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A Slice of Life, by Mandeep Bal

Our twelfth meeting of the year saw our first team of moderators in recent
memory, with Judy and Carm Griffin sharing the role. It was a busy night with
twenty-four photos shown to twenty-seven members, but they handled it well
and kept everyone on track. Spring was definitely in the air, being the theme of

Upcoming Meetings

several photos, and no fewer than five photographs including at least one bird. March 16

'The question to consider for our discussion was whether each the photograph Craig

was as good as it should be, especially as we remember the goals of technical Spring Break

and artistic excellence. This remains a challenge as our digital display introduces April 6

its own artifacts, but we are getting better at discerning ways to improve, Marvin

expressing ourselves with consideration, and at accepting such comments with

grace and appreciation. This is the core of our group, and what makes our AP"“DZO AGM
ass

participation in it so important.

At the Toronto Focal Forum we share a passion for the printed photograph: it’s our chosen means of creative expression,
so we strive for artistic and technical excellence. Our candid print reviews are times for diverse work and different ideas,
creating an invigorating, ongoing conversation about our experiences in art and in life. These evenings are times of inspiration,
honing our craft of clear vision and communication, enriching our photographic pursuits. This is the measure of our success.
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Images Shown, March 2:

Rhonda Starr
| Walk Alone

Marvin Cooper
Where's my Mommy

Paul Yi
Impression, Spring
Kas Stone

Inscriptions

Steve Rees
Ambition

Dass
Looking In - Looking Out

Tom Yates
5328c¢

Nick Janushewski
Red Shouldered Hawk

Michael Anderson
The Ruins at Agra

David Kennedy
Spring Comes to the Pond

Leif Petersen
Slow Down... Have a Seat

Allan Flagel
Bottoms Up

Marie Algieri-Goldgrub
Flight of Fancy

Laurence Sitwell
In the Woods

The Future Ages Poorly

Ambition, by Steve Rees

Mandeep Bal Stephen Starkman
A Slice of Life Untitled
Christine Kobielski Sue Curtis
Spring Bloom Desert At Dusk
Katherine Keates Luba Citrin
Untitled 02-03-22 Rockies
Avi Cohen Guy St Louis
Aspens On Cloud Nine
Matthew Robertson Carm Griffin

Folly Beach Pier, SC

People always have brand-new reasons for doing the same thing over and over.

— Charlie Jane Anders
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I never paint dreams or nightmares. I paint my own reality.
— Frida Kahlo

Above: Bottoms Up,
by Allan Flagel

Left: Spring Bloom,
by Christine Kobielski
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Above:
Inscriptions,

by Kas Stone

Right:
Aspens,
by Avi Coben

Dead marsh grasses poking up
through the snow reminded me of
exotic text, which made Inscriptions
the obvious choice of title for this
image. Unlike most inscriptions —
painstakingly drawn or carved into
some sort of durable material (a
tombstone, for instance) — I knew
these ephemeral wetland inscriptions
would disappear with the melting
snow. A poignant message about
ecosystem fragility, perhaps? Or an
obscene message written in Nature’s
version of disappearing ink? Their
interpretation is up to you!

— Hiroshi Sugimoto

Taking a photograph, I realize, is to fossilize the present day.
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Every early May, spring
water rushes to creeks and
rivers in Minesing,
Ontario. It is the only time
of a year that one can
navigate the waterway with
a canoe or kayak. When
warm sun bathes on to the
water, reflections of trees
give vivid colours of young
leaves and flower buds.
When you paddle through,
ripples break every figure
in water, bringing the
impression of spring into
your mind and soul.

Above:
Impression, Spring
by Paul Yi

Right:
In the Woods,
by Laurence Sitwell

Plants are attuned to one another's strengths and weaknesses, elegantly giving and taking
to attain exquisite balance. There is grace in complexity, in actions cohering, in sum totals.

— Suzanne Simard
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Left: Untitled,
by Katherine Keates

Below Left: Where’s my Mommyy,
by Marvin Cooper

Below Right: Looking In — Looking Out
by Dass

How much of my mother's life I missed because I was a child.
— Akwaeke Emezi
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We spent a magical
evening on the other
side of the river from the
Taj Mahal — most
tourists never go the
small park there, but the
light of the setting sun
on the marble roof is
quite remarkable. These
ruins are on the Taj side
of the river, a little way
upstream. The Taj is
amazing, but these ruins
say more about India, I
think. We went back to
the Taj early next
morning, but these ruins
were lost in the mist
coming off the river.

Above: The Ruins of Agra,
by Michael Anderson

Left: The Future Ages Poorly,
by Matthew Robertson

Finding the right
title isn’t about
telling the viewer
what to think: it’s
our chance to tell
the viewer what we
think. What they do
with that, as always,
is up to them.

This photo sat with me for months. I enjoy how the Cinesphere’s weather-worn futurism combines with the clouds to
create a radiant, sci-fi scene; how the paste-on antenna defies the design, how the sign reflects the sphere and rejects the
viewer. But until I could succinctly express what I feel about the photo, why that appeals to me, it wasn't ready to show.

What do I want to talk about? A camera is just an expensive pencil.
What do I want to say, and how am I going to say it?

— Cig Harvey
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Right:
I Walk Alone,
by Rhonda Starr

Below:
Slow Down... Have a Seat,
by Leif Petersen

Just trying for a little
high-key humour.

Life would be tragic if it weren't funny.
— Stephen Hawking
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A New Member’s Point of View
by Christine Kobielski

What makes a good image? Is just creating something beautiful because you love to
create and express yourself enough; or must a piece say something more, maybe elicit
some sort of feeling, to be considered good art? Who gets to decide?

What part does the perspective of the viewer have to play in all this?

Take for instance Matthew’s Zhe Future Ages Poorly. When I first saw it, I was
intrigued by the “Do Not Enter’ sign. What was this building? I thought I should
know it, but I didn’t know it. Why wasn't Matthew giving us more clues? I decided it
must be some sort of building housing some contaminants; but then why was the
building so fragile. It was only when I learned from Marie that this was the
Cinesphere, that the story became very clear, and the title was so perfect. And that hit
me like a ton of bricks. A good image became brilliant, but only brilliant because I
understood it. And would it have been as brilliant if I had the clues to begin with? It
certainly wouldn’t have been as powerful.

Last year for the camera club I created a complex image called 7he Way. It was an
ambitious attempt at something ineffable. I foolishly tried to create it myself by
repeating an image a number of complex ways. I felt sure that everyone would
understand it. Unfortunately it was clear only to me. I had lost my whole audience.
When I saw Kas’s Inscriptions, 1 saw The Way in my mind. Kas was able to show what
at first appeared a hap-hazard jumble was actually a harmonious whole, the workings
of the universe, subject to the law of impermanence. Brilliant in its simplicity. And I
don't think Kas had to do a lot of thinking to get there. It was just nature to her.
Unlike me, she captivated the whole audience.

What is the point of creating if you have lost your audience? Yes we can do it for
ourselves and that is okay, but for those of us that want to aim higher, reach a greater
audience, say something that is worth saying, then the Toronto Focal Forum is a good
place to be as it shines a light on the perspective of the viewer. In the end, the creator
must be true to their own voice; but the flow of reactions from others can open doors
and stretch us in ways we never thought would be possible.

I'm trying to play the truth of what I am.
'The reason it's difficult is because I'm changing all the time.

— Charles Mingus



