Obijects have memory. Pick up a watch that belonged to your grandfather and you will instantly
think of him. Look at a gift from a past birthday and the person who gave it to you will immediately
come to mind. Objects have power. They connect us to the people and places from our past. They
house our personal history.

For ThiS pro]ec’r YOu will select an object that has significance for you. You will
make 2 types of still life photographs of this object- an environmental still life and a studio still life.
You will also write a short statement about your object to further explain its significance to you. In
the end you will submit your best shot combined with your refined writing. Of course you may be
wondering, ‘What is a studio still life?2 What is an environmental still life?’ Read on...



Environmental Still Life images show an object
in an environment. The environment may be the place where the
object is normally kept such as on a shelf, under a bed, etc. It
may be in an unexpected or unusual place that shows the object
out of context. Experiment with both.

Studio Still Life images are shot using controlled
lighting in a controlled ‘set’. The strength of these type shots
comes from lighting and camera angle. Lighting and camera
angle are used to intensify aspects of the object such as texture,
shape, volume, etc.




* shoot your object in 2 ways (environmental and studio style)
* edit your best shot to maximize its emotional impact

* combine your best shot with your edited writing sample

* That’s it.

Sample Submission

Confused, she stumbled to the door, all she said was
Where are my glasses” over and over,

Bhe slipped on the ice
She didn't see it

An hour later she was being air lifted to a hospital

Her brain was swelling

The dootors had to remove part of her skull

She survived but she wasn't the Grammy [ used to know
Bhe cant walk, She cant tallk

Bhe might not even know me

1 havan't gone to that nursing homes in 3 yaars

1 pan't see her like that




It has some wear to it. My mom made this for me from
scratch for my “Masquerade” themed sweet sixteen.
Looking for a mask to match my rockstar red dress was hard
since every beautiful mask was over a hundred dollars.

My mom told me not to worry about it. I did. The
day beftore the big event, she handed me this. Looking at it
brings me back to one of the most enjoyed moments in my life.
I'm more than proud to say that she was the maker. My mask is
one visual piece of my memory I hold close to my heart.
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"Here come the scissors..! Over and over again in my head. I can still hear the words
like a tribal chant; as sharp and detailed as the jagged, rusted blades with handles,
onlY sharprer in mY imagination.

The mimicking tone of voice; that of a clown with dark smeared make-up at a old,
deserted carnival; struggling to grasp the attention of a small lonely child passing
by. Out of the worn pockets of my uncle’'s shredded blue jeans; the blades would come
sliding out. The uglest, sharprest blades that I had ever known.

I was small, and the blades were huge.. I will never forget the words. "Come here so
I can cut your hair.. I only want a snip/ motioning the blades across the air

in front of my face. I loved mY long blonde hair, it was my shield,

mY security blanket. They would laugh everYy time the blades drifted toward myY head.
The laughs haunted mY dreams. Everything went blurry. Get away from me, You

will never touch my hair. I was voung...
I was (terrifiedl.




red through theWwarbuttinfortunately passed
He was my favorite grandpa and i was only
e dog tags after his death so that

I miss you poppy.




