The Photo Essay



Before we proceed, a caveat. Most of the photo essays you are about to see include people.
We readily associate the form of the photo essay, as we do with documentary photography
and photojournalism more broadly, with photographing people. Human interest drives most
documentary photography: how people live their lives; how they surmount or suffer problems;
how this relates to what we know from our own experience.

Given current events - an extraordinary time to be a photographer as the pandemic affects all
of our lives - you will find photographing people, except perhaps those you live with, difficult.

Yet the photographer is someone who problem-solves, who improvises; one finds a way of
telling a story. So bear this in mind. And, without risking your own health or the health of
others, find a way to make this story.

In the near and far future, as now, all these stories will be relevant. They will be statements
about how we live our lives at this moment in time.



The photo essay is, arguably, the bedrock of documentary photography and photojournalistic practice.
The idea that there is a learnable and repeatable language, applicable to a multitude of subjects, that
allows a skilled and sensitive practitioner to discover and order meaning into a coherent set of images,
has long held sway in photography, especially in the magazine market - the traditional home for the
photo essay.

The skills used are a language in which specific types of image, using a variety of visual strategies,
create meaning and address the question: ‘what is going on in this situation?’ More accurately
perhaps, ‘what has the photographer’s subjective experience revealed about this subject; what are
they trying to convey?’ Consider these elements as you look at the images.

The photo essay is a starting point for a variety of practices which can be applied not just to visual
journalism, but also corporate photography (annual reports), and even social photography (events etc.).
Any situation in which a story is best told with visual variety: observed candid moments; close-up
detail; formal and not so formal portraits; middle distance and wide shots; objects; abstracts; selective
focus; varied shutter speeds; light and dark situations. The list goes on.

Look at these images and consider: how has this photographer gone about telling me this story? What
has worked - or hasn’t worked?
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The story of the
poisoning of a city,

and of the

people who choose to
carry the burden of courage.

DEATH-FLOW FROM A E_"PE

MINAMATA

words and photographs by

W EUGENE SMITH
and AILEEN M. SMITH

W. Eugene Smith
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WILLIAM ALBERT ALLARD

THE PHOTOGRAPHIC ESSAY

William Albert Allard is a doyen of the photo essay, having been pivotal in the development of
the National Geographic’s style from the 1960s when he started working for them. He
eschewed the traditional structure of linking ‘impact’ images with connective ‘point’ pictures
by stating that his submissions to the picture desk only included what he saw as strong
images with emotional impact.

Although not devoid of description - the clear showing of the subject matter - his pictures are
always visually strong, full of colour and atmosphere.



William Albert Allard
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Eugene Richards - Cocaine True, Cocaine Blue
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David Modell



THE LONGEST WEEK

It was an
extraordinary
outpouring

of public grief.
For a week
that we will
never forget,
the country
came to

a standstill,
mourning
Diana, Princess
of Wales.
Photographer
David Modell
and reporter
Tom Utley
spent seven
days with the
thousands
who came to
pay their
very personal
tributes







World Press Photo Children’s Award
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- Susan Watts
USA, New York Dmf} News

WORLD Press PHOTO CHILDREN'S AWARD
(facing page, top)
15T Prize SToORIES

Caught in an urban nightmare of prostitution
and drugs, Gloria (33) has been living on the
streets of the Bronx, New York City, since her
late teens. Once beautiful, she has lost her
own teeth and her body is covered with scabs
and scars. She needs ten shots of heroin a day
and as many tricks to pay for them, making
her both predator and prey. One of some 2,500
homeless, drug-addicted prostitutes in New
York City, Gloria is shown shooting up in a
littered backyard, washing with water she has
collected from a fire hydrant, looking for a
matching shoe among the plastic bags that
hold her possessions, being comforted by a
homeless man and waiting for a client at the
Bronx's Hunts Point market.



