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Out of the Desert  

here’s no doubt about it. Western Australia is a 

socially.  

Always has been, always will be

distance from the rest of this country, the 

and the time warp bubble in which the whole state exists. 

Western Australians look at things those

see them in completely different ways. Often they

them as strange mutations. The desert creates mirages and mass hallucinations, after all. 

But, at other times, the Western desert helps you see deep

than anyone else can, precisely because it is so deserted and because there are 

people there to tell you what can and can’t be done. 

No rules, but no guidance either.  

No mentors, but in the desert there are 

 

 

 

T
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Western Australia is a desert – culturally, physically and 

ays will be. WA’s desert nature is the product of its 

distance from the rest of this country, the gulfs between the people who live there, 

in which the whole state exists.  

those in the rest of the world take for granted but 

they’ll misunderstand them, and then recreate 

mirages and mass hallucinations, after all.  

But, at other times, the Western desert helps you see deeper, further and broader 

cause it is so deserted and because there are so few other 

to tell you what can and can’t be done.  

in the desert there are no thought police telling how you can and can’t think and see. 

Figure 1: Black+White

Art direction by Andrew Godfrey. 

.  

Black+White, issue 42, April 2000. 
Art direction by Andrew Godfrey.  
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The Seer 

 wasn’t born in Western Australia – my family moved there from Brisbane when I was 13 – so I’m not a classic Western Australian. 

As a result, my nature wasn’t wholly formed by the Western desert, but I gained a great deal by living there.  

The biggest benefit for me was vision – how I perceive things as they are. And, how I see them as they could be.  

That’s the product of growing up in a void – you visualise what you want into existence.    

The desert – a great big tabula rasa urging me to populate it with images and ideas.  

The desert – an empty blackboard ripe for me to make my own marks on it.  

 

The AV Storyteller 

t wasn’t enough just to see what might be, and then visualize it into existence. I had to tell myself stories about what I saw, and 

what I wanted to exist in the world.  

First off I did that as any child does, by drawing. I was untaught – art training wasn’t available locally – so my lack of skills 

always let me down, and that led me to photography.  

From photography came the beginnings of understanding film – there was no local cinema, just the ABC rural television service, 

and no video rental.  

I photographed in sequences and series, whispering to myself the words I would have written down, if I could have, while I was 

making the pictures.  Later, at art school, I made audio-visual art pieces that fused words with sounds and images using the analogue 

technology of the time.  

 

I 

I 
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The Print Storyteller 

hen, the words took on a life of their own

group. I carried a camera and a notebook in those strange days 

journalism malarkey.  

After I moved to the Big Smoke of Perth, 

and the alternative underground press. All three 

supply and volunteers came and went after learning the work was all sweat and no glamour. 

Print taught me two things – words and images must fully support each other, and real mastery of the medium comes with 

understanding every part of the process.  

 

The Iconoclast  

y interest in audiovisual storytelling 

when I graduated art school. Painters 

dominated it, and there was no room for artists 

My other stream of study was conceptual art, and that had no place

world of the time. My solution was post-graduate studies in a range of units spread across two other 

educational institutions. I combined communications theory with film

I would have loved to enrol in had it existed.  

T 
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words took on a life of their own, and even more so when I became local correspondent for the regional newspaper 

group. I carried a camera and a notebook in those strange days long before I understood that people made real livings out of 

Big Smoke of Perth, I got involved with the university student press, an outer suburban newspaper group, 

three demanded you learn every skill that you could – willing hands

supply and volunteers came and went after learning the work was all sweat and no glamour.  

and images must fully support each other, and real mastery of the medium comes with 

y interest in audiovisual storytelling was out of step with the local art scene, I discovered 

Painters working in a sort of desert landscape abstractionism 

, and there was no room for artists working with newer-fangled media.  

conceptual art, and that had no place at all in the local art 

graduate studies in a range of units spread across two other 

I combined communications theory with film in lieu of the post-grad degree 

Figure 
March 2001

ven more so when I became local correspondent for the regional newspaper 

before I understood that people made real livings out of this 

an outer suburban newspaper group, 

g hands were always in short 

and images must fully support each other, and real mastery of the medium comes with 

Figure 2: Black+White, issue 50, 
March 2001. Art direction by 

Andrew Godfrey. 
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Soon enough I was working for local and foreign filmmakers in whatever roles I could get, from driver to stills photographer, all 

the while wondering whether a local film industry might exist one day.  

