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Laura—Colin New
Best Print in SPS Annual Exhibition

Something that often strikes me these days is that life seems to become ever
more complicated year by year. | remember when we used to buy electricity
from the electricity board and gas from the gas board, but now you can get
both of these from some company that is probably based in Spain or Holland,
and you can also get them to feed your phone and broadband connection
down the tubes as well. How do they keep them separate?

Photography has been affected by this extra complexity more than most
things. We all appreciate what wonderful things we can do with a digital
camera and a computer, but at the back of our minds sometimes | am sure we
have thought that it used to be a lot simpler in the old days. | know that
enthusiasts used to read dusty old alchemist tomes to get the formulas that
they mixed up to develop their films, and a lot of ingenuity was shown in the
darkroom by way of dodging and burning, but with hindsight it all looks a lot
simpler.

However, | was talking about printing problems with a friend recently, and
bemoaning how unreliable printers can be and how much printer ink costs
compared to gold dust or Chanel Number 5, but he remembered having a go
at colour printing in the darkroom using the Cibachrome process. After he had
spent about three days getting everything right and the drum temperature
stable to within plus or minus half a degree centigrade, he finally produced his



first print that didn’t have a noticeable colour cast. Plugging in your new inkjet printer and digging deep into
your bank account for ink cartridges is probably a lot less stressful than that.

Recently at the club we had what you might think of as an old-fashioned slide lecture on natural history by
Robert Hawksworth, but the quality of the slides was superb and the talk was entertaining. This was an
example of the best of how things used to be, but | have to say that the projected slides did keep popping in
and out of focus, which is a perennial annoyance with slide projectors but is not something that happens with
a new-fangled digital projector. We move forward gradually, but it can be hard to keep up.

When | find the modern world becoming all too much, | enjoy reading the novels of Thomas Hardy. They can
be a bit gloomy sometimes, everyone being doomed to fall in love with the wrong person, but being a
photographer | appreciate his ‘seeing eye’, which he expresses in prose rather than on paper. The description
of Egdon Heath at twilight that begins The Return of the Native is famous and could inspire many landscapes
photographers, but | have recently started rereading The Woodlanders.

This is mostly set in the tiny fictional village of Little Hintock, deep in the woods of Wessex, and it begins with
someone hitching a lift on the carrier’s cart and then walking down the lane into the village, again at twilight.
The village is dark in a way that we can only imagine in these days of street lighting, but a little light spills from
the doors and windows of a few cottages. One cottage is a little larger and lit more brightly because someone
is working inside cutting wood to make pegs for thatching, and the waste wood is making a good blaze in the
fireplace. From outside, the light from the fire can be seen to shine up the old-fashioned wide chimney and
light up the smoke drifting away into the night, making an eerie glow over the roof top. Now capture that
image with your High Definition Photography techniques!
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You don’t suddenly wake up one day and say “Let's
go to the Antarctic today” — you think about it — you
consider the implications before making a decision.

It had long been an ambition for both my wife and | to
go there — but somehow we never thought it would
happen. It was just one of those distant dreams. Then
that wonderful drama documentary about Shackleton
starring Kenneth Branagh came on television and our
dreams started again. A friend of mine told me he had
been twice and it was the most marvellous journey in
the world and then the final straw - my wife met some-
one on a computer course who showed her his natural
history pictures from South Georgia.

Now | am not a natural history photographer and | am not sure the world needs any more penguin pictures
but we are both fascinated by Shackleton and the scenery shown in the travel brochures looked stunning. |
kept telling myself we were going for the experience and adventure not the photography.

We decided to do some research, work out our finances, and see if it was possible. | started to see what op-
tions were available.

By talking to people who had made the visit we were advised to opt for the Falklands/Georgia/Antarctic Pen-
insular combination and to choose a small boat with about 100 passengers. We were informed that the Ant-
arctic Treaty said that only 100 visitors can be landed at any time on the Antarctic via the zodiacs. The large
boats take their passengers ashore in relays and their access is greatly controlled and managed. Worse still
passengers are encouraged to view the Antarctic from on board ship.

Armed with this advice | read all the brochures and eventually settled on a lovely little boat called Explorer.
This double hulled ice class ship had been especially built for taking passengers to the Antarctic and had
been successfully making the journey for a good few years. It's no frills style was popular with photographers
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and naturalists. It was also one of the cheapest packages although nothing is cheap in the Antarctic. By
booking very early we were offered a very good discount.

Imagine our surprise when a friend rang us one afternoon. “What is the name of the boat you have booked to
go to Antarctica?” “Explorer” we said. “Well turn on your television — it is in the process of sinking.”

We turned on our television and saw pictures of our ship sinking - surrounded by passengers in life rafts.
They bobbed around in the Southern Ocean for five hours before being rescued by a large Hurtigruten boat.
My first response was to say “What a photographic opportunity that would have been” but my wife did not
share my enthusiasm. When | heard that people were not allowed to take anything with them apart from what
they were wearing | was less enthusiastic. | heard that one specialist natural history photographer had to
leave his EOS 1DS Mk 3 and a humber of prime telephoto lenses on the sinking boat.

The tour company got in contact with us and asked what we wanted to do. Did we want to cancel with a full
refund of our deposit or did we want to choose another boat? We chose another boat — the Clipper Adven-
turer and the tour company gave us a very generous discount and an upgraded cabin.

