
My time with W+lter w+s during my golden ye+rs, living sober between detox 

+nd rel+pse. He w+s one of the m+jor pl+yers of my life story. Those people 

who +fter knowing, you +re perm+nently ch+nged.

I met W+lter one night in Zurich +fter my first present+tion of my work in his 

town. I immedi+tely recognised his unc+nny resembl+nce to my older brother. 

Str+ngely he knew th+t without me ever telling him. Th+t se+led our bond. He 

bec+me the st+nd-in for my brother in my mind +nd his.

He seduced me like he did every other wom+n he met in those ye+rs. He w+s 

sexy behind his gl+sses +nd his deep intellect w+s seductive. He w+s + m+n 

with + golden touch, one of those people th+t burn when they touch you so 

sweetly. Every wom+n believed she w+s the one.

He flirted endlessly with +ll of my friends +nd +ssist+nts. I especi+lly remember 

him trembling like + schoolboy in +we of the be+uty of my friend Am+nd+. He 

c+me to London to +sk her to m+rry him. She s+id ‘you donʼt know me.̓ He 

insisted he did. ‘You only know me in N+nʼs photosʼ she s+id. His sensitivity to 

photogr+phs often provoked obsession.

M+king books together w+s our sublim+tion of the sexu+lity th+t l+y bene+th 

the surf+ce of m+ny of my gre+t friendships. For us it w+s + rite of p+ss+ge 

th+t grew into +n intense +nd +biding friendship. This is where W+lter lived +nd 

bre+thed. Both of us obsessive perfectionists, we worked with such ple+sure 

through the nights. We m+de love through m+king books.

Everything I know +bout book m+king comes from my first ye+rs with W+lter. 

His v+st knowledge +nd curiosity re-inspired my f+ith in the medium of 

photogr+phy. He t+lked +bout Robert Fr+nk incess+ntly the first ye+rs we knew 

e+ch other. Every story referred b+ck to Robert. Working with him w+s his 

gre+test pride.

My mentor - book +fter book, though out the 90ʼs. We loved f+ncy rest+ur+nt 

+nd went to different ones every night, in Zurich, Berlin +nd New York. I c+lled 

him for +dvice in every situ+tion. He org+nised projects, jobs, exhibitions, +nd 

my two m+jor retrospectives. W+lter +lw+ys rescued me. I referred to him +s 

my gre+t protector. He m+int+ined +n +bsolute loy+lty th+t w+s so necess+ry 

for my entr+nce into the big life th+t he helped exp+nd. 

He took me to my first Fr+nkfurt book f+ir in + windowless function+l building 

th+t sucked the life out of books. He s+id ‘lets do +nother bookʼ +nd I s+id ‘Ok. 

D+vid .̓ It w+s D+vids first book. The rel+tionship between our work reflected 30 

ye+rs of friendship +nd + simil+r view of the world. His stood independently 

+nd be+utifully while showing me + new dimension of my own . We m+de the 



book lying on beds in my Berlin +p+rtment editing slides through the night +nd 

l+ughing hysteric+lly. One night we looked +t so m+ny im+ges th+t W+lter lost 

it - +nd yelled ‘Oh no, not +nother dr+g queen!ʼ - while looking +t l+ndsc+pes. 

He locked e+ch of us in our respective rooms +nd comm+ndeered our texts, 

e+ch +bout our version of our rel+tionship. He cre+ted + m+gnificent book with 

us.

Rick D+vid +nd I were in S+lzburg the summer of ʼ92. We went to Zurich to visit 

W+lter +nd met George Rheinh+rdt who stood for W+lters older brother, mentor 

+nd protector. He w+s s big, soft m+n whoʼs presence embr+ced you. We 

st+yed in Georgeʼs sublime +p+rtment. In one of my f+vourite photogr+phs of 

W+lter, George is st+nding +bove +nd behind W+lter, embr+cing him. When 

George died soon +fter, something in W+lter broke th+t never seemed to fully 

rep+ir. 

W+lters +p+rtments were empty. Often they just h+d + sheet +nd + towel while 

his offices were overflowing with his books. He +lw+ys h+d + running list of 

new projects; + new m+g+zine, museum, book or distribution house he cre+ted. 

He lived so m+ny lives simult+neously. His mind w+s + whirlwind. In the 90ʼs I 

h+d + solo show +t the photo museum in Wintertur, +nother of W+lters gre+t 

cre+tions. Before the opening, we le+rned th+t Philomin+ L+mbert, the Swiss 

princess, who I h+d d+nced with in Arles, h+d committed suicide. It shocked 

me +nd brought me b+ck to the night of my sisters suicide. I wept on W+lter. 

The sky turned red. After the opening W+lter surprised me with + concert of 

Alpine shepherds blowing r+ms horns +nd yodeling.

L+ter, when W+lter h+d to sell his bookstore, the center of Zurich, he w+s 

somehow diminished in his own eyes.

At the beginning of the next century. I went to Indi+ to work +s + still 

photogr+pher on + film. I slipped +nd fell 3.5 meters into + empty v+rnished 

swimming pool on the set +nd broke every bone in my wrist. From the hospit+l I 

c+lled W+lter. After some terrible d+ys he flew me b+ck to Zurich +nd took me 

to + surgeon he knew. Unfortun+tely, the m+n w+s + sh+m. W+lter refused to 

believe th+t. I st+yed in Zurich in his fl+t for weeks, he+vily doped on morphine. 

He w+s with his wom+n +nd I filed up his +p+rtment with friends from +ll over 

Europe. Th+t w+s the beginning of the end for us.

We went to P+ris in 2001 to cur+te my retrospective +t the Pompidou. It w+s + 

long summer of my fits +nd crises. We m+n+ged to design + voluminous book, 

The Devils Pl+yground. But +t the opening there w+s no W+lter.

During one phone c+ll, from P+ris to Zurich, we fin+lly broke over my coke. Our 

st+r w+s extinguished. He went missing in my life. I he+rd m+ny reports through 

the ye+rs of him +s ill +nd skinnier +nd deeply s+d.



The l+st time I s+w W+lter he c+me to + show in Wintertur. His mind w+s full to 

brimming +s usu+l, obsessively t+lking +bout + single subject. This time it w+s 

his d+ughter. He w+s full of +n innocent, intr+ct+ble joy, like + kid. He told me 

+ll +bout her cl+sses, her ple+sures, her concerns. She filled up his mind. Th+t 

night he w+s we+ring white +nd glowing. 

A short time l+ter I he+rd of his de+th. At his funer+l his doctor told me he died 

of + broken he+rt. It w+s + gre+t loss th+t only becomes more present over 

time. He c+rried my history, he m+de my life e+sier to live.

When one of us dies we e+ch try to cl+im them +s our own. But e+ch of us only 

knows one story. We e+ch h+ve our own W+lter. But +ll the pieces m+tter +nd 

fit together to form + history. I c+rry W+lter in me. It w+s only + dec+de but it 

l+sted forever.


