
L O N G & 
SHORT
TERM PROJECTS

Content warnings: Nudity, brief discussion of suicide.



William Henry Fox Talbot
1835



William Henry Fox Talbot
1842-43



Glenn 
Randall
2010’s



Ian Ruther
Half Dome
2013



Anna Atkins
1849



Anna Atkins
1843



Westways 
Magazine
1937-1939



Edward Weston
1940



















Robert Frank
“The Americans”
Published 1958



“Robert Frank, Swiss, unobtrusive, nice, with 
that little camera that he raises and snaps 
with one hand he sucked a sad poem right 
out of America onto film, taking rank among 
the tragic poets of the world. 
To Robert Frank I now give this message: 
You got eyes.”

-Jack Kerouac



“Robert picks up two hitch 
hikers and lets them drive 
the car, at night, and people 
look at their two faces 
looking grimly onward into 
the night (‘Visionary Indian 
angels who were visionary 
Indian angels’ says Allen 
Ginsberg) and people say 
‘Ooo how mean they look’ 
but all they want to do is 
arrow on down that road 
and get back to the sack - 
Robert’s here to tell us so.”

-Jack Kerouac



“...the sweet little 
white baby in the 
black nurse’s arms 
both of them 
bemused in 
Heaven, a picture 
that should have 
been blown up 
and hung in the 
street of Little 
Rock showing love 
under the sky and 
in the womb of our 
universe the 
Mother.”



“And the loneliest 
picture ever 
made, the urinals 
that women never 
see, the 
shoeshine going 
on in sad 
eternity.”



Robert Frank
“The Americans”
Published 1958



“Lying on his satin 
pillow in the 
tremendous fame 
of death, Man, 
black, mad 
mourners filing by 
to take a peek at 
Holy Face to see 
what death is like 
and death is like 
life, what else?”
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Todd Hido says that A Road Divided, published in 2010, ‘snuck 
up’ on him. ‘I had been photographing landscapes for a 
couple of years, but had no intention of making anything of 
them … I had no other purpose of making them other than 
responding to the beauty that I saw.’ The result is this book, 
which Hido thinks of as a ‘more mature’ collection of landscapes, 
propelled by the obsessive need to create, and untethered from 
the need to ‘prove’ anything, such as ‘I’m not just that guy who 
photographs houses at night,’ he laughs.
...

Hido says he’s the type of photographer who works on multiple 
projects at once, most often taking photographs to satisfy some 
sort of magnetism toward a specific image rather than to 
‘storyboard’ a future collection. ‘I don’t just work for my 
projects,’ he says, ‘I work because I need to take a picture when I 
see it in front of me.
...

A book or show often comes together much later in his 
process, sometimes years later, as Hido sifts through various 
photographs on his desk or dash and finds the startling 
connections between them. This course of editing and combing 
through his works is one way that Hido ‘constructs maps from 
large bodies of photographs.’

http://www.toddhido.com/divided.html


Todd Hido says that A Road Divided, published in 2010, ‘snuck up’ on him. ‘I had been photographing landscapes for a couple of years, but had no 
intention of making anything of them … I had no other purpose of making them other than responding to the beauty that I saw.’ The result is this book, 
which Hido thinks of as a ‘more mature’ collection of landscapes, propelled by the obsessive need to create, and untethered from the need to ‘prove’ 
anything, such as ‘I’m not just that guy who photographs houses at night,’ he laughs.

A Road Divided expresses that unconventional ‘natural’ beauty, particular to Hido’s work: the open road on a rainy day, seductive in its promise of 
freedom, but reigned in by fences and traffic signs. Order and containment despite a perceived desire for breaking out. Persistent in Hido’s work is the idea 
of coming back (to an emotion, if not a place) despite leaving, but this time with the weight of experience, maybe even a sort of resignation to the cyclical 
nature of the mind.

When he’s on the road for a show or a lecture, Hido can’t stay in his hotel room at night. ‘I want to be out in the world,’ he says, and so he goes out driving 
in the late hours of the night, parks somewhere and, using his dashboard as a desk, works on a new book, or reviews his photographs, turns up the music, 
and immerses himself in the questions of a still night in a small town. Whereas Hido’s photographs may work as a hypothetical look into the lives of others, 
they are necessarily a reflection of the artist, as well.

Hido says he’s the type of photographer who works on multiple projects at once, most often taking photographs to satisfy some sort of magnetism 
toward a specific image rather than to ‘storyboard’ a future collection. ‘I don’t just work for my projects,’ he says, ‘I work because I need to take 
a picture when I see it in front of me.

