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Director hulie Taymor was initially reluctant to take
on the film about painter Frida Kahlo's storemy fe.

Trida Ring
For Julie Teymor, Project Was
Rocky & Rich With I hw.wfh:'!:'{ y

By Avoxa Wartorsxy

NEW YORK

irector Julie Taymor is trying (o discuss
ber new film on the Mexican painter Frida
Kahlo, but she's having trouble concen-

trating. Several rooms away i » diown
: she shares with her partner, compaoser El
liot Goldenthal, he is noksily preparing dinner.
She winces at what sounds like bowling with
[ crockery. “Most composers are very good cooks,”
she says. “It's really composition.
Thiir dinner guest is o Velosa, the Brazil
BN supersiar whe s soundirack, sings
a song that Taymor wrole with Goldenthal, But Ve
loso isn’t coming for a while—he's spending the
the evening taking in another of Tay-
¥ succesaful slage version
o Doldenthal s doing

Loy b

ar children,
IECS are grap r':'l'lrl."«'l.:l.".l
vorks. When she was 20 she mar-
Dvego Rivera, who was 22 years her
1 extremely fat. Like Kahlo, the great mu-

ipalsive
h

e philanderer. Their
ith counthess

lo slept with
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 Dering a Time of Searedation in e Place Known for Its Tirmoil, —
Henry Clay Anderson’s Lens Captured the Forgotten Joys of the Quotidian
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By WiL Harcoon

5 both boy and man,

Henry Clay Anderson

had nerve. He took to

roamiping around M-

sippi plantations, snap-

ping photos, & itthe boy .

with a cheap camera
around his thin wrists. As 3 man, after
Workd War [T, ke wanied 1o bocome a
seriows photographer. A Negro pholog
rapher. In 1946 in Mississippi. That
s a mighty doeam. But there he was,
climbing up on porches, knocking on
screen doors, taking his “portraits™ be &
cause he didn’t really ke calling them | :
pictures. He got his training on the GI |
Bill al Southern University in Baton
Rouge. He then returned to Mississip-
M, to Greemville, and opened Anderson
Photo Service right there on Edison
Stroet. A lifetime of shutier clicks, a Hfe
timme of nearly unknown work. Then, in
1998, the boy who bex

who became the Mississipg
pher died

portras—"Scparate

3 F
Missdssippi

this: The Mississippd 1
one of crushing poverty and r
devdds dobe in owdish darkness, But b
ror did not come to every Miss
Exmnily, just as not all Missdssipe
lived hand to mouth, Poverty ;
are part of the Missdsaippd leg
gh, bt Henry Clay Anderson

35 O ernlike. in ollser

CTld

i 1o the outside j
s who amvived in Mississippd
e & I rhves Hved their
lives and climbed their internal moun-
Lains, Anderson, a native Mississippian,
kniew this world. His work has litthe, if
anything, 1o do with civil rights, with
the terror and murders that scarred
Missisaipd in those much written of
dhocades—the 808, "50s and 60 There
is 2 sheer and quict kuminosity to this
photographer’s work. These are por-
traits of black folk in their Bving rooms,
winmen attending beauty pageants, gen-
themen dressed to the nines, smiling

sl Ehet
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Glimpses of normalcy and clegance in an antagonistic age: “The Prom Couple,” top, and “A Beauty Pageant”
imagess from tha 19405, '505 and ‘604 in “Separate, but Equal: The Misshisippl m«mmm::nﬁ

See ANDERSON, 67, Col. 1
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and his family whe posed in Anderson’s studio on Edison Street. At left,

mmh-lmmmmummmmm

Lost & Found in Mississippi

ANDERSON, From GI

children in dolHike clothing. Living rooms with old Yie- |
trotss and period farniture; taiHinned cars; balirooms |
S0 we get a portrait of a young couple—looking into
Anderson's faithful lens with a good degree of insos
ance—aon the dance floor at a prom, The young man sina
one-button tux with a white bowtonniere, his date in a

couple out of royal London, nol litthe Greesnville, Misa,
There is a photo of a line of Mississippi bathing beauty
contestants, strolling by a cabana and a gagyfle of school-
age children. Maybe they got their hathing suits from
some madkorder cataloghee way up North, maybe they ar-
or Los Angeles. Whatever deeds were going on in the
minds of others in the state of Mississippi during the of
ternoon of this evenl seems inconsequential. Seems immele:
vant. There is beauty to applnsd in the form of an all-
American home-grown beaty pageant. There are photos
of musicians, of vaudevillians traveling through town, of a

Wiy, another musician, and this would be a young
smiling B.B. King, at a celehration with a birthday cale,
sarrounded by smiles, in someone’s home, the cake dec-
orated with a guitar, Bottles of Cole on the table. Maybe
that very night BB, has been onstage sweating, stram-
ming the guitar he often referred to as Lucille.

Who knows il Anderson’s subjects ever saw his work?

s e s

Or cared 1o see it? Maybe the moment of posing was fine
experience enough—of sitting there and being looked at,
admired. Who knows if the vaudevillians—the Rabbit
Fouok Minstrels—cver saw themschves through his lens af-
ter they loaded up their truck, palled out of town and vas-
ishedd? Bt there they are, lined up togethes, seated, out-
side heir traveling trock, which has a huge advertisement
om the side: “The Greatest Colored Show on Earth,

BB and Lucille would surely be gone by the time An-

In all the litersture written about Missksppi, its histo-
ry, Groemville has abways come off as 2 tolerant. place.

