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The first photograph from my first ever roll of film. This is my
maternal grandmother, Pauline Thompson, standing out-
side the log cabin in which she lived, in Tensleep, Wyoming.
She was 59 years old; | was 10. I've been a photographer ever
since, and it started this day, with this first roll of film.
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When | was a bOy, we used to visit my Grandma at her

0g cabin house in the little town of Tensleep at the base of
the Big Horn Mountains in Wyoming. She told us Tensleep

got its name when the Indians camped in the valley on their
way to the Big Horn Mountains to hunt. This spot was “ten
sleeps” away from their home.

When | was a bOy, we'd visit my Grandma in Tensleep

and I'd play for hours with her collection of salt and pepper
shakers. She kept them behind big glass doors in a cabinet
in the corner. | especially remember the miniature toaster
set, where the white bread salt shaker and the brown bread
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oer shaker would pop up just like real toast. I'd play with
them for hours, fascinated by their mimicry of real life. She
dozens of shaker sets in that cabinet, but now the toast

set is the only one | remember. There were five holes on the
top of each piece of toast.

When | was a bOy, we'd visit my Grandma in Tensleep
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e it was a thrill to walk to the corner store at the end the

K. She'd give my brother and me a nickel and we'd spend
a balsa wood airplane with a rubber band engine, a pro-

er, and wheels. Wed launch it off Grandma'’s side porch.

A good flight would take off, gain speed, climb up over the
yard and the fence, sail over the dirt road and land in the cow
pasture on the other side of the road. Then we'd dare each
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to see who would brave the cow with horns to retrieve
ne cow was too close, we'd call Grandma and she would

come out and rescue the plane for us.

When | was a bOy, we'd visit my Grandma in Tensleep

and | couldn't wait to wake up in the morning so | could
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When | was a bOy, we'd visit my Grandma in Tensleep
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When | was a bOy, we'd visit my Grandma in Tensleep
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had happened. The dead body would lie there on its back,
still and fuzzy and liteless. This minute drama of life and death
would play out right before me and I'd watch in complete
amazement. In the morning, almost by magic, the dead bodies
would be gone and no one would mention them.

When | was a bOy, we'd visit my Grandma in Tensleep

and before bed, shed let me wind up the Big Ben alarm
clock she kept by her bed in her room next to the bathroom.
[t would tick so loudly | could hear it in the back room where
my brother and | slept next to the wood stove and the pre-
serves. Id listen to the clock tick and think of it there on the
nightstand next to the glass containing her teeth. Then I'd
shiver, thinking of them, and roll over and try desperately to
go back to sleep, letting the clock and the crickets overpower
me until | couldn’t keep my eyes open.

When | was a bOy, we'd visit my Grandma in Tensleep

and sometimes shed tell me stories. At the end of her bed
Was a free standing “closet” made of rough cut timber and a
cloth curtain in place of a door. She kept round, flowered hat
boxes in the space between the top of this closet and the
ceiling. She never did wear a hat that | could remember, but
inside these boxes she kept the most special treasures from
ner life. She'd pull down a hat box and open the lid slowly
and deliberately. Then shed bring out scraps of cloth or an
odd glove, a newspaper clipping or an old coin and tell me
a story about it. | can still hear the sound of her voice and
see the faraway look in her eyes as she rubbed the treasure
between her fingers as though the memories were in there
and she had to rub to get them to come out.
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When | was a bOy, we'd visit my Grandma in Tensleep

and shed take us to the hardware store where she workec
and let us look at the magical things there were for sale. She'c

spread oil and sawdust on the wooden plank floor and the
sweep up the mixture and make the air smell sweet and pine.
While she worked, I'd fall entranced by a new cowboy hat,
a rubber knife or tommyhawk, a wooden gun, or a yo-yo.
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tried on the leather belts with Indian bead work fo
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'ming
the word “Tensleep” or “Cowboy” or “Indian” woven into th
pattern with different colored beads. | learned greed in t
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store. | also learned the joy of finally getting something youd
longed desperately for—for as long as a week.

When | was a bOy, we'd visit my Grandma in Tensleep

and spend long afternoons exploring the wonders of nature.
We were too young to be impressed with grand vistas, national

0osed to impress us. Wed look at weeds a
and frogs, and trees, especially the ones w

narks, scenic viewpoints and all the things that were sup-

nd seeds, snakes

nose limbs were

spaced just right for climbing. We loved turning over rocks in
the river or scooping up jars of excitement and wonder from
the ditch in front of Grandma’s house. We were fascinated by
grasshoppers and beetles. Potato bugs were a favorite and

we wished we could roll up into a protective ball to hide from
each other’s squirt guns and foxtail darts. Centipedes, inc

worms, caterpillars, or anything with slime

the more we were fascinated that it did.

When | was a bOy, we'd visit my Grandma in Tens

and go fishing in the creek on the far side

across the dirt road. If we didn't have a fishing po

il

would entertain
us for hours. The more a creature looked like it couldn’t exist,
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a tree branch, tie on a line with a hook on the end and then

roam the field, searching for bait. We would catch grasshop-
oers until our pockets were full of them. Fish just can't resist
the taste of a fresh grasshopper. They were decidedly too

crunchy for my taste. (It's difficult to resist a dare from one’s
older brother) Wed tramp to the creek bank, cast in our
squirmy grasshoppers, and have dinner within an hour. We'd

mostly catch German browns and brook trout and even an

OCCasiona

rainbow. Then wed string them through the gills

oNto a y-shaped twig and march back triumphant and hungry.

When | was a bOy, we'd visit my Grandma in Tensleep

and watch the seeds from the cottonwood trees come down
ike a summer snow. Theyd blanket the dirt road with a puff

so thick wed have to use our handkerchiefs to cover our
mMouths to avoid breathing them down into our throats as we

‘an throug
nard, and t

N the downpour. We laughed so hard, and ran so

nrew rocks so hard, and played and lived so hard.

We didn't know we were young. We didnt know we were
lucky. But, we did know we were dlive, and it felt great.
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Thanks, Grandma, for the wonderful memories.
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Brooks Jensen isafine-art photographer,

oublisher, workshop teacher, and writer. In his
oersonal work he specializes in small prints, hand-
made artist’'s books, and digital media publications.

He and his wife (Maureen Gallagher) are the owners, co-found-
| ers,editors, and publishers of the award winning LensWork, one
" of today’s most respected and important periodicals in fine art
- photography. With subscribers in 73 countries, Brooks' impact
on fine art photography is truly world-wide. His long-running
podcasts on art and photography are heard over the Internet by thousands every day.
All 900+ podcasts are available at LensWWork Online, the LensWork membership website.
LensWork Publishing is also at the leading edge in multimedia and digital media publishing
with LensWork Extended — a PDF based, media-rich expanded version of the magazine.

Brooks is the author of seven best-selling books about photography and creativity: Letting Go
of the Camera (2004); The Creative Life in Photography (2013); Single Exposures (4 books in a
series, random observations on art, photography and creativity); and Looking at Images
(2014); as well as a photography monograph, Made of Steel (2012). His next book will be
Those Who Inspire Me (And Why). A free monthly compilation of of this image journal, Kokoro,
is available for download.

The contents of this computer media
are copyrighted materials.

Please note that this computer file publication is a consumer prod-
UCt for private non-commercial use only. [ts contents are copy-
righted in its entirety and may not be duplicated by any means.
All content is copyrighted by Brooks Jensen, his assigns or heirs,
and may not be duplicated for any purpose or by any means
without their consent. All rights reserved.

Please play fair.
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