A book or show often comes together much later in his process, sometimes years later, as Hido sifts through various photographs on his desk or 
dash and finds the startling connections between them. This course of editing and combing through his works is one way that Hido ‘constructs 
maps from large bodies of photographs.’

A Road Divided is a strong example of this process: the book is a collection of magnetic images that form a relationship when they meet each other. 
Individually, these images might point in various directions, but together, they form a narrative and a path forward. ‘Without the book-making process,’ 
says Hido. ‘I wouldn’t know where to start.’

Text by Katya Tylevich

http://www.katyatylevich.com/














https://fraenkelgallery.com/portfolios/category/friedlander-lee
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“While in the lavatory on a domestic flight in 
January 2011, I spontaneously put a tissue 
paper toilet cover seat cover over my head 
and took a picture in the mirror using my 
cellphone. The image evoked 15th-century 
Flemish portraiture.”

Nina Katchadourian
2010-present
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Endia Beal
2013-present



Can I Touch it?
Endia Beal 

Almost every woman has toiled before the mirror, trying desperately to look “professional.” Photographer 
Endia Beal explored this frustration that occurs so often in the corporate sphere, this feeling of otherness 
that asks women, quite simply, to change. For minority women this change is often far more difficult, as the 
ideal corporate appearance remains, in most cases, the white male.
For a photo series entitled “Can I Touch it?” beal approached white women in their forties — some 
colleagues, others strangers — and gave them a hairstyle typically seen on black women. After the 
makeover, the revamped women posed in corporate portraits, suits and all, donning their corn rows, braids 
and finger curls. The resulting images offer a striking juxtaposition of the women’s demure button-ups and 
pearls and their intricate, seemingly out-of-place coifs. 
Yet the most compelling aspect of the photos is not necessarily the physical discrepancy between a white 
woman and her black hair, but all of the complex histories, assumptions, silences and transformations that 
make such a discrepancy so apparent to the viewer. 

PIGMENT PRINTS, 20″ X 30″

https://www.facebook.com/endiabealphotography
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Am I What You’re Looking For?

Endia Beal 
2016

“Am I What You’re Looking For?” focuses on young 
women of color who are transitioning from the 
academic world to the corporate setting, capturing 
their struggles and uncertainties on how to best 
present themselves in the professional workspace. As 
the young women pose in front of an office backdrop 
in the home, they recall conversations during 
interviews. The women explained how employers 
would tell that their natural hair was unprofessional or 
their name was too difficult to pronounce, suggesting 
they alter themselves for the job. This project provides 
an in-depth investigation into the experiences and 
fears of being a woman of color in corporate America. 



Endia Beal
2016
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Hiroshi Sugimoto
Napoleon Bonaparte
1999



Hiroshi Sugimoto
Anne of Cleves
1999



Hiroshi Sugimoto
1976



Hiroshi Sugimoto
1994



I set out to trace the beginnings of our age via 
architecture. Pushing out my old large-format 
camera’s focal length to twice-infinity―with no stops 
on the bellows rail, the view through the lens was an 
utter blur―I discovered that superlative architecture 
survives the onslaught of blurred photography. Thus I 
began erosion-testing architecture for durability, 
completely melting away many of the buildings in the 
process.

Hiroshi Sugimoto
World Trade Center
1997



Hiroshi Sugimoto
Church of the Light
1997



Hiroshi Sugimoto
Eiffel Tower
1998



“I decided to collect Fox Talbot’s earliest negatives, 
from a time in photographic history very likely before 
positive images existed, and print the photographs 
that not even he saw. Most early Fox Talbot 
negatives languish in dark museum collection vaults, 
hidden from public view. Negatives predating any 
reliable method of fixing the image are always in 
danger of changing if exposed to the slightest light. I, 
however, had to take that risk to return to the very 
origins of photography and see those first positive 
images for myself. With fear and trepidation, I set 
about this task like an archaeological explorer 
excavating an ancient dynastic tomb.”

Hiroshi Sugimoto
2008
Roofline of Lacock Abbey, Most 
Likely 1835-1839



Hiroshi Sugimoto
2008
Buckler Fern, March 6, 1839 or 
Earlier



Hiroshi Sugimoto
2009
Woodshed at Lacock Abbey, 1840



Hiroshi Sugimoto
2009
Believed to be Mlle. Amélia Petit, 
Talbot Family Governess, circa 
1840-1841





Edge By Layli Long Soldier

This drive along the road the bend the banks behind the 
wheel I am called Mommy. My name is Mommy on these 
drives the sand and brush the end of winter we pass. You in 
the rearview double buckled back center my love. Your 
mother's mouth has a roof your mother's mouth is a church. 
A hut in a field lone standing. The thatched roof has caught 
spark what flew from walls the spark apart from rock from 
stable meaning. Large car steady at the curve palest light 
driest day a field of rocks we are not poor sealed in 
windows. You hum in the back. I do not know what to say 
how far to go the winter near dead as we drive you do not 
understand word for word the word for you is little. But you 
hear how it feels always. The music plays you swing your 
feet. And I see it I Mommy the edge but do not point do not 
say look as we pass the heads gold and blowing these dry 
grasses eaten in fear by man and horses.

