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			"There is world of difference and in it there is essentially no					remembering"





If people had not been so distant, how would the space between the things be? How would things show their face? There is a house in a picture, and another and another. Each one is different. They each present their front face in only one dimension just to prove they exist  -Henry Wessel's images.   The house which is there is of the picture, looking like the expanded outline of a name holding voices or moods of  people living never the same way, never keeping the same pace. Each facade a barrier, pointing its acute angle to the sky.  The houses became blind because of too much light, as faded in their color as the modest lawn. Personal details like cracks drops little holes in the painted wood or other injuries, that world of difference that each of them incorporates without keeping it in memory, have been rubbed off by Wessel.  They have become an anomaly in their history, these images of modest buildings from which living time has been taken away, until they became abstractions on paper. 





	("I must find out what is moving inside them that makes them them, and I must find out how I by the thing moving excitedly inside me can make a portrait of them") Perhaps each house offers itself to the artist when its look seems to discard all meaning. Their images grow from the ground,  they fill the foreground calling for all the light possible in order to blind us to what they are - worn out simple things.	Is photography any different, having had cliché filling its own soul for more than a century? Always simple things beneath notice on the film, but the prints emerge looking wonderful, amazing. To make a picture an art work is a way to disconnect the full body of something from its surface appearance, that becomes more enticing the farther it is from its real state.  ("this generation does not connect itself with anything, that is what makes this generation what it is and why it is American, and it is very important in connection with portraits of anything") When he renounced depth and perspective Wessel found his gold, and the price he has paid is high. No reflection, no charming fuzzy distance. Large landscapes become geometric drawings, parallel lines are drawn by the waves; living or lifeless bodies, only an involuntary presence ready to pass away, a stout shape that covers the picture in its center. The natural dialogue between background and foreground has been transformed: everything is close to the viewer, light and dark playing a formal dance. 





	Here is the mirror of our lack of meaning, the commercial standard, though already old-fashioned, is still here: a ghost offering ICE in the middle of the desert; two trees shaped like gigantic eggs; a man wearing a suit on the beach and three pedestrian in bathing trunks on the road; a tourist in Waikiki seems to be asking himself: "What the hell am I doing here, vertical as a palm tree?" Is it only an aesthetic decision that has led the artist to remove reflection from his pictures, making his images the mirror of an anonymous opacity, portraits of people who do not care to be met? ("I am certain that what makes American success is American failure") Opacity and writing with light can go together, as well as privacy and real estates, brightness and sleeping souls. Dogs are intense. 





Quotes from Gertrud Stein, Portrait and Repetition					
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