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61 North Main Street   
Moab, Utah 84532   

435.259.9808     888.479.9808

http://tomtillphotography.com/

Our new website is live! Check it 
out for hundreds of images, my new 

weekly blog and an easy way to 
purchase Tom Till Photography 

merchandise. 

AND...the Tom Till Gallery 
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Vlachos’ Views
Paul Vlachos is a New Yorker who understands The West. He also 

understands New York. His work celebrates the differences and the 
similarities. 

Here is volume #5 of Vlachos’ Views...
Copyright © Paul Vlachos 2013

For more Vlachos 
images, visit the 
WordPress version 
of this issue.

Hollis, Queens, New York City. 
What might be called “micro-advertising”

I took this in Hollis, Queens, a part of that vast borough that I know little about 
but which, I have learned, is considered by some to be the birthplace of Hip Hop. Try 
telling that to people in the Bronx. Anyway, I’m sure there is a lot to recommend Hol-
lis and to secure its place in history but, in this case, I was there to morally support 
a friend who was going to driving school. He’s in his mid forties and was terrified of 
driving, so I was also going along to make sure he didn’t chicken out on the journey. 
We discovered that driving schools get cheaper and cheaper the further you get from 
Manhattan. You could graph it and it would probably come out to be a perfect curve. 
I accompanied him on at least two or three trips out there, then I would leave him 
to learn the fine motor arts while I’d walk among the wig stores and discount marts 
of Hollis. I was walking on the main drag out there one day and heard a relentless 
carnival barker on tape being broadcast on the street through a crappy little speaker. 
He had a West Indies accent and kept reciting goods - all different goods - with the 
droning and hypnotic refrain “Just two dollars in the back.” I then found this little 
sign pasted at the entrance to an alley. No, I’m sad to report that I did not go “in the 
back,” but I kind of wish I had.

The back of “Paul’s New Mexican 
Take-Out” restaurant. Carrizozo, NM - 2012.

Paul’s was closed at the time - Meg and I had awoken early at the Valley of 
Fires campground and were on the way to somewhere down the road when 
I passed this place, liked the sign, and shot these chairs, which I choose to 
believe are the most sacred spot in the world to at least one person, and 
probably to the person whom that one person regularly converses with, as 
well. I like to think that somebody who works or eats at Paul’s looks for-
ward to sitting in one of these chairs every other night, maybe lighting up a 
cigarette and staring way past that dumpster, into the open desert beyond, 
and thinking big, empty thoughts. Maybe thinking nothing at all, but enjoy-
ing a very pleasant time doing so. We were just passing through, on our 
way, unbeknownst to us at the time, to a great breakfast, ten minutes later, 
at a diner next door to the mini-mart in Carrizozo. I ended up buying a jar 
of the local hot sauce and carting that jar back to New York City. Meg went 
into the mini mart to use the bathroom while wearing her pajama bottoms 
and elegantly lit up a cigarette as she got back into the van, with me urging 
her to not linger with it lest she blow us both up as I finished pumping the 
gasoline.

Wyoming - 2009. Sideways sun at the end of the day. 
Always great if can catch it.

My endless fascination with crumbling signs, mixed messages, big sky, 
plywood and desert scrub all combine so easily in Nevada, Wyoming, Mon-
tana and the other western states. Over and over, I look at photos like this 
and wonder why I remain in New York - city of my birth, my friends, my 
roots - all of my past. Let me not get too glum and drugstore philosophical 
here. Let me just close my eyes and try to conjure up a quick whiff of what 
the wind in this picture tastes like if I lick my lips.

Abandoned drive-in movie theater. Yerington, NV - 2009

Another shot taken on the way to someplace, almost certainly one of those godly Nevada hot springs. Abandoned 
western drive-ins are almost too easy. How can you NOT look at this without thinking of past romance and joy? Of big 
empty places? Of lives lived outdoors and hot summer nights spent in the car, watching the latest flicks? How can you 
NOT dwell pleasantly in the past, living in nostalgia - the true death of the moment? But, maybe a brief romantic escapist 
memory is not such a shameful thing. Maybe we need it occasionally to nurture the moment. Maybe those who command 
to always be in the moment are being a bit too harsh. I don’t know. It looks like the sound posts - the poles you would 
park next to with the small speaker -  are gone from this drive in. Maybe somebody bought them when this place closed 
down. I wonder where they are now? I wonder if that drive-in has closed? Hell, here I go again…