Photographs: Cig Harvey 2018

https://www.nytimes.com/interactive/2018/08/17/us/women-poetry-photos.html?smid=fb-share
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Jean Mounicq

World Press Photo 1961 Photo Contest
Category: Stories
Second prize

A woman is being rescued from the river Seine, Paris, after she tried to drown herself.

Commissioned by
Paris-presse l'intransigeant



Jean Mounicq
1960



Jean Mounicq
1960
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Hunger Solutions
Luca Locatelli
World Press Photo 2018 Photo Contest
Category: Environment Stories
Second prize

The planet must produce more food in the next four decades than all farmers in history have harvested over the past 8,000 
years. Small and densely populated, the Netherlands lacks conventional sources for large-scale agriculture but, mainly 
through innovative agricultural practice, has become the globe’s second largest exporter of food as measured by value. It is 
beaten only by the USA, which has 270 times its landmass.

Since 2000, Dutch farmers have dramatically decreased dependency on water for key crops, as well as substantially cutting 
the use of chemical pesticides and antibiotics. Much of the research behind this takes place at Wageningen University and 
Research (WUR), widely regarded as the world’s top agricultural research institution. WUR is the nodal point of ‘Food 
Valley’, an expansive cluster of agricultural technology start-ups and experimental farms that point to possible solutions to 
the globe’s hunger crisis.



March 9, 2017

A farmhouse, surrounded 
by greenhouses, in 
Westland, the 
Netherlands.



March 3, 2017

Agricultural greenhouses 
in the Westland region of 
the Netherlands, which 
with 80 percent of its 
cultivated land under 
glass is known as the 
country’s ‘greenhouse 
capital’.



March 1, 2017

Butter lettuce grown under 
LED light in a 9-hectare 
warehouse belonging to 
Siberia BV, in Maasbree, the 
Netherlands.



February 20, 2017

Ruud Veloo monitors an 
experimental 
photobioreactor, in which 
light fuels the growth of 
microalgae, which are 
used to produce proteins 
and lipids, the basis of 
many food chains, at 
AlgaePARC, 
Wageningen, the 
Netherlands.



October 17, 2016

Plant scientist Henk 
Kalkman checks 
tomatoes at a facility that 
tests combinations of 
light intensity, spectrum 
and exposures at the 
Delphy Improvement 
Centre in Bleiswijk, the 
Netherlands.



October 5, 2016

Jan and Gijs van den Borne 
learn how to remove rocks 
from a 6,000-tonne 
mountain of potatoes, on 
their family farm near 
Reusel, the Netherlands. 
The family uses drones and 
other technology to assess 
the health of individual 
plants, and the amount of 
water and nutrients needed, 
and yields twice the global 
average of other potato 
growers.



October 14, 2016

A rotary milking machine 
that enables one operator to 
milk up to 150 cows an hour, 
at Wageningen University 
Dairy Campus, near 
Leeuwarden, the 
Netherlands.



February 24, 2017

Students from around the 
world learn how to find 
solutions to critical problems 
that may exist in climate 
conditions in  their home 
countries, in the controlled 
environment of  a 
greenhouse laboratory at 
Wageningen University in 
the Netherlands.



October 2, 2016

A chicken farmer on a facility 
in which technological 
developments are worked 
on in collaboration with 
animal rights groups, in 
Wintelre, the Netherlands.



March 6, 2017

Agricultural greenhouses in 
the Westland region of the 
Netherlands, which with 80 
percent of its cultivated land 
under glass is known as the 
country’s ‘greenhouse 
capital’.



Omo Change
Fausto Podavini

World Press Photo 2018 Photo Contest
Category: Long-Term Projects
Second prize

Ethiopia is in the midst of an economic boom, with growth averaging 10.5 percent a year—double the regional average. One of the 
areas most impacted by this is the Omo Valley, an area of extraordinary biodiversity along the course of the Omo River, which rises in 
the central Shewan highlands and empties into Lake Turkana, on the border with Kenya.

