ithout a person, the cart appea
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no purpose, no destination. It just sat

there. Yet, its appearance reminded me o
one of my criteria for a good photograph
one that asks more questions than any

answers it could suggest. |

- https://juliettemