
Faces...............
of Southeast Asia



Preface
.........................................................................

      I never called myself a photographer of people. I always preferred to shoot 
landscapes and stills. I love curiosities and wide angles. But I never thought 
so much about people. When I visited di�erent places I was always interested 
in old structures, dodgy signs and colorful sceneries. I made panoramas and 
experimented with HDR landscapes. When I saw some interesting people I 
had neither enough courage to ask for a shot or I was just more interested in 
the old rusty car beside. Sure I had some portraits of weddings and friends and 
other people in my portfolio, but it was never that interesting... 

In the beginning of 2011 my whole life changed. And so did my photographic 
eye - when I �rst arrived in Southeast Asia. It was a completely new world to 
me. I‘ve never experienced anything like it. Di�erent cities, di�erent places, 
di�erent cultures, di�erent people… Same same, but so di�erent! My �rst few 
days in Indochina, I stayed in Chinatown in Bangkok, away from the backpa-
ckers strip, right in the middle. A dirty, hectic, chaotic, pulsating place, exactly 
how I pictured it, end even more! 

Everything is di�erent, �rst of all: �e people. Looking into their faces, I don‘t 
see the petri�ed corporate faces devoid of emotion, like those found in Europe. 
You actually look straight into a variety of stories and lives! �ose faces speak 
to you here. �is feeling would become stronger and stronger, the more time 
I spend in �ailand and especially in Vietnam! While I was still looking for 
temples, pagodas, and loose hanging electricity cables in the beginning, a rapid 
change was overcoming me. I fell in love with all those faces. Step by step I lost 
almost all interest in photographing nature. 



Shyly in the beginning, I tried to capture people inconspicuously in busy mar-
kets or at a distance with my telephoto lens, but I was maturing rapidly. I de-
veloped a deep fascination with the stories these eyes could tell. Every portrait, 
every pair of old or young eyes tells its very own special story. 
For sure some shots are lost within the immeasurable amount of pictures, but 
several resonated very strongly with me. �e situations of, and my personal re-
lations to those I had just photographed left unforgettable impressions, which 
I still clearly remember: 

A Monk sleeping on a little table in front of him, waking up just in the mo-
ment I was taking his picture, and his eyes projected all his disgust for all the 
annoyingly common tourists right through the lens.  
A little girl in an orphanage, standing upright with her head lowered, but 
glaring at me with both of her big dark eyes, practically naked save for a remar-
kable necklace on her chest. 
An old woman in a leprosy village with eroding hands and arms, living with 
her even more disabled husband in a sponsored single room apartment. She sat 
on the ground, while her husband tried to put on his shoes with his �ngerless 
hands onto what was left of his legs. She looked up at me with an incredible 
toothless smile in her Versace t-shirt and asked me to come in...

�is book is not just a collection of pictures, but a story book of all those 
people’s stories! You just have to look and listen properly, and you will be able 
to hear all those stories. You can only capture a tiny bit of the diversity of 
interesting faces in this part of the world, and for every portrait I shot I regret 
not having taken another 10. Still, the 437 stories that I lay before you here 
hopefully capture the full spectrum of what is to be seen.  Try to feel it…



�e eyes are the window of the soul.






































