinking about making the country great by buying things and looking at pictures of people who were high on the new is especially relevant now. How did we get this way?

			Whether they were angels or “terrible jerks,” she wrote of the subjects in a photography exhibition, “most of them really seem to have believed that the work they were doing and the things they were buying were going to make their country great and their lives ‘happy.’ ” She continues, noting that Martin Luther King, Jr., and his wife, Coretta Scott King, and their baby are also in the exhibition: “They do more than stand out; they remind us of a different dream.”

			Her descriptions of the Americans in these pictures begin to give us a sense of who we are now. Sometimes she looked back to daily life in the fifties and her descriptions are dead on. “A good number of the males in these photographs resemble Feds as they have been imagined by Hollywood—in boxy suits and fedoras….The women (except for the showgirls) look neat and uptight. The children look worried.” These people are on the go and in love with the new. “A rather handsome man holds a meeting in his Bel Air home, in a room that seems to be a combination of tree house, boardroom, and appliance store.” And they show us the origins of some of what our self-obsessed culture has since become. “Yes, there are photographs that bring out the snake-oil aspect of advertising, and photographs that display people at their most self-important. And there’s proof of how tight the door to the new Paradise was.”

			
			Throughout her work Ingrid was clear about her role as a critic: “The notion that art speaks for itself is appealing but unrealistic. To get into circulation and to achieve some kind of status, art needs believers, defenders, interpreters, dealers, collectors, and museums.” She herself was a deep believer, consummate defender, and brilliant interpreter.

			I learned so many things from her insights and sometimes sidelong observations. She writes that Bob Richardson’s photographs “conveyed some essential qualities of the sixties: the drugginess, the sexual freedom, the growing gulf between men and women.” Reading about this gulf was exhilarating, not something I saw very clearly, if at all, at the time.

			Nothing Is Lost highlights Ingrid’s mix of savvy erudition and playful archaic slang like “hoi polloi,” “bombshell allure,” and “the big kahuna.” She had an ear for the expressions of her artist and designer subjects, and always let them speak for themselves. She notes that the late painter James Rosenquist “still says, ‘You dig?’ ” and that when he’s listing his dead artist friends he asks her, “Who do I go to for stuff like ‘How do you make rabbit-skin glue again?’ ” She doesn’t have an answer for him, but she does go on to explain to her readers that rabbit-skin glue was used in a traditional method of coating canvas to increase the sense of depth in a painting.

			Ingrid often used comparisons that put unlikely artists together, such as the photographers Minor White and Robert Mapplethorpe. The link between their work is love, she says and writes damningly of White, “There’s very little warmth or humor in the bulk of White’s work….He makes all the discoveries, and the viewer’s job is to respond to what he found.” She also looked behind the images and used them to talk about things like doubt and honesty. “One way to avoid pedagogy is to be human, to show doubt by acknowledging that life brings more questions than answers. But to do that requires an honest look at oneself—exactly what White felt he couldn’t afford in his public pictures.”

			
			Comparing Clementina, Lady Hawarden, and Cindy Sherman, she called them “soul sisters separated by more than a century.” We meet Hawarden, who played dress up with her daughters and then photographed them, photographs that were admired by Charles Dodgson. Seeing Lady Hawarden’s and Cindy Sherman’s work in the same article makes both women’s work even more vivid, intuitive, and inventive. Always expanding on her themes, Ingrid goes on to describe Marilyn Monroe as a person consumed by her own image, another mirror. As a critic of photography, she would sometimes pose philosophical questions like What is a picture and how does it relate to our experience of reality?: “[Dan] Weiner’s photographs look more like images from TV and the movies than like photographs of real people doing real things.”

			Ingrid was fascinated by the complicated relationship between stars and fans and wrote about it as “a form of cannibalism” amid the growing certainty for the last several decades that famous people’s lives are “our business.” For some writers name-dropping validates their stories but Ingrid did the opposite, dropping the names out of the story and focusing on the person behind it. As a writer, critic and editor she had been an essential part of every scene for decades in downtown Manhattan, and she knew hundreds of artists, many as close friends. When she describes having dinner at Da Silvano with Mapplethorpe or having Christmas dinner with Sam Wagstaff she writes with the confidence that her readers won’t see this as name-dropping but as her own storytelling.

			Ingrid takes us in. She puts herself in her pieces. She wrote about her childhood in South Africa in “A Picture of One’s Own” when she described what it felt like not to have photographs of a man who worked for her family. One of the leitmotifs in the collection is a gray corduroy skirt she wore briefly in 1977. When Ingrid was told she had gotten a job in the public affairs office of an important New York cultural institution, and not to report to work wearing pants, she went to Bloomingdale’s and bought a gray corduroy skirt. Once freed from that job, she went to the banks along the West Side Highway and threw the skirt into the Hudson River; she would not need it for her next job, a photography fellowship at MoMA, which had no dress code. Her friend Versace loved the story. She bridged her interest in art and fashion with passion, styling her own liberation. Writing about Miuccia Prada’s clothes triggered an emotional response:

			…The clothes had an answer for problems that are rarely faced in fashion: “It’s okay if you’ve made mistakes, if you’re scared, if you’re aggressive, if you’re fat, if you’re beautiful, if you’re ugly, if you feel crazy, defensive, happy,” the collection seemed to say. “Come into my arms.” I watched it, entranced. Especially the dresses. It was the first time in twenty years that I’d been able to picture myself wearing one.

			

			And talking about her own way of dressing, Ingrid cited her friend k.d. lang, who she said didn’t wear the clothes she did to be associated with men or because she wanted to come off as a man but because “it’s just that there were no other kinds of clothes that had to do with confidence and authority instead of vulnerability and stereotypical sexiness.” Until, that is, by chance k.d. tried on that Prada jacket. Once in a while Ingrid enters the story as herself. By the way, she explains, “I bat on Gertrude Stein’s team, and love my partner.”

			Ingrid was able to create touching pictures of artists and these pictures become indelible. There’s Jeff Koons’s mother serving him milk and cookies, Calvin Klein’s mother sewing the labels into his first batch of clothes, and Keith Haring’s father dropping him off in New York City for school and just leaving him there. “Where was I?—dumping him in the middle of New York City, putting him on the sidewalk with his boxes of belongings. I couldn’t even go in with him.”

