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The World in Everyone's Eyes

1 went to the UK in 1990 to begin my project: taking portraits of eminent world
figures. | made no progress that year, as [ was too busy struggling to make the £ 35
I needed to pay the rent every Wednesday. My first job was ironing clothes in a factory
owned by a Vietnamese. It took me an hour to walk to work every day, but walking saved
me £ 1 in bus fare. I was always exhausted after work, but I walked back home to save
yet another pound, T would have a bite to eat, then fall into bed. Life was a matter of pure
survival.

Sometimes I got off work early. Walking home in the dusk one day, I saw several
white pigeons stretching their wings as they perched on an old-fashioned red mailbox
and enjoyed the bread left by some benefactor. My finger instinctively itched to push
a shutter button, but how could a person struggling to make a living carry a camera
around? It is moments like that which send people around the corner. Having lost too
much, I could rot see any hope.

That sort of life lasted a year and half. T had no opportunity to take even a single photo
of an important personage. | spent my a few days off strolling along the streets, capturing
on film whatever the lens of my camera found. I did not know it then, but [ was already
working on this album. It is easy for someone from out of town to get excited by new
sights. But I had no intention of shooting world-famous works of art. | was trying to
create a certain mood or meaning, both in my portrait and landscape photos. It was a
challenge for me, because it was not something I had consciously striven for in my
earlier work.

I must thank the artists who designed the posters [ saw along the streets. Also, my
gratitude goes to the people I saw in my viewfinder: the man and woman sitting on the
opposite ends of the bench; the clown in the park; the old woman pushing her little cart
back home after buying vegetables. Although many of them were not aware of the
existence of the camera at all, we jointly accomplished those works. Especially in the
most difficult times, shooting their pictures kept my skills honed and restored my self-
confidence. They gave me a precious gift: creation.

Malta is a jewel of an island in the Mediterranean Sea. To take a photo for Eddie

Fenech Adami Maitese, the Prime Minister of Malta, I went to Valletta, the capital, in



March 1993. By then, my original project, taking portraits of world figures, was well
under way. But I still lacked money, so I could only spend a day or two in each place
I visited. But I managed to photograph local people and buildings in my spare time.

According to my appointment, [ went to the Prime Minister's office, interviewed him
and shot his portrait on the second morning after my arrival in Valletta. In the afternoon,
as I rambled through the streets, I found the locals used a special kind of stone to build
their houses. The sturdy stones could resist the hot noontime sun of the Mediterranean.
However, the women preferred to chat outside rather than hurry back home to enjoy the
cool inside. I raised my camera and took a photo of daily life. Later, [ entitled it "Midday
in Valletta." In the dusk, my attention was captured by a girl's expressive eyes as I took
photos on the beach. She became my Little Mermaid.

In the evening, I climbed high up on some scaffolding. To earn money for the journey
back home, 1 had a job painting the archway of a local Chinese restaurant. The sea wind
blew and the colorful paints spattered over my face and clothes. Ins the tranquil, drowsy
night, sweat kept dripping into my eyes. I always recall that busy September day as one
of harvest, hardship and exhaustion. I treasure all of it, because [ have chosen such a life.

This album contains many bright colors and vivid pattems, which contrast with the
profoundly dignified style of the portraits. Of course, I hope that I can master different
styles for different subjects. Frankly speaking, the contrast originates from the wonderful
world, What is the world in my eyes? Itis the combination of brightness and dignity. It
cannot be entirely vivacious or entirely dignified. It is kaleidoscopic and diverse.

Nowadays, young people like to travel for the sake of travel. They have many more
chances to do so than people of my generation. I do not think that traveling around the
world is my ultimate purpose. It seems to me that thinking and seeking the beauty and
purity of life in the journey are more important. In this sense, although not everyone
has the opportunily to travel around the world, they do have a chance to find the joy
of life.

Deng Wei

May 7. 2001, Beijing
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