We have received a guarantee that there will be no formal “dressing for dinner” and no “onboard entertain-
ment” although there are naturalists, historians and geologists who will give lectures. | have never been on a
cruise ship and have never wished to go on one but there is really no other way to get to Antarctica. | am rest-
less by nature and the idea of spending 3 days at sea — crossing the Drake Passage gave me worries about
“cabin fever”.

So the time approaches — we set off in February for a journey of a lifetime. It seemed a good idea at the time
we booked but now the anxieties are starting to appear. A couple of weeks ago another boat ran aground
and all the passengers had to be rescued by the Chilean Navy. Lightning doesn't strike three times does it?

We have just received a pack from the tour company — it came with instructions about the clothing we will
need. They said that a heavy duty parka and rubber boots for on shore landings will be provided. We were
told we would need waterproof trousers, a rain jacket, polar fleeced sweaters, thermal underwear, two wool
ski hats, polarised sun glasses, a water resistant backpack, zip lock plastic bags as added protection for cam-
era gear, a good pair of binoculars, sun block, a universal adapter for electrical appliances and a walking
stick. Oh yes we were also told to have ski mittens or gloves.

Having thought about this we have decided to take a thin pair of cotton gloves to wear inside our heavy mit-
tens. We will put our ski mittens on tapes — like the children who go to infant school — and then thread the
tapes through the arms of our parka. We will then be able to take our gloves off to enable picture taking. Well
that’s the theory!

We have also been informed that we might want to take a bathing suit in case we wish to take a dip in the ice
springs on Deception Island — | don't think so!

We were told to take at least double the amount of film/memory cards we anticipate we might need and to
ensure we have spare batteries as cold weather can cause batteries to fail. Regarding photographic informa-
tion we have been advised to “Over expose by at least one stop or bracket” in order to obtain satisfactory ex-
posures. “On overcast days your meter reading may be nearly correct.” This is interesting because | have
my cameras permanently set to underexpose by two thirds of a stop to save the highlights from burning out.
Snow and ice are going to change that theory.

So what gear will | take? | have an EOS 5D and not being a natural history photographer the longest lens |
usually use is the 70 — 200 F4. As the 5D is a full frame camera 200 mm is what | get — there is no 1.6 multi-
plier effect. | also have a 1.4 time lens converter that will give me 300+ mm. Finally | have a 100 — 400mm
lens — but it is so heavy | hardly ever use it. | don't know if | should take it or not. | can’t imagine that chang-
ing lenses will be the easiest thing to do in challenging weather. | also plan to take a monopod.

The pack from the travel company also suggests a large supply of sea sickness medication and advises a
visit to the doctor to get something suitable. Crossing the Drake Passage can be extremely bumpy! We are
told the boat has stabilisers — but | was once sea sick crossing the English Channel!

So our journey starts with a journey to Heathrow to pick up a flight to Madrid! From Madrid we fly to Buenos
Aires and from there we fly on to Ushuaia (in your geography lessons it was probably referred to as Tierra del
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Fuego). Apparently since the Falklands War there are no direct flights from England to Argentinal
Is this a good idea? | hope so. It could certainly be the journey of a life time!
March 22" 2009.

Well our amazing adventure to Antarctica is now over. | have many photographs to edit! They are not all pic-
tures of penguins!

It was an incredible life enhancing experience — yes it really was the journey of a life time and | hope to share
some of my pictures and experiences with you on September 22" when | am booked to talk to Sheffield Pho-
tographic Society.

We began to think the journey would never happen however.

The day before we were due to set off on holiday we had a telephone call at about 9.15 pm from Quark in the
USA. Quark is the name of the operator for our ship. They rang to say that there was still money owing on
our account and unless it was paid we would not be allowed to board the boat in Ushuaia. | was horrified and
said that | had paid the holiday in full to the British company | had booked with - Noble Caledonia. | had re-
ceipts and bank statements to say it had been paid.

The woman from Quark said she did not doubt we had paid but they had not received all the money. “I would
hate for you to get all the way down to Ushuaia and not be allowed to board the boat.” | asked her if she had
been in contact with Noble Caledonia. She said Quark had been trying for weeks but Noble Caledonia re-
fused to talk to them. | then gave her the two emergency telephone numbers | had been given and sug-
gested she try to ring them immediately. “Ring me back later this evening and tell me what the situation is “I
said.

As you can imagine my wife and | were frantic. We thought the company had gone bust. After half an hour
she rang back saying she could not get through. | then rang Noble Caledonia myself on one of the emer-
gency numbers and immediately got through. | explained what | had been told and the agent from Noble
Caledonia said she was absolutely horrified. She said she did not know what was going on but would imme-
diately get back to Quark and sort things out.

A half an hour later she rang. She said “I have spoken to them. | don’t know what the problem is but your holi-
day is in no doubt. It has been guaranteed on the company credit card.”

I then rang Quark in the USA and spoke to the woman again. “Yes | have spoken to someone from Noble
Caledonia — | guess it will be alright for your guys now.” Hardly words designed to give you confidence.

The following morning | rang Noble Caledonia before we left for Heathrow and asked them what was going
on. They said “We think it is some dispute over a fuel surcharge. However, there is no doubt about your holi-
day — it is 100% secure. We are absolutely furious they got in contact with you — they should have contacted
us as your agent. We will be in contact with them when they open for business later today.”

We set off for Heathrow at 11.00am and later when we were at airport got a phone call from one of the direc-
tors of Noble Caledonia apologising for the fact that we had received this “disgraceful” phone call reassuring
us yet again that there was no need to worry. Everything was fine. As you can imagine the doubts still lin-
gered.