			
			She slips in such details as that Francesco Clemente played the hypnotist in a Gus Van Sant movie and that his wife, Alba Clemente, and Helen Marden used to go to Bar Pitti. As Marden said, “We’ll bitch about Francesco and Brice for hours….When we’re finished with lunch, we always say, ‘Well, they’re really wonderful.’ But we’ve spent the preceding hour and a half totally complaining about how they talk about themselves all the time.”

			Ingrid wrote extensively about AIDS and its effects on the art world. She could write in a clear-eyed but passionate way about danger and loss. She wanted to know what people cared about, what drove them to work. She was persistent and talked to her subjects many times as she drew their portraits. In the middle of the interview process Francesco Clemente said, “You have to remember that I am from a country where artists were once the equivalent of the prostitute or the drug dealer,” but she kept asking questions until she finally asked what was his “deepest reason” for becoming an artist. Clemente replied, “Because I am heartbroken.”

			During an interview she often questions herself and makes the reader part of her process. She described how she had been writing about the “explicit” Mapplethorpe photographs and the Corcoran Gallery’s cancellation of the show and then suddenly found herself sitting in Jeff Koons’s studio looking at images of Koons and porn star/politician Cicciolina engaged in various positions. She described her confusion and ambivalence about the lines she had drawn between sex, art, and pornography. She also notes her complicated reactions to Lee Friedlander’s nudes, asking and then unasking questions, asking herself why she’s asking questions, why “he’s been dressed in a room while his subject has been naked.” She talks about how her antennae go up and then traces the picturing of the female nude through history.

			Ingrid was a historian and traced the history of images. She identified the links between sign painting and art as she described the young Rosenquist out with the rest of the sign painters, many of whom were ex-cons, “whooping it up” across the Midwest painting billboards, grain silos, and gasoline tanks. Suddenly the connection between sign painting—Phillips 66 and Coca-Cola—and art comes into focus, and Jasper Johns makes a new kind of sense. “How can I use this method to show the emptiness and numbness of all this?” she quotes Rosenquist.

			
			What comes between me and my Calvins? Nothing! Ingrid connects fashion to art as well in her writing about the famous Calvin Klein underwear images shot by Bruce Weber. She’s also interested in the mechanics and nuts and bolts of photography. She quotes Friedlander: “Flash renders everything. And everybody knows when you’ve taken the picture. It’s not a secret. It’s not a quiet moment.” Her observations about photography range from the technical to the cultural phenomenal and are often about how these are linked. “Cameras have become as available as candy, with millions of people trying to be their own Ansel Adams.”

			She wrote of 9/11, “the days immediately following the tragedy marked the first time that more people logged on to news sites than pornography,” and noted that photography became more accessible. During September 11 and its immediate aftermath many Magnum photographers happened to be in New York and shot at the Trade Center site, but the interns were also there and ended up sharing space on the Magnum website with their famous members.

			“I think of September 11 as the day photography got back one of its most important jobs, the day it regained its potential. Now let’s watch it go to work as we try to stop the world from blowing up,” she wrote at the time, optimistically.

			She was unafraid of covering controversy and took on issues relating to institutions navigating politics and art and government suppression of imagery, as in her story of the Smithsonian’s treatment of Subhankar Banerjee’s photos. The show opened at the time of a debate about the oil exploration bill in the Arctic, “so the timing couldn’t have been worse.” She continues, “The Smithsonian’s capitulation, whatever the reason, reminds me of another wasteland, the one T. S. Eliot spoke of in 1921 when he wrote this: The awful daring of a moment’s surrender / Which an age of prudence can never retract.”

			
			She often expressed her gratitude to people she worked with and people who helped her, especially to her mentor John Szarkowski, who, in turn, had championed Diane Arbus and Garry Winogrand. But she didn’t shy away from describing disagreements such as the one with Szarkowski about how he occasionally missed in his analysis of the differences between photography and art. In a unique choice of dramatization, she described this argument with him in third person and watched herself having a heated discussion with him in a restaurant.

			Ingrid was passionate and empathetic and unafraid of emotion. Writing about John Szarkowski’s nostalgia for the past as he describes his adventures working on his book The Idea of Louis Sullivan, she quotes him, “I think Americans were more interesting then. It makes me want to cry to say it.” “Looking at his photographs created over the last fifty years makes me want to weep myself. They are truly American pictures; one feels his desire to show not just what America was but what it still can be.” Ingrid’s words about Szarkowski’s reactions to Louis Sullivan take us on a journey back in time as she shows us chain reactions and how ideas and feelings are passed down.

			Her empathetic profile of John Galliano after his career-wrecking anti-Semitic comments went viral was full of research about addiction and self-destructive behavior. She didn’t just speculate but talked to experts in psychology and addiction about how that could have happened. She brought herself into the story when she explained she hadn’t gone to the first Galliano show following his disgraceful departure because her brother Mark, a brilliant judge who was also an alcoholic, had died, and she had to attend the stone setting in a cemetery in Edinburgh.

			Ingrid was never afraid to mix her admiration for artists with acerbic, often hilarious comments. Jeff Koons reminds her of Darrin, the “very courteous husband in the sixties TV show Bewitched.” Of her friend Rene Ricard she wrote, “Rene’s charisma was not lost on Andy Warhol, who cast him in Kitchen and Chelsea Girls, among other films. For my money, though, this poet, critic, painter, was born to play a thief and a priest.” Of pictures in her friend Robert Mapplethorpe’s exhibition, she adds, “And even among the controversial photographs there are affected examples—such as Joe (1978), a man in head-to-toe rubber—that are just silly; the image is all outfit with nowhere to go.”

			
			The pretentiousness of museums did not escape her notice, as when the director of exhibitions at MoMA approached John Szarkowski, the man who eventually became her mentor, with the oblique “It has occurred to us that you might like to talk with us about our future and possibly yours”—an invitation “so courteous and so vague and so pregnant with the belief that the museum was the center of the universe, it really is a hoot.” And she was a sharp critic when controversy was involved. On the Corcoran Gallery’s cancellation of the Mapplethorpe show she writes, “Often, though, it is the people in charge of these museums who have the closed minds; and the audience, as Mapplethorpe’s crowds prove, is fully capable of dealing with the controversial material.”