- Jeremy Nicholl
Ireland, Matrix International, USA
Jor Neue Zurcher Zeitung, Switzerland

2ND PRIZE STORIES

After years of neglect
Sandunovskaya Banya, Russia’s
most famous public bathhouse,
has been restored to its former
splendor. Located close to the
Kremlin, the 200-year-old baths
used to be popular with
Communist Party cadres. Today
they are a favorite meeting place
for Moscow’s nouveau riche.
Above, a group of revelers from
the world of banking and security
celebrate a birthday in a private
area with its own steam room.
Facing page: The church-like
changing room gets very crowded
at weekends. After visiting the
steam room, a client is scrubbed by
a staff member (story continues).
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- Fernando Moleres
Spain, Rapho, France

3RD PRIZE STORIES

Estimates from the International Labor Organization
indicate that in 1997 250 million children — five times as
many as five years before — were involved in child labor
all over the world. The problem is visualized in this story,
shot in Central and South America, Africa and Asia. Above:
In the streets of san Salvador, 12-year-old Fernando SCrapes
S0me cash together by directing the traffic and entertaining
drivers with his fire-eating antics (story continues).
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- Vanessa Winship
United Kingdom

1st PRIZE STORIES

In April 2,000 young
hopefuls from all over
the world met in
Blackpool, England, to
compete in the Junior
Ballroom Dancing
Festival. The splendid
Tower Ballroom formed
the perfect backdrop for
the event. Facing page :
Welsh girls pose for their
picture in front of a scale
model of the building
where the festival took
place. Tension mounts
backstage before the
announcement of the
winners' names (story
continues).




{continued) Breaks in the dancing program afforded the oppor-
tunity to make friends with competitors from other countries ...
and play arcade games (above). Facing page, top: These teen-
agers are from Portugal. Participants came from as far afield as
Siberia and South Africa.
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The Arts

- Jodi Bieber
South Africa

2ND PRIZE STORIES

In a township east of
Johannesburg Johnny
Mekoa has established
the Gauteng music acad-
emy, where he teaches
jazz music — along with
dedication and discipline
— to underprivileged
black youths. He is
pictured above rehearsing
with his orchestra for a
concert later in the week.
Facing page: 24-year-old
Johnny Seotlolla learnt to
play the alto tuba at his
local church. He is now
studying the trumpet
and is a member of the
academy's band (story
continues).




(continued) The Gauteng
music academy is funded
by donations. Gifts are
also paying for the
instruments, which are
on loan to students. As
the facilities are minimal,
the young musicians
have to practice where
they can.




- Gideon Mendel
South Africa, Network
Photographers,

United Kingdom for
Condé Nast Traveler, USA

1sT PR1ZE STORIES

The traditional lifestyle
of the hunter-gatherers
of southern Africa
known as bushmen is
on the edge of extinc-
tion. Yet a few villages
continue their attempts
to be self-sufficient,
supplementing what the
land yields with a little
cattle farming. Here five
men from the Namibian
village of Chokwe set off
on a hunting expedition.
They are armed with
bows, poisoned arrows
and flexible poles used
to hunt hares (story
continues).
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(continued) Facing page, top: Old Kaece carries a spring hare back
to his village. He is one of the few bushmen who retain the tradi-
tional hunting skills. Bottom: Bushmen use the folds of a massive
baobab tree to relax after an unsuccessful hunt. This page, from
top left: An old woman uses her teeth to strip bark from a reed
which she will use to tie up saplings for the construction of a hut.
A boy milks a cow in Makuri village in north-eastern Namibia.
without cattle, the village can no longer sustain itself. A young
boy rejoices in the arrival of the long-awaited summer rains, the
heaviest in the region in 20 years. In South Africa, San bushmen
have been moved to a site near Cape Town to set up the tourist
village of Kagga Kamma. Here American tourists watch them as
they manufacture hand-crafted souvenirs.




. Gideon Mendel

South Affica, Network
Photographers, United Kingdom

1sT PRIZE STORIES
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(continued) Top: Outside Mwanza, in the Great Lakes
region of Tanzania, a woman carries her grown son,
who suffers from AIDS, out of their house so that he
can sit in the shade and chat to passersby. Right:
Children chase a medical vehicle leaving a Zambian
village. The local Chikenkata Hospital, run by the
Salvation Army, pioneered the idea of moving the
care of AIDS patients into their own homes.



