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aphy and Literature

* Images, images, 1mag
* History

gy -~_' - — Literature 1s oldest art tof



1840

Invention

Prctures by the Sun by St.
Leger Landon Carter

Photography=
Science
Photography=

[llustrative aid



1851-1860

e Hawthorne and the
Daguerreotype

e The House of Seven Gables

— Daguerreotypist protagonist

o [he Mable Faun

— [llustrated version




1890-1900

* Alfred Stieglitz: Father of
Modern Photography

— Photography=art
— Photography=own medium
* Jacob Riis: photography
should have purpose
— Photography=visual aid for

motivating action

— How the Other Half Lives




1905-1908

* James Henry and A.L.
Coburn

* Frontispieces
— Photography=setting
the scene
* Inequality between
collaborative efforts
— Henry more influential

— Literature stronger
medium




1915
* Theodore Dreiser and the work of
Stieglitz
* DPoverty as subject for art

e Social recognition of 1conic 1mages and

photographers

— “Steerage”, “Winter on Fifth Avenue”, “City
of Ambition”




1929

e Photo-narratives

* New Vision Movement: photography should do, not be,

something

e Warner Graff
— Here Comes the New Photographer




1937

¥ ©° Margaret Bourke-White
A and Erskine Caldwell
— You Have Seen T heir Faces

* Dorothea Lange and Paul
Taylor

— Farm Security

Administration reports

* Photography=art to

motivate change

* Questions of style, ethics




1939
| Photography’s
influence on

[ iterature

* John Steinbeck

— The Grapes
of Wrath
* Photographs=
surrogates for

experience



1941
* James Agee and Walker

Evans

— Let Us Now Prarse Famous
Men

* Attempted collaboration
— Literary, more than visual
— Full circle

* Photographs=visual

reference
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inant Medium

* Literature=Dominan
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Studies of Stone and Metal

"Dad.”

"Well, you staying away from them? | don't want no Frogs coming back
here with you,”

"Mmmhmm."

What Dad didn't know couldn’t hurt him
“Is that a yes?”

I reassured him that everything was alright
"You worry too much.”

“I just don't want nothing bad happenin® to my little girl
“I'm fine."

“"Alright. How's your project going? Almost done?”
The project. It's why | came here, to build my photography portfolio, to
capture the lights, the passions, the essence of Paris, Most of all though, |

came to capture the buildings for my mother,
It started with such hugl\ ams,

"Mmmbmm,”
“Good girl. Alright, see you in a couple weeks. | sure am

ready for you to be home," Dad said. "Remember, keep your

eyes open, your head down, You never know who people
are. Just be careful.”



Terms

Coming to Terms: A Creative Exploration of the Collaboration Between Photography and Literary Works

far out in the country. It was too dangerous, Mama said
| didn't tell Papi that though
"Remember the windmill, Papi? And look. this is your favorite view
in the whole world, Remember when we went up there to watch the
sunset? Remember, Papi?”
Papi nodded, but 1 think be didn't really remember. He just didn't
want to make me sad
“Me!”™ Helena said, holding out her chubby, drool coated fingers for
the picture
Papi took the picture from my hands though,
"Me!” Helena insisted
“The most beautiful view in all the wordd,” Papi said quietly. “The
wind, the rocks, the sun. Remember, Margaret? Remember this view?
My house. Yes, my house, my view,”
My heart started to beat like a drum and my bud_v got warm. |
waited, wanting him to say more. The doctors said Papi couldn't really
talk any more, but he could! And he could remember. He just got
names confused, that was all,

“Me, me, me!” Helena reached for the picture

Papi and | showed it to her. | dried ber fingers on my pants so she
could hold it, but she squirmed away like a worm. Dolls were more
exciting, she decided,

| gave the picture back to Papi. He looked at it carefully, his eyes exploring all

Helena and | stayed with Papi and the stack of pictures. the parts of nature he couldn't touch here,

“This is your house, Papi,” | said, showing him the newest picture. “Beautiful,” he said. “Where is this?"
“Remember?”

