Setting board to baseboard

Sunburst Phil Grey Glanville Fritillary

Phil Greyd $utterfly collection consisted of British and European species. Male and females,
upper, undersides and numerous variations. Exotic birdwings, Giant Atlas moths and a stunning
arrangement of British butterflies.

| collected for a couple of seasons before getting my first camera. Visiting Niton undercliff on the
Isle of Wight where my brother Pat and | saw Glanville Fritillaries and Hod hill on the outskirts of
Blandford to photograph Marsh Fritillaries.

Photographing damselflies and dragonflies.. orchids and wild flowers.. ke dad 6s f thee our
Marsh Gentian on Arne Heath.. where | remember standing for what seemed like a couple of
hours, knee-deep in a bog waiting patiently for the dragonfly Libellula depressa. Discovering

that unlike b ut t e dradorifliesshave a tendency of returning to the same spot. In the
evenings cycling up to Kingston to show Barry Candy FRPS my latest batch of Kodachrome

25/64 slides.
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Broad-bodied Chaser Libellula depressa - Damselfly trapped in Sundew - Sand lizard Arne 1978

Identifying and recording a new species, native or visitor, is an exciting part of the experience.
Patrick collected fossils, Andrew read history, mum pressed flowers and sketched while dadé s
great thing was bird-watching.
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Pur bec k 6 squasrieso averlooking the Channel are worked all year round by an
unusual breed of man. Exposed to the elements they have little more than their
ramshackle sheds for protection.

Towards the end of the 197 0 6 s , on | e Bdawvye | begarowisiting these quarries, an
interest that has lasted several years ! Seeing Bill Norman & Jess, Reg Cobb, Pete, Dave, Paul
& Dean Lovell, Albert Norman, Alan & Charlie Lander, Ron, Eric & Fred Bower, Fred Wellman,
Norman Priddle, Brian Lewis, Kevin Keates, John Harris, and Stan, Harold & Tom Bonfield.
Plucking up the courage | gradually introduced a camera. | was particularly drawn to the
different textures and details like 6 e Hardened Hands of a Quarryman,6@ pair of Blue Boots§
An Oil Stained Rag on a Guillotineé and ®oarded Wi n d .oDeiails, reflecting some of the
nature of the quarries, which | took home to process in my darkroom in Worth. | saw them as
fragments of an environment which is continuously changing, never sure that what | was seeing
would be their tomorrow and photography seemed the perfect tool for exploring and preserving
some of these things. The sudden bursts of colour, scarred with rust on the sides of machinery,
standing out from their backgrounds of exposed seams, quarry face and compressed clay
tracks. Inside the work sheds - blocks of stone heaped next to bankers - pitching tools,
Marigolds, mallets and masoné kammer. The quarrymen Ojackets obscuring a calendar or two!
The rays of light filtering into the sheds, via an array of openings differing in shape and size,
diffusing as it bounces off the whitened stone dust surfaces. And the strange looking generator
at R adapled from the engine of a truck, it @lsime of black smoke ceremoniously signalling
the beginningofaday 6 s wor k.
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d&xploring is the most exciting part of photographyé entering an unfamiliar space, hunting for
something different, something new, something that warrants further attention®

Somet hing speci al occurs during the process
lose this and a magical part of photography will have gone forever.
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