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WHICH ARE SOMEHOW ALWAYS IN DISCORD

because Death’s note wants to climb over—

but in the dark interval, reconciled,

they stay there trembling.

And the song goes on, beautiful.

—Rainer Maria Rilke

I AM THE REST BETWEEN TWO NOTES,
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Art is a conversation between the artist and the viewer, as much as 

it is between the artist’s hand and her mind, and every artist hopes 

to make an emotional connection with the viewer. As Todd Hido has 

written, “The real story in photography happens outside the frame …  

in the viewer’s mind when they look at it.”

I have always been fascinated by how different people respond to 

an image, bringing in their own memories, hopes, dreams, and world 

views. Each person brings a specific frame of reference to an image—

fictional, academic, poetic, or just something more purely intuitive, 

all reflecting who they are as individuals.

Pictures are in two dimensions. Words add a third. For this book, I have 

asked several artists, writers, and others who have commented on my 

work in the past if they would share some thoughts, stories, or poems 

inspired by a particular image.

Their words appear adjacent to their selected image. I am delighted 

to share them with you here.

ECHOES
                      AND REFLECTIONS
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“HOW CAN I BE SUBSTANTIAL IF I DO NOT CAST A SHADOW?

I MUST HAVE A DARK SIDE ALSO IF I AM TO BE WHOLE.”—Carl Jung
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BETWEEN
LIGHT AND SHADOW
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.

HIDDEN

A woman stands strong, like a siren, beckoning us by an open door. The 

brilliant sunlight glows like an aura around her and the vaulted ceilings 

and round columns are echoed in her posture. She seems to be waiting 

patiently for the pixie-like child, hiding in the wings, to emerge. 

Sarah Hadley

LIGHT DANCES ON THE COBBLESTONES ILLUMINATING A WELL-WORN PASSAGE.
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WOMAN WALKING
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IN THE BEDROOM
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GIRL IN THE SHADOW
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BETWEEN EACH BEAT OF THE HEART

THERE IS A STATE OF REST.
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BETWEEN
TOGETHER AND APART
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LOOKOUT

Lily lives in a room

that is shrinking

or her limbs 

are growing

Ever since she ate the cookie

marked, “eat me”

her green dress began to glow

like a stalk

pushing through winter’s dream

From her lookout

a new view

Nadine Boughton
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CYAN WAITING

The cobblestone in the 

entranceway, the chiseled 

masonry walls, the somewhat 

different columns, the polished 

marble stairs, the original 

stucco, the white element that 

seems to be a later addition to 

emphasize a piece of art and 

finally the monumental wooden 

double door … all provide such 

a rich environment in addition 

to the spatial experience of the 

architecture.

It shouldn’t be a surprise that a 

teacher of architecture is drawn 

to an image that reflects his 

interest. The play of light and 

shadow created by natural and 

artificial light, especially at the 

beginning of the stairs, the  

choice of materials and their 

different surfaces. 

Is Cyan waiting for these  

doors to open to allow for more 

exploration of architectural 

treasures or is he/she waiting  

for a person potentially coming 

out of these doors?

Reinhold Mahler
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CANDLELIGHT 

a family meeting—

three sisters light five tapers 

listening for ghosts

Nancer Ballard
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Upon first glance I notice what appears to be a sweet girl helping 

another sweet girl dress for a play. 

DRESSING

Upon second glance my observation shifted. The 

clouds, which are the brightest part of the photo, 

have an ominous quality, almost sinister. The girl 

dressed in black may represent darkness as she 

appears to be tense; her mouth drawn and toes 

lifted to avoid the uncomfortable debris-ridden 

floor. The white dress, representing light as it shifts 

attention between darkness and light, a constant 

struggle. Life—so solid and limited—and clouds—so 

translucent and eternal—cross paths with these two 

girls. The helper’s white dress with clouds projected 

from some unknown source bring to mind the 

theatrical nature of life.

Jamie Gordon



4544

SWING

                                    This question has preoccupied 

physicists since … since there were physicists.

A girl swings on a rope from shadow into light. We 

see her foot at the apogee of her swing, just as 

it ends its upward arc and retraces its way down 

gravity’s well. But how does it get to that point?

