Photographic Approaches to Narrative



Jeff Wall, The Storyteller (1986)



Edouard Manet, Le Degjeuner sur I'herbe (The Luncheon on the Grass) - 1862



Documentary/Photojournalism Photographic Art

Singles/News Image Nbeau

The Series

Photo Essay Fabulation/Invented Narrative

The Venn diagram of Photographic Narrative




Single Image - News Image



Sam Shere, The Hindenberg Disaster, 1937



Josef Koudelka, Prague, 1968



Thomas Hoepker, Brooklyn, 9/11, 2001
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lan Bradshaw, Twickenham, 1974



Jeff Wall, Picture for Women (1979) Edouard Manet, The Bar at the Follies-Bergéere (1882)



The Tableau Narrative



Diego Valazquez, Las Meninas (1656)



Hieronymous Bosch, The Garden of Earthly Delights (c.1500)



Rembrandt van Rijn, The Anatomy Lesson of Doctor Nicolaes Tulp (1632)



Rembrandt van Rijn, The Night Watch (1642)




Théodore Géricault, The Raft of the Medusa, c. 1818/19




Jeff Wall, The Destroyed Room (1978)



Eugene Delacroix, Death of Sardanapalus (1827)
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Jeft Wall, A View from an Apartment (1992)



Jeff Wall, Mimic (1982)



Jeff Wall, A Sudden Gust of Wind (After Hokusai) - (1993)
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Hokusai, Travellers Caught in a Sudden Breeze at Ejiri (from the series The Thirty-six Views of Fuji) - C. 1832



Oscar Gustave Rejlander, Two Ways of Life (1857)



Yinka Shonibare, The Diary of a Victorian Dandy



William Hogarth, The Rake’s Progress - Plates 3 & 6 (Printed, 1735)



Tom Hunter, Woman Reading Possession Order Johannes Vermeer, Girl Reading a Letter at an Open Window (1657-59)



Tom Hunter, The Way Home John Everett Millais, Ophelia (1851/52)



(A

ol

Gregory Crewdson, Twilight
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Gregory Crewdson, Twilight



Dr. David Octavius Hill & Robert Adamson



Hill and Adamson; some generic corporate stock photography



The Photo Essay/Story



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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HE SETS A BADLY DISLOCATED ELBOW

W. Eugene Smith

AN OLD MAN
DIES AY NIGHT

e M

AN ACCIDENT INTERRUPTS HIS LEISURE

COMMUNITY ABSORES

w MOST OF HIS TIME




COUNTRY DOCTOR conrinue

AN ACCIDENT INTERRUPTS HIS LEISURE

Pelt, the marsh pped off and I, “Little girl at the Wheatly

W. Eugene Smith



HE MUST SPECIALIZE

W. Eugene Smith



W. Eugene Smith



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



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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William Albert Allard
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EUGENE RICHARDS
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APERTURE

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







- 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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Harriet Logan



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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Thay pray ot the site of
thalr bedered church
Lett: Bibles and statues
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Tans : ‘I have been left alone in bin ey, T »
e et my cell, | have no fan : i ‘
‘ "2 and no water and no toilet’ ’ S :




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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| 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.



The world that
care forgot

The Victorians built lunatic asylums to provide sanctuar i
) | y for those who were shunned by society.
{ohday the wind whistles through th_e desolate corridors, while many of the former inmates roam :
! eDstrgets._ At least one of these institutions will be turned into luxury flats. These photographs
Y Daniel Dixon, capture the concrete legacy of ‘care in the community’ Report by Lois Rogers

Dan Dixon

Wusion of freedemn: &
Park scene decorates the
door 1o 2 ward ot the

3 deverted
Epsem horpital fheft).

the loagest corridet in
the warkd. Theve are plans
o convert the 15405
budding lato luvery flats

Artificlal b remala bn

e wardlead to huelation
teams. Abaves 4 rale

0 atraiace careassistant
abeut Iobn Tovey, an
SLyoar-eld patient. “He
recehes v visitors.’ It
couds, Nebody bnews
what became of biim nhen
the wit closed In 1992




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
room at Long Grove




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.
1d always thought I was all right about walking - liked it, even. But what
-rstand, after almost a full year of rotating lockdowns, du ring which
goneonalittle mental health stroll almost daily, is that 1actually

;tlﬂl]]ﬁ eli .r.].I 12,1531;’?:1:“?1 i\l;:]wt:sl]\;lmuu Boissy : ke ha\fing somevghere tobe, and walking is often the nicest way to get
whalggbg rg-‘a-[ ;boitt c Iir g i Touring a new city on foot? A joy. Walking to the bus in the mornings?
amuddy e nox-,'geur@e? e 3 cly private moment before the day’s work begins. Strolling to dinner
Meanwhile phologripher Jonathan Browning s i friend on a summer evening? I can think of nothing better. But
meetswalkers doingjust that i sly trudging around the same bit of my neighbourhood, for the fourth

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.
precisely this kind of aimless wandering that my friends -and, I have
tounderstand, a great number of their countrymen and women besides
sidered a key draw of our holiday. I have known these men fora Qecadc,
12d noidea the mere act of renting a cottage would turn them al‘I into
nysons. The rumblings had begunin the car, when several mentioned
¢ “popular walks” they had “read about” in the “area”. Nosooner had we
] T than we were off, the five of us
lown our bags and had a welcome G&
L 6 B ecast of heavy thunderstorms be damned.
Iy picking a direction, the for L repiled
ora . » o aw. 4 &
'eare we SCHEY l”ked%:a?ks on all of which Iwore the wrong
¢ days passed QLR 5 . th across a gated, excrement-
a half- t on a public footpa :
“ahalf-hour jauni i rdless bird sanctuary we discovered on the
¢d field: an hour’s tourofa birdiess B = erasses surroundine

i appied by the . e e are s . David Clayton Wil aborveeft) and | moved back o the
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GunNation &=
ZedNelson
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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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~ Rug rollin
minimal looking
retro lovi

| Why the world pines for Prad

Alex Ferguson: exclusive intervie
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Zed Nelson
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PREBAN ARMALITE IN STOCK

T
YouR HOMO
iNTs 455!

Guns Don't Kill People
NANNG I pannie Kill Dnnqln




POSTCARDS

FROM
A LAND
F RIDDLES

MARTIN




52 EIgHY

“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
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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—
mmmuwn—mmwrmn.

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,




,ﬁa.‘!‘! L TN

A

BN TR , D, N

X \ . . *h.#. vt
@ BN gt AT v e
P - ) <
"‘ - .

VB L L i .."\k i 7 5/.'\ ‘—;

z
-
-
-

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.
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The Photographic Series



Alec Soth SLEEPING BY THE MISSISSIPPI

Alec Soth, Sleeping by The Mississippi



Alec Soth, Sleeping by The Mississippi
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“A Fiction about Metaphor”

Chris Killip

“A narrow, deep area between the novel and film”

Lewis Baltz (on Killip)



Chris Killip, In Flagrente, 1988



Geert van Kesteren, Bagdad Calling, 2008



Larry Sultan, Pictures from Home, 1992

i




Petra Creffield, Going Home, 1997-98






Petra Creffield, Going Home, 1997-98




Ed van der Elsken, Love on the Left Bank, 1956



Ed van der Elsken, Love on the Left Bank, 1956
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Christian Patterson,
Redheaded Peckerwood, 2010



Jonas Bendiksen, Book of Veles, 2021
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Jonas Bendiksen, Book of Veles, 2021







