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An Addiction to Images 
Galerie Kicken Continues the Ongoing Series In Deutschland and Finally 
Reaches the East 
 
Image Caption: Gabriele and Helmut Nothhelfer’s Sommerfest der Synagoge, Berlin-Mitte, 
2001 (Berlin-Mitte Synagogue Summer Fête) (left) and Helga Paris’ portrait from the 
Series Halle. Häuser und Gesichter (Halle. Houses and Faces). 
 
An older woman simply stands in place, looking at the camera, wearing a round 
hat, with a brawny body, large heavy hands, in a warm overcoat in front of a 
dreary wartime backdrop. The photograph is by Helga Paris, shot in Halle in 
the 1980s. The woman wears her bag as a hunter might wear a rifle. She holds 
a long feather in her hands, between the tips of her fingers like a trophy. 
Is it her plunder? An unheard-of discovery in the grey-brown of the city. 
Meanwhile in Gabriele and Helmut Nothhelfer’s portrait of a visitor to the 
Berlin-Mitte Synagogue Summer Fête from 2001, a young woman—or is it a young 
man, it is not entirely clear either way—casually holds a cigarette between 
her fingers. This is not a trophy; instead the cigarette is meant to appear 
offhand, as if it were part of her. However, it doesn’t quite have that 
effect. 
We know nothing about these women and yet they tell us everything. Even that 
they are a bit at odds with the way they stage themselves. 
Twenty years separate the origin of these photographs. They are both on view 
at Galerie Kicken in Berlin in the exhibition In Deutschland: reloaded (II). 
There are many more images of substance to get hooked on in the show. Helga 
Paris’ images of Halle from 1983 to 1985 emanate the same harrowing presence: 
a blond boy, for instance—on the cusp of manhood—captured in a moment of 
indecision on the threshold of a rear courtyard, unsure as to whether he 
should go in or go out, which direction to turn. There is also more to see 
from the cosmos of artist couple Nothhelfer: a young policeman from 1975 
wears a pair of sunglasses that simply irradiate cool—fully reflective, as if 
he were forever shielded from the world. 
What is this exhibition that tells us so fondly about East Germany, in the 
parameters of such a tiny space, and through such intimate details?  
Since 1974, Galerie Kicken has specialized in photography (harking back to 
Galerie Lichttropfen (‘drop of light’)) at a time when the medium as such was 
not yet recognized as an art form—a point that is beyond question today. 
However, there’s always more room for pioneering work. 
This series started off as very West German earlier in the spring of this 
year when the gallery employed Klaus Honnef to reconstruct his legendary 
exhibition In Deutschland, hosted at the Landesmuseum Bonn in 1979. This 
marked the moment of inception for German photography in museums, the seminal 
moment for numerous photographers like Michael Schmidt, Axel Hütte, Thomas 
Struth, Heinrich Riebesehl, Tata Ronkholz, and Candida Höfer. 
And the reconstruction has led to something far more interesting and 
significant than self-aggrandizing burnt offerings or nostalgic sentiment. 
Instead, Kicked has launched a voyage of discovery that is bound to extend 
much further. 
The second part of the series In Deutschland: reloaded (II) broadens its 
focus. The exhibition widens its perspective, admits mistakes and missed 
opportunities. It asks questions: why was this or that artist missing back 
then? However, what is most pivotal is the perspective of East Germany. These 
photographers are less spoiled by publicity than those of the Dusseldorf 
School, although their positions are nonetheless striking, manifesting an 



earnest and precise vision. They are not glamorous images. The good pictures 
are disarmingly honest. 
The curator is 70-year-old collector and photographer Wilhelm Schürmann. In 
1979, he was Honnef’s co-curator in Bonn and ran the gallery with Rudolf 
Kicken until 1979. In this sense the configuration appears to be partially 
predetermined, or even driven by certain questions: whether there is actually 
still material for sale, or who was able to put out new editions. Some of the 
prints are less expensive. 
But none of this is decisive enough to cast a judgment. What is definitive is 
that the show constantly induces us to want more: to see a reloaded (III), a 
reloaded (IV). More familiar faces, more stories. There is a sense that this 
photography is alive. It cannot be clicked through, but instead endures: from 
Rudi Meisel’s chair ensemble in front of Erich Honecker, Thomas Leuner’s SO36 
in Kreuzberg from 1985, to Peter Piller’s very own aerial image archive. 
Screened and filtered from found images, the photos show single family homes 
where a lawnmower stands in every yard. But ultimately, it is one photograph 
that resonates the longest: Arno Fischer’s scene of New Year’s Eve 1989/90. A 
man thrusts himself into the air, far higher than should be humanly possible. 
Behind him the Brandenburg Gate; beyond the sky exploding with firecrackers. 
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