I continued to work on my own projects. A Poverty of Desire was my photographic interpretation of the inertia and lack of desire 

for better things that I saw all around me, and as I made the photographs I visualised showing the project one day as a motion graphics 

presentation with sounds and music – filmmaking without the means to make films being available to me at the time.  

The A Poverty of Desire project was my deeply personal way of smashing some of the dominant clichés of Western Australian 

life, especially what I called the Australia the Beautiful myth of rural contentment and its denial of the realities of urban life.  

Icons need to be broken, in my humble opinion, and this project took a serious tilt at a few of them. Meanwhile, the most iconic 

myth of Australian life was waiting for me in the east of Australia.  

 

I Go East 

t was inevitable that I move back east eventually. Life in WA had always been a series of booms and busts, wealth and then poverty, 

elation and then despair. I was tired of it all, and I had things I wanted to do that were impossible in Perth. I wanted to change 

Australian culture for the better, and I had a fair idea of how. 

First, I had to earn a living using some of the skills I had acquired the hard way. I was equipped to be a writer and a 

photographer, but soon found that publishers wanted you to be only one or the other, not both. There was potential in photography, so 

I concentrated on that. I become known as the quirky portraitist of artists, chefs, celebrities and businessmen.  

Another artificial barrier I kept coming across was that of ethnicity. Some of the magazine editorrs I had begun photographing 

for kept pressuring me to change my name, to anglicise it. Many of my fellow photographers had done exactly that. I refused – my 

family heritage is important to me and I do believe in Australia being multicultural, having seen multiculturalism’s benefits in action in 

England in the mid-1980s.  

I 
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My search for an ethnic-friendly magazine publishing company led me to the one that would eventually become the publisher 

of Black+White magazine. First, they became a major photography client, and my relationship with them gained strength when I moved 

into a flat in the adjacent suburb, just a short walk away.  

 

Pondering Old Idols 

uring my years at art school and on the fringes of the art world, I’d observed a national inferiority complex at work.  

 It was named the Cultural Cringe, and it permeated all aspects of the arts and culture, all media whether traditional 

or contemporary. My time in London had taught that Australians are no more nor less talented than people of any other 

nationality, however. I found the Cringe frustrating – our alleged inferiority was used to excuse laziness and mediocrity.  

 I coined a few trenchant phrases during this period, to describe what I was experiencing in Perth – “A Poverty of Desire” was 

one, so was “Cult of Cheap,” and “The Lust for Mediocrity” was another. There was a lot of truth in them.  

As if The Great Australian Cultural Cringe was not challenging enough, in Western Australia we also had what I called “The 

Double Cringe” – the belief that all things Western Australian just had to be inferior to those from the east, and that the east was in 

turn inferior to the rest of the world.  

 Even within the arts in WA there was a rigid hierarchy of superiority. The traditional media – painting and sculpture – were 

supposed to be better than newer ones – conceptual art, film, video and photography.  

 And again, the art made by people of Anglo-Celtic background was claimed to be superior to that made by “ethnic” artists. Our 

work was deemed “ethnic art” and we were required to make it about subjects only meant to interest other ethnics – such as 

immigration. The WA state government had even appointed an Ethnic Arts Council to oversee our creative output. I refused to join or 

submit.   

D
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Encountering New Idols 

he east wasn’t immune from such things either. I introduced 

myself to one of Rupert Murdoch’s arts editors, suggesting that I 

contribute some art criticism as I had to a newspaper in the 

west. “Oh dear,” he replied. “We’re not interested in 

never mentioned the word – all I’d done was introduce myself by name

and mention I was already a published writer.  

 I encountered similar attitudes outside the eastern states media, 

in the art world. Photography, film, video and digital art were writ

off as purely technical endeavours void of real creativity. 

made by Australians, any works in these media just 

quality than those made by foreigners. And, heaven forbid if that Australian photographer was an ethnic! 

 The level of enquiry into Australian art was similarly stunted, with poor quality criticism and a low level of debate. 