We flew from Heathrow to Madrid and then on to Buenos Aires. On the flight | noticed that a man sitting in
front of us had a Daily Telegraph. “17 Britons stranded in Antarctica” said the headline. “You are not going to
want to hear this but I'll tell you anyway” | said to my wife. A ship called the Ocean Nova — sister ship of the
Clipper Adventurer had gone aground and all the passengers had needed to be rescued. We later heard that
the rescue ship was our boat as it was the nearest one in the area.

Surprise surprise — when we got to Buenos Aires Airport my wife’s case was missing! | went to luggage claim
to report it and they said they would try to trace it. | explained that we were moving on to Ushuaia and then
on to Antarctica. The said they would try and find it and send it to our hotel in Ushuaia.

What a start! The case had all the cold and wet weather gear my wife had bought specially for the trip. When
we got to our Buenos Aires Hotel we rushed around the City Centre trying to buy a few essentials — under-
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wear T shirts etc. Next morning we flew on to Ushuaia. When we got there we got a message to say that
Marion’s case was still at Heathrow. They were sending it to us.

We spent that afternoon rushing around Ushuaia buying wet weather over trousers, a spare pair of trousers
etc. We had decided that we would split my wet weather gear as much as possible. We decided to take our
minds off things by visiting the Tierra De Fuego National Park. When we got back to the hotel we were told
that they hoped to have the case by 4.00pm. We were due to embark on the boat at 4.00pm.

I got in contact with the people in charge of embarkation and they said “Try to be on board by 5.00pm at the
latest.” We took a taxi to the airport and fortunately the bag arrived at 3.15. Just in time! We jumped in a taxi
and went straight to the boat.

Was someone trying to tell us something? Was our journey fated?

Even as we walked up the gang plank | wondered if we would be allowed on board. However — no problem.
All was well and we were shown to our cabin.

The first time we went to use the toilet it overflowed! Things had to get better!
A plumber was called and our toilet was sorted out. Our holiday could begin.

What a start to the holiday. It was going to have to be pretty remarkable after this start. We sailed away from
Ushuaia — out into the Beagle Channel and into the Drake Passage and then the real adventure began!

o+ ) o+, - -l Rebecca Nex

At the end of her excellent talk on the recent ‘I Do It My Way’ evening, Janet Thorpe showed us a montage of
pictures of her children and grandchildren, and made the closing statement :"The loves of my life — these are
the pictures we'll still be looking at in years to come”.

I've been thinking a lot recently about the kind of photographic record I’'m creating for my family — the pictures
they'll be looking at in years to come. Photographs are all about memories and probably none more so than
the pictures of our families and loved ones. In a camera club, putting any picture before a visiting judge is dif-
ficult, but showing pictures of our family is intensely personal — maybe the only thing more personal would be
to listen to a self-portrait being critiqued! However, often the best pictures we create are the ones we have an
emotional connection to, whatever the subject matter. They also tend to be the pictures that it is hard to hear
criticised, however constructively, by a judge — so why do we put ourselves through it?

Well for me, one of the many good things to have come out of joining this society nearly 3 years ago has
been the opportunity to have feedback on my work by people who have been making far better pictures over
a much longer time period than | have. By putting a picture before a judge, hearing their comments, noting
their suggestions for improvement, | have begun to develop the ability to be constructively self-critical about
my work. The result of this is that over the last 3 years | have started to create better pictures, and as my sub-
ject matter is often my children, | have noticed an improvement in the quality of the ‘family album’ pictures.

However, | have also noticed another effect: since joining the society | have become far more selective about
the pictures that | take. | am taking more pre-planned pictures, but not as many spontaneous, ‘of the moment’
pictures of family and friends as | did before. I've had a good think about why this might be and have realised
that as | have become more aware of what makes a ‘good’ picture, | have become more reluctant to take a
‘bad’ one. So | have found that on occasions | have not taken the camera out with me if the light conditions
aren’t good, or | have avoided taking a picture if the background is too cluttered, if a distracting object is in the
way, if the children’s clothes don'’t tone with the background, or if the people in the frame are aware of the
camera and have just pulled a cheesey expression. When | look back | can detect big holes in the family re-
cord for the year — holiday moments missed because the midday sun was too harsh; family pictures at great
grandpa’s 90th birthday party avoided because the available light indoors was not good enough and | didn’t
want to use flash; a group shot on an extended family weekend away not taken because everyone was pos-
ing rigidly. Help — I've become too self-critical and now there are big gaps in the family aloum!! | need to learn
to take pictures for different reasons — sometimes to create art and sometimes just to record an important mo-
ment. If the two come together that's great (and may be worthy of putting before a judge) but if not, each are
valid and important in their own way.
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When | look back at family aloums from my childhood the pictures are far from great photographically or artis-
tically — there was the distinctive orange cast to many of those 1970’s photos; the subject was often small in
the frame and surrounded by clutter; often the heads were chopped out of the frame altogether and they were
always printed up really small. But despite this, they are a treasured part of my family history and an impor-
tant part of my childhood record. In fact, | like looking at those cluttered, distracting backgrounds because in
them | can pick out details that would have been long-forgotten otherwise — Christmas presents just un-
wrapped, much-loved toys cluttering the floor, the psychedelic pattern of the 1970s carpet in all its detailed
glory— not to mention the wallpaper (my mum amazingly agreed to let my Dad have beer bottle wallpaper on
the chimney breast for a while!') These are all distracting details that don’t add anything to the picture for any-
one apart from me, but for my sake | am glad the photographer left them in. If ’'m not careful my children’s
record will have disappeared into blurred backgrounds, cloned out objects and cropped out clutter! But can |
bring myself to include all the extras in the frame for their sake, when really all | want is to take a lovely por-
trait with a very narrow depth of field? Well I'm getting better at forcing myself to!