Plato cites a vexing observation by Zeno to the 

effect that, at any point before the foot reaches 

its apogee, it must still travel to the midpoint of the 

remaining distance—and from that midpoint to yet 

another midpoint at half of the remaining distance, 

and so on in a frustrating lather of infinitesimals. We 

are momentarily compelled to stop and wonder 

how the foot can ever get anywhere at all.

“And yet it moves,” we protest. It moves because … it is 

in the nature of the foot of a girl on a swing to move.

Swing reminds us of motions too obvious to ponder. 

Of positions and extents that don’t need labelling. 

What we might label the “apogee” is simply the foot 

at rest, caught by the camera. A rest between two 

opposing motions—or between two phases of one 

harmonic motion. 

A girl swings on a rope from shadow into light. She 

crosses a threshold. Our very act of observation 

causes her to be in one state or another. The wave 

function of her diaphonous gown collapses into a 

predefined level. For a hundred years, we have been 

constrained by quantum theories to believe that 

electrons have a similar discrete nature.

They only orbit at predefined levels. When they are 

forced to change levels, they don’t comply smoothly. 

They shriek, emitting a photon of protest, and are 

suddenly somewhere else. The photons are colored 

with excitement and zip off through the universe 

until they hit us in the retina. And for a time—perhaps 

an immeasurably short time—the electron is at rest 

between colors.

We still can’t seem to answer this question. 

Theoretical models we subscribe to still vacillate 

between particles and waves, between black 

holes of infinite density and loop dimensions of tiny 

but non-vanishing diameter. We explore with ever 

more refined instruments, but still absorb these new 

measurements with the same old sensorium. And 

on some questions, we are left swinging back  

and forth.

Is the world continuous or discrete?

David Ray

Is the world continuous or discrete?
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For one hour a day, starting at 

eleven in the morning, a different 

world opened on to Emma’s 

chest, smooth transparent slabs 

of topaz or aquamarine. She 

wasn’t sure what it was. A palace 

or a prison? Boulders, glaciers, 

gelatin dessert? She couldn’t tell 

the scale—infinite or infinitesimal? 

Mile high glass curtains, or carats 

cut under the jeweler’s loupe, 

facets of dragonfly wing?

In physics, Mr Galanter had said 

light had two forms, particle and 

wave. But this was a third form, 

light as slab, which the stained 

glass remembered. There was no 

point in mentioning it, or arguing. 

She wondered if it was some kind 

of arcane radiation, if it would 

affect her tiny breasts, which 

were just starting to come in, 

swollen and sore. She sometimes 

experienced the light as a kind of 

soothing application, a menthol, 

a Tiger Balm of split cool prism, 

not as cold as ice, but like that.

She felt strangely proud and 

abashed, vessel or vehicle for 

what she did not know she 

was carrying.

One time she thought she sensed, 

just out of eyeshot, a rangy Nordic 

man with close cropped gray 

hair giving orders to someone to 

maneuver these prisms around 

in rope slings. She imagined he 

was a choreographer, and this 

was his stage. Another time she 

thought it must be the entry to an 

aerodrome or exquisite subway in 

a dangerous glassy universe like 

something from a Philip Pullman 

novel, and she tried to imagine 

what the laws of such a world 

might be.

She couldn’t catch it clearly, only 

see the reflection of the reflection, 

see herself faint and fractured, 

diminished in the window through 

which the white shafts of light 

pulsed so strongly, knowing their 

own mind.

Monica Raymond

EMMA WITH LIGHT
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LEAH IN THE GREEN ROOM
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IN THE ATTIC



6160

ROCKING HORSE
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MAGIC DRAWER      |      MELANCHOLIC MUSEUM

I am reminded of the O-mikuji, fortunes of both good and bad luck 

one chooses from many, many drawers in cabinets at Shinto shrines 

in Japan. In this wonderful image, the beautiful young child hopes for 

good luck in his future, as we all do. Although I see strong light coming 

through the window, illuminating him, the dark room reveals potential 

misfortune. Many of the images in this book remind me of jeweled 

Tarot cards, which can be read in many ways, depending on the 

mindset of the viewer.

Sandra Klein
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WOMAN DESCENDING

One can get truly lost in these images of magical realism, immersed 

in the evocative use of light and rich jewel tones, paving the way to a 

fantastical dream state.