 What could I do? I was a multiple outsider just as I had been in the west. I knew I couldn’t tackle it all head

that something had to be done, urgently.  

 I’d seen the power of storytelling in operation in the magazines I’d worked on in WA. 

another’s life can be immensely liberating for subject, listener and storyteller. 

 Those independent magazines had achieved their goals, no matter how small or short

thought, to do something more ambitious.  

 

T 

How I Came Out of the Western Desert and Helped Kill Off the Cultural Cringe 

things either. I introduced 

one of Rupert Murdoch’s arts editors, suggesting that I 

contribute some art criticism as I had to a newspaper in the 

west. “Oh dear,” he replied. “We’re not interested in immigration.” I had 

all I’d done was introduce myself by name 

 

similar attitudes outside the eastern states media, 

Photography, film, video and digital art were written 

off as purely technical endeavours void of real creativity. Further, when 

made by Australians, any works in these media just had to be lower in 

heaven forbid if that Australian photographer was an ethnic!  

into Australian art was similarly stunted, with poor quality criticism and a low level of debate. 

What could I do? I was a multiple outsider just as I had been in the west. I knew I couldn’t tackle it all head

I’d seen the power of storytelling in operation in the magazines I’d worked on in WA. The simple act of telling the tale

another’s life can be immensely liberating for subject, listener and storyteller.  

pendent magazines had achieved their goals, no matter how small or short-lived they were. Now was the time, I 

Figure 3: Black+White, double page spread, Angelina Jolie
interview. Art Direction by Andrew Godfrey.

into Australian art was similarly stunted, with poor quality criticism and a low level of debate.  

What could I do? I was a multiple outsider just as I had been in the west. I knew I couldn’t tackle it all head-on, yet I believed 

simple act of telling the tale of 

lived they were. Now was the time, I 

ouble page spread, Angelina Jolie 
. Art Direction by Andrew Godfrey. 
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The Beginnings of Black+White 

 formulated my ideas for a new kind of arts and culture magazine, and began visiting the editors and publishing firms I’d been 

working for as a photographer.  

 “If this was such a good idea, then somebody overseas 

would have come up with it and we’d license it to publish an 

Australian version.”  

 That was the universal response to my ideas. The Great 

Australian Cultural Cringe, the very thing I wanted to smash, in 

perfect operation.  

 If the mainstream media weren’t interested, then perhaps that obscure little ethnic fashion magazine publisher down the road 

might be. What did I have to lose? My ideas were about to die from lack of interest anyway. The publishing company was about to die 

from lack of interest in its magazines.  

 I began dropping unannounced into the magazine’s editorial offices more frequently than I was accustomed to. I knew I had to 

be subtle about what I was up to. I’d found magazine publishing offices were populated with strong egos, always seeking to gain the 

advantage over one another. This one was no exception.  

In fact, the personality conflicts at this company were even fiercer than usual. Most of its staff were of ethnic background, and 

despite their obvious talents they could not get work at any other magazine firm.  

 The publications they worked on were twice-yearlies and quarterlies, and their owner was in the habit of hiring staff on for the 

time it took to produce each issue, then firing them until they were needed again. That deeply frustrated them, and kept them in a state 

of perpetual semi-poverty. They confided in me that their employer was a source of frustration in other ways. I was soon to see why.  

 

I 
The Great Australian Cultural Cringe, the very 

thing I wanted to smash, in perfect operation. 
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Birth by Stealth 

he publishing company was in deep trouble. Its financial fortunes were always on a knife edge, it had a reputation for paying 

contributors months late, and at least one of its flagship titles was about to go under.  

 Both its key fulltime editorial staff – the Group Editor and the Features Editor – knew their jobs were under threat and 

they did not fancy the life of semi-penury that part-time and occasional staff members endured.  

 As it happened, my ideas and I had come along at exactly the right time, so far as they were concerned. But, I was told behind 

closed doors, the man who owned the firm was his own worst enemy and would resist any kind of change, especially for the better. We 

would have to sneak my ideas past him, effectively hoodwinking him into publishing my magazine. The editors sensed that it would do 

well, and would save their jobs and the publishing company too, but the owner would kill it if he understood what we were up to.  

 If I’d had funding and a business background then I would have published the magazine myself. As it stood, I had neither and I 

was known as a photographer in the magazine world and photographers most certainly do not hatch new magazines.  