One way I've found around this is to deliberately create a record of the details they would otherwise forget —
shoes they've just grown out of; much-loved and worn-out toys; the pattern on a favourite dress; and aspects
of the interior of the house and the children’s bedrooms. This is creating a lovely pictorial record and will
hopefully evoke memories for them in years to come — but I still don’t record the clashing outfits and bad hair-
days that seem to fill my family albums from the 70’s! Inspired by members and visiting speakers who have
been taking a picture a day for a year, | have just embarked on a smaller project — a picture a day for a
month, with the title '30 Days of Ordinary’. I've decided to concentrate my pictures on our daily family life —
the walk to school, a trip to the shops, a tray of biscuits just out of the oven, a piece of art-work brought back
from nursery, a friend coming round for tea etc. Maybe this will help me to better record the details I'm so
good at blurring, cropping and cloning out.

And when all the pictures of the family year have been created, the next dilemma is what to do with them? At
the moment they sit on the hard-drive of the computer and get burnt to CD as back-up, but will these get
passed down through the generations? The few that get printed tend to be the best portraits, and aren’t nec-
essarily what the children will want to look at in years to come. For the last few years | have made a photo-
graphic year-book through Photobox, but the print quality isn’t great and | worry about how long they will last.
This year in addition to a photo book, | have chosen about 30 of our favourite pictures to print out and put into
an album. With all the advances in technology — digital photo-frames, external hard-drives for storage, photos
printed onto canvas, acrylic or just about anything you like , | still don’t think you can beat a family album of
prints to be looked at, laughed at, reminisced over, put on a shelf to gather dust and then hopefully passed
down to the next generation.

And I'm looking forward to the not too-distant future when | can give the children their own cameras so they
can record their clutter, leaving me to try to create beautiful portraits and maybe even the occasional land-
scape!

Have a good summer everyone.
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To our great sadness, Eileen lost her battle against cancer on Tuesday 27" January 2009.

Eileen joined Sheffield Photographic Society in the 1980s and went on to gain her ARPS in 1991 and her
BPE*3 in 1996. She was a very accomplished natural history photographer specialising in fungi, flowers and
African wildlife. Although natural history was a great love of Eileen’s she was interested in all types of pho-
tography and was an active member of our Club’s AV and Digital groups. Many of you will have seen some
of her AV sequences which reflected her personality in that they were well researched, humorous and touch-
ing. Eileen was a great supporter of Sheffield Photographic Society and was President in 1986/87, 1993/94
and 2006/2007, she served as Secretary in 1995/1996. In 1994 she became the Society’s first Archivist and
in 2000 with Michael Arskey they produced an authoritative history of the Sheffield Photographic Society in
both audio visual and printed form.

Eileen had a great love for plants, designing her own garden. She was a member of the Friends of the Bo-
tanical Gardens, the Florilegum Society and the Northern Society for Botanical Art. She was an accom-
plished artist exhibiting her work in Sheffield and the RHS Show in London, also a past member and Secre-
tary of the Microscope Group of Sorby Natural History Society. She acquired a Diploma in Botanical lllustra-
tion and a Certificate in Plant Studies at Sheffield University.
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| became firm friends with Eileen in 1989 when we at-
tended an Autumn photography course and she en-
couraged me to join the Society. She was a warm and
friendly person who was always willing to share her
expertise with fellow photographers.

Many members of Sheffield Photographic Society
were present on Tuesday 20 January when Eileen
was due to speak on ‘My Approach to Natural History
Photography’. Eileen worked very hard to prepare her
presentation despite being seriously ill. She was de-
termined to be there, but unfortunately this was not
possible. | was honoured that she asked me to speak
her words on that evening.

Eileen inspired many people with her enthusiasm and
she was a great supporter of Sheffield Photographic
Society for many years and will be sadly missed by all
who knew her.

Judy Smith LRPS, DPAGB, BPE*3

Fond Memories of Eileen Cooke ARPS DPAGB BPE3*

She was busy and organised right up to the last. On the 20th January this year we were due to enjoy the Ei-
leen Cooke night entitled, '‘My Approach to Natural History Photography' at Sheffield Photographic Society;
and we did! This was due to her exceptional organisational skills, the support of the

President Peter Mason and her friend Judy Smith who showed Eileen's prints and sequences for her. Just
one week later, Eileen died.

Eileen became president of the Society in 1986, again in 1993 and 2007. She Was also secretary three times
as well as the archivist and trustee. Never one to let the grass grow under her feet, she offered to take over
from me as the AV Group co-ordinator, last Autumn as | had finished my three years in that office. She was
most concerned that the new programme was in 'apple pie order' and never lost her enthusiasm for her
hobby. Keith Brown, who was Eileen's vice president in 1993, worked alongside her during the last few diffi-
cult months and is now the new co-ordinator of the Group.

Many of you will remember the times we gave credit to her when we were editors of AV News as she proof
read every issue. Apart from being a very competent photographer and AV worker, she was a skilled artist
and interested in all kinds of wildlife. Many examples are seen in her drawings, especially of Fungi. One of
her photographs of a Michaelmas daisy hangs over our bed. She gave it to me simply because | told her how
much | liked it.