Jane Fulton Alt
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BETWEEN
HISTORY AND PRESENCE
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SEND ME YOUR EYE. I’LL GIVE MY HEART.

Larry Fink

ANGELIKA’S EYE
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AT FOURTEEN
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WOMAN WRITING, WITH APOLOGIES TO VERMEER

In a past life, I was A Young Woman seated at a Virginal,

and I was the bluff Dutchman, fingers dusted with black

chalk, red chalk, who painted her. “Sit

still, smile, not too much, yes, that’s it, now

hold,” and I was A Lady Writing,

at the Algonquin with Benchley, and Willy

kept me locked in my room, churning

out pages of Claudine. It’s where I’m most

at home, happiest, backstage between

costume and undress, history and presence. “After I’ve cleaned

my brushes, we’ll go for schnapps and sausage.”

I slip off my white ermine. Moebius strip

tease. Like Escher drawing the hand he draws with,

I write myself. Into this life. In a past life.

Monica Raymond
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RED WALLS AND VALISE
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PORTRAIT WITH FEATHERS      |      PORTRAIT WITH BIRDCAGE
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I WILL VOTE

Fran Forman’s images do this 

imagining for me, and I love 

them for it. They take a portrait 

of a pinched and rigid character 

confined by historic social 

chains and constraints layered 

on by time and familiarity, and 

propose an opposite. With Fran’s 

juxtapositioning of a person 

who may be representative of 

a category of people who—in 

another place and time—might 

be bound to another role, 

as indicated by clothing or 

accoutrements, and then placing 

that person into an alternative 

spot, opens up possibilities in our 

minds for what might be.

The brown-skinned girl in this 

photo might not have worn a 

collar like the one in Fran’s photo, 

since typically such collars were 

reserved for a woman of the 

nobility in 15th-century Brugge. But 

seeing her wearing it with Fran’s 

layering of images liberates the 

girl, and liberates the clothing, 

and suggests possibilities for 

what people bound by the 

conventions of that time might 

never have experienced. And 

once unbound, all kinds of ways 

people who might dress and be 

like this child burst forth to mind.

Judy Dushku

Of course, it’s saddening to see 

someone bound in chains or 

ropes or any harness that keeps 

them from the freedom they 

would enjoy. It’s also saddening 

to witness people—children, old 

people, rich people, princes, 

beggars, refugees, or really 

anyone—bound by invisible but 

real social constraints, class 

expectations, stereotypes, or 

rigid gender roles. The complex 

restraints that keep people 

from being all that they could 

be naturally frustrate us. We 

wonder how they could have 

come to be so fettered, and how 

they might be unbound. Part 

of understanding how to undo 

such bondage is to envision it 

first. And often we can’t envision 

the unleashing until we clearly 

see the leashing. We have to 

see what is binding someone, 

and then see in our mind’s eye 

a vision of how they might look 

once liberated. Art often presents 

such images that intellectual 

projections cannot adequately 

accomplish. 
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PORTRAIT OF A YOUNG WOMAN AFTER ANONYMOUS

Sophisticated surprises engage 

me whenever I view Fran’s 

images that play with an absurd 

blending of scale, composition, 

and most importantly time. 

Much of her work bridges my 

experience of art history,  

poetry, and private dreams. 

In Portrait of a Young Woman 

after Anonymous I want to ask 

this young woman what she 

cares about and what secrets 

she is harboring. This is my key to 

an effective portrait—do I want 

to know more about the person 

in the picture and, better yet, do 

I want to meet that person? To 

the young woman in this image, 

“The confidence exuded with your 

posture and firm jaw gives me 

hope for the future. Thank you.”

Katrin Eismann
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SOMEWHERE BETWEEN ARRIVAL AND DEPARTURE, 

THERE IS A MOMENT OF BLISS.
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BETWEEN
MISSING AND MEETING
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The Vermeer-like ambiguity makes me return to this picture, imposing a different 

interpretation each time. And the color.

