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On Further Shores
by Luke Maddaford

How does the imagery of a community come to represent and define it? This is what Steacy 
Easton asks in their exhibition Further Shores, as they dive into the photographic record of Gull 
Lake, SK.

In the early 1970’s renowned American photographer Stephen Shore travelled through Gull 
Lake and took two photographs of the downtown that are now held in the permanent collection 
of institutions like the Metropolitan Museum of Modern Art and the Canadian Centre for Ar-
chitecture and printed in countless publications. What role do those photographs play in rep-
resenting the town when they are so far removed from its locale, culture, residents, and lived 
experience? And what does it mean for these images to carry value within an art historical 
context and be unknown by the community they depict?

To define the community by two photographs that were taken over 50 years ago, ignores the 
past 50 years of activity and everything outside of those two frames. But what does it mean to 
define a community and how can it be wholly presented to an unfamiliar viewer? Using these 
Shore photographs as an entry point, Easton responds to the images with their own photo-
graphs of the community, and images pulled from the Gull Lake Museum and the Provincial 
Archives. 



This project is driven by Easton’s interest in rurality, Western Culture, and a desire to tell com-
plicated stories with nuance and care. Taking on the role of external observer, Easton challeng-
es both Shore’s presentation of the community and the local canon, bringing new perspectives 
to our understanding of this place. They draw on the intersection of contemporary art histories 
and rural community histories, complicating the perception of place from both directions and 
intertwining two timelines that can feel worlds apart.

Easton is not re-presenting Shore’s vision, instead their project illuminates the glaring absenc-
es in Shore’s photos (including the absence of people), and prods at what else is absent from 
larger photographic histories: the tragic, the ephemeral, the shameful, those outside of dom-
inant cultural narratives. This bending of the frame extends the vision of the community and 
allows the viewer to complicate the history they know, creating a nuanced understanding of 
place, overlapping identity, and cultural shifts.

The seemingly indiscriminate approach to image making, collecting, and display in the exhibi-
tion challenges the value of an image. Rather than relying on scale, framing, extensive publish-
ing, or famous origins to signal the value of an image, Easton creates a system of organization 
where the Shore photographs occupy the same status as the phonebook, newspaper clippings, 
roadside advertising, archival community photos, and Instax snapshots; leveraging the role of 
the gallery to blur the dichotomy between fine art and vernacular photography. This democrati-
zation of imagery allows the viewer to establish the value of the images through their own lens, 
considering their own histories, relationships, and personal biases.



Easton’s project also explores the changing culture of rural Saskatchewan towns, acknowledg-
ing shifts in identity, activity, and status over time. How much are these places changing with 
our view of them remaining stagnant, and how much are our perspectives shifting around rural 
constants? Without moralizing either, Easton encourages the viewer to reconsider how they 
understand rural communities, and how they interpret regional histories.

Furthermore, Easton reiterates the value of the rural, recognizing its unique cultural identity. 
Not settling for the depictions of rural communities that Shore offers, Easton draws on imag-
ery from within the community to speak to the specifics of the place and culture. Scrapbook 
pages and historic community group profiles pulled from the Gull Lake Museum offer insight 
into the everyday lives of individuals from the time-period that Shore visited and highlight how 
the community has viewed itself internally. This perspective does not operate in opposition to 
external perceptions, instead layering timelines to offer a view of history that is not linear and 
set, but entwined and sprawling.

This view of the community plays with the tension between internal and external depictions 
and perceptions; to know the names of the streets is different from traversing those streets on 
a daily basis. There is merit to both points of view, the internal offering specificity, cultural 
insight, and lived experience, and the external offering new perspectives, identifying traits that 
are overlooked by repeated viewing. Easton is careful not to overvalue one or the other, repeat-
edly recognizing the importance of local knowledge and perspectives while exploring their own 
outside perceptions of the community, influenced by their knowledge of photography, history, 



Western culture, and rurality.

Instead of seeking to answer the question of what makes a place, this project offers alternative 
entry points to understanding that place and posits the relational reality of it: that a place is 
informed by a collection of histories, people, and relationships that are subjectively understood 
by the experience of the individual. To know a place more is also to know it less.



