She was a true friend, very supportive to all of us and she had a lively pleasant nature. She will be greatly
missed. Our thoughts go to Michael, her three daughters, Susan Gillian and Tracy, son Robert and of course
her grandchildren.

Joan Horne
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This was our second Annual Exhibition to take place at Sheffield Cathedral and we seem to go from strength
to strength, not only in terms of visitor numbers but also in the overall quality of the images on display. Visi-
tors’ comments which came to my notice were unfailingly most complimentary — see below for a selection
from the Comments Book.

The Junior and Small Print classes were up in numbers from last year. However, in my opinion the images in
the exhibition as a whole looked cramped and perhaps there were a dozen prints too many for the number of
boards we have. We are not allowed to fix any images to the side walls.
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385 prints were submitted for judging and 192 (50%) were selected by judge Margaret Salisbury. 94 slides
were submitted and 76 were selected.

The slide selection was of slightly better quality than last year but displaying them adequately is a problem,
particularly since the projector (which we borrow from Bakewell) does not seem to like working with a sensi-
tive RCD plug!

It was good to have use of the adjacent kitchen for refreshments for our “staff” but disappointing that we still
had nowhere to leave our belongings securely.

The Society has purchased an A-board for displaying publicity material in the cathedral forecourt. Having pre-
viously discussed our use of it with the (then) marketing director of the cathedral, | was disappointed to find
that we were forbidden to use it as planned “because of insurance reasons”. Apparently it is OK to put our
posters on the cathedral’'s A-board and put that in the forecourt but we cannot put our board out there, despite
the fact that we have our own public liability insurance! Ho hum.

We have also purchased display banners but these were put up by cathedral staff in my absence. They were
designed to hang vertically on the stone columns at the entrance but the staff put them up horizontally and
they looked terrible! Next year | expect to remedy this.

However, in other respects the cathedral staff have been most helpful and relations seem cordial.

Some members have expressed concern over the cost of the venue (£450) but the problem in Sheffield is
that there are no free or cheaper facilities which are comparable. It is no good having somewhere off the
beaten track because visitors just do not come in sufficient numbers. We used the Botanical Gardens demon-
stration centre for some years, but the conditions were very cramped and many members felt that the building
did not do justice to the quality of the images on display. The Winter Garden is free but the lighting is poor
and I, for one, find it a dismal place first thing in the morning and after 3pm in winter.

In 2008 your committee introduced a hanging fee for the November Winter Garden exhibition in order to help
meet the costs of the cathedral.

Some comments from the visitors’ book:

“First visit to your exhibition. All exhibits are outstanding.
Very difficult to choose which is my favourite”

“Very inspirational. Rekindled my interest in photography”

“A wonderful experience. Many beautifully atmospheric
photographs” (Visitor from Liverpool)

“It's funny — today | began to take photographs myself but
my camera broke down. This exhibition has given me in-
spiration and desire to connect to the world in this dimen-
sion. Thank you.” (Visitor from Enfield)

“Remarkably high standard — plus the bonus of a chat
with prizewinner Janet Thorpe!” (Visitor from Derby)

“The overall standard just gets higher and higher”

“Superb. Absolutely superb. Well done to everyone who
contributed”

“Words fail me — just let the pictures speak for them-
selves. Brilliant”

“A serendipitous diversion” (Visitor from Leeds)

“Very good pictures! | liked my grandad’s three photos
best because they were magnificent!”
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Favourite Print Poll

501 ballot slips were received ( | had printed 400 based on the previous two years so stewards used their ini-
tiative and resorted to paper from the comments book!).

4" “Standing Alone in the Frost” Peter Matthews 13 votes
Jt 2" “Swaledale” and “Tinsley Cooling Towers” by Steve Dorey 14 votes each
1% “199 Steps, Whitby” Step hen Elliot 63 votes

501 votes were cast (364 in 2008, 390 in 2007)
66% of images achieved at least one vote (60% in 2008, 68% in 2007)

Keith Allchin, Exhibitions Coordinator
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Over the years it has been my good fortune to attend some great photographic lectures. In December 2008 |
went to a GAMMA meeting at the National Media Centre Bradford to hear Antony Penrose (the son of Lee
Miller and Roland Penrose) talk about his mother’s amazing life in photography.

It is a story you would not dare invent — it is too incredible to be believable.

Antony started by telling us about Lee Miller — the young stunningly beautiful model from the USA — and her
life with Man Ray. She was Man Ray’s muse and lover and the pictures they made together were glorious.
Their relationship was tempestuous and Lee Miller (a fine photographer in her own right) became deeply im-
mersed in the scandalous world of the French Surrealists. Lee had many relationships with the group. Pi-
casso was just one of her many admirers and lovers.

Much has been said of Man Ray’s use of the sabatier/solarization tech-
nique — discovered by accident when Lee Miller mistakenly put on the
light during the development of some negatives when a rat ran over her
foot. The discovery of the effect belongs as much to Lee Miller as to
Man Ray. Many of Lee Miller's images were claimed and marketed un-
der the name of Man Ray. At the time Lee did not complain.

Eventually their tempestuous affair came to an end with Man Ray
threatening suicide and Lee Miller going off to marry a wealthy Egyp-
tian called Aziz Eloui Bey. For a while Lee spent her time making pho-
tographs in her new home in Egypt but eventually lack of stimulation
made her restless. She met Roland Penrose — a rich English Surrealist
who was wrestling with his Quaker upbringing and went to England to
live with him.