Andrea Petersen

AT THE THRESHOLD
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BLUE TRIPTYCH
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HIDDEN SPECTRAL      |      GIRL IN THE MIRROR
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BLUE ROOM
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GIRL AT WINDOW

Where the sky meets sea

a girl stands by the window

washed in reverie

Nancer Ballard
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TWO PORTRAITS IN A RED ROOM

The two framed portraits hang 

together nicely, mounted on the 

red wall, two images of the same 

man considering himself, and us, 

across some mysterious distance 

of time. In one portrait he is 

actually behind a window outside, 

but actually he is inside. In another 

space and behind him there is 

a door that goes somewhere, 

all of it weird and enticing. The 

details make it rich, including 

yellow flowers, holding their own, 

horizontal yellow molding, the 

blue ceiling with white bulb-less 

fixture … and above all the loud  

red wall.

Peter Chermayeff



145144

As I gaze at the image on this 

page, I see a person struggling 

with the process of development, 

at a critical inflection point: 

growth versus stagnation.  

David WeinbergDEPARTURE

If we take the image into the 

realm of dreams, the scene 

actually begins to make more 

sense. In dreams, we are no 

longer confined to our corporal 

selves, and may be represented 

by any and all persons on the 

scene. The window itself is 

ambiguous, divided in two, 

displaying an area of blue atop 

red, orange, complementary 

colors, cool and warm, passionate 

and reserved. The person on the 

bed and the person leaving the 

frame may in fact be the same 

person, one staying, the other 

leaving. I see opposite personality 

types on display—passive 

and active, introverted and 

extroverted, timid and fearless. 

We can delve deeper into our 

dual natures: anima and animus, 

ego and shadow, good and evil. 

In our dreams, we can freely 

explore all the aspects of the self, 

and play out all the roles required 

of a given scene.

We follow the gaze of the young 

man sitting on the bed, which 

leads to a partial view of the 

back and arm of a person who 

we might assume is a man, given 

the well-defined arm muscles. 

However, all these assumptions 

may be wrong. Perhaps the 

departing person is a woman, or 

a transgender person. Are we so 

sure of the gender of the person 

sitting on the bed? If we leave 

aside all gender assumptions, we 

might think of all the possibilities 

of what action is occurring. 

The scene is a bedroom, so a 

sexual relationship is suggested. 

However, both figures are clothed, 

so a sexual act may or may not 

have occurred. The title of the 

image leads us to the theme 

of departure, but exactly who 

is departing, and what is the 

relationship between the  

two persons?

We can be all things at once.

 

The fortunate choose growth.
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SPIRAL STAIRS

A young woman or girl ascends a 

spiral stairway, but does not seem 

to show any sense of urgency in 

her posture.  

This image seems to represent 

the elegance of decay, not only of 

the building, but perhaps of  

a relationship. 

A shadow seems to be 

approaching the open doorway, 

or is it paused in thought or 

despair? Its shape is echoed 

in the peeling plaster near the 

center of the image, while other 

areas of decay almost look like 

animal totems.

The formal composition coupled 

with the soft, glowing colors 

complete an image that is easily 

etched into one’s memory, filled 

with questions but absent of  

any answers.

Stu Levy
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MISSING



161160

If this were a dream, the stairs 

have great symbolic significance. 

A dream of ascending stairs 

usually is interpreted as 

symbolizing a desire to move 

ahead in life, to embrace the 

future. Descending usually is 

interpreted as regressive, and 

in the context of an old home, 

symbolizes re-visiting the past. 

This young woman, quickly 

descending the stairs, may in fact 

be fleeing, rather than simply 

descending. The splashes of red 

on her dress signal danger.

David Weinberg

ELEGANT DECAY

We naturally react to a scene 

containing action by creating a 

narrative around it. Superficially, 

this appears to be a young 

woman, light on her feet, enjoying 

the bounce and rhythm of her 

descent as she dances her way 

to the bottom, as a young person 

might do—a very romantic vision. 

However, the muted purple of her 

dress gives way to red along the 

hemline, the details blurred by 

the motion. Is this a floral pattern, 

or are these blood-red blotches 

something more disturbing? This 

image brings to mind times I have 

mistakenly interpreted a sound as 

laughter, only to realize later that 

it was the sound of crying. This 

light, romantic moment—could 

it instead be a young woman in 

distress, blood spattered on her 

dress, fleeing down the stairs, 

trying to outrace gravity and on 

the thin edge of disaster? 