 I had two choices. The first was to keep feeding my ideas to the editors, watch them take the credit, and help them make my 

magazine a success.  

 The second was to walk away and never see it come into the world. That was out of the question, so I began negotiating the best 

terms I could get out of the editors.  

 

 

 

 

T 
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My Aims for the Magazine 

y ideas for the magazine were partly based on what I had seen work in those small independent publications in the west.  

Storytelling would be foremost – people love reading about other people’s lives and achievements.  

 I would tell those stories in the subjects’ own words, or in 

what appeared to be their own voice. From experience, I knew 

that people, especially creative ones, are rarely as insightful and 

articulate as they seem to be in print. It is the writer’s job to 

encourage their innate wisdom out onto the printed page. 

 Thus, a fair percentage of my stories for the magazine 

would take the form of question and answer articles, and the rest would be in what I called the comment and quote format. I am 

untrained as a writer or in any other creative medium that I work in, so I have had to think everything through from scratch and come 

up with my own names, systems and procedures.  

Next came high quality images, design and reproduction. I wanted the magazine to be something people would collect and 

treasure, a badge of belonging to a special little club of likeminded individuals. I’d worked on a magazine like that before. It was 

ostensibly about interior design, and interior architecture, but its dedicated readership, quality photography and high reproduction 

values ensured good advertising revenues. I wanted my magazine to thrive and to outlast that one, which had eventually gone under for 

reasons unknown.  

I knew that good design and printing would make it attractive to photographers here and overseas, as subjects and contributors. 

Australian photographers had no opportunities for their images to be reproduced with care and respect. I’d seen so many of my own 

photographs butchered by mediocre art directors that it broke my heart each time I handed over the prints, transparencies and 

negatives.  

M
Storytelling would be foremost – people love 

reading about other people’s lives and 

achievements.  
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(Australian magazine photographers only gained full rights to ownership of their own work later in the 1990s. Until then, we 

made our photographs, handed everything over to the publisher, received our low one-off fee plus costs, and forever kissed goodbye to 

all moral rights and copyright.) 

My contention was that the work of Australian photographers should be placed on the same pedestal, in the same spotlight, as 

that of the foreign photographers we aspired to emulate. In fact, some of these idols of the photographic world were Australian, except 

that we Australians didn’t know it. Three of my favourite fashion photographers had left Australia to seek their fortunes overseas and 

they had become rich and famous, and almost completely forgotten in this country.  

Helmut Newton had left Melbourne for London and then Paris in the 1960s. Anton Bruehl had moved to New York from 

Adelaide earlier in the century. Both photographed for editions of Vogue magazine, were wildly innovative, and influenced the work of 

photographers worldwide.  

The Cringe had convinced us that Australians could never be as good as foreigners could be, yet here were two Australians who 

had succeeded amongst foreigners, and had shown them how to do it. We had erased Newton and Bruehl from our collective 

consciousness. Whenever I pointed out that Newton was an Australian and proud to be so, albeit born in Germany, my listeners would 

vehemently deny those facts.  

Almost no Australian photographers knew Anton Bruehl had ever existed, but I had come across his magazine and advertising 

work years before and read how more famous American photographers tipped their hats to him as an important precursor.  

The fact that both photographers were ethnically German was important to me. Their stories gave me comfort, as did that of the 

Melbourne-born fashion photographer Daniela Federici.  

 Daniela’s early work drew heavily on Italian realist 

cinema, was mostly in black and white, and was first published in 

an Italian-named independent magazine based in Melbourne. 

That she then had the audacity to accept a major fashion 

photography assignment from George Marciano of the US-based 

Guess? fashion label – photographing a young Anna Nicole Smith – earned her the envy, and in some cases the enmity, of a number of 

male Australian photographers.  

... yet here were two Australians who had 

succeeded amongst foreigners, and had shown 

them how to do it.  
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 These three photographers and many others were on my list of subjects to interview, write about and publish. The same list 

included filmmakers, digital and other contemporary artists, writers, actors and actresses.  

 

The Compromises Commence 

ll commercial endeavours involve compromise, especially when powerful egos are at work. I had two to contend with directly – 

the editors, and another hovering in the background – the owner. Then there were a number of local lesser-known 

photographers soon to be amongst my first subjects.  