Most of us in the audience knew this part of the story and were familiar
with the images of the young beautiful model. We sat there asking our-
selves how this story had come about. It was at this point that Antony
went back to the beginning and told us about her early years and child-
hood.

Lee Miller was born in small town America in Poughkeepsie. At the age of 7 she was brutally raped and con-
tracted gonorrhoea. This was to be something that deeply affected her for the rest of her life and was no
doubt one of the reasons why love and affection were difficult emotions for her. Not surprisingly she also
learned the skill of “disassociation” — of removing her self from involvement in the occasion in order to cope
with some of the more stressful times and problems of life.

Her school life was “eventful” — she was expelled from 3 schools for “scandalous, outrageous and bad behav-
iour”.

Lee grew up as a beautiful woman. Her father — an engineer by trade - was a keen photographer and he
made nude photographs of Lee throughout her childhood and teenage years. He also made “fine art nude
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studies” of his wife and children and their friends. All of the family took part in the modern fashion for nud-
ism. However, it was Lee that was the subject of most of his photographs and in many ways she became his
muse. (Her Father was the not to be the last person that cast her in that role.) Nowadays, we would say
that it was not a healthy relationship although there was no evidence of incest.

At the age of 20 Lee left home and became a top fashion model for American Vogue and Vanity Fair. Like
many episodes in Lee’s life you would not dare to invent it. One day she was “discovered” when she stepped
off the pavement into the path of an oncoming car. She was pulled back on to the sidewalk by a stranger
into whose arms she collapsed. Her rescuer proved to be Conde Nast the founder of the publishing empire.
Nast invited her to his office and asked her to work for Vogue. She quickly became very successful working
for Steichen, Genthe and others.

However, her career came to a halt when a shoot she had done for Steichen was used in a campaign for
Kotex. It was published in a number of newspapers. People were outraged and suddenly fashion photo-
graphs of Lee Miller were unacceptable in “respectable” publications. In 1929 she went to France and met
Man Ray.

Anthony Penrose had filled in the early years for us and now he continued with his story of Lee Miller’s life.
Lee returned from Egypt with Roland Penrose. This buttoned up — highly conventional Englishman was
never to be the same again. Roland’s first affair had been with a man, his marriage in 1925 to a French poet
Valentine Boue had remained unconsummated but Lee Miller changed all that.

Lee’s passionate relationship with Roland Penrose blossomed. In spite of the numerous affairs conducted by
both Lee and Roland they remained together until her death in 1977.

During the late 30's Lee Miller became recognised as a highly proficient photographer and her career on the
other side of the camera blossomed. She worked very successfully taking glamorous pictures for Vogue up
until the early years of the Second World War. By this time she had become bored of “photographing frocks”
and applied to the War Department to become a registered War Photographer.

The British refused saying it was not a proper job for a woman so Lee, not to be refused, applied to the
American Armed Forces and was given a pass as a US Army War Correspondent. Lee quickly visited Savile
Row to have a uniform specially made. At this time she also became friends with David Scherman the wise-
cracking New Yorker who was one of Life Magazine’'s most inventive photographers. This friendship soon
developed into a menage a trois with Roland being the third party.

Lee Miller's career as a war photographer was perhaps even more amazing than her life in Paris with the
Surrealists. Now she followed the army into the combat zones and suddenly Vogue magazine had their own
war reporter who was regularly sending them photo essays from the front. Did you know that Vogue maga-
zine included photo essays about the Second World War — | certainly didn’t? They are incredible pieces of
work — as remarkable for the quality of the writing as for their images of war. Lee brought her surrealists eye
to the scenes of battle in a remarkable way.

Although she was not the only woman war photographer attached to the US army she was the only one to
work in combat zones — something that was forbidden by her employers. Like so much of Lee Miller’s life
she did things her way and was dismissive of authority. Lee photographed the battle of Saint Malo in graphic
detail and then attached herself to the 83rd Division who adopted her as their “special”’ correspondent. “She
looked tired, she was covered with dust and dirt but she kept taking pictures” one soldier recalled.

Lee was the only reporter and photographer who stayed through the siege with the infantry outfit that finally
took the port. She was exposed to small arms, machine gun, mortar and artillery fire as well as allied bomb-

ing.
Lee continued to travel with the 83",

In 1945 she moved from France to Germany visiting successive death camps — Nordhausen-Dora, Buchen-
wald, Bergen-Belsen and Dachau. Lee described Dachau as “the first and the worst concentration camp in
Germany.” She documented the scene with deliberation — disassociating from the appalling scenes she wit-
nessed. She was there with Scherman and he said “she took the pictures | could not take. She never
stopped to think about what she was seeing.” In her piece for Vogue magazine she wrote “Dachau had eve-
rything you'll ever hear or close you ears about a concentration camp.”
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From Dachau she heard that Munich was falling to the 45" Division and Lee and Scherman decided to make
their way there as soon as possible. They made their way to the house at 16 Prinzregententplatz where Hit-
ler had his house. Among the modern comforts she and Scherman tried that night, Hitler's bathroom was
perhaps the most enjoyable.

The Lee Miller image that every one knows is the picture
David Scherman took of her sat in Hitler's bath — her army
boots, muddied with the residue of her visit to Dachau,
staining Hitler's lily white bath mat. People asked how on
earth she could put her bottom in the bath that had be-
longed to the monster that was Hitler. She replied — “we
had been on the road for a week — we stank — the chance of
hot water and clean towels was too good to miss.” Of
course the picture is also a wonderful symbol of victory.