There are many ways one could 

react to this image. Objectively, 

we see a side view of a staircase, 

which turns toward us at a 

landing, leading to a few more 

visible steps below. On the 

landing, poised atop the step, is 

the figure of a barefoot woman 

wearing a delicate dress seen 

from the waist down, appearing 

ready to continue her descent. 

The stairs look old, of the type one 

would see in a mansion or other 

stately building, and the walls and 

steps look faded and distressed, 

evidence of years of use and 

neglect, a kind of elegant decay. 

The beauty of this image lies not 

only in its color and composition, 

but in its ambiguity.
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“REALISM IS A BAD WORD. 

I SEE NO LINE BETWEEN THE IMAGINARY AND THE REAL.”—Frederico Fellini
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BETWEEN
REALITY AND ILLUSION
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DOOR TO THE SEA

The first thing to praise about Door to the Sea is the intensity of the 

colors, the richness of them. Part of the explanation of Fran Forman’s 

rich colors lies in her generous use of Black. Manet once opined that 

Black was the Queen of Colors, and Fran proves him right. Of course, 

colors this rich do not just happen; skillful artistic artifice lies behind 

their production.

Note also the skillful artifice in the sequencing of the colors, which go 

from cool to warm as one reads the image from left to right. Indeed, 

the colors are almost too perfect in their sequencing. All of the details 

could be examples of photo-realism, but it seems surreal that they are 

all so perfectly sequenced.

However, the greatest swirl of magic lies in the surreal light that 

suffuses the image. The oddest thing about the light is that there is no 

sensible answer to the question: where does the light come from? The 

bright areas are too bright to have been lit by the soft twilight outside 

the windows; furthermore, these bright areas could not have been lit 

by a strong light from within the house, since the shadows are falling 

the wrong way; the shadows run from outside in. So the light is truly 

impossible, if we follow standard optical laws. But the laws of physical 

optics are not the laws of art.

Among the laws of art, there is a fundamental principle that the best 

light is light that seems interior to the image, that is, light that comes 

to us from within the image and reaches out to us. To be sure, there 

are many excellent paintings and photographs wherein the light is cast 

upon the scene from some vantage point outside the frame; we often 

understand such art with ease. Even so, I think there is a special magic 

that infuses any image in which the light comes to us from within the 

frame. Door to the Sea powerfully embodies this magic.

Lash LaRue
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Children of the chorus

lost in the old songs

of our yesterdays

take me by the hand

singing

and dance me home

Anthony James

CATCHING CLOUDS
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I go outside the lit house

and a little bit

of the light

of the lit house

comes with me.

Though storm clouds

belly purple,

and the dusk hills

sprawls of ink,

the green black bush

a dragon tracery

of iron filings,

still I am

a small taper

flaxen and lit.

But how long can this last?

Under its two chimneys,

the lit house winks at me.

From one of its two windows,

the lit house winks

sinking beneath the hill.

Monica Raymond

AFTER THE RAINS
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Two witnesses look on and can confirm the impossibility of the bird’s capture.

The viewer is left to guess what the girl feels in this unbounded, unscripted escape.  

Is she thrilled, terrified, exhilarated, fearful, or satisfied? Any one of these is possible.  

The metaphor of release and flight is the story. What may happen next?

Gordon Chase

MIRAGE

WHAT HAS HAPPENED HERE? HAS THE YOUNG GIRL SET THE BLACK BIRD FREE OR HAS IT ESCAPED?

Either way the power of its newfound freedom is clear. The bird cannot be put back.
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VIOLINISTS IN THE RAIN
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PLATES III. 
Between History and Presence   |   p. 77

Two Wimples, 2018

Angelika’s Eye, 2018
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Two Figures, 2018
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Taunt, 2019