Essay on Stephen Shore’s Photographs of Gull Lake, Saskatchewan
by Steacy Easton

On August 14, 1974, as part of an epic road trip, the photographer Stephen Shore stopped in 
Gull Lake, Saskatchewan, and took at least two photos. Most likely he took more photographs, 
but Uncommon Places, the book which resulted from this trip, published in 1982, includes two. 
I first saw these photos in the reprint from the mid 1990s, when I was a teenager. I am now 45. 
I have spent my adult life thinking about these two photographs. This project is an attempt to 
make sense of the landscape, of those decades of looking. 

My practice is as an artist and a writer, so by extension my goal in this project is to expand 
our understanding of what a photograph is, to note the slippery nature of image making. The 
expansion is mostly about time, but also about medium. I want to see how people in Gull Lake 
considered their own image making, their own ephemera. There are reproductions of calen-
dars from the 1950s, and phone books from the last year; baseball souvenir programs from the 
1940s, and stripper posters from the early aughts; there are silkscreens, Instaxes, commer-
cial prints from cell phone cameras, photocopies, and scans. There are centuries of technology 
remixed to make these images—the book, screen press, the 35mm camera, the photostat, the 
microfiche, the Instax camera, the flatbed scanner, the cell phone camera, the inkjet printer. 
The question these image making devices ask is whether it’s possible to know a place through 
the creation and curation of images of the town’s material culture, especially images made by 
residents, but also cartographers, bureaucrats, designers, and engineers. Or more intensely, can 



a stranger, insert their own narratives of a place, through an act of careful looking. 

Which traditions of image making, of curation and creation exist, in order to know a place? 

Shore comes to a town, he takes some photographs, and then he goes to the next town. He goes 
as far south as Key West, Florida, as far west as Seattle, as far north as Brandon, Manitoba, and 
as far east as Boston. He shoots tiny towns, and giant cities, sometimes he takes pictures of his 
future wife Ginger, or friends, or strangers, on occasion there is a still life, or a shot of empty 
hotel rooms. No one takes better photos of brown food than he does. When depicted, after it 
has been printed or published, the subject is no longer the town or the building or even the per-
son, but Shore. The camera as an act of colonial violence, the camera as an extension of the co-
lonial moment. The first photographs of the prairies and the inland mountain west were photos 
of the surveyor, the cop, the land speculator, and the government bureaucrat. There are reasons 
to love Shore, his po-faced irony, his careful reportage, his formalist skill, his ability to absorb 
and skew the souvenir into something close to art, but to be honest, there is another tradition. 

I must state that I am also part of that tradition. I am curious about these photographs, I am 
curious about this town, I become an artist, I claim territory. I visit the town, and I take photo-
graphs—hundreds of them, on Instax, and my phone. I stand where Shore stood fifty years ago, 
and I note carefully, how small the world is, how there are only two or three blocks between 
the two photographs. Over the next week, I look at two farmhouses full of a century of acciden-
tal archives, I walk and drive around the town, I go to Regina and spend an afternoon reading 



the weekly newspaper from the time that Shore was there, I eat at the small town dive bar, the 
cafe on the corner, get groceries at the local grocery store, ephemera from the antique store 
where the Anglican church used to be. One time a woman stops us and asks why we are taking 
photos of houses. The curator of this show told me later that someone had been burgling in the 
neighbourhood. I take nothing that I don’t buy, but there is something in my arrogance, in the 
artist’s assumption that everything is grist for the mill, a different kind of theft. 

In Regina’s too small airport, eating one of the worst egg salad sandwiches of my life, not con-
sidering the larger implications, I try to flesh out a show, I send an email as an aesthetic prob-
lem, and I become more and more stymied. Part of it feels like I am doing work slightly wrong. 