			Ingrid understood and appreciated fame and its pitfalls and pleasures. She lovingly described Catherine Opie photographing Elizabeth Taylor’s house, and using the decor in the elegant Parisian apartment of the mysterious Mr. H., she creates a portrait as she is hypnotized by listening to him talk about decorating as “ghost chasing,” and then she segues into how fantasies of dream places are created and how association works. Part of the pleasure of reading Ingrid’s writing is the way she relates ideas and art forms. She compares Mr. H. to Pip in Great Expectations. After Pip’s first sight of Miss Havisham’s he was never the same. She quotes Dickens, “Pause you who read this, and think for a moment of the long chain of iron or gold, of thorns or flowers, that would never have bound you, but for the formation of the first link on one memorable day.”

			For me, reading her words is also hearing her voice, hearing her laugh, feeling the pleasure of sharing secrets and in-jokes. She often addresses her readers. In an aside after telling an anecdote about Jean Pigozzi’s father cleaning himself all over with alcohol, even his penis, she leans in and says, “And you thought you were going to read about just another rich guy.”

			
			She got to know her subjects and sometimes wrote about that process using art or photography terms. Quoting the war photographer Robert Capa, “If your pictures aren’t good enough, you’re not close enough.” She herself was always zooming in on facts, getting closer to her subjects. Of Lee Friedlander’s nudes she wrote, “With the nudes you can almost feel the seconds passing. You can just about see these bodies breathing.”

			When she was working on a piece she was tenacious about getting the backstories. She had a great interest and compassion for people in trouble and knew how to put it into words, such as when she wrote about the English historian who tracked down the photographer Bob Richardson—one of the missing-in-action drug casualties—to an SRO hotel in California. Or for a Jeff Koons piece, she followed the trail of Koons’s missing wife Cicciolina to South America, where she was doing her porn shows.

			Ingrid was always part of the scene and often got to watch artists working. She ran into Lee Friedlander taking photos on the street. She went to watch Karl Lagerfeld photograph. She knew so many people and introduced them without name-dropping, using them instead to make a bigger picture or cut to the heart. She quoted Elizabeth Taylor, who wrote in her biography, “I believe that people are like rocks, formed by the weather. We’re formed by experience, by heartache, by grief, by mistakes, by guilt, by shame. I’m glad that in my life I have never cut short my emotions. The most awful thing of all is to be numb.”

			Talking with Ingrid was always exhilarating for me. She would remember the last conversation we had—what we were celebrating or worried about or making fun of. Our friendship was one long animated conversation punctuated by the work and travel we both did. But she always knew how to make people feel like her best friend and she talked wholeheartedly as if nothing else mattered.

			
			My only regret in our friendship is that I didn’t see more of her. She was often lost in her work, “closing a story,” “holed up in the city writing,” but was always ready to help. “Give a bell if there is anything, and I mean anything, I can help with,” she wrote. Her selflessness and her determination were integral to most of her friendships, and she was always generous and specific in sharing all sorts of advice and information, making sure to note things like “Oh and here’s her cell phone, and don’t forget she’s off on Tuesdays.” Her enthusiasm morphed seamlessly into hard work. Once she decided to put one of my songs, “Let x = x,” into Artforum as a flexidisc. When she decided to do something she got it done and then just went on.

			Ingrid and my husband, Lou Reed, shared a birthday, March 2, and I think they felt that this bond, this twin number, magically linked them. The other things that linked them were their antennae and their absolute trust in their intuition. Ingrid had the greatest antennae for the real story, for the spin. Both of them deeply trusted and expressed their emotions.

			Through the eighties until her death in 2015, we were often meeting by chance at art openings, shows, concerts, and events. She also invited us to operas, plays, and to join the group of her artist friends on the east end of Long Island. On special occasions she and her partner, Sandy, often sent presents from Paris or Bilbao. For Lou’s seventieth birthday, seventy small and delicate vases, each with a flower, arrived precisely on March 2.

			In my house now I keep Ingrid’s picture in my hallway next to one of Lou. I see her when I come in and go out. She inspires me every day with her radicalism, her truthfulness, her work ethic, and her love of life. I know you will love her ideas and her writing as much as I do.

			—Laurie Anderson, February 2018

		

	
		
		
			
			Let’s Pretend

			How many artists have passed through the world without being noticed? How many got a flash of attention, and that was it? Over and over, we hear about the same artists, but what about all the others—the unknown, uncelebrated ones, who far outnumber those whose work has stayed visible and valued? Among the uncelebrated ones, how many never had a chance, just because luck wasn’t with them—because they weren’t in the right place at the right moment, or they weren’t the “right” sex or the “right” race? You don’t have to be hyperconscious of cultural biases to realize that art history can involve more than judgments about the good, the bad, and the ugly.

			The notion that art speaks for itself is appealing but unrealistic. To get into circulation and to achieve some kind of status, art needs believers, defenders, interpreters, dealers, collectors, and museums. If an artist lacks such support, he or she has one basic hope: that some time in the future the work will be recognized and honored. For that to happen, though, it has to survive. There is no guaranteed system of protection for art. Anything can affect its fate. Age, say, can destroy it. It can be in a city that is bombed, it can be in a house that is burned. The vicissitudes of taste can come into play, and art that was once treasured can be abandoned. It can be deaccessioned by a museum, or it can be put into storage and become as good as lost. But disappearing for a while can also serve art well; being ignored can be a form of accidental preservation until its time has come. That is what happened to the photography of Clementina, Lady Hawarden.