Portrait of a Woman with Companions, 2019

Portrait of a Boy with Fedora, 2018

Portrait of a Woman with Selfie, 2018

Portrait of Mr Jones, 2018

Child’s Gaze, 2018

At Fourteen, 2018

Portrait of a Woman with Gold Headpiece, 2018

Woman Writing, with Apologies to Vermeer, 2018

Red Walls and Valise, 2018

Portrait with Feathers, 2018

Portrait with Birdcage, 2018

I Will Vote, 2018

Portrait of a Woman with Linen Wimple, 2018

Portrait of a Military Man, 2018

Korean Wimple, 2018

Invocation, 2018

Portrait of a Woman with Blue Ball, 2018

Portrait of a Woman as Doge, 2018

Boy in Red Hat, 2018

Portrait of a Young Woman after Anonymous, 2018

Mrs. Gardner’s Lost Rembrandt, 2018

I. 
Between Light and Shadow   |   p. 9

Hidden, 2017

Two Women, 2017

Deserted Classroom, 2017

Ascendant, 2017

Euclid, 2018

Wall of Windows, 2016

Phases of the Moon, 2017

Two Emmas, 2017

Room with Three Doors, 2018

Woman Walking, 2018

In the Bedroom, 2017

Girl in the Shadow, 2019

Boy on the Stairs, 2017

Long Shadow #2, 2016

II. 
Between Together and Apart   |   p. 33

Lookout, 2017

Cyan Waiting, 2017

Candlelight, 2016

Explorers, 2019

Dressing, 2016

Swing, 2016

Requiem for the Giraffe, 2015

Suitcase, 2016

Behind the Door, 2017

Emma with Light, 2017

Absence, 2017

Late Afternoon, 2016

Leah in the Green Room, 2016

In the Attic, 2016

Rocking Horse, 2016

Magic Drawer, 2017

Melancholic Museum, 2015

Night Watchman, 2016

False Certainty, 2017

Green Sofa, 2016

Woman Descending, 2017

IV. 
Between Missing and Meeting   |   p. 123

Portals, 2016

At the Threshold, 2018

Oblique, 2018

Winter Light, 2018

Blue Triptych, 2017

Hidden Spectral, 2018

Girl in the Mirror, 2017

Blue Room, 2017

Girl at Window, 2017

Two Portraits in a Red Room, 2017

Shadows, 2018

Departure, 2017

Suspicious Visitor, 2017

Looking Out Looking In, 2018

Spiral Stairs, 2018

Dying Light, 2016

Evasive Dream, 2015

Missing, 2017

Blue Chair, 2018

Elegant Decay, 2018

V. 
Between Reality and Illusion   |   p. 165

Door to the Sea, 2017

Catching Clouds, 2018

After the Rains, 2016

Hopper in Kearney, 2015

Kearney, 2015

Lost Child, 2016

Greenland Twilight, 2016

Mirage, 2016

Landing, 2016

Savior, 2016

Regarding the Sheep, 2016

House in the Mist, 2016

The Last Rhino, 2017

Lion in the Palace, 2017

Three Houses, 2017

Abandoned, 2016

The Photographer, 2018

Sailboat, 2015

Violinists in the Rain, 2019

Night Bird, 2014

Detail, Window on the Peconic   |   p. II 
Detail, Shadowy Figures   |   p. IV

Detail, Catching Clouds   |   p. VIII

Detail, Pink Wall   |   p. 3

Detail, Violinists in the Rain   |   p. 5

Detail, Transitory   |   p. 214 
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A Little Background

As a child in Baltimore, I drew constantly—on papers my father brought back 

from his paper-supply warehouse and in the margins of my school books. Mostly 

I drew faces. For my 13th birthday, I asked my parents for a subscription to Look 

magazine; I thought their photographs were even better than those I saw in 

Life, and I copied these photographs, paying special attention to the faces and 

shading. This was my art education, and from those mid-century photographic 

masters, I absorbed a sense of composition through the use of light and shadow, 

balance and symmetry. I sensed that a photograph could make me feel … 

something. To this day, I remember the emotional impact of the exhibit, The 

Family of Man, at The Baltimore Museum of Art.

It was assumed that I would “do something with my art” when I grew up. But 

my growing up took a long time and was subsumed by getting caught up in 

the remarkable cultural and social shifts of the ’60s. Making art seemed too 

individualistic when we were trying to “change the world.” I became a foot-

soldier in the protest movements, studied sociology and anthropology, and  

then became a social worker.