Some 200,000 people of eight different ethnicities live in the Omo Valley, with another 300,000 around Lake Turkana in Kenya. Many 
are reliant on the river for their food security: on fish in the river and lake, and on crops and pastures grown in the fertile soil deposited 
by annual natural floods. Gibe III Dam—at 243 meters the tallest in Africa, and generating some 1,800 MW of hydroelectric power—was 
built with a dual aim: to provide energy for the booming economy and for export, and to deliver an irrigation complex for high-value 
agricultural development. It was also said that the dam would become a tourist attraction, of socio-economic benefit. Both Ethiopian and 
Kenyan governments support the dam and have disputed claims of a negative environmental impact, but critics point to such adverse 
effects as the cessation of natural floods, diminishing biodiversity, falling water levels in Lake Turkana, and the displacement of 
traditional peoples who have lived for centuries in a delicate balance with the environment.

The photographer visited the Omo Valley during the final years of the dam’s construction, with the aim of producing a meditation on how 
important investments can nonetheless put the human-environment balance at risk, and on how the changes brought about by the 
presence of such large amounts of money disrupt existing equilibrium.



July 24, 2011

Indigenous Karo 
children play in the 
sand on the banks of 
the Omo River in 
Ethiopia. The Karo 
people are entirely 
dependent on the river 
for food: both for fish 
and crops grown in 
fertile flood soil. The 
forest seen in the 
background was 
cleared to make way 
for commercial cotton 
plantations.



July 3, 2016

The Gibe III Dam, 
Omo Valley, 
Ethiopia.



July 6, 2016

A man from the 
Mursi ethnic group 
prepares for a 
traditional 
stick-fighting contest 
against a 
neighboring village, 
in the Omo Valley, 
Ethiopia. For the 
past two decades 
the Mursi have been 
singled out for visits 
by tour companies. 
The Mursi surround 
tourist vehicles, are 
photographed, and 
ask for money.



August 2, 2013

A Dassanech 
man drinks from 
the Omo River, 
Omo Valley, 
Ethiopia.



July 7, 2016

A man, who has just 
sold a cow to foreign 
construction workers, 
counts his money at a 
local market. Until a 
few years ago, 
bartering was the 
predominant form of 
commerce at the 
market, or goods were 
sold for just a few Bir, 
but the influx of 
foreigners has led to 
an increase in the use 
of currency.



July 11, 2016

Dassanech children 
look on as a road 
passing just a few 
hundred meters 
from their village is 
asphalted, in the 
Omo Valley, 
Ethiopia. The road 
network in the Omo 
Valley was largely 
financed by Chinese 
investment, as was 
the Gibe III Dam.



November 20, 
2017

A Dassanech 
woman carries 
her child home 
after visiting the 
village of 
Omorare, in the 
Omo Valley, 
Ethiopia. 
Diminishing land 
for grazing in the 
Omo Valley 
creates difficulties 
for the pastoral 
Dassanech.



May 19, 2017

A man draws 
water from a well 
in a dried river 
bed, near Kalokol, 
Kenya, 
downstream of 
the Gibe III Dam 
on the Omo River 
in Ethiopia.



May 12, 2017

A husband and 
wife prepare 
freshly caught fish 
before drying it, 
beside Lake 
Turkana, Kenya.



November 22, 
2017

Nyangatom men 
bathe in the Omo 
River, Ethiopia, 
near a bridge that 
will link their 
territory to that of 
the Karo.



“I have seen very tangible impacts with this method of using the natgeo [instagram] platform and 
my own feed. And I would also say that we reach more people now more than ever on an 
individual level. Look at the reach of mags and tv back in the day.. I'm sure they never reached 
the audience we do now with these platforms we have today.
...

I have chosen to follow stories and issues over time. I find people want to know what happens 
and stick with causes way after the mainstream media has gone away. I do this because mags 
and tv dont have the space, interest or money to be there long term but I personally believe and 
have seen that it does matter and people do care. 
...

And regarding impact. All of what you mentioned [donations, policy change, social behavior 
shift] has happened. I’ve been able to attract an incredible support base who have contributed 
enormously both financially and politically. I also was able to get the musician Dave Matthews to 
support the sanctuary and help me to launch a raffle where over 25k people donated and we 
raised a very large sum of money. 
...

And my work on female circumcision in Guinea Bissau hopefully contributed to it finally being 
banned by the govt. It’s honestly been tremendous to see how powerful social media can be and 
in some ways, as an individual, Im able to do so much more than I ever have in the past only 
having the media platforms to channel the messages through. Hope this helps! have a 
wonderful week!
...

I hope they [Wellesley students] understand that now more than ever a diversity of viewpoints 
are needed..”

-Ami Vitale

https://www.instagram.com/amivitale/

