
INADMISSIBLE EVIDENCE



For over three years now I have been collecting annotated archival press photographs from the nation’s newspapers, 

particularly original silver gelatin prints from the Baltimore Sun. Many of the prints have been published, in one form or 

another, multiple times, in some cases over many years,  and bear on verso annotations which document their usage. 

Often the back of one of these prints looks like the heavily-stamped passport of a world traveler. Code words used for 

internal filing or for conveying instructions for printing are written by various hands, in various colors at various times, in 

a haphazard, random manner, wherever space was available, and are combined with a multitude of rubber stampings. 

Having taken on the vital beauty of a Haring-like vandalized subway car, or a section of the Berlin Wall, these verso 

documentations were not intended or ever expected to be seen by the public, let alone appreciated for their aesthetic 

qualities. With a palpable lack of intent, having been created by a barrage of banal circumstances, much as an ordinary 

pebble in a river, if in the way of a waterfall, can be chiseled into a wondrous Scholar’s Rock, or a hastily made muffin 

can emerge from the oven bearing, to some eyes,  the image of the face of a Raphael Madonna, certain archival press 

photos carry on their back , to my eyes, a Pandora’s beauty.

But the verso is just the bonus. 

Many of these prints, bearing images which for whatever reason, not the least of which I’m sure was a necessary 

frugality, have been cropped and re-cropped and cropped yet again, tailored to fit both the content of a multiplicity 

of stories as well as a variety of available spaces. Often mutilated to some degree, they bear evidence of having been 

trimmed, turned on their sides, over-painted, theatrically aged with grey gouache applied to their hair, separated from 

loved ones or business associates originally accompanying them in the photographs but now erased, enlarged, shrunk, 

or in many cases, rather rudely X’d out. 

            

Tampered with, and now as contorted as a Bonsai, mis-represented on occasion and manipulated to suit a number 

of editors’ needs, these orphaned laborers - some likenesses of Royal personages, and others, pictures of those 

incarcerated - are dear to me because they are proof that photographs, as Ansel Adams said, are made, not taken. 

We cannot take them for granted. They will not allow us to assume that they are Reality.  Somewhere between art and 

truth, these annotated images, bearing instructions as to what part of them we are to be shown and what part is to be 

amputated, are, in spite of everything, none the less, by many still regarded as the currency of Truth, even in a court 

of law. Susan Sontag writes in On Photography, “Photographs furnish evidence. Something we hear about, but doubt, 

seems proven when we’re shown a photograph of it.”

    

The photographs in this exhibition, however, so beautifully and blatantly revealing their intended deceptions, would 

surely be considered inadmissible evidence.

- Murray Moss

INADMISSIBLE EVIDENCE
an exhibition on the art of pre-digital image tampering

in 20th century press photography

featuring approximately one hundred annotated archival press photographs 
from the private collection of Murray Moss 




































































































































































