Eventually, what had deteriorated into mindless doodling returned to actual 

picture-making. Encouraged by friends to “do something with my art,” I 

experimented with different forms of making art. I traveled extensively and 

took a little camera along to record my adventures. Often, I’d take a “bad” 

photograph, and these mistakes helped teach me to look and see. (One in 

particular still hangs on my wall.—Figure 1)

During a planned but aborted trip around the world, I lived on a kibbutz 

in northern Israel, and one of my jobs was to paint the interior walls of a 

bomb shelter. Coming up one day for light and air, I met a visitor who was 

teaching graphic design in Jerusalem. What’s graphic design? I asked. As 

he explained how graphic design is the intersection of fine art, commerce, 

communication, and psychology, I became hooked. Immediately, I changed 

course—literally and figuratively—and decided to return to the States and 

become a graphic designer. 

While preparing a portfolio for admission to an MFA program, I spent solitary 

hours in a darkroom at MIT, again finding joy and salvation in the creation of an 

image. I understood that a photograph could tell a story better than I could 

draw one. Most of my photographs featured a solitary figure in movement 

(usually me), often leaving the frame; in fact, I felt constrained by the frame.

AFTERWORD

I LOVE MAKING PICTURES.

I create images because I love to look at images. 

Now I take photographs, combine and manipulate, 

paint and alter, fuse photographs with painting, 

reality with fiction—whatever it takes to tell a story. 

It seems that, although unconscious, I’m always 

looking for relationships and connections—between 

humans, the natural and built environments, 

other species, past generations and periods, and 

especially in tone and color.

Figure 1   |   1974

ALL MY LIFE, IT HAS BEEN MY HOBBY, MY OBSESSION, MY MEANS OF PROCRASTINATION, MY TORMENT, AND MY SALVATION.
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None of this was conscious, of course, but I now see the same story in my art 

being renewed and re-invented.

I became enamored with the effects of chiaroscuro and shifting light, of mid-

17th-century northern European painters who created interior scenes and light 

intensive portraits, of Caravaggio and of Edward Hopper who elevated the 

solitary figure and created a geometry with light and shadow, of the surrealism 

of Duane Michaels and the constructed tableaux of Gregory Crewdson, and 

of course, cinematographers who express in-between moments and use light 

and shadow to increase tension: Michael Haneke, Errol Morris, Dario Argento. 

Explosive use of color, of heightened shadows, of shocks of light—all become 

characters in the image. And my heightened use of chiaroscuro may also reflect 

my understanding that, for me, time is running out.

Like someone losing one’s sense of taste and therefore demanding greater 

amounts of salt, I now demand color, symmetry, light, and contrast.

Notes on Process

My image-making is referred to as “photo-painting,” and indeed, I work like a 

painter who has a palette of colors available, and then begins to apply one color, 

then another, always considering how they relate and alter. In my case, it’s the 

interaction and relationship of image, color, and texture that intrigues me.

My method could also be compared to a choreographer; she has a finite 

number of dancers to work with, she has music, and she has a stage. She 

directs the dancers by manipulating their movements in relationship to the 

music, and each other in space. Another analogy might be to jazz musicians “call 

and response,” where they experiment and improvise, allowing the elements of 

the composition to engage with each other.

I maintain a huge library of photographs that I’ve shot or, if they’re archival, 

scanned. I begin to create an image with a preconceived notion, choosing 

a selected group of images in the service of an idea. I wield my stylus like 

a paint-brush, drawing, painting and manipulating fragments and shards 

of photographs, trying to make an image that is beautiful, mysterious, and 

revealing of secrets.

The process is not random but it is intuitive, organic, sometimes rooted in my 

interest in art history. In creating each visual narrative, I consider not only the 

individual components and their relationships but also color, composition, 

contrast, texture, and scale. I allow the images to direct the process, with 

my subconscious in command. Quite often, the image moves in a different 

direction and the narrative shifts.

In all cases, it’s about relationships in the service of telling a story and being 

willing to welcome the unexpected relationships that invariably occur.

 

Fran Forman

My time in graduate school was also spent in the darkroom, until In late in the 

second year I realized I needed to learn the mechanics of design so I could 

actually get a job. Aside from occasional collage-making at night, photography 

was put on hold … for over a decade.

While working part-time as a designer and raising two young daughters, 

graphic design rapidly shifted to digital technology, and I found myself left 

behind in the analog world of Rubylith, exacto blades, and typesetting. In 1989, I 

began using a computer to draw pictures and soon after was introduced to a 

new and at the time revolutionary program developed for photo-retouchers– 

Photoshop. Immediately, I was back in the world of photography, and in this 

case, manipulating them on a computer. I had recently inherited a treasure trove 

of old photographs from my mother and I bought my first scanner—for $1000! 