			Hawarden’s entire body of work was made in eight years, from 1857 to 1865, when she died, at the age of forty-two. Soon after her death, except for a few photographs that she herself had sold or given to friends and that eventually ended up in private and public collections, her work was out of public sight. Her photography turned into a secret because almost all of it was passed down within her family. But even after Hawarden’s granddaughter Lady Clementina Tottenham gave the family pictures to London’s Victoria and Albert Museum, in 1939, the work remained in obscurity. This gift was a windfall, but by then no one remembered Hawarden, and there was no demand for what she had accomplished. Back in the 1860s, for a season or two, her prints had been singled out when they appeared in group exhibitions, winning her compliments and silver medals, but in 1939 she had been dead for almost seventy-five years, and her reputation had been buried with her. The photographs were stashed away.
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					Clementina, Lady Hawarden, Clementina & Isabella Grace Maude, ca. 1863–1864

				
			
			
			People compare museums to shrines, and that comparison seems appropriate for the rooms one usually gets to see. Behind the scenes, though, many museums are more like a crowded attic; there’s usually an accretion of stuff, some of it valuable, some of it junk. These unfeatured objects have an especially touching aura. It’s as if they were waiting in the wings, ready understudies. Will they get a chance to appear? Sometimes the big break happens, as with Hawarden. Fifty years after her photographs got to the V & A, a group of them was selected for an exhibition there—the first all-Hawarden show ever. Now, that’s what one calls waiting for recognition.

			Being sequestered as private property and then landing in museum storage are only two of the reasons that Hawarden’s photography was almost lost to history. Another factor was a lack of interest in her kind of work, which must be why the museum shelved her photographs in the first place. Mostly, Hawarden took photographs of her daughters in fancy dress. Perhaps if she’d used famous people as her models the interest in her work would have been greater, but she didn’t; hers are family photographs, a genre that has historically been thought unworthy of serious attention. Nevertheless, they’re wonderful. And they were born of one of the few things in life in which women have traditionally been granted more opportunity for self-expression than men—dressing up.

			
			When Mark Haworth-Booth, curator of photography at the V & A, assigned a graduate student, Virginia Dodier, to go through the museum’s Hawarden material, she had an art historian’s dream job. Almost nothing was known about the eight hundred or so Hawarden pictures, or the woman who took them. It was Dodier’s detective work that eventually led to a catalogue raisonné and to Lady Hawarden’s first exhibition, which then traveled in smaller versions to the Musée d’Orsay, in Paris; the Museum of Modern Art, in New York; and, finally, the J. Paul Getty Museum, in Malibu. It’s unlikely that the pictures will soon be let out on the road again: The darkness that enveloped them all those years turns out to have been healthy in terms of their physical protection. Like most photographs made in the early days, they don’t like light.

			At first, Hawarden’s photographs are shocks, and for a number of reasons. Not only do they seem otherworldly in their beauty, but they are peopled almost exclusively by women. (You can find men in her work, but their roles are minor—they function merely as tokens of the life that surrounded these flights of fancy.) One is not used to such subliminally charged pictures, and certainly not ones that cross back and forth between purity and sensuality as these do. Nor does one usually see at exhibitions photographs whose corners and edges have been dramatically torn, giving them idiosyncratic shapes. (This occurred when they were ripped out of the family albums in which they once sat—apparently before they got to the Victoria and Albert.) The baroque shapes add to the works’ mystery, by reinforcing their similarity to pieces of a puzzle. With their cuttlefish hues, their feeling of age, and their deformed state, many of the photographs appear so fragile that they seem to float, and their content enhances their sense of weightlessness. There’s something dreamily luxurious about them. And, like dreams, they’re imbued with a mysterious sexuality.

			Hawarden’s body of work simply couldn’t have happened if everyone hadn’t put in long hours. Since her daughters were her models, one wonders what she would do today. Would the girls sit endlessly for her, as they did then? Would they be willing to put on all that cumbersome fancy dress? Or would they be out and about in London—at university, at jobs, watching Twin Peaks? If the girls should prove too busy for her, there is someone in New York she could call on who would understand her: Cindy Sherman.

			

			—

			
			No exhibition has yet been mounted at which we could view photographs by Lady Hawarden and Cindy Sherman side by side, but both of them have several images reproduced in a recent book by Constance Sullivan, Women Photographers, published by Abrams. Sherman provides the final image, one of the ugliest photographs ever made. Bugs crawl through a tacky, knotted-up pinky-blond wig that all but covers Sherman’s face—strangles it, really. One eye is visible. You could say that that eye is patriotic—it’s red, white, and blue. (The eyeball is blue, and it would take a six-pack of Visine to clear up the surrounding redness.) Sherman’s nutty self-portrait is at the opposite pole from Hawarden’s work when it comes to aesthetics; Sherman has indulged herself in an orgy of aggression against beauty and self-control, while Hawarden’s portraits eagerly accommodate Victorian society’s expectations of how women should look. Hawarden’s and Sherman’s portraits in Women Photographers beg for comparison: They’re like images you find in “before” and “after” narratives—in this case, the narrative of women before and after they publicly took the matter of their lives into their own hands. However, the fact that Hawarden and Sherman appear to be opposites is not what makes them an interesting couple. Cindy Sherman and Clementina, Lady Hawarden—two women whose names sound as different as a ringing telephone and a church chime, and whose pictures have equally contrasting contexts—are soul sisters separated by more than a century. There’s a tie between their photographs that connects them as surely as an umbilical cord.

			With these two, what you’re looking at is home entertainment that doesn’t require stereos, TVs, or prepackaged games. Both artists are involved in building fantasies, and that does require other players, though, or at least the illusion of other players. Hawarden found her stars in her own house; her daughters were not only her leading ladies but occasionally her Romeos, too. There’s no family nucleus in Sherman’s imagery. The stamp of a Sherman, so far, has been that she is her own model—her own woman, man, et cetera. (You can’t always count on finding Sherman in her photographs nowadays, but her absences are a relatively new development in a fourteen-year career.) The references and the vocabularies of Hawarden and Sherman are clearly products of different eras. For instance, painting, literature, and a sense of faraway places inform Hawarden’s work; the movies and magazines are what inspired Sherman’s first tableaux, and later, when she moved on to spoof painting, her photographic twists on art history were decidedly contemporary. But, again, these differences are less interesting than what the two women have in common.