"House,” Helena said

“House," Papi echoed

At times Helena and Papi sounded a lot alike, saying the same words and
phrases over and over again. | didn't mind though, We looked at the picture
together.

“Do you remember, Papi?” | said.

Papi didn't say anything,

"House!" Helena said, painting at the picture.

“That's right, Helena. That's Papi’s house.”

Only, it wasn't really Papi’s house anymore, ‘cause Mama and Aunt Louisa

were trying to sell it. Papi wasn't allowed to live there any more 'cause it was too
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The Art of Loss

April 23, 2010
It is time for us to deal with the end. Isane wasn't
= buried in the charch cometery. He died in sin, His body
_: was burnt as he burny in the fires of Hell. Today, we must

- rid ourselves of the remains,
It's the first time we've all seen each other since the funeral. It's
> V‘-A\ - been one year since he left. One year. | turn the stone over between

" my fingers. It came back to me, like his picture that mght lass fall
s He knows when | need him. He knows bow to show me the way,
3 when 1am lost now,

We kept his ashes in his room, the
door locked, until now. The urn way
surprisingly heavy when 1 piched
it up, ax ifall of the evil in which he
lived died with him and remained.

My toes burry themselves deep into the sand.
We used to come here a lot as kids, to Grandma
and Grandpa'’s house. It's why we've brought him
here, to rest i the place of childhood, The waves
will lull the kst of his body to rest.

He will have no final resting place.
His ashes will go to the sea, to flon
with the tide for cternity. Fishand
birds will pick at itz it will foat and

Tast, pever settling,
Eric tries to squeeze my hand as we walk out into the tide. I pull away.
Seagulls bob along the shore. Isasc used 1o chase them for bours when we were kids, It's as If they too
have come to say goodbye.
*Ready?” Unele Eric stands up to his shins in the cool waves,

The rest of us follow him, the tide greeting our feet and legs. In my pocket is a tiny um filled with
Isaac’s ashes. Uncle Eric gave it 10 me this moming. He didn't say & wond 1 don't think Aunt Sharon
would approve. -

“Would anyone like to say any last -ﬂ
words?" My father’s arm is around
my mother's shonlders, They look
weak, with tears on their cheeks.,

“Sharon?” Eric looks at me,
expectantly,

“Isane,” I say, God has passed his
Judgment, like 1 said he would. You
were a conard, “Isane...”

"We hope that you have found peace,” | say for
her. She is struggling. | can see it in her eyes and
the way she looks out at the waves. "We miss yoa
ard we are ol here today, to say goodbye”

Grandpa nods his head. Grandma dabs at her
eyes with a tissue

“Bless you, Iaac, dear,” Grandma murmurs, the

breeze taking her words out to sea.

“Thank you for the laughter” Mom says. “You had the best sense of humor.”

“Ihank you for the advice about givls,” Panl says,

He has oo pew givlfriend, and God damn bim if he impregnates the givl like Isaae would
have.

“And thank you for the johes,” Joshua says, “They've been great for getting through
high school.™

He's headed down the path of foolery as well, it seems.

“Andd thank you for being my best feiend,” T aay. “You saved my life in more ways than |
will ever be able to say.”

Ounly God can save you,

Uncle Eric apens the um and the breeze palls Isaac out to sea. The seagull on the shore take flight. soaring above the
ashes where they land in the water

“Amen” Uncle Eric says.

Isaac’s ashes begin to be carried  away, and everyane tums to head back to the beach

"1 am sorry, Issac.” Uncle Eric’s head is bowed

Aunt Sharon s frozen in the water, ber eyes blank.

You must come closer to God., The foundation of your
spiritual honse is erambling.

The breexe touches my fece

Lam not alone. laac is with me now

I am alone, except for Him,



After You Were Gone

April 2009

June 2009
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