From Munch the pair moved on to Berchtesgarden — Hitler's
Eagle’s nest in time to watch and photograph the house go
up in flames — the SS having set fire to the Fuhrer’s resi-
dence before retreating into the forest.

Lee stayed in Germany photographing concentration camps

and hospitals until eventually she was persuaded to come

home. She returned to Roland Penrose and hit the bottle

and pills. She was suffering from what we would now call

post traumatic stress and burn out. Much of the time she

was drunk. Although she tried to revive her career as a fashion photographer for Vogue she became more
and more unreliable and failed to meet deadlines. Eventually she turned her back on photography — dispos-
ing of it like an ex lover who no longer interested her.

To the surprise of Roland and Lee she became pregnant in 1947. She was then 39. Lee divorced Bey and
married Roland on May 3™ 1947. Antony Penrose — her son and future keeper of her archive was born in
the following September. “This baby business isn't all it's cracked up to be” Lee confessed on her fortieth
birthday. Antony said he saw very little of his Mother and it was certainly not a loving relationship. He was
brought up almost entirely by his Nanny.

Lee had thought she would probably die in childbirth and just before the birth she gave an interview in which
she said “I keep saying to everyone; | didn't waste a minute, all my life — | had a wonderful time but | know,
myself now, that if | had it over again I'd be even more free with my ideas, with my body and my affection.”

As Antony grew up he became aware of the circle of artist friends that came to call upon Lee and Roland.
Visitors included Picasso, Henry Moore and Dylan Thomas. Lee had now become an outstanding cordon
bleu cook writing cookery pieces for Vogue and House and Garden. As Lee withdrew more and more from
public life so Roland’s star was on the rise and he was increasingly seen as one of the leaders of the British
art scene. He was awarded a knighthood in 1966.

Antony described his childhood as arms length from his mother and it was not until the end of her life that
they had anything like a relationship. Until just before she died from cancer he said he thought of her as “the
enemy.” Lee Miller refused to talk to him or to any one else about the War. When people mentioned the
subject she referred them to other aspects of her life. It was not a time she wanted to revisit. She disassoci-
ated herself from those traumatic times.

In an interview with Carolyn Burke right at the end of her life, she said she had done some work of which she
was proud “but” she confessed, “I got in over my head. | could never get the stench of Dachau out of my
nostrils.”

It was after his mother’s death that Antony discovered the many cardboard boxes of negatives, prints, letters
and articles made by Lee. They had been hidden away in the attic. As he read some of her articles he real-
ised that Lee Miller's story was a truly remarkable one and one that he didn’'t know and one that needed to
be told. She had become a largely forgotten figure — known only as Man Ray’s favourite model.

33
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So began the establishment of the Lee Miller archive, the writing of books about her incredible life and the
making of exhibitions about her Life and Work.

It is a remarkable story — a deeply moving story — with some stunning photography. It was told brilliantly by
her son Antony. In answer to the question “Were you her only child?” he replied “That's what she told me.”
Her favourite cameras were a Rollieflex and a Zeiss Contax — she used both for her war time photographs.

If you are in East Sussex at Chiddingly it is possible to visit the home of the Lee Miller Archive at Farley Farm
House. There are also a number of internet sites well worth investigating. To visit E-mail
tours@leemiller.co.uk

www.farelyfarmhouse.co.uk www.leemiller.co.uk www.rolandpenrose.co.uk www.farelysyard.org.uk

7-"&-9 ) O0; , + & %/ *

The recent announcement that Polaroid has ceased production of their instant films was
greeted with sadness by many; besides their obvious use as a means of checking lighting
and composition (which of course has now been usurped by digital), Polaroid instant films
were a very popular means of producing “fine art” work via various manipulations. Over the
years I've used two such techniques — Polaroid transfer and emulsion lift, both of which
required Polaroid Type 669 film. In the transfer process, the partly developed print is
separated from its acetate backing sheet, and the latter (which is covered with dye that
didn't move to the print) is placed on damp watercolour paper and pressed. This produces
small images with a lovely soft, painterly feel. In the second approach, emulsion lift, a fully
developed Polaroid print is soaked in hot water in order to release the emulsion layer. The
thin emulsion eventually floats away from the paper backing of the print, and can then be
transferred to watercolour paper (or almost any other surface) and moved about to create
an interesting, distorted image.

Specialised papers such as Lazertran

can be used to create emulsion lift

effects using an inkjet printer. Lazertran

is a specially coated paper that allows

you to print your own “waterslide

decals”. The image is first printed onto

Lazertran paper (both dye and pigment

inks will work) which magically becomes

waterproof after a short drying time. The

next stage will be familiar to you if

you've ever stuck decals onto an Airfix

model kit; the sheet is soaked in warm

water for about 30 seconds to release

the printed image, which you can then

slide off the paper backing and place

onto a variety of surfaces. This can work Lanterns at Itsukushima shrine, Miyajima. Polaroid
well, although I've found that Lazertran transfer onto watercolour paper, circa 1998.
decals are much less malleable than the

Polaroid equivalent.