			
			Hundreds and hundreds of photographs prove how central to their art dressing up and pretending have been. Just an atmospheric setting, an assortment of outfits, and a camera: That’s all these two artists need. Of course, there’s something else they bring—imagination. Hawarden and Sherman are examples of giving in to fantasy wholeheartedly. And not only for the sake of art. It’s public knowledge that Sherman started dressing herself up as someone else before she began doing it for her pictures—that she continued this typical childhood game into adulthood. In an interview that appeared last year in W she explained, “I guess whenever I would get moody or depressed, I would spend a couple of hours turning myself into somebody else with makeup or clothes….It was a cathartic thing that I needed to do. In Buffalo”—she went to college there—“when I would go and watch TV with people, I’d be dressed up like Lucille Ball. Or there’d be an opening, and I’d go as a pregnant woman or something.”

			People who have seen Sherman’s wild pictures seem to be surprised when they meet her for the first time. “But she’s the girl-next-door type,” they say. Well, who but someone who’s been there could conjure up what Sherman does with such authority? In the W interview she provides another memory—one that qualifies as a collective refrain, it’s so widely shared: “I could remember putting on a girdle, putting myself through torture at 13, when I certainly didn’t need a girdle, because I thought, ‘This is what beauty is.’…I can remember waking up before going to school and spending 45 minutes putting on makeup because you never know who might be at the door—Mr. Right might be there—remember him?”

			
			Over the years, Sherman’s technique has grown highly sophisticated, but there’s something especially compelling about her earlier, rougher work. You can see a mass of it in Untitled Film Stills, which Rizzoli published last October. The book reproduces forty of more than eighty eight-by-ten-inch photographs that Sherman made between 1977 and 1980. The photographs have the look of movie publicity stills, hence their title. Talk about striking oil quickly! At this experimental stage of her career, Sherman found her voice as an artist, precisely because she didn’t try anything fancy; she simply started recording what she was already up to—getting dressed up as somebody else—and that’s why this work is so authentic and convincing. Much of what has followed is technically cleverer and visually richer, but these earlier images have something particularly magnetic about them. The pictures are so spontaneous that it’s almost as if she were fooling around with a friend, not making art with a capital A. Her approach to the medium is still amateur, which gives these pictures the sense of freedom that can occur when people do things they think nobody’s paying any attention to.

			When Sherman made “Untitled Film Stills,” she had no money to speak of. During part of that time, she supported herself by working as a receptionist at Artists Space, one of many “alternative spaces” created in the seventies by groups of artists who felt that museums and commercial galleries weren’t responsive enough to what was happening in contemporary art. Sherman didn’t always show up for work looking as one might expect her to. Not that a receptionist has a particular outfit, but unless you’re in a doctor’s or a dentist’s office you usually don’t find the person at the front desk in a nurse’s uniform—clothing that Sherman once wore to the job, we are informed in Arthur Danto’s introduction to the Rizzoli book. Danto correctly links Sherman’s cameos to the performance art that was burgeoning then, but the odds are that she would have got herself up in nurse drag all on her own.

			
			Sherman’s stills are generic more than specific; mostly, they recall images of women that one might find in movies or magazines of the fifties and sixties. Since the stills were made before the fashions of those years came back into vogue, her out-of-date wardrobe was cheap. She could find plenty of outfits and props in thrift shops and flea markets, and her ingenuity is a lesson in making something on a small budget. Again and again, her imagination saved the day. Beyond her visual resolutions, there’s her talent as a chameleon. Whether or not Sherman’s skills at role-playing would translate onto the stage or the screen I don’t know, but in her own photography she’s a real Sarah Bernhardt. She plays sex kitten, ingénue, anxious lover, fallen woman, gal about town, victim, vixen, virgin, lonely girl, rich girl, the girl everyone wants—all right in key. Her settings and costumes have a genuine B-movie touch.

			The shot that always gets to me is one that might have fallen out of Bus Stop. In it, Sherman stands on a country road, her back to the viewer. She has put on a ponytailed platinum wig, a loose white shirt, a checked skirt, white ankle socks, and “girls’ sneakers.” A suitcase is on the ground next to her. She’s looking up the road, as if waiting for a bus or a car to round the bend. Years ago, interviewing Sherman, I asked her about that photograph. She said that her father had taken it. It had happened when she and her parents were motoring through Arizona, and Sherman, who was sitting in the backseat, noticed that the view they were about to drive into promised a photo opportunity. The family was used to her routine. The car stopped. The trunk was opened. She put on her costume, set up the shot with her suitcase, and then ran into the scene. Her well-trained father snapped the picture. This story tells a lot about Sherman’s approach to photography. She isn’t bothered that it’s a medium anyone can handle. She takes advantage of its mechanical properties: Sometimes she’s had someone else press the button. She’s just the type to have appreciated those roadside billboards that used to alert drivers, PICTURE AHEAD! KODAK AS YOU GO.

			
			It’s more than a decade since Sherman finished the “Untitled Film Stills” series. With time, the images have settled into place as classics, the foundation for all that came after, and, like anything repeated too often, they could have turned into a rut. But Sherman moved on to make all sorts of different images of herself, among them pictures that suggest brutality, and funny images, too, that are full of grotesquerie, foulness, and campiness. Then her over-the-top expressions of hideousness gave way to witty, technically impressive photographic parodies of Renaissance paintings, in which, as usual, she used herself as the model, whether male or female, gross or thin, gorgeous or unappealing. These large-scale pictures are a kind of climax to what she began with the film stills, and from the moment they were shown they were smash hits. Who doesn’t want a Renaissance masterpiece in his or her apartment—an au courant one at that, since Sherman’s gender-bending in these works seems to call for the joke that they’re really Ms. Pieces?

			Right from the start, Sherman has been held up as a paradigm of feminist photography, and as a “postmodern” example of artists who appropriate images already in the world and redo them in a way that somehow throws the spotlight on their metameaning in our culture. She has come to embody all this, but I don’t believe it’s how she began—there’s been so much more to her constructions than image deconstruction. At the time she started out, wearing lipstick, heels, and short skirts didn’t exactly earn you merit points in the women’s liberation movement. As Sherman herself says, she was self-conscious about how “silly” dressing up was. When you ask her about her work, she’s noticeably untheoretical and tentative. Listening to her, you’d think it all came about by accident, but looking at the work itself you can clearly see that it was motivated by pleasure and desire.