- Eric Mencher
USA, The Philadelphia Inquirer

157 PRIZE STORIES

For ten scorching days the Anderson Monarchs, Little
League baseball team of African American 10- and 11-year-
olds from South Philadelphia, toured the eastern United
States. In an attempt to recreate the atmosphere of the
Negro Leagues' barnstorming tours of the 1930s and '40s,
they traveled over 3,000 kilometers in a cramped old bus.

Between games and long
bus rides (following

pages) the boys frolicked
in motel pools and visited
Minor League ball parks.






Eric Mencher’s essay on the little league baseball team is
a classic small-scale project. A sequence that tells a kind
of ‘day in the life’ story. Every element is present and,
using a variety of distances and compositions, he shows
a journey, event and its aftermath.

He seems to be in the right place at the right time to
make his compositions. When | say ‘in the right place at
the right time’, this is not fortuitous: it comes from keen
observation and the kind of visual sensitivity that any
documentary photography needs. The use of day and
night, silhouettes, varied horizon lines, lens choice etc.,
provides impact in every shot.
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BEYOND
BELIEF

They are raped, enslaved, falsely

Right: a Christian child at

accused, beaten to death and ek i
have their homes bulldozed. Their born in the brick fieds

and have never left them.

only crime: to be Christians Below: this letter from

in Pakistan. Cathy Scott-Clark B e
and Adrian Levy investigate. PEChIonRS She¥ nel; was

smuggled out of jail,

Photographs by Harriet Logan where he has boes held

for the past two years on
blasphemy charges
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Fisning
foraiving

Vhile Britain's fishing fleet undergoes
gradual transformation, there are some
fishermen for whom little has changed over
the years. Photographs by Jason Taylor
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Paul Duerinckx, Evangelical Christianity



Paul Reas

ng to discover that the Roswell incident has

one reminded me of the

yme a folk song.

story a couple of years ago and 1 thought, “That is the

quintessential subject for a rraditional folk ballad,”™ says

the night

If aliens were to visit Roswell in New Mexico, nobody would notice. Come the 4th of -~
July, the site of the most famous UFO crash in the world is awash with weirdos. And the
truth gets buried deeper in the desert. By Tony Barrell. Photographs by Paul Reas -,

embarrassment on the family,” she says. Haley is one of a
growing band of people who believe they have been
abducted by aliens. She sits behind her bookstall in the
convention centre and tells me her strange story, in a
fragile Southern voice that calls to mind Blanche

Dubois. “I'm a lifelong abductee, Most

s, I'm taken
aboard a craft, and the room is round. I'm on a

and ‘You talk about this and I'll blow your head off!™”

Roswell seems to be crawling with abductees; the
murmur of strikingly similar stories, featuring the alien
g

everywhere. Sceptics sa

" with their big eyes and surgical instruments, is
he cause of this phenomenon

is often temporallobe epilepsy or sleep paralysis, but
these people seem so adamant, so convinced, that [ stare

Jamie, 17 (far left), conducted dozens of mock alien
autopsies during the week-long convention. ‘I've been
saying this spiel in my sleep,’ she said. Top: Morgianna
the Intergalactic Belly Dancer with an admirer. Her
body make-up was turning gooey in the heat, giving her
the silver equivalent of the Midas touch. Above: after
his speech at the stormy July 4 banquet, abductee and
multi-million-selling author Whitley Strieber (right)
chats to retired colonel Philip Corso, who claims he saw
UFO wreckage and an alien body after the Roswell crash

made out of random remiants. The last lot really tax the

escriptive powers of the compere — a loud,

nde well past her Southern-belle-by date. “Whoas

2!
ot

she roars at one point, faced with a shapeless heap ¢
fabric. “Cool stripey thing!"

A huge black cloud rolls overhead, shedding isolated
raindrops and threatening to turn the whole scene into @

lik
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John Spinks showing what can be done to build a
story that is often devoid of people (apart from the
portraits that, although taken many years back, are at
a good social distance).

The images of exterior and interior spaces fit his
generally formal style and lend a strong sense of
place and atmosphere to the work. They speak about
the absence of people while also commenting on
presence.