Thmamwnt}ﬂ-mhutmmhr&m
pioning chvil rights. Greenville wasn't without its own -
cial woes, bt it was considered mone civil than many oth-
er places on the Mississippd map.
Hﬂry{h‘hdﬂﬂﬂmﬂﬂﬁditl«.bulﬂtnn@g
pever had children. He did some ministering, ran for politi-
cal office (and lost), taught school. They were things to
ke a living, to keep food on the table. Bat it was always
back o the photo studio, A came s in the car seat, a road to
drive down, a meeting hall where he could set up his roving
stucio, “1 entered business in Greenville in 1848,° An-
Mmmmummmﬂu.'hh-h:ﬂhfwuqrm
managier ol the local office of Security Life Insarance Coar-
m:hﬂriﬂijumﬂmuﬂm&m'anw
Shop, Mre. Badley's Cafe, the Cad:hn. There were
parry others, but these were the most important ones.
Some of the pictures show, in the slightest wary, clusa
distinctions among Backs who sat before Anderson. The
man in the phiid shirt and brimmed hat, holding 3 child,
his wifee besside him, seems far more rural than many oth-

There were, of colirse, times when Henry Clay An-
mmwﬁat1MWI=mMMw“
hh.(;e:rplnhﬁdmﬁhlﬂ%umhm
Miississippi, of amy state in the country, seems to ha
towms and <ities with the softest names, the mest lyrical
of names: Belbooni, Itta Bena; Anderson himself was born
in a place called Nitta Yuma ) Rev. Lee had been trying lo

colfin there, on the man's jredine wis a
o wumﬂﬂm”:dbmmmmm.hhmm
mﬂumm&ﬁrﬂtml;-ﬂlm-hm
e, result of the Lee killing.
L e e & plotcjourmaliat. He shoolin bis
shocs at the sight of mayhem. And yet, there’s andther
photo bere, of a car with two holes in the front windows.
“That's a car that's been chuding dangerous strangefs dur.
inyg the ramblings of a Mississippi civil rights night.
Mhm’lmﬂﬂgb@'@hmﬂﬂ
who stared at a camera optimism and—damn
mlnd ferochousness of pride.

T -}

s captured on film. There 5 a weariness in both the
mﬂﬂm@mmﬁmhmw-m
cropping life, perhaps they ane in from the fiekls. Even the
small child in the man's lap scems forlorn. 1t's as if all
three of them—the woes of the parents dropped into the
child like raierwater—have simply boen Mississippied up.
But they are the exceptions in this chronicle.

More of Anderson's gift: A couple’s wedding ceremony,

Lovking mmm#awdmw*um.uﬁqmmm
—ah;:ﬂu:.mlhﬁﬂmwmumntﬂmwmﬁmm wwing of things.

where Andlerson catches both normaley and elegance.
ﬂthﬁahdﬁi&,indwuﬂhhrﬁh'dliwmt.
side their hoee, dressed in what must be their Sunday
best. The three Bitke children are to the left and right of

skinned doll she chutches in 1950s Mississippi? Was it
mude in someone’s home? Was it left beneath a tree at
Christmastime?

By the time Anderson died be was a widower, Bving
alone in Greenville, just the man and his negatives, By all
acoounts, he was a simple man. And an artist. Throughout
his working B, he managed to capture a Mississipi that
enthralled him. And yet, he wondered in bis kst days if he

pight air drapes about them. They ook like they've just
oonme from a swank affsir. Hut was it in Greemville, o magy-
be all the way over in citified Jackson, the state capital?
Do they have gold-plated cigarette lighters in the indide
pqﬂhtﬁofl}rhhth'tu:cdupﬂhﬁ?.ﬂ.mlhddﬂiﬁpu

p.m-..-:.dwmm-rumnidﬂh'h;

oo of the guests holding a whirring fan close to them in
those pre-air-conditioning days. Another young couple,
outside their small home. She's on the froat porch, knit-
ting something, he has a desk out in the yard and is poring
over & book, taking notes. Maybe he's studying for a real
estate exam. Maybe he's taking correspondence courses.
A teeny bit of baby can be seen in the bassinet. Ewvery-
k

the woman in the middle. She's obviously the matriarch,
the mother and grandmother. Did she pick cotton? Did

shie kniosw men and women born in slivery? Do her bones
ache? Docs her hushand—who is not pictured—lie un-
? Does she koathe Mississippi? Or kve it?

And what of the three men on the porch swing. all in
evening wear? They scem to be in their bite twenties. The

out of view, giggfing and scenting the air with their per
fuame? :

Tt is exphiined, in one of the cssays accompanying this
bosok, that Shawn Wikson, a young Slmmaker from Greenr
ville—his mother once wound up in Anderson’s studio—
rediscovered Anderson's work when he made a return vie
it home., Anderson stemed a tittle befuddled, and allowed

Tead st been “Uhrown awary and nothing was caned about
m photographs otherwise.

me.” These oo

Separote,but Equol: The Missisippi Photographs of
Henrp Clap Andersom,” with essags by Shawn Wilsor,
Clifton L. Teulbert and Meary Panzer (151 pages; $35
hardeover), is published by Public Affairs, New York.