 I was surprised one day to be told that the Group Editor had managed to sell enough of my ideas to the owner that the latter 

had authorised me to write some sample articles for testing in another of his periodicals, a men’s fashion magazine. They planned to 

publish them, survey the readers to see if there was enough interest in this new subject area, then consider a new magazine if the 

numbers supported it.  

 Now that I was recast as a writer, I had to give up photographing for the firm, but I was happy to do so as it meant I could 

exercise both sides of my brain for a change. Oddly enough, when I told fellow photographers at other publishing companies about this, 

they scoffed at the idea of a visual person also being able to write, as did the editorial staff at those magazines.  

 That didn’t stop photographers lining up to have their work reproduced in the new magazine. The idea had taken hold locally 

that photographs of naked women were the height of the photographic art, and that black and white photography had more artistic 

merit than colour.  

 I didn’t agree with either belief, but my role was to work with the contributors we had and subtly shift popular perceptions. My 

preference for other photographic genres was known, as was my love of colour photography, which I believe is a more challenging 

medium and far more satisfying for me as an artist.  

 This may have influenced the name that was settled on for the new magazine – (not only) Black+White. I thought it was a 

mouthful, and that it wouldn’t stick.  And so it didn’t. Readers soon shortened it to Black+White, and its truncated name encouraged 

the belief that monochrome photography was more artistic than colour photography, and that all we published were photographs in 

black and white.  

A
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Those misperceptions then influenced the kind of photographers who came knocking on our door, and the work they made 

especially for publication in the magazine. I often found myself explaining that we valued colour photography as much as monochrome, 

that we considered all genres of equal value and so wanted to see more than just female nudes, and that it was far more than simply a 

photography magazine.  

 

Successes 

he owner was still only half convinced the magazine would succeed. In fact, he was often spotted wandering the corridors 

muttering about how he had no idea what we were up to, and couldn’t understand it at all.  

 “Don’t worry about that,” the Group Editor assured me. “This’ll work despite him. It has to – the other magazines are 

failing.”  

 The owner’s confusion led to the first issue of Black+White being numbered 00 instead of number 1. Calling it that signified that 

he didn’t feel it was a fully-fledged publication, or that he was fully committed to it. He remained sceptical, and puzzled.  

 Imagine our surprise and pleasure then when television personality Steve Vizard held up a copy of issue 00 on his show Tonight 

Live with Steve Vizard and, amazed, asked how such a thing came to be produced in Australia. His amazement was tinged with some 

national pride, I think, not to say a little bit of lust. He was interviewing our cover subject, a minor Australian actress who had appeared 

in some “artistic” nude photographs inside.  

 

 

 

 

T 
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Establishment & Change 

he rest, as the saying goes, is history. I continue to meet fellow Australians who tell me they collected every single issue of 

Black+White up until about number 50, whereupon they suddenly stopped.  

The Group Editor moved to New York after several years, and took up a post at The New York Times in their Fashion & 

Style department. He thanked me afterwards for giving him such a brilliant career by my having conceived Black+White, then having 

cofounded it with him.  

The Features Editor went when the Group Editor did, to pastures unknown. Other editorial staff came and went, until there was 

nobody left from the magazine’s founding except for me. By that time, I was no longer living in Australia. But, I digress – instead of 

flashing forwards, let’s further explore the past.   

After the initial flurry of work on the first issue, I established a routine. I set up a borrowed electronic typewriter, phone, fax and 

desk in my little Elizabeth Bay bedsit, hung a clock set to London time on the wall, and got into the habit of working on the magazine 

each night.  

Creating a network of subjects and contributors from scratch is a tall order. Even more so when you are doing it for a brand new 

magazine with an obscure publisher, calling from Australia of all places, and you are a completely unknown writer.  

I met a great deal of scepticism initially, mixed with 

admiration for my chutzpah, the sheer nerve of phoning famous 

people to ask them to contribute their work to us for fees so low 

they bordered on insults, and in Australian dollars yet!  

A surprising number of them said yes, when I explained 

exactly what I was doing and why, and before too long I’d enlisted the help of some major agents and art galleries in the UK and the 

USA.  