ARLEY IS AVILLAGE in the
heare of the Midlands. It's
England’s dead centre, near as
dammit, though it’s nor a large
place. The village, which is
probably about a mile wide, is
actually cwo places - Old Arley
and New Arley. Uncil che turn of
the 20ch century, Old Arley was a
farming communicy, but in 1908,
they sank che shaft and opened the
colliery.

In its heyday, Arley Colliery
employed nearly everyone in che
village, probably 2,000 or 3,000
men. They closed the pitin 1968;
the miners came up off a shift, and
found a letcer on their lampstands
telling them thac they no longer
had a job. There was no other offer,
58 EISHT

or retraining. They were just told,
“that’s it”. Another pit, Daw Mill,
had recently opened a couple of
miles down the road, so some of the
Arley miners went there, but most
of them went to work at che car
factories in Coventry or
Birmingham.

A lot of people found it
traumatic because the idea of the
community as a whole was
shactered. Bue chey had work.
Then, during the 1970s,
manufacturing in England went
into decline —and in the 1980s it
went into severe decline. The
result was mass unemployment,
and that's when the real problems
stacted in the village. Because the
things you could rely on before

could not be relied upon any more.
Not that I think my grandfather
would have wanted his
grandchildren to work in the
mines, though —ironically enough,
because there’s only three miners
left in Arley, and one of them is my
cousin.

I used a large-formac 5 x 4
camera to make these pictures
because it made it obvious to
people what I was doing. At the
time, I'd say I was “going back”
to photograph the mining
community I was from. But
“going back” brought up all these
difficulties about who I am and
where I belong and what I am able
to speak of.

I think while the mines were

still open, the idea of community
and industry gave peoplea way of
imagining che future that we don't
have now. It leads toan anxiety
about the future but alsoa lack of
expectation about what we seccle
for. I chink that I had this grand,
operatic idea of makingavery
political piece of work, but l.don. :
think it’s political acall. I chink it
abourme 8

John Spinks was talking to
Bella Bathurst
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R LEONG’S GRANDFATHER Lcft China in the 1920s. Leong, who
MA
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BECH N 1989 —arriving by chance the day after “Tiananmen Square

firstame s 15 years he has travelled across the country capturing images,
For the past 2y

official and underground, of e
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“aliforni > 2 e land of his ancestors for the
AN S vale, California, recurned to the la
upin Sunnyul( ,C

xeraordinary changes — while wondering who he

BELJING IS WAITING

facher not emigrated to America so long ago:
aph people in China in the early 1990s, I
youth. I wanted to follow people I might have been.
ddice back in S

gravitated toward thy

Not that I was a heroin

Francisco or even in a rock band,

bur this was the urban culrure I was interested in. When I began actending

Kunming, 1998: A couple while away the
Iongeurs of a rail journey. Beijing, 1999:
The celebrated urban deconstructionist
AK-47, known for his graffiti heads
sprayed all over Beijing, also makes his
mark in 3-D in one of the capital’s

H d




Z | Academy of Fine Arts in Beijing, there was very lictle marginal
the Centra. The Chinese learned to rock in the late 1980s, but clubs didn't
he C se lea

cultureatall. il che mid-1990s. Before then, there were no bars, so young
e ujf‘ buy a case of beer, sit on the sidewalk and invire friends
just acas

seople woul s czinda’ cool. They just made their style up as they we
along. Actua it was kind
along. Actually, k

45 EISHT

along. They didn’t have hom
The whole S

from movies and TV.
the same time China was

popu
The festival image is

Zinning to open up, so Nirvana were very

ath is still commemorated.

om the Jade Dragon Snow Mouncain fescival, an

cgrown models, so they took their influences
actle grunge scene was taking offac exactly

A

Beijing ,1998: ‘Slackers * lounging
around by the side of a hotel pool,
hoping to meet foreign women.
Beijing ,1998: ‘Blowback’ - blowing
hash smoke into a friend’s mouth



