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I remember the Baltimore Camera Club...

As many of you know, I first joined the Baltimore Camera Club in 1968 and | was 27 at
the time, young and eager. That was during the Golden Age of the club when we had about 75
members, our own full time club room (509 York Road) replete with permanently framed and
hung members’ photographs and on weekends we operated a photographic galley called Gallery
509.

Gallery 509's sole purpose was to promote photography as art (this was still in
question in 1968) and attract new members. We persuaded Frank Mugno, with his beautiful
baritone voice, to go on TV on "Dialing for Dollars™ (with Stew Kerr) to announce that we would
be having a grand opening the following Sunday. We were swamped. We must have had 100
people troop though our premises. We took turns doing Sunday manning of the gallery after that.
On the Thursday night following the grand opening we had standing room only for a print
coniest.

In those years, we had several model nights as | recall, two nudes and a not nude. For
some reason we could not have the nude sessions at 509 so we always went to some sleazy place
where one expected to find porcelain topped kitchen table and rusty surgical instruments. But,
more accurately, it was usually on the second floor of some dilapidated retail building with a
crunchy floor and no heat. I recall on one model night, we went in and set up the seamless
background and the lights and were just standing around. Just then, a tall girl walked into the
very cold room wearing what was then called a “car coal.” Only a car coat we would soon learn.
Someone said, “OK, we’re ready.” The girl dropped her car coat to the floor. Instinctively
everyone looked away (even the 27 year-old). We then heard, “Hey, youse guys are paying for
dis and um cold!”

I still have the model release.

On another occasion, the poor model came in fully dressed and had to undress in front of
us. THAT was better than ANY of the photographs. But, | digress.

On another occasion, we all trooped out to a farm outside of Frederick called
Leatherman’s. The Leatherman family had been farming since all farm equipment was horse
drawn. The unique photo opportunity presented itself because, over the years, as the farm
machinery broke down, the Leathermans abandoned it where it stopped. The place was littered
with weathered, rusted wagons, harvesters, hay rakes, disc harrows and even a steam tractor or
two. On a sunny afiernoon, with strong shadows, it was a treasure trove of abstract images.

Another favorite venue was the venerable Amos Mill in Norrisville. It was built around
1800 and I believe it is still standing or. more accurately, leaning. It is located near MD136 and
Amos Mill Road in Harford County. When we visited it was run by an alleged descendant of the
original Mr. Amos. He, the miller, would pour something down the chute of the mill and with a
giant wooden lever, turn on the huge wooden gears and shafts in then 168 year old log and stone
mill. The whole building would shake and afterward Mr. Amos would regale us with tales-of-old
and offer to sell us a bag of the unbleached buckwheat flower which he had just “ground.” In
reality, all the shafts turned and we could see the millers’ wheel turning but it wasn’t in contact
with anything. The other wheel was leaning against the side of the building. The flour came out
of a 100-pound sack in the basement. But, he was a great guy and always happy to be
photographed (wouldn’t do nudes though). I have plenty of pictures. (More...)

I have written these ramblings in the hopes that other members will be encouraged to do
similar “] remember”™ pieces and contribute them to the Focal Point. 1 will from time to time be
revisiting other aspects of BCC as it was 37 vears ago.

Jay Daley