As part of this thinking, I work out five thoughts, maybe contradictory:

1) Everything I thought about Stephen Shore was wrong. I thought that he was like the New 
Topographers (the radical movement in American Western photographers who reconsidered 
what it meant to depict built landscapes; he was in the catalog for the 1970s show that named 
them), but then considered the conceptual sculptor Robert Smithson. I thought then he was a 
conceptualist like the Dusseldorf School (The Bechers, founders of that school, were known for 
having typological black and white grids of industrial sites), but he would also write moving-
ly and longingly about William Eggleston. I thought that he was an ironist, but then he made 
delicate and committed photographs of Ginger Shore. I thought he was mostly interested in 
urban spaces without people, but carefully looking over the work his portraits are as strong as 



anything else. I thought he was mostly an urban photographer, but his photos of suburbs and 
small towns are equally effective. I thought he took quick snapshots but most of the photos are 
taken 5x4” or 8x10”.  His previous book, American Surfaces used the large format, the work 
published in Uncommon Places was the smaller and more nimble Rollei 35. I think of him as a 
photographer of books, but he printed photographs as much as he put them in books and mag-
azines from his earliest career. I had thought about him mostly as an American photographer, 
especially in 1974, but Uncommon Places contained photos of Winnipeg, Regina, Medicine Hat, 
Hamilton, among other smaller cities and towns throughout Canada. I thought of him as uncar-
eful in some ways but he wrote exquisite notes...

2) I had this question about the quietness of the two Gull Lake photos for as long as I had 
looked at his work, at least as early as the 2002 reissue of Uncommon Places, but standing 
there this year, I thought oh he took boring photos because it’s a boring place.  There is a whole 
photographic history of boring work that becomes interesting; maybe what I mean by boring is 
like the Jasper Johns line about doing something over and over again, until it finally becomes 
interesting; but also, there are any number of ways to mark work against this false dichoto-
my of boring/interesting, marked by an accumulation of resources or modes of looking—think 
of Eugène Atget, walking around the streets of Paris, shooting endlessly, the work eventually 
picked up by painters as references, and then Bernice Abbot; think about the work of the WPA, 
not only the politicized work of Dorthea Lange’s suffering mothers, but the accrued evidence of 
depression era buildings and people; think of the photos in the 1970s taken by Shore’s fellow 
New Topographers, of half built Provo subdivisions; or Industrial parks in Suburban Califor-



nia; all without people. Consider Martin Parr, the English photographer, who collected dozens 
of postcards in Britain and America, of dead motels, highway interchanges or strip malls–by 
looking and acquiring the sites he figured out another way to be boring in another way to be 
interesting.  

There is also a supposition that other people’s photographs, the found archives of domestic 
lives cannot be interesting except for those who are in those lives, or if those lives indicate a 
certain cultural othering… see recent collections of early trans performers or nude soldiers or 
what is euphemistically called male to male affection. 

I think that there is social and cultural power in the droll and overlooked curation without the 
ironic wryness of someone like Martin Parr, who has more social control than the late Gary 
Winograd, or without even a sociologist’s lens. What is interesting in this documentation is an 
ideological plainness, a century’s worth of daily chores and weekly meetings.

I do not have access necessarily to those meetings, but I do think they function as a correction 
to Shore, and to the desire to make boring postcards for the sake of boring postcards, but I still 
have a low range anxiety, deeply nestled in my head; partly about stealing other people’s work 
(people being Shore).

There was a deliberateness in how he decided, before the road trip, to move away from the 
8x10, and move onto the Rollei 35, and looking at the two Gull Lake shots, one wonders how far 



the deliberateness wandered into questions of compositions. He also made more traditionally 
composed shots in New York City; and more complex, paradoxically confusing shots in Brandon 
or Ithaca. How he shot a place did not seem to correspond to how big or small a place was. 

3) There’s this Kerouac view of the All-American road trip that connects to Western manifest 
destiny, that taking photographs of a place, is again, an idea of ownership. As late as 2015, Da-
vid Campany curated a show called The Open Road, about midcentury photographers and their 
relationship to these trips. In the catalog of that show, in the back, there are five or six maps 
of artists and their trips, from Robert Frank onward. Look at Ed Ruscha’s one way trip from 
Oklahoma to Los Angeles, but American photographers mid-century, Lee Friedlander or Frank,  
had this meandering driving around. There is something about the curiosity and not knowing, 
which might act as a critique of that destiny, but there is also a reminder that the exploration 
becomes a kind of settlement. The mapping was a clear indication that the tourism and the 
exploration becomes an expansive view of ownership. The question I return to, is what happens 
when someone does not move? Both of these instincts are concerned with accretion, of piling 
up, of finding juxtaposition and meaning in the uncovering—Shore did not develop his film on 
the road, he waited until he returned home, and developed narratives after the trip itself, but 
the movement maintains its own mythology. 