- 'k in 2002, with Chinese bands playing. In
st at a Chinese Woodstock in 2 pla
L ¢ rained. Some people stayed in tents; camping

attem n =
the true spiricof festivals, i i
s become a new leisure aceivity, ‘ B people
mEaE send cime ina tenc — ic’s the urban kids who
o e 1 would be excellent. China is

ha e
s wouldn

country Wo! 1 Andincin oc

! hink thac going to live outside fora

think thac g

47 EISHT

1s has rockclimbing. Buc people from che

secing che rise of the middle class. Most of the people in these piceures are
musicians, artists, or they work in advertising or compurcers, There's a

ing on, though they do work. Bue they wouldn't
sponsible for China's huge manufaceuring

slacker generacion thing g
work in the factories ehac ar
outpuc; chat’s noc their clas:

That's reserved for rural migrants — che endless

Beijing,2001: Edward Tian, CEO of China

Netcom, is one of many who refurned o

e US to build tech nological
%

e~ but not all traditions
have died out. Taishan, 1995: g
dog meat is still belioved to increase the
body’s internal hoat. Beijing, 1993: A
tratfic monitoring office




supply of W
of towns, and 50 €O

» acing Capi
emboacs ‘hc Party provided foc

disa
ever

ppcnrcd. ex)
1, and now €

untry people are becomin

calism, bu

here’s nothing t© replace the:

ckers. One billion people are coming into factories on the edge
Ol ors. . 3 ’
g semi-urban. Everyone’s

1t chere'’s a huge vacuum since Communism
»d, home, education, a spiritual centre,

m. If the void is going to be

filled, ic will be filled by chese people, the youch. Some will experiment with  Lijlang, 2002: Music fans gather at Jade
drugs, some terminally; some will create their own world through are, like ,[,’,':lgf" s’;ow h;‘:;,'f'v':,'" for Chinay "...".'
urban deconstructionist AK-47, known for his graffiti heads sprayed all over  Beiiing, 1994: ‘Beijing is waiting for you’

: SehEeT z s was the Slogan for the capital’s
Beijing. Bur.gcm-mlly. if there’s going to be a great surge of creacivity, 1 (.,,.w“c,,,ﬂ., bid to p,os";ooa Olympics
haven't seen it, yet. I'm wacching, waiting” 8




| BRAIN
| SPOTTING

Some of the world’s cleverest dicks
and smartest alecks attended the first
Mind Sports Ofympiad. But it was too
hot to wear an anorak. Richard Johnson
reports. Photographs by David Modell
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David Modell



the great occasion, above all, we have a passion
for lilies. Andrew O’Hagan follows the scent

of a bouquet from a field of red earth near Tel Aviv,
to fridge, to aircraft, to market, to its final home

A floral tribute

ume England usex

Photographs by Annabel Elston

It was a country then of

va-drinkers. Rich

Fapand, enpoyrog ¢ gh t vernal houry flowers were not English. Most flowers
I

hey have

are not from this

other debatable lands i
OWI SOries

This is the story of one bunch. Their existence
began in 1970, 1%

t  ular white lily,

of the most pop-
v. With lilies, the
ceding to market is eight
of our breed of hilics was

{ the lsraeli agncultural

ays, Israel produces ten
o bl

¢, and then place
them in a glant freczer for 60 days. *This makes
the bulbs think it has been through winter.” Once
this is done, he will start planting them again. Fact
s down in the

soil he calls “my land

I'he

on December 9, 1997 This was the bulbs' thind

pr

r bunch were put inta the soil

 whoare all
ed the field by hand

green shoots had broken

grew, the men ar
from Thailand, wou

By January, youn
soil. Waxy leaves were showing, By
February, the flower-heads were formed. The

cells were turgid with water, bloat




i, They were carnied
nickets of water, For
in the sun. (This isan
‘tallowed 10 take in
sd of time, and just
ver open.) Sela har

e moming. They sat
‘clock. The buckers
Ige. They are meant
16 hours. Our bunch
canume, Sela’s fam

ck crowed, Mrs Sela
lastic bottle. “1 don't
'she said. The uncut
Acres of them. The