			

			—

			
			Given Sherman’s apparent freedom to move in and out of different situations, even different eras, the consistency of time and place that one sees in Lady Hawarden’s photographs of her daughters is an obvious point of contrast. The architectural details and the decorative elements in the photographs leave no doubt that the female Hawardens are almost always shown in the same few rooms, and it is the repetition of these environments that gives Hawarden’s images their cloistered atmosphere. But that doesn’t mean that these girls didn’t go anywhere. You don’t have to leave a place physically to take journeys of the imagination, and that they certainly did, along with their mother and what must have seemed a magical vehicle: her camera. The camera in the late 1850s was a fashionable recent invention, an exciting addition to a moneyed household. As we can see in Hawarden’s work, the camera could transport the already beloved parlor games of the time into a new dimension. The daughters seem so taken up with posing for it that their interest in collaboration must have gone beyond indulging Mama.

			Many questions about Lady Hawarden remain unanswered, and since nothing has yet been found that documents what she intended by her pictures it’s up to us to make of them what we can. Usually, art historical information restricts one’s interpretations like a leash, and it is easy to forget that such information is often the product of assumptions. With Lady Hawarden, the mystery is out in the open, and one can dive in freely and respond subjectively, stimulated by the minimal yet evocative facts.

			She was a Scot who ended up in London, but her mother, Catalina Paulina Alessandro, was Spanish. The Mediterranean background doesn’t come through in Hawarden’s maiden name, Clementina Elphinstone Fleeming; it’s as Scottish as high tea. Still, you can detect traces of the grandmother’s heritage in Hawarden’s daughters, and it may have influenced Clementina’s un-Victorian sense of elegance. In other ways, she fitted the norm. As was customary for women then, she spent her entire adult life having children. There were ten in all, over a span of eighteen years; the first child was born the year after she got married, the last the year before she died, of pneumonia. Eight lived—seven girls and one boy. Clementina came from money and she married money—Cornwallis Maude, who eventually succeeded to the title Viscount Hawarden. The family’s wealth is evident in her pictures: The costumes, the homes, and the bearing of the girls themselves suggest that one is looking at people of some social status.
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					Cindy Sherman, Untitled Film Still #48, 1979

				
			
			
			From the Getty show (which included forty-two prints) it appears that three of Hawarden’s daughters—the older girls—were her principal models. There’s something intensely rarefied about her presentation of the girls; they’re like hothouse prizes. You can’t stop being aware of their appearance, or of what they’re doing physically. One of Virginia Dodier’s captions told us that Clementina, the second daughter, was her mother’s favorite subject, but Isabella Grace, the eldest, and Florence Elizabeth, the third, had major roles in this exhibition, too. At the Getty, I regretted the absence of a picture of the much younger Elphinstone Agnes (called Eppy) that had been included in MoMA’s show. That photograph is a charmer. Little, and a bit chubby, Eppy has a naughty look. Standing in her bare feet, in her summer dress, she’s got to be a kick.

			Hawarden’s photographs, and her daughters, caught the eye of a fellow amateur photographer, Charles Dodgson, and it’s not a surprise. Dodgson expressed his admiration in his diary, and he also bought five Hawarden prints. What with his reputation for being—shall we say—focused on young girls, and not just the one he sent down the rabbit hole, one could ascribe his pleasure in the portraits to his own very particular tastes. But many other people take Hawarden’s work to be suggestive, especially when they first come upon it without the knowledge that all the girls are her daughters.

			
			This is understandable. Sensuality oozes from many of these pictures. Hawarden liked to pair her daughters, either by posing them together in tableaux or by using mirrors, which gave her an intimate double image, and some of these scenes are ripe for being taken as erotically charged love scenes. They may well be; it was the Victorian age, after all—a puritanical time that produced a lot of titillating imagery, and on the whole the girls themselves were at an age where everything’s primed for falling in love. But ultimately Hawarden’s pictures are about moods and thoughts; and who knows who, or what, was actually going through the minds of the girls? Many of the photographs thrive on a sense of ambiguity; drive them too hard to conclusions or interpretations and they lose their lovely state of suspension. Hawarden didn’t title her pictures, perhaps because she and the family knew what each one was about, or perhaps because she intended the mystery—the pictures were taken while the family was playing games of make-believe. At any rate, when she displayed her photographs at public events—such as one Dodgson referred to in his diary as a “bazaar for the benefit of Female Artists”—she listed them as “Studies from Life” and “Photographic Studies.” This was a typical way of establishing that the photographs were to be considered as art.

			The Getty title for the Hawarden exhibition was “Domestic Idylls,” and that suits the content of Hawarden’s imagery. You can visualize how it all came about. Together much of the day, the mother and the daughters found a never-ending source of amusement—each other. And they had material that would never run dry: their lives, their favorite stories, beloved characters, exquisite dresses to put on and dream in—costumes that could transport them to other times, other cultures, other narratives. For example, at the Getty one could see Clementina acting a biblical part, or one could find her as a male figure, in breeches, down on the proverbial knee, at her sister Isabella’s side. There were instances of the Hawardens’ use of Oriental costumes and peasant dress, and obvious nods to the fad of the day, Pre-Raphaelite painting. And there were homages to that heroine of heroines for the Scots, their Queen Mary. But ultimately these more illustrational pictures aren’t as mesmerizing as Hawarden’s simplest photographs—her shots of the girls at dressing tables or looking out of windows.

			
			It’s lucky that Hawarden’s themes lent themselves to all that head drooping and holding on to drapery, walls, mirrors, and windows—between the dressing and the posing, the girls must have been exhausted. And Mother had to do far more than “press the button.” It’s evident from her angles (and, one supposes, her choreography of the girls) what a grand compensator Hawarden was in terms of solving the difficulties of her medium—for example, the strain on a human being who had to hold still for as long as the camera required. And it’s clear from her solutions concerning light—most obviously in the pictures that involve mirrors and windows—what a grasp she had of the problems that characterized photography then. The mirrors and windows had more than one function: They were technical as well as narrative devices. This is decades before flash; natural light was obligatory.