4) Shore was working on other people’s money, museum money, foundation money, American 
money. There is a weird right wing conspiracy that suggests that the CIA invented abstract 
painting to kill beauty, and that is obviously bullshit, but there is a question of who funds what, 



and where the funding goes to. The narrative of Shore as explorer, precludes other narratives; 
again me sweeping into a place and thinking I know it, again on other people’s money, has the 
same energy. 

5) When I showed the curator Jacob Korczynski some of the Gull Lake work, his response was a 
kind of archival refusal of Shore’s singularity, problematizing the idea of how to photograph the 
land: “It’s comically colonial to think of Shore as traveling in THE country given the amount of 
nations whose traditional ceded and unceded territories he actually drove through.” For all the 
curiosity that Shore has about place, the soft humanism of observations, a kind of deep looking 
must consider his being on Treaty 4 Territory. This treaty was the only one where Indigenous 
leadership responded using text, this time—a pictograph made by Chief Paskwa in 1874. Thus 
the negotiation of imagemaking begins in a legal agreement between the colonist and the colo-
nizer. I am queer, I am not a man, I am disabled, but even as someone who pays attention to the 
complexity of working class desire, standing at the corner of this place, I mostly resemble the 
figure on the left of the pictograph, an interruption in a black hat. 

Then, at the end, this project becomes a failed history, not fully attuned to the culture of the 
place, outside my own treaty, living in Hamilton, the Dish with One Spoon Wampum belt agree-
ment. However, like any attempt at crafting a social narrative of image making, there are al-
ways fissures, gaps, breaks, and failures. There are more images now, more context, more 
animation of Shore’s texts. The narrative can never be fully completed, but the critique, and the 
expansion of understanding, the act of accretion, unsettles the desire for a singular narrative, 



the looping deepening desire to know something, complicates understanding of place further—a 
complication of small, working class towns that are usually ignored. 



















Some lines for Steacy Easton
	 on Stephen Shore’s Photographs of Gull Lake, Saskatchewan
				    by Zane Koss

			   who the fuck are you 		  THROUGHOUT
			   or think you are				    the long period of prosperity
			   the town 					     labour and capital poured
			   three half static radio stations		  into the prairie regions of western
The drought years	 telephone lines that are	 accentuated the decline       depression the tide 
	 to ebb		 half escape route half ties that bind  a retreat from the land 
			   all that shit was somewhere else	    a sharp decline                 a decline 
	 in earnings	 asking my older brother where tv was filmed an outward migration of labour
			   astonished it was so far away from 	       may flow                      east or west
			   everything I knew existed	     lower standards of living
			   how someone could reach down    have reduced         demands for
			   and capture the light of a place for   the densely populated industrial
seaboard areas	 a fraction of a second	   	     characterized by          tractor and combine
			   and make it endure		 climactic fringes rapid            deterioration
	 	 	 	 	 	 Labour and capital                             retreat with difficulty
			   to have spent so many years 	        Under some circumstances programmes
			   imagining some place could be anyplace 	 of self-sufficiency         a decline