T 

I met a great deal of scepticism initially, mixed 

with admiration for my chutzpah,... 
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Other potential subjects and contributors were intrigued, but said they’d wait and see how the magazine turned out over time 

before committing themselves. That seemed fair enough to me.  

By day, I continued working as a photographer for other magazines, and had some fun assignments including a number of 

covers. All my photographic work was editorial portraiture – a genre I loved above all others but I knew my future in it was limited.  

Australia is one of the hardest places to succeed as a magazine photographer, as my predecessors had discovered. The fees are 

low, the conditions are difficult, the clientele small in number, and it is almost impossible to break into other more lucrative genres 

after being typecast. The same with being a magazine writer – 

especially the fees, which are among the lowest in the world and 

haven’t improved since the mid-1980s.   

I could see that Black+White was having a positive effect 

on the national psyche. Huge stacks of the magazine would 

appear at the front of every newsagent and sell out within days, despite having the highest cover price of all Australian magazines.  

We were giving photographers something new to this country – the chance to have portfolios of their work published with 

respect, to high standards, and for them to speak in their own voices.  

We were placing Australian artists within the same pages as their famous foreign counterparts.  

Foreigners began taking Black+White, and me, as seriously as their own magazines and writers.  We found distributors, 

subscribers and fans all over the world, and everyone took my calls now.  

When the magazine’s success was assured, I quit my other work and devoted myself to it fulltime, interviewing and writing 

under various pen names, as well as working behind the scenes in a number of capacities.  

The Great Australian Cultural Cringe began crumbling before my eyes. Young Australian photographers used Black+White as 

the springboard to careers overseas, and famous ones used it as a venue to have their more challenging personal work published. The 

boundaries between Australian and foreign became pliable, then snapped.  

 

We were placing Australian artists within the 

same pages as their famous foreign counterparts.  
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Entering the World Again 

y mostly nocturnal existence was wearing me out. I wanted to see the world I was writing about, so I bought a plane ticket, 

left my belongings with a friend for safekeeping, and set off for London.  

 I had no idea where I’d go after that, but I had to get out, back into the world again, as I had when I was younger.  

 Soon after I arrived in London, I began meeting up with people whose help had been invaluable in the magazine’s early days. I 

continued my customary talent finding, and writing, sending back reports on who and what I was encountering along with suggestions 

of where the magazine might go next.  

 I had negotiated a good financial arrangement with the editors, but when the exchange rate changed for the worse, I began 

considering job offers. That was how I was headhunted into the top end of advertising, an experience I have written about elsewhere.  

 My new employer took me on precisely because of what I had done with Black+White, and he encouraged me to continue my 

magazine work in my spare time. I did that for some years, under the title of European Contributing Editor, and for quite a while the 

world was my treasure trove of story subjects.  

 

Drifting Off Beam 

s fulltime staff began leaving to be replaced with younger ones who weren’t aware of the magazine’s founding aims, the money 

man began taking more and more control.  

 Soon he had awarded himself a string of titles on the masthead, and the still tiny editorial contingent were required to 

report to him each day and take his direction on the magazine’s content.  

 Spin-off specialist magazines and one-off magazines-as-books began appearing, and they proved more lucrative than their 

parent publication. The owner’s grip tightened, and Black+White began losing readers en masse.  

M

A
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My relationship with the constantly churning editorial staff 

became strained. They wanted more of the same, same as it ever was, 

whereas I wanted the magazine to explore new territory, to 

to follow paths I had included in my founding vision but that the 

owner, uncomprehending, had blocked.  

Black+White drifted further off beam. After a while one of its ex

staffers contacted me to say that the magazine was in serious financia

trouble. It suddenly ceased publication, owing big

creditors, and it may never be revived. That possibility does not sadden 

me – it had its day, and was wildly successful for quite some time. 

 

 

A Ghost of its Possible Self 

 was sorry, though, that the magazine had never 

help kill off the Cultural Cringe – but in other respects it was a ghost of its possible self. 

My feelings corresponded with those of many of its once dedicated readership. 

single issue for years stopped around issue 50, no

Clones of Black+White had appeared, and 

The Web had established itself, and print

multimedia enterprise, and wise publishers of all sizes ensure they have at least a token presence on the Web, and those wise

it for all it is worth.  