			Hawarden’s most original decisions may be harder to discern than her technical control, because they’re about what she didn’t do. She didn’t jam her images with all the material stuff that was such a feature of Victorian decoration and fills typical photographs of the era. Maybe it was the Scot in her that kept things so sparse; maybe her appreciation of empty space came from the Mediterranean influence of her mother, or from a trip she made to Rome. (That she made such a trip is one of the few things we know about her besides her marriage, children, and death.) In any case, this aesthetic led her to place her models in near-empty settings, thereby filling the pictures with atmosphere, emotion, and the excitement of stories instead of with possessions. There’s something very modern about it all. Hawarden was a Victorian Minimalist. Often her pictures are set against simple backdrops—a piece of fabric, say, or a wall (sometimes wallpapered with stars)—and they include only the odd chair, table, dressing table, mirror. Other photographers of her time didn’t go in this less-is-more direction, and their photographs are much less poetic than Hawarden’s. Her use of curtains alone is enough to put you in a romantic mood.

			
			She was also a marvelous balancer, capturing with breathtaking grace the sweep of pattern, the folds and fall of cloth, the shimmers and shafts of light, the meetings of planes and of gestures and of eyes. There isn’t a lick of pretentiousness in her compositions. You can sense the delight she took in her work from a photograph that is all about the challenge of balance and the joy of the leap. It’s a shot of a stylishly clipped poodle balancing with forepaws on one chair back and hind paws on another—an acrobatic stunt that must have taken great timing on the part of all involved, and probably much practice. When the picture worked, it must surely have had everyone clapping.

			Who knows what involvement Lord Hawarden had in his wife’s work? According to the biography that accompanied the show at the Getty, they had been married for twelve years when she took her first pictures—in 1857, at Dundrum, the family estate in County Tipperary, Ireland, which he had inherited the year before. How she got her first camera is unknown. According to various articles by Dodier, Hawarden began with a stereoscopic camera, which was all the vogue then. It was a machine particularly conducive to taking landscape views, to capturing the breadth and bounty of nature—all of which the Hawardens had in abundance at Dundrum. “Domestic Idylls” did not include examples of Hawarden’s stereoscopic pictures, but there were a couple of albumen prints in which Lord Hawarden is seen, together with one or more of his daughters.

			So her husband definitely joined in on occasion—a fact that’s also apparent in the only book on Hawarden. (This book, titled Clementina, Lady Hawarden, was published by Academy Editions/St. Martin’s Press in 1974, and it remained as much of a specialized secret as its subject. With good reason: It is a reminder of how bad printing can be. The reproductions are like coffee when it’s mud at the bottom of your cup. The curlicue edges of the prints have been cropped, and the cropping kills the poetry of what happened to them. A short, unsigned introduction feels as if it had too many words in it, although, reading it, I felt starved for information.) However, when the basic cast of players gets diluted, when the father or servants or friends appear, the pictures lose that sense of locked-away, carried-away concentration that makes Lady Hawarden’s photography so special. Her most unforgettable images are like views you might spy through a keyhole.

			
			Although these photographs rank, in their way, with the great, rich painted depictions of interiors of rooms, it is their power to induce understanding of another kind of interior that makes you fall under the spell of their magic: the interior lives of the girls. These cocoonlike photographs, formed of light and of silks and laces and other fabrics from a dressing-up box, and starring women grown-up enough to look like women but not yet old enough to leave home, have at their core the promise of a narrative that sucks you in the way certain novels do that are dedicated to the souls of their characters. Your imagination can have a field day with the narrative’s construction and its unraveling, for, while the Hawardens must have had their own goals for each of the pictures, 130 years after they were taken the images have the subjective possibilities of Rorschach blots. Yet they’re also grounded by place, period, and relationships; these are not strangers but sisters, whose photographer wasn’t just any photographer but their mother.

			Hawarden didn’t merely take a few mementos, so that one day the grandchildren and the great-grandchildren might have a sense of their ancestors. She took eight hundred photographs in less than eight years, which, given what each of them took to create, goes well beyond casual documentation. These were not albums filled with birthdays, holidays, graduations, balls, and weddings but objects that were meant to display the art of photography. We know of Lady Hawarden’s art ambitions because she entered her pictures in exhibitions. Just the names of her acquaintances, mentioned in Dodier’s pamphlet, which accompanied the exhibition, place her smack in the middle of the art world of her day. There was her friend Sir Francis Seymour Haden, an eminent surgeon and a successful etcher; there was Sir Henry Cole, the director of the South Kensington Museum, which eventually became the Victoria and Albert; and there was Oscar Gustav Rejlander, who was as influential then as a photographer could become. But all this traveling in the right circles didn’t mean that there were no barriers for Lady Hawarden and her work; it’s no accident that until recently she didn’t turn up in the art history books. There is the fact that she was expressing herself with photography, a medium that had just begun its struggle to be respected as an art form. And, of course, that is not the only bias that Hawarden experienced.

			
			Would a eulogy to a man comment, as Rejlander did of Lady Hawarden, that the photography community had lost “a member as useful as a clasp and bright as a diamond”? We know the answer, just as we know that Lady Hawarden and her daughters—no matter what privileges they enjoyed as the rich and beautiful people of their time—were born into lives with set patterns to which there was really only one acceptable answer: “I do.” That is what makes these photographs so familiar and so moving. If these aren’t women’s photographs, what are? They were taken before the daughters’ marriages, while their future was still outside that window, and when their sense of pleasure in each other drew them together and held them in the room for hours. There they put on costumes, enacted roles, and probably laughed like crazy, teased each other, and bucked when they had to freeze for an uncomfortable amount of time. From certain expressions on their faces one gets the feeling that they did their fair share of “Come on, Mom, I can’t hold this pose forever!”

			One can only imagine how precious Hawarden’s photographs became to her family after she died: pictures to trigger the grief at what was now gone; reminders of the pleasure that once was. Each person in the Hawarden clan must have had an individual response to these idyllic views. To the child who was only a year old when Hawarden died, they surely meant something different from what they meant to the older girls, who were there in that room, and who became part of her art. When the photographs left the family and went to a museum, they lost their precise history, but they took on a new openendedness, which fits right in with their capacity for suggesting stories.