			   could be someplace else                 dependence restrict the market
			   and wishing it to be	      lower prices necessitate government
			   to see now its particularity is precisely background of rapid growth rapid
			   how each small town stands in for the next	  international industrialism 
			   yet remains 		 a commodity and a commodity          national
			   irreducible		  industrialism                The population         of 
			   that precise faded paint	 western Canada
			   the angle of the road	 cultural readjustments wheat     policies
			   exactly	                 training of                  settlers climate and soil
			   and how I might know it drought               extreme difficulties problems     of
			   better than anyone on earth	 relief, farm credit, political revolution, and
			   which yard to cut thru 	 political stagnation 
  population flows	 which tree has the best view	   low standard of living rate of flow
			   which gully hides whose secrets		 migration from the 
prairie regions	 pissing off the cliff into the slough	 eastward an indication     of 
a sharp decline	 to come back and see that it’s all still there	 from a high to      a low stan-
dard of living 	 and gone forever	   rapid change disastrous effects on
							                population and has involved governmental
 			   The poet at 38 sits in the pizzeria   measures of an emergency character.
			   drinking a beer while the pizzas are made debt and increasing production; 
stimulating 		  the forgotten pleasures     between the price and the price reducing
			   of drunk driving	 maintaining labour and capital equipment



			   I can feel drought areas      favourable years    relief
			   my mood shifting	  withdrawing population             from 
			   like the weather distressed areas          cannot be regarded
      as a solution 	 in my knee	  limit the possibilities
			   I am entering a period of depression	  The complexity        involves
			   the song cuts abruptly difficulties not only for western Canada but
			   and I wonder 		  also for British Columbia and eastern
			   if I’ve crashed the car 		  Canada          Widely fluctuating income
			   I have not			   flooding the domestic market with lower
	 	 	  	 	 grade products         sharp fluctuations
			   that sensitivity to see		  the closed system     Migration from Canada
			   precisely what cannot be seen   unemployment, relief, lower standards 
			   by eyes that have seen it	 self-sufficient         drained Maritimes
			   their whole life    by emigration       compelled         forced to
	  		  that know instantly	 competition through the Panama Canal
			   if your shoes were bought	 continued to face a low standard of living
			   at Stober’s or Stedman’s  difficulties in western Canada a decline in 
	 demand for 	both now plowed under	     repercussions of disturbances
			   by Saan plowed under by dollar stores	lowering of prices of raw materials
			   peripheries of peripheries           gold mining and the pulp     in relation to
			   in a peripheral country	  	 the North American continent
in relation    			  feudal principals      according to capitalistic



			   what survives demands, control of interstate and foreign
			   survives as tourist kitsch	involves a drain on economic energies
			   now that the scenic vistas 	 The advance of technology   converted the
vast waste  areas  	 have been redeemed by developers                           of the Precambrian
			   for the mass eye and oil dollar 	 formation into a region   power and mines
	 	 	 	 	 	 	 producing chiefly for the American market
	 	 	 who still burns a bonfire at Lake Enid	 the feudalistic character
of federalism	 of a friday night		  the exploitation of the extensive northern
			   rips tire treads thru sensitive wetlands	 areas belonging to the 
   provinces of and	 burns something alive	     the rapid development of prairie resources
	 belonging  	 how the tone of the photo 	 The consequent debt
			   the pink softens how the blue	 and sharp decline in income, the pressure
			   fades being whipped by boys	  debt revision  Taxes in the form of debt
			   clutching car antennas	 and debt          the debtor and the creditor
			   rolling in the dust 	provincial debt      lower earnings    credit
			   crying 		  	 the difficulties of escape from a lower 
						      standard of living    the spiritual advantages
			   who never saw my town	    of rural       living and 
			   as it was then when	 a lower standard of living
			   it had not yet been		 agricultural fundamentalism
			   my town and				    the problems of the wheat economy
			   never was nor would be	 federal structure is wrenched between



				      on the rigidity of such important
			   instead two photos of	   railway rates and interest charges
		  costs	 Gull Lake, Saskatchewan   speculative activity restricts the
possibilities of	 that could stand 	 increases reliance on 
			   in for everything    government intervention
			   I was too young to remember Disparities between
			   in another town	 have been felt most acutely in the regions
	 	 	 five hundred kilometres west	   widely fluctuating income
			   or another I never knew   the problems of standards 
	 	 	 five hundred north		 of living
			 
			 
			   to no longer know
			   if my clothes are worn
			   ironically or in earnest
			   it started like this
	 	 	 first we mocked
			   my father’s mannerisms
			   and then they
			   became our
			   own