I 
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Figure 4: Black+White, double page spread, Christian Bale. Art 
Direction by Andrew Godfrey.

lived up to its promise. It had fulfilled some of my aims – foremost being to 

readers who’d bought every 

d effectively severed my connections with the magazine.  

Publishing at its best these days is a 

multimedia enterprise, and wise publishers of all sizes ensure they have at least a token presence on the Web, and those wiser still use 

double page spread, Christian Bale. Art 
Direction by Andrew Godfrey. 
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The owner had stubbornly ignored all the vast multimedia and social potential of the Web – audio and video interviews, 

slideshows, PDFs, blogging, reader feedback, social communities – everything that has rejuvenated so many much older and far more 

established print magazines.  

I must admit, though that I’d been warned about him before I had started photographing for his other magazines, long before I 

began shopping the ideas behind Black+White.  

Because he was similarly of ethnic background, and put on an air of sophistication, photographers who’d immigrated to 

Australia had flocked to him in the hopes that he would allow them to do work of the kind they’d done back home. In every case 

though, he eventually alienated them, and they’d ended up returning to where they came from, disappointed.  

Australia has lost a number of fine foreign-born photographers that way, but at the same time many terrific locally-born ones 

have found their feet by exposure here and overseas in the pages of Black+White, and have gone on to great things after moving to 

London, Paris or New York. I found that immensely rewarding, especially when they contacted me to let me know that.  

It was also rewarding to see that one of the finest magazine art directors Australia has produced – Andrew Godfrey – won a big 

swag of foreign magazine design and typography awards and citations for the work he’d done while on the staff of Black+White.  

Another of my aims when conceiving the magazine had been to encourage extraordinary print design. Although I tried to do 

that directly in the early days, my own skills in digital graphic design were limited at the time, and we had to turn to British designers 

to help us get the magazine off the ground. No local designers had the right skills or experience back then.  

Luckily Andrew eventually came along, and did some remarkable cover and page layouts that were exactly what I’d been looking 

for all along. Then, he quit the magazine after one too many conflicts with the money man, who was always demanding that he dumb 

down his work. Andrew’s departure was a major loss, and that event was the real beginning of the end for Black+White in my opinion.  
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On Reflection 

’ve sometimes thought about how I’d do Black+White if I could do it all over again.  

First I’d get good corporate lawyers and accountants on board. They’d advise me on how to get the funding to publish it 

myself, or at least how to go about finding an experienced 

publisher to partner with but who would give me as much 

equity and editorial control as I needed to do it right.  

This time the extension of the magazine beyond print into 

multimedia would be a given, with a major website containing 

image galleries, audio and video recordings of interviews, PDFs of interview transcripts, chat, forums, e-commerce, joint ventures and 

more.  

I wrote a number of articles for Black+White in a very visual way, describing where I was and what I saw through the video 

camera of my mind. How wonderful if there really had been a video camera accompanying me everywhere I went! What rare and 

invaluable material that would have created for everyone to learn from! What a pity so many such articles were edited to death.  

I’d visualised pushing the traditional boundaries even with the print version of Black+White. I came across so many artists 

whose work would have been wonderful to publish as large-run limited editions, supplementing the articles on them and their work 

inside the magazine’s main body. Black+White’s cover price was one of the highest for a long time, but our readers were willing to pay it 

because the magazine was unique. Why not make a percentage of each edition’s print run even more unique by including a collector’s 

item for a few dollars more?  

Black+White’s production standards were amongst the highest for much of its life, but I’d always wanted to explore possibilities 

like special inks, papers, die-cuts and inserts. These could have been underwritten by sponsorship by manufacturers and suppliers 

wanting to demonstrate their products and skills in the best way they could, by doing it for real. Our subscribers in particular included 

advertising agencies and designers across Australia and all over the world – the perfect target.  

I
I’d visualised pushing the traditional boundaries 

even with the print version of  Black+White. 
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The magazine was crying out for creative awards of various kinds, too, in alliance with 

advertisers and professional organisations – informal discussions with representatives of

showed there was enough interest in the idea.  

Another of my primary aims for the magazine was to encourage new ways of storytelling, in 

words and images, and I’d often written alternative versions of my stories that did exactly that. The

editors always rejected them as too radical, yet what I was doing was anything but 

story forms that other magazines had pioneered years before but that

revived them.   

