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laissez-faire — people pray, eat and burn incense, whilst tourists
mingle amongst the worshippers. While you need to be sensitive
and as unobtrusive as possible, they're refreshingly photographer-
friendly places. For my first shot, | decide on a tight frame on the
face of a gently smiling, benevolent Buddha. The standing statue
rises to the ceiling, so | need to stand well back. | use a tripod for
precise framing due to the low light. Effectively, I'm standing in
front of the altar and | feel very self-conscious. Nevertheless,
sensing that the locals around me are unperturbed, | continue.

| then move around to the side, to get a different view using the
ornate patterned ceiling as a backdrop to the Buddha's face.

’LOO‘).N.After a lunch break and some excellent noodle
soup, | decide to head over to the Antique Market — a couple of
streets lined with stalls selling 'old" artefacts, though how much of it
is genuinely antique, and not a product of the renowned Chinese
counterfeit industry, is open to speculation. The overall scene isn't
particularly photogenic -it's slightly scruffy, with stalls scattered
higgledy-piggledy among the towering grey apartment blocks.
My eye soon starts to roam, looking for detail and I'm particularly
drawn to the old Mao memorabilia. On a previous visit | bought a
couple of old Communist propaganda posters, and | like this
iconic, historic, stylised form of art. | see some bright red Mao
badges on a dark blue cloth and decide this could make a strong
graphic image. | set up the tripod and the stallholder appears.

I'm thankful as he stands back with amused interest without
hassling me to purchase. | show him the first few frames on the
camera'’s large screen and, as he smiles, | continue to rattle off a
few more, zooming in and out shooting horizontally and

vertically. Further down the street | notice an arrangement of
porcelain Mao statues. There is one amongst this crowd where
he’s holding a table tennis bat and I'm amused by the irony of
someone responsible for so many ruthless deaths in such a playful
pose. | use this figure as my focal point, shooting with various
apertures in order to throw surrounding figures out of focus. With
digital photography, | find depth-of-field unforgiving, so | hedge my
bets. The stallholder urges me to buy and becomes even more
animated when | enquire as to price. I'd like to purchase but am
wary of getting my ‘Mao’ safely home. | finally leave the market
without having given into temptation. However, in my mind'’s eye,

| hope my images are somehow synonymous with China and
graphic enough to make the cover of a guidebook or similar.

S50 p.m.I'm back where | started - back on The Bund.
It's been a long day and I'm cream-crackered. However dusk
shots, when the city lights come on, are an important requisite of
the travel photographer’s day. Often, cities that look drab and
flat during the day come to life at night - a feast of neon fills in
the emptiness of the day. However, it's a hit and miss affair.
| know from a friend, who was here recently in cold weather,
that the lights were switched off to save power for heating.
Also on a previous visit, the lights came on well after dark, when
all detail and colour from the sky had vanished. Still, | set up my
camera with the 70-200mm lens, locked the mirror up and pointed
over to Pudong. A few lights rather lazily appear through the
murky light, and it's not looking too promising, but |
soldier on, aware of how far I've travelled. | notice a
well-lit ship moving into the frame and decide that this
is a good opportunity to capture some movement, so |
select a slow shutter speed. This is necessary anyway in
the vanishing light. | fire a frame with the boat to the left,
centre and right. I'll decide which works best later.
In a reflective mood, | pack up, hoping that Photoshop
might add some saturation and magic to tonight's
session. It's been a busy but productive day and there is
now the prospect of excellent Chinese food and Tsingtao
beer awaiting. Suddenly the pre-trip deadlines and jet lag
seem worth it. More of the same tomorrow? Sure thing!




