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Foreword

TANKSTILLE

For many years, I have photographed abandoned cars

and the places they left behind. Along the way, I also

began collecting photographs of another disappearing

world: gas stations.

The gas station is inseparable from the history of 

individual mobility. Wherever cars went, fuel had to 

follow. Over the decades, networks of small filling 

stations spread through cities, villages and along 

country roads. Later, many of them disappeared again as

traffic changed, roads were rerouted and larger stations

replaced smaller ones.

Some survived. They became workshops, shops, houses

or simply empty buildings. Others were modernized 

beyond recognition. Many were demolished and left no

trace at all.

I have photographed many real abandoned gas stations.

At the same time, thousands of historical photographs

accumulated in my archive. Most are documents of their

time—cars at the pumps, attendants at work, travelers

passing through.

But a few seemed to contain something else.

Once the people were gone, once the cars had 

disappeared, once time and light began to shift, 

these places became strangely quiet.

That quiet became the starting point for this book.

I no longer think the distinction matters very much.

Some of the places shown here existed exactly as 

they appear. Others almost did. Some never did.

I would have photographed them if they had existed.
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You could buy gas, ask for directions, and hear the

local news without leaving the porch. The chickens

had the run of the place. They still do.
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Out here, a quarter of a tank could change your

plans. You watched for a sign, a roof, anything that

meant gas ahead. This place must have been a

welcome sight.
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A dozen pumps, fresh from the oven. For once, 

the smell is butter and sugar. Help yourself. 

There is enough fuel here for the afternoon.
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The canopy still offers shade. Rain finds its way

through the cracks, and the wind brings sand into

the service bays. There is little left to put away

when the weather turns.
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After the rain, the clearing smells of wet leaves.

Water gathers beneath the pumps. Beyond the

concrete, young trees are taking root among

the cars.
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On a night like this, you would have pulled in just to

ask how far it was to the next town. You might have

stayed until the rain eased. The light by the door

makes it easy to imagine.
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A few gallons, a word about the weather, then back

along the road. The little building offered shelter

while the tank filled. Around it, the wind had miles

of open ground.
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Someone once chose two red pumps for the front

of this wooden store. They would catch a driver's

eye from the road. Even now, their faded color

gives the place a certain pride.
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Toward evening, the heat begins to leave the

ground. For a few minutes, the old paint takes on

the colors of the sky. I would have waited for this

light.
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Before the first customer arrived, someone had to

decide where the windows would go, how the cars

would turn, and where to put the pumps. On this

table, there is still time to move everything.
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In winter, you kept an eye on the fuel gauge. 

You wanted enough to reach the next town, 

with something in reserve. Snow has covered 

the pumps, but the road is clear.
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The lamp lights a patch of ground between the

pumps and the garage. Beyond it, the yard is dark.

It is just enough light to make you pause and look

inside.
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From here, the view might once have been a reason

to stop, even with a full tank. Stretch your legs.

Look across the valley. Take a little longer than 

you needed.
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