Lastly, Black+White acquired a partially justified

stick mag, publishing models and celebrities in the nude

Black+White became a peculiarly Australian rite of 

way of asserting positive self-esteem in a culture that had suffered from too little of it for far too long. 

However, its negative aspect – exploiting people already exploited too often 

overshadow the good it did.  

The magazine was supposed to present a balance of many genres of photography, and many 

presented great artists working outside of nude photogr

that had been on my original list were rejected altogether

 

Another Model 

 saw a different kind of relationship between founder and publisher at 

with them in its pre-publication days when it was still 

Andreas Lauefer and Masoud Golsorkhi’s

Phaidon, the publisher of mass market and upmarket art books, and they 

luxury goods sector. That allowed them to forgo advertising

I 
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creative awards of various kinds, too, in alliance with 

informal discussions with representatives of both 

 

Another of my primary aims for the magazine was to encourage new ways of storytelling, in 

words and images, and I’d often written alternative versions of my stories that did exactly that. The 

et what I was doing was anything but – I simply used 

story forms that other magazines had pioneered years before but that’d been forgotten about until I 

partially justified reputation for being a kind of sophisticated 

in the nude. For a while, posing unclothed for 

became a peculiarly Australian rite of passage. I could see the positive side – it was a 

esteem in a culture that had suffered from too little of it for far too long. 

le already exploited too often – always threatened to 

The magazine was supposed to present a balance of many genres of photography, and many art forms

outside of nude photography it was a struggle to get permission for the story to go ahead. 

were rejected altogether.  

kind of relationship between founder and publisher at TANK magazine in London. Its joint editors asked me to 

days when it was still named Transit.  

Andreas Lauefer and Masoud Golsorkhi’s funding model was unconventional, but it worked. Their prime backer was 

lisher of mass market and upmarket art books, and they found major sponsors within the fashion industry and the 

That allowed them to forgo advertising altogether, and thus from having to cave in to advertisers’ demands. 

Figure 
page article introduction. Art 
Direction by Andrew Godfrey.

 too. Yet each time I 

aphy it was a struggle to get permission for the story to go ahead. Other ideas 

magazine in London. Its joint editors asked me to visit 

funding model was unconventional, but it worked. Their prime backer was 

found major sponsors within the fashion industry and the 

from having to cave in to advertisers’ demands.  

Figure 5: Black+White, single 
page article introduction. Art 
Direction by Andrew Godfrey. 
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Neither TANK’s sponsors nor its backer exerted any kind of editorial or administrative control, and that gave the editors the 

freedom to innovate, publish books, go on the Web, branch out in to radio and television, and produce special magazines on 

commission from sponsors and other publishers.  

Both joint editors started out as outsiders in the UK – one is an Iranian fashion photographer and the other is a German graphic 

designer – but TANK gave them instant insider status as movers 

and shakers in British arts and culture.  

TANK proved that a successful magazine didn’t need a 

publisher in the conventional sense, so long as you could find 

open-minded organisations to fund you in unconventional ways.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

TANK proved that a successful magazine didn’t 

need a publisher in the conventional sense... 
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Comments & Testimonials 

 

Jennifer Treur, Writer, Director, Designer, JAM Directions 

www.jamdirections.com.au  

 

Black+White's concept was simple and dynamic – standing out on the newsagent’s shelf as collector’s items to the critical artistic eye, 

breathing inspiration into a dull aisle.  

 

A blend of photography, design and interviews that bought attention to the world’s most famous fashion and art photographers including 

Helmut Newton, Robert Mapplethorpe and Patrick Demarchelier to name a few, and equally encouraging Australian photographers to 

share the world stage. 

 

Carmel Duryea Morris, CEO, Big One Productions  

www.carmelmorris.com  

Karin’s work is inspirational. Take her Black+White magazine concept and its result – it was the Bible of the photographic art world, open 

to all sorts of interpretations; ethereal, confronting or simply beautiful.  

 

Remo Giuffré, founder and director, REMO General Store, Sydney  

www.remogeneralstore.com  

Karin's work with Black+White magazine was imbued with a level of energy and passion that benefited us all. 
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