1% from the milk of

ces the larger claim

Qere in the Bible
| Dxauty and purity

it wats a_medicinal

times crushid and
agrant petals were
ages, the white lily
n Mary (the flower
s of her), and also
wck and Louis. Nat
v plentifully in the
sppeared somehow
ny of lilies in Pales
prember morming
plant-hunter who
fstudents from the
n, found a flock of
the mountains of
was the lily of the
the lily among the

survive the vanous

the night at two
tht them our of the
t was an especially

d all lushly green

I'he lowers were

cre in the packing

! from the

must be careful not

“T'oo much water
tes from a village
have to work many
Jay.” He hopes «
1gs he can take back

been in Iseael for
LIS Working at the

sittin 1 column

have been working

Ihe pay is ceason
thing home to his
ud. All the Thai
Is have covéred their
e covered. “They

“Like il

v machine. It was a

-

the machine stood 1n a pile of mashed plants, A

Many

patch of greenery tattoodd on to the floor
flowers,” he said, “and looking the same.”
Someone else took each bunch of five stems and
taced them in plasue bags. At am, our bunch was

packed, with some other bunches, into 2 pink-and
yellow box, a carton with the word Carmel printed

on it. At | lam, 2 truck came to the farm. The car
-

ay at the farm's

tons were loaded up, A lazy de

gate. [t was panting. [t closed its eyes to the dust
clouds, The too-hot moming; the rumble of

trucks. The flowers were heir way to the pack

g house at Mabuim. T his place is run by Agrexco

the company behind Carmel < and isoncof 15
packing houses in Israel. Agrexco is the main

exporter of Isracli froit and flowers, Liav Leshem,

one of the company’s you nanagers,

responsible for flowers, was dnving on one of the

Negev's new dual-carrtageways, He had one of

thbse hands-free mobi ones. The phone rang

every other minute. He spoke Hebrew to the

office; English to cust s calling from Holland

and Germany, He wore a watch that was lodged in
a sweathand. He drove past a spray-painting of
ss Diana. Someone had puta moustache on

Prince
her. The graffito shimmers in the heat

“It is hard,” said Leshem. "we are dealing here
with a very perishable thing. Flowers dic too carly
if you don't look after them, give them the right
conditons, At every stage of the lowers' journcy
we keep the right temperature. It is very hard
I'here are three ways in the world 1o lose money

woimen, gambling and agriculture, Women p

o% S

,,,/‘:-/f;
el
S,

Conardian Weekend May

I'he Guardian Weekend May 2 1998




Aweek later, the flowers had a powerful scent, something of old earth and the Dead Sez

high. Very bigh, We sead them all by
ole Jove the lilies. Mysteriod

v i the marriage

ha ur

her. Peo,

an old-fashi

w 4 smoke ring thro

in L

s the most enjoyable; gambl

and agriculture, well, agsiCalnuse
Agrexco was founded m 1957

0 rmidli

e qualizy
He was maving

The Crarbion Werbosud Ata The Guardian Weekend May 2 1598



The photo essay, like photojournalism generally, has been criticised as a form. Is it formulaic? In a
world of mainly online usage, are the methods - designed for the printed page - still appropriate? Has
the photo essay been superseded by the ‘series’: a set of images that are more consistent from shot-
to-shot and tally with an art documentary practice that is at home on the gallery wall as it is in a

magazine or online?

The photographic ‘series’ has for a long time been the default for documentary photography. It is
both looser - less structured - than the disciplines of the photo essay, yet not as diverse, steering

closer to visual contiguity than to variety.

These are important questions to ask. The best way to ask them is to practice the techniques of the
photo essay to see if they yield meaning for your subject. This might certainly be a challenge if you
are working on a project about the coronavirus pandemic, the isolation that this causes, both

personally and in relation to your practice as a photographer.