I combined images of my ancestors with those of my children—past meets 

present—and found a way to keep my mother in my life, pixel by pixel. I delved 

into archival material, incorporating ephemera with my images. Thus began 

my return to an artistic life where I could integrate my love of drawing and 

photography. This early personal work was an attempt to forge a connection 

and blur the boundaries between generations, species, and the natural world, 

where memories, whimsy, and fragments of dreams collided. 

Work for hire led me to create and design CD-roms for the Jack Kerouac estate, 

for a local history museum, for various businesses, and eventually, for AOL-Time 

Warner, and a visually rich website devoted to the African diaspora.

Eventually, events and circumstances shifted my art-making back to a deeper 

place, suggesting a convergence of sometimes unwelcome random events. 

Existential crises in my family darkened my images. My concern for the future 

of our country began to seep into my image-making. And as a Jew born in the 

1940s, I had the sense of foreboding that is deep in the collective DNA: a memory 

of displacement—that our secure foundations could collapse at any time.

As my art-making evolved, my shadows darkened and my colors exploded. My 

recent images suggest a paradox between the seemingly solid structures of our 

lives and the insecurity and fragility that lie within. They dwell in that in-between 

place, neither dark nor light, movement nor stasis, old nor young, superficially 

safe yet vulnerable.

Figure 2   |   1975
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Fran Forman deftly navigates the narrow line between fact and fiction, 
dreams and reality, creating images of beauty and intriguing narratives.
Roger Watson   |   Curator, The Fox Talbot Museum, National Trust, UK

Forman’s narratives are always searching. Whether tranquil or steeped 
with tension, her alluring settings frame ambiguous encounters…. She builds 
both beauty and discomfort into her scenes, with lush, saturated colors, 
pleasingly redundant geometries, palpable textures, mysterious figures and 
a suffusion of light that is at once warm and surreal.
Elin Spring   |   Editor, “What Will You Remember?”

Rarely do an artist’s images stop me in my tracts and then hum in my 
memory for months…. 
New England Home

Forman’s intensely creative scenarios are like carefully composed movie 
stills, catching off-guard glances, expressions and body language … in an all-
encompassing luscious architecture. We observe her people and creatures, 
attracted by their mystery, while the subjects of her portraiture look back 
at us in our context. Her dreamy, exotic imagery pulls us in, and, as with all 
great art, it can gently nudge us into insights about ourselves.
Ben Breard   |   Director, AfterImage Gallery, Dallas

Forman’s works are a writer’s dream. Each piece tells a thousand layered 
stories, with beginnings floating under endings, and magic lurking in 
every corner.
Meredith Goldstein   |   Author, columnist, Boston Globe

Fran’s imagery contains light that one would wish only to bathe in. This 
play of light, with its mix and mystery of shadows, is both comforting and 
suspenseful. Fantasy, reality, and a romantic mysticism merge in her vivid 
and surreal settings, while melancholy endures.  
Michael Kirchoff   |   Photographer/Editor

Portals are a theme for me as a writer and for my characters. There are 
passages and decisions that must be arrived at. New worlds to be explored 
and old ones with which we must reckon…. That is the genius of Fran 
Forman. She captures these mystical moments that are essentially at 
the core of the human experience.
Kathryn Lasky   |   Author

Fran Forman weaves myth and realism, creating images that are warm and 
welcoming yet strangely disquieting. Her work invites the viewer to finish 
the incomplete and mysterious narrative she constructs.   
Jo Brenzo   |   Director, PHOTOgraphic Gallery, San Miguel de Allende

… stunning combinations of the reality of photography and the unreality of 
the incongruous….
Provincetown Magazine

Her images invoke dreamlike imagery…. 
Dallas Morning News

There is a deep mystery in Fran Forman’s photographs as you enter the 
domain of shadows, blurred lines and darkness. She masterfully whisks 
you away to another realm and demands that you look two or three times 
before you see the whole. Take it slowly, enjoy the ride.
Susan Spiritus   |   Susan Spiritus Gallery




