In the summer of 1970, eighty
people with a passion for photo-
graphy met in Arles, gateway to
the vast salt marshes of the
Camargue. Manbehind the gather-
ing was Camargue cameraman
Lucien Clergue, who was deter-
mined that photography should
be represented in the newly styled
Arles Festival of Arts. The affair
grew and prospered: now the
photographic part of the three-
week programme is reckoned
among the world’'s most import-
ant. The seventh has just ended —
and a clear identity can now be
discerned — and was visited by a
large British contingent, among

them Pgul Qg!! of the Photo-
graphers ace, and Trent Poly-
technic. As a leading figure in UK
photo education, Hill had much to
observe at Arles — and, as it
happened, much to contribute.

But we asked him to cast a critical
eye over the affair forus ...

Arles is in the South of France, at the
apex of the Rhone delta. It is not a
large town — the population is 50,000

but it is rich in Roman architecture,
its strects are narrow, and it borders
the vast Camargue, haunt of Vogue
photographers and naturalists, and
inspiration of painters.

Over the last seven summers in-
creasing numbers of photographers,
gallery owners, magazine editors, bopk
publishers, and teachers have gone
there to take part in the Arles Interna-
tional Festival of Photography, which
has almost certainly become the largest
annual gathering of photographic affi-
cionados in the world. In 1970, when
the first was held, as a one-day affair,
there was one workshop and two one-
man exhibitions.

This vear, there were seven work-
shops, which attracted more than two
hundred students, there were two mam-
moth exhibitions which displayed
portfolios from more than 50 photo-
graphers. [n addition six lecture even-
ings each drew audiences of some eight
hundred. There were two major com-
petitions for yvoung photographers, one
for the best photographic book of the
year, and a well attended symposium
on book publishing. On top of all that
there were several unofficial shows
dotted around the town.

Above all the Festival is now a
gathering place, and though it lasts for
three weeks there is one major week
in which the daily programme is par-
ticularly crowded. It was that week in
which 1 attended.

Arriving on the Monday I ran into
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David Hurn, who had just finished run-
ning a documentary workshop, the first
to be organised at Arles by a British
photographer. Before long 1 realised
that our own contingent was quite a
strong one. Peter Turner, of Creative
Camera, was there to take part in the
publishing symposium — but he had
just discovered that he was scheduled
to organise the young photographers
gection of Tuesday’s British evening,
and he asked me to take part. Bob
Mazzer and Homer Sykes arrived
they were showing their work in the
Palais des Congrés with Ron
McCormick and Chris Killip.

While talking to David Hurn | asked
him if he felt there were rather too
many peripheral distractions to allow
a workshop to operate successfully.
"T'm glad that I didn’t have to run it
during this, the busiest of the three
weeks,” he told me. “"When I arrived I
realised I had to make a commitment,
because people were coming from all
over the world to attend the workshop.
One girl even flew from Australia! So
1 decided to start at 8.301in the morning
instead of at 10.00 as is the normal
practice’.

Docimentary workshops proved to
he a considerable attraction to the

Festival, others being run by Marc
Riboud, Guy le Querrec, and Mary
Ellen Mark. However, David Hurn

found that he had to go back to basics:
T realised that most of my students
had muddled ideas although they had
been working in the medium for a
number of vears. So I togk them back
to square one to find out where they
had gone wrong. Do you know, I
brought out 6,000 slides and 200 copies
of the Sunday Times Magazine. 1 EQ\O
lectures and set ~um,)lc projects.
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A pirate exhibition on wheels — organised
by the radical French magazine Contrefour

wanted to put over my philosophy, my
method of expressing my philosophy; 1
hoped that the students would also find
a way, through their own philosophy,
to express what they felt.”

He is & member of Magnum Photo
Agency, which put on a slide show that
Monday evening. But the show was not
well put together, and some of the
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On Tuesday Sheffield Polytechnie
teacher Ron McCormick, Peter Turner,
and Homer Sykes spent some time
putting the UK transparencies to-
gether. And as there is a great deal of
interest in France in 1,»hom:!raph=_r
education David Hurn and 1 were
asked to talk about that area.

QOur presentation was staged in a
beautiful courtyard, in which was &
25ft high screen. Seecing work one
normally knows as 10 x 8in prints en-
larged to Cinemascope dimensions was
awe inspiring. But, despite frequent
popping due to the powerful projector
light source the audience seemed appre-
ciative. Afterwards novelist Michel
Tournier lectured on Bill Brandt, and
this was. followed by a presentation
from George Rodger, a founder of
Magnum, whose work caused a great
deal of interest.

On Wednesday morning T visited the
Palais des Congrés, where the largest
exhibition was on view. To be seen
there was work in the area of fantasy

and manipulation, dubbed ‘'fantas-
tique" work by Les Krims, Duane
Michals, Christian Vogt, Paul de

Noojer (all four ran workshops cover-
irit their own styles) and many Euro-
pean ''clever eclever” manipulators,
There was also a section devoted to
Magnum photographers, but most of
the images here have heen seen many
many times before. The new work of
the seventies, with the exception of that
by Burk Uzzle, appeared to mirror that
done in previous decades. The young
Magnum tigers are still photogr aphing
peasants picking their noses!