But challenges are a key part of photography.
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Gone 1o seed: cut-out
fiowers (above) made by
patients at Friern Barnet
Nave baon scattered by
the wind; even the plastic
bioams have wilted.
Right: Christmsas cards
carpet the floor of a day
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pereare lots of things about the British Idonot understand: the national
jmpulsion to clapalong, in unisonbut off the beat, to a: nm-usiC' Mr
lobby’s Christmas No 1; the use of “quite nice” to n’iean “)rleally n;t very nice
|l; bread sauce. Being a Canadian living in this country is a never-ending
cle of getting confused, asking for clarification, understanding, and then
\ding up somehow more confused. %
1the heady days of our bubbled summer 0f2020, when such a thing was
ible, Iwent on holiday to Sussex with my Canadian partner and three of
ldest friends, all Brits. Having met in our early 20s, we had always been
roke to holiday together. Now we were in our 30s and affluent enough to
acottage five ways for four nights; this wasa landmark moment. Look,
Id spend alot of time setting the scene, or cut to the chase and tell you
we were there for five days and went on long, aimless walks every single
This was how I discovered the British Walking Sickness.
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arow, in the interests of scavenging a crumb of mental health? Thanks,
. The other day, on one such trudge, I sawa woman finisha lap of the
hen turn to her friend and suggest, audibly bored, “What do you think,
| we have a go round the cemetery?” That is how destination-free
12 feels to me: going around a cemetery for no reason.
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Zed Nelson - Gun Nation



Zed Nelson is both a documentary and a commercial
photographer. His skills with lighting and setting up
elaborate shoots help him with large-scale long term
projects like Gun Nation.

Note the use of still-life and studio portraits in addition
to the more typical observed pictures that we associate
with photo essays. He is attempting to build up a
picture of a complex situation by showing the various
sides: pro-gun, the firearms industry, the culture, police,
violence and its aftermath, using the full skill-set at his
disposal.



Zed Nelson - Gun Nation
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“MY COUNTRY is neicher big
nor small, neither rich nor poor,
it’s just in the middle, pretcy
unremarkable compared to ochers.
You could be anywhere.”

Marcin Kollar was born in
Zilinia, eastern Czechoslovakia,
in 1971. By 1993, Slovakia had
become a separate republic and
Kollar found himself keen to chare

the people of this “new” land. The
migration from Communism to
Capitalism proved a fruicful time
for observation. He could see the
people and himself changing and
he wanted to capture that moment.

his approach to taking the
pictures: "I cried to be sad, serious,
or political, but it was tragi-comic
€ven just comic, that worked best,
I could communicate beteer

through the images, people
He had travelled the continent could look and either choose to
of Europe with a camera, buc laugh or cry.”

found his inspiration came from

His strangely disquieting,
society at home. Kollar described voyeuristic vignees are never

4

staged, he simply carches mor
withan eye for an almost surr
humour. Each image does hay
explanation ~ for instance che

remarkably drunk man in a fie
celebrating because he has juse
a grass-cutting competition —
they work justas splendidly in
isolation, leaving the viewer w
smileand a question mark 8




INGUI KHE HOLDS up a flower, turning it
between her calloused fingers. Her cracked
voice breaks the silence in the hur as she
explains how this flower cures many diseases
when drunk as an infusion. From a canvas bag
she delicately pulls our many treasures — a
dried root, a handful of tiny polished pebbles,
a scented juniper twig — gathered from the
remote forests.

At 70, Ingui Khe is one of the oldest
shamans in Tuva, a small Russian republic
caught between the vast Siberian expanses in
the norch and Mongolia in the south. In a
region where life expectancy barely reaches 55
years, Ingui Khe is a respected elder and has

by Yann Mingard



witnessed many changes in her country’s
turbulent history from the wild steppe which
has always been her home.

She recalls how men in uniform came to her
family’s yurt some years after Tuva’s entry
into the Soviet Union and burned her
mother’s shamanic robes and drum. But che
shaman’s secrets were safe, already passed
from mother to daughter. Now, after almost
half a century of violent repression under
Sovier rule, when shamans were killed, sent to
gulags or driven underground, shamanism is
experiencing a revival.

The shamanic worldview is still deeply
ingrained in the mindset of all Tuvans; it never
really went away. According to shamanic lore,
this world is divided into two worlds: the real
world and the invisible world. The latter is a
projection of the real world but is inhabited by
spirits whose actions influence the lives of
people in the real world.