			
			Unfortunately, it’s clear why they had to wait so long before being taken seriously enough to be put on exhibition. Everything about them projects that gender, “feminine,” and that place, “home.” There has been plenty of room in art history for works that depict interiors, and they often include families and pets, but it’s rare to see such works in a museum if the perspective is that of the wife, mother, and overseer of the household. And the official history of photography is even more empty of domestic pictures by women than the history of painting is. Until recently, in most of the history books there was only Julia Margaret Cameron—like Mary Cassatt, an accomplished artist who became a token.

			

			—

			While Lady Hawarden’s work stands out through its beauty and originality, too much should not be made of the notion that she was working with a camera so soon after photography was invented. By her day, photography had become a fad—the carte de visite business was booming. And the camera was not just a professional tool but a device that was being seized upon by amateurs, many of them wealthy. For women of a certain class, photography was a genteel hobby just as it was for men. You can see how many women were using cameras by the end of the century in a recent book called The Story of Kodak, which is chock-full of information.

			The Story of Kodak has a long, at times fascinating, text by Douglas Collins, and many wonderful pictures. This book, published by Abrams, doesn’t feel nearly as heavily curated as art historical photography books. It’s not a connoisseur’s book; although it does include famous images and famous names, many of the pictures have a homey quality to them. This domestic tone is in keeping with the company’s oldest pitch for Kodak cameras: Anybody can use them. And how was the point made that using a Kodak was as easy as pie? In part, with that old stereotype of unmechanical beings—women.

			
			As is obvious from the early ads for Kodak reproduced in the book, the company’s founder, George Eastman, knew how to use a woman to sell his product. Eventually, his brilliant marketing strategy of “the Kodak Girl” led to campaigns that make today’s lifestyle packages look restrained. There was a “Vanity Kodak ensemble,” for example, which included a color-coordinated camera, lipstick holder, compact, mirror, and change purse. Earlier ads weren’t so tightly plugged in to the accessories market, but they, too, were fashion-conscious. The book includes a reproduction of an ad from 1889 that shows a woman dressed to the nines. Her camera case is as chic as a Chanel bag. The caption explains:

			
				The fashionable woman of the late nineteenth century, this 1889 advertising photo suggests, could carry a Kodak camera without the least bit of bother or embarrassment. With its leather carrying case strung over the shoulder, the Kodak camera was stylish, portable, and conveniently available whenever the occasion called for a picture.

			

			From the perspective of today, these ads, and also a number of the book’s snapshots and other illustrations, take on a peculiar twist. They could be reissued as feminist memorabilia. Just the fact that each of them depicts a different woman photographer places this book in a separate category from art historical surveys of nineteenth-century photography; from most of these surveys you’d infer that a woman photographer in those days was as rare as the Hope Diamond.

			

			—

			Although women and photography is only a side topic of The Story of Kodak, it emerges on a number of levels. We’re shown a pinup photo of Marilyn Monroe with an inscription to a Kodak employee that reads, “Dear Daan—Please remember me in your emulsions. love, Marilyn.” And we’re told about another autographed pinup, to a Kodak researcher, on which Monroe thanks him and the company with “All I am I owe to Kodak and you.” Monroe’s off-the-cuff acknowledgments are revealing about photography’s relationship to illusion. If ever there was a subject who illustrated the term photogenic, it was Monroe. She knew how to use the camera as a tool for her self-inventions, but she got swallowed by an even bigger machine—Hollywood—and she has come to symbolize the tragedy of a person losing herself to her image. But, more than that, she is the symbol of what it means to be a sex object. For Monroe, clothes and cosmetics were a kind of mold. What she put on for the movies and for photographs always fitted her era’s idea of a sexpot so well that her image became analogous to sex, though not the kind of sex that good girls then were supposed to know about. Monroe became an icon of sizzling, adulterous, uninhibited sex, the good-girl-gone-wrong type, an object of fantasy, not reality. Everything about her image reinforced this pinup idea of eros, from the way her lips were painted to the way her clothes so often revealed her body rather than covered it. If it weren’t for people like Monroe, works such as Sherman’s wouldn’t have the same meaning.

			
			While Sherman can “do” Monroe, she’s the opposite of a Monroe. There’s never any question that when it comes to Sherman’s images, it’s she who’s in charge. She’s the director, the producer, the set designer, and the costume mistress, and the star as well. She casts herself; decides when she should smile, when she should frown; decides whether she’ll look ridiculous or not. In her hands, images aren’t straitjackets but vehicles to show the infinite possibilities of who she could be. For Sherman, clothes and makeup are the fixings with which she cooks up her various personae; they’re the tools she has used to change her identity so convincingly that she has built a career out of the idea of transformation. Her work resonates for her audience because of what it embodies: It’s hip suffragette art, pro-choice imagery. Here is someone who chooses who she’s going to be, someone inventing herself in public. And although there’s a lot of idealism to all this, Sherman’s work isn’t weighed down by a sense of agenda. She’s a parodist at large, having fun with the world of appearances. We’ve seen her spoofing fashion, Hollywood, art history, even Christmas—she took a portrait of herself as Mrs. Claus for The New York Times Magazine.

			
			Sherman’s never impersonated Madonna, though, and no wonder. Madonna herself is always changing so fast it’s hard to get a fix on her, which is part of her appeal, just as it is Sherman’s. But there’s a difference in what each has accomplished with the constant reinventing of her image. Madonna is about power; about being both a brilliant businesswoman and a sex goddess. She’s trying to be Superwoman. Sherman’s on a much humbler path. Her work isn’t about projecting herself as bigger than others; the real Cindy Sherman remains anonymous. In fact, people are so used to seeing Sherman in disguise that when they run into her just as she is they often don’t recognize her. In a way, she’s more in disguise when she’s not dressed up than she is when she’s costumed as somebody else. Not dressed up, she melts into a crowd—just an ordinary woman in her thirties, in stretch pants, an innocuous top, hardly any makeup, simple-to-maintain hair. Hers is that contemporary unfussy look you see on so many women today. Call it invisible style, stylish no style—easy does it, not corsets and curlers.

			Sherman’s work has become so well known that certain photographs made years before she was born look like hers, and not the other way around. Recently, Keith de Lellis, a private photography dealer, told me he had picked up at auction some work from the 1920s that looked just like Cindy Sherman’s pictures. He was right: This
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