David Hurn's Black and White in
Wales show was there. courtesy of the
British Council, complete with embar-
rassing buff coloured surrounds and
bronze tinted frames. But the idea of
showing Hurn’s contact sheets, as an
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aid to analysing the selective process,
was widely praised.

Krims and Michals both showed
newish work — which was not, on the
whole that well received. Krims 1s
doing jokey porn in colour, nicely
packaged for easy distribution in
highly priced limited editions. Michals
1as departed from his filmic-style
sequences and has begun to write on
the edges of his prints. But the writing,
awkwardly confessional, is more im-
portant than the extremely ordinary
images which really need not be
there at all! Yet, some clue to this well
respected photographer’s intent may
bhe gleaned from the introduction to
1is portfolio “Ultimately, to photo-
craph reality is to photograph noth-
ing!” As one disappointed English
visitor remarked: ""I've motored S00
miles only to see mostly bad photo-
graphs.” Perhaps a little harsh,
however.

The other major exhibition venue

Ansel Adams protects his head against the
Camargue sun during a barbeque.

was the historic Musée Réattu. There,
one could see the work of the photo
ournalist Mare Riboud, and of Ernst
Haas — whose colour photography is
secoming more commercial and less
nteresting. Also there were Man Ray’s
golden oldies, a joy to see again. And,
despite poor lighting and mountings
apparently cut with blunt scissors,
Bill Brandt’s photographs remained
ncomparably powerful.

Imagery was everywhere. Even at
lunch! The meal was in a subterranean
quarry at Sarragon, near Arles, and
was accompanied by an over-long audio
visual programme projected on to the
massive walls. Boring; psychedelic
sixties stuff and music concrete all

ver again!

On Wednesday evening winners of
the £300 prizes for the two best young
vhotographers were announced. They
were Ennadre Thami and Bruno, two
Frenchmen. Entry portfolios had been
iisplayed in shop windows throughout
the town and the judges (among them
Sue Davies of the Photographers'
sallery, London) had to deal with
{istracting reflections and piles of

merchandise to reach their decisions.
However, before the international
juries for deciding the prize winners
were allowed to get on with their judg-
ing the initial entry had been whittled
down by a three-man pre-selection
jury — all from Provence.

Grumbles about partisanship were
further fuelled with the prize for the
best book of the year also went to a
Frenchman to Francisco Hidalgo,
for his book on Paris, a colourful
celebration of the gimmicky optical
joys of prism filters and fish-eve lenses
Organiser Lucien- Clergue answered
criticism by saving: ““The book was on
a French subject, by a French photo-
grapher, and was printed and published
in France.” This didn't go down well
as the prize is supposed to be an inter-
national one, and the credibility of the
Festival will soon evaporate if such
apparent partisanship continues next
vear. Perhaps a solution for the future
might be to have certain prizes plainly
exclusive to French photographers, as
well as international prizes.

On Thursday I talked to some work-
shop students who told me they had
found darkroom facilities inadequate
and co-ordination between tutors some-
what erratic. One student was 8o
frustrated that she had her films pro-
cessed at a local camera shop! Perhaps
surprisingly, no British students took
part in the workshops. T asked work-
shop director Agnes de Gouvion St Syr
about the eriticisms. She told me:
“"More yvoung people than ever before
have taken part in the workshops this
vear; many have complained that they
have paid over £70 and have not got
good facilities. But it costs twice that
amount per student to run the work-
shops! We have to subsidise them with
money from the sale of the Festival
catalogue, aid from the Ministry of
Culture, from Minolta, Iiford, FNAC
(a camera store chain), and above all
from the town of Arles.

*Of course, things are far from per-
fect, but they will get better only when
we have a permanent centre here. We
are trving to establish in Arles The
International Centre for Photography
and Image, with paid staff, darkroom,
and research facilities, which the
townspeople as well as the Festival
visitors can use.

""We are getting large audiences at
the public lectures, and over 100 people
a day are visiting the exhibitions — so
the Festival is no longer only for the
gpecialist. It has become a meeting
place, and this is its main importance
now."

Arles is indeed a meeting place, and
though conditions aren’t always per-
fect the organisers are groping their
way towards better facilities. For
example, though the symposium on

publishing took place in a stifling hot
conference room there were simul-
taneous translations which greatly
helped the largely linguistly illiterate
UK contingent!

During this symposium much of
interest emerged, and American photo-
grapher Ralph Gibson took the audi-
ence through the entire process of
getting his book Somnambulist on to
the market — he ended by publishing
it himself. Allan Porter, editor of the
swish glossy. Camera, astonished the
audience by revealing that a“‘recent
survey indicated that 90 per cent of
the people who read his magazine are
not photographers.

Following the symposium there was
an American evening, with tributes to
Wynn Bullock, Paul Strand, Minor
White. and Imogen Cunningham, all of
whom died in the last vear. Ansel
Adams talked on his 80 years in pho-
tography, and there was a presentation
of work by some of the younger US
cameramen.

The Festival ended for me with a
barbecue on a farm in the Camargue
highlighted by a bullfight, in which
Homer Svkes gained honours by
successfully removing a rosette from
between the bull's horns, and Ron
McCormick collected some bruises
whilst rescuing a middle-aged French
photographer who had got into
difficulties.

I left Provence with good feelings
for the Festival, tempered with some
reservations. Are the organisers tryn
to cram in too much without hav
the management structure to cope.
Yet, Arles has become unigue;
where can one meet so many photo-
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