Shamans are believed to have the power to see
the invisible world and communicate with the
spirits. Increasingly, it is not just ordinary
Tuvans who visit shamans like Ingui Khe, to ask
her to cure an illness, predict their future or solve
a family problem in exchange for a few hundred
roubles or maybe a bag of provisions. Local
politicians seek advice, and the police regularly
request help in finding missing people.

Since the collapse of the Soviet Union, many




Tuvans have returned to a semi-nomadic
lifestyle, moving their yures every season,
making a living raising sheep, horses, even
camels in the south, or reindeer in the
high mountains that border the west of
the republic.

Inside the yurc, it is as though time is
suspended. At nightfall, while men are out on
horseback rounding up cattle, women grill
muctton over the stove and prepare araka, a
craditional alcoholic drink made with
fermented milk. Each family member has an
assigned place and status within the yurt.

Alchough many ancient rites have
disappeared over the 50 years of Soviet rule,
Tuva's geographical isolation has ensured
many traditions have survived. Ringed by
high mountains, framed by the Altai plateau
to the west and the Sayan mountains in the
east, Tuva is not accessible by train.

Most Tuvans are keen to maintain this
isolation and are slow to embrace the tide of
consumerism still sweeping Russia. Their
extraordinarily deep attachment to
nature brings with it a strong ecological
consciousness, a key feature of shamanist
societies.

Orlan is a young shaman living in a village
near the Mongolian border. He is aware of the
pull of a comfortable apartment in the city, but
says that such desires disappear when he is in
nature.

“The forests, the mountains, the water, the
earth, they are the ones we have to listen to.”

©




Antoine D’Agata; Guiorgui Pinkhassov; Paolo Pellegrin; Gilles Peress; Peter Van Agtmael; Jonas Bendiksen




Robert Frank The Americans



3 BILL BRYSON
TOMASZ TOMASZEWSKh

A S

Alps

S

Tomasz Tomaszewski



ursting from a campy confection of his “Betty Legs Diamond" persona. The revue draws sellout crowds to
tropical hues with Carmen head: pers
Mirands Funny Girls,a club on the outré edge of Blackpool's exuberant nightif.

wear, female impersonator Simon Green belts out “Welcome to Havana” in
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touts an “inside seaside” with three swimming pools—
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Cgmammmms-mmmw.m.w Leisure Complex. It

commanded by the Big One. Calmer waters lie nearby in the Sandcastle







in nearby Manchester. Different themes highlight each year's llluminations,
begun in 1912 as a savvy ploy to extend the tourist season well into autumn,
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Eva Leitolf - Deutsche Bilder - Eine Spurensuche
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Eva Leitolf’s series is based on incidence of racially-motivated
attacks in Germany. This is not a photo essay in a conventional
sense, more like the aforementioned ‘series’ or ‘serial’ - a set of
iImages that build up a story in their totality but do so more with
picture-to-picture similarity than they do with variety.

However, she makes her narrative by choosing these different
aspects, by using a dispassionate viewpoint, showing connected
parties - victims and perpetrators, bystanders and officials - to
suggest that all concerned - other than the victims - are responsible
and part of a problem that is culturally imbedded.



Eva Leitolf - Deutsche Bilder - Eine Spurensuche



Sydney hotel quarantine — a photo diary

The photographer Jillian Edelstein flew to Australia
in December to visit her mother, who had been
diagnosed with stage 4 cancer in October. On arrival
in Sydney she was bussed to a police hotel. A
quarantine exemption was refused so she had to
endure a 14-day wait before being able to see her
mum. These images form her very personal diary of
that experience, some of which she shared on
Instagram, edited for publication



https://www.jillianedelstein.co.uk/
https://www.instagram.com/jillianedelstein/?hl=en
https://www.theguardian.com/world/gallery/2021/feb/19/sydney-hotel-quarantine-photo-diary
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Abstract moments of
light in lockdown - in
pictures

Lockdown photo diaries

Guardian photographer Sarah Lee has been finding
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comfort and relief from the lockdown by using her T o 3 \- L /=B ‘ —
camera to focus on the quiet beauty that is around | i i iy e 3
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https://www.theguardian.com/uk-news/gallery/2021/feb/08/abstract-moments-light-lockdown-in-pictures
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