I've been trying to find a digital alternative to Polaroid transfers for some time, without
much success. Photoshop plug-ins such as Nik Color Efex Pro have a Polaroid transfer
setting, but the results are unconvincing and simply don't have the subtlety of the real
thing. Over the Christmas holiday | spent a bit of time trying to develop an inkjet transfer
technique, and finally came up with something that comes pretty close. Here’s how to do it.
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1. The general idea is to coat a plastic sheet with a substance that will
receive ink, but not stick to the plastic. An American company called
InkAid make a range of brush-on inkjet paper coatings, and it turns out
that their Clear Gloss Precoat is ideal for the job. Make sure that you
use the “Type I” gloss precoat, which is intended for coating porous
surfaces and doesn’t contain adhesive. They also make a “Type II”
gloss coating that has adhesive mixed in — this is no good because we
want to be able to remove the dried coating easily from the plastic
sheet.

2. Coat an acetate sheet with the InkAid coating using
a foam brush (this will coat more smoothly than a hair
brush and take up less of the InkAid, so there is less
waste). | used clear acetate sheets sold as write-on
overhead projector transparencies. You need to apply
the coating only over the area where the image will be
printed; | find it helpful to draw the image area on a
piece of paper and put this under the plastic sheet. If
the image area isn’t in the centre of the sheet, mark
one corner with a fibre-tipped pen so you know which
way to feed it through the printer.

3. Now leave the coating to dry thoroughly (12 hours should be sufficient, but | usually
leave it for 24 hours). Optionally you could then apply a second coat, brushing at right
angles to the first. A second coat will make the ink-receiving layer more robust and
improve contrast, but in practice | have found that one fairly generous coating is sufficient.

4. When completely dry, place the acetate sheet in your inkjet printer and print the image
onto it. | find that best results are obtained when the image is printed lighter than normal,
and don't use a high printer resolution. For the Epson 1290 | print at 720ppi and use the
injket backlight film setting. Don't saturate the coated acetate with ink or you'll end up with
a gooey mess. It should be noted that printers such as the Epson 1290 that use “pizza
wheels” to keep the paper aligned are not ideal, because the wheels will make marks in
the coating and may eventually become clogged with InkAid. When the coating is
transferred onto paper such tiny marks disappear anyway, and | don’t see evidence of my
1290 become gummed up yet — besides which, I'm not brave enough to try this technique
with my more expensive printer, an Epson R2400!

5. Optionally, you can have some fun distressing the
borders of the printed image before it dries. Drag a dry
along the edge of the image, or use a damp brush to
move the coating around. You could use a wet brush
to put blobs of water on the edge of the image, to
produce ‘bleeding’ of the image typical of Polaroid
transfers. Here’'s another idea — don’'t apply the
coating right up to the edge of the image area, so that
some ink is applied directly to the acetate sheet and
puddles up. Again, this will create a ‘bleeding’ image
effect.
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6. Now leave the printed image to dry for 24 hours. If you're impatient and try to transfer
the image before it's completely dry, it will tend to blotch and become very patchy in

appearance. Even after 24 hours, the surface of the transfer will be slightly tacky but the
coating should have dried to form a very thin film, resembling cellophane.

7. After all that waiting, it's time to make the transfer.
First, soak a piece of watercolour paper in warm water
for 10 minutes or so. For the cleanest transfers a hot-
pressed art paper is preferred. Papers with more
surface texture may not take up the transfer
completely (but this may be what you want, of
course). I've got good results using a 170 gsm hot-
pressed cartridge paper. Papers used for alternative
processes (such as Arches Platine) are also ideal,
since they can withstand a long soak in water without
falling apart.

8. Remove the paper from the water and drain. Then
lay it on a flat surface and quickly removed the excess
water from the paper by wiping it with a cloth or folded
paper towel. A print squeegee would also do a good
job, if you have one. Don’t overdo it, or you’ll abrade
the surface of the paper. After wiping, the surface of
the paper should still look damp, but not soaking wet.

9. Now lay the printed sheet onto the paper so that the
inkjet coating comes into contact with the damp paper.
Immediately apply firm pressure with a rubber brayer
(these can be obtained from printmaking suppliers)
and continue for 2-3 minutes. If the image starts to
look blotchy, apply pressure with your fingers.
Blotches are usually caused by air bubbles, so it may
help to expel these by pushing from the centre to the
edge.

10. Lift the acetate sheet away from the paper. It
should come off very cleanly. It may help to use a flat
blade to lift up the first edge of the acetate. When you
are close to lifting the end of the sheet away, take
care that it doesn't flick up and scuff the surface of the

paper.
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11. Finally, place the transfer on a blotter to dry. You'll
probably need to press it flat under a pile of books
when dry, since the paper will wrinkle a little.

The image shown right is a detail of the Langebro
(long bridge) in Copenhagen, taken with a Fuji
compact camera. Transfers are a good way of turning
relatively low-resolution images from a compact
camera into something a bit more arty.

I'll continue to miss Polaroid Type 669 film, but
actually there are aspects of the inkjet transfer
process that | prefer to the old method; it's a bit more
controllable, you can make much larger transfers
than was possible with Polaroid material, and
mistakes are much less expensive. Hopefully some
of the club members will give this a try and have fun
with it — let me know how you get on!

Guy Brown
quy@guyjbrown.com

Suppliers

InkAid: http://www.inkaid1l.com
Lazertran: http://www.lazertran.com

In the UK, InkAid products are supplied by:

Art Van Go

The studios

1 Stevenage Road
Knebworth

Hertfordshire SG3 6AN
http://www.artvango.co.uk

Geological museum, Chennai. Inkjet
transfer on Saunders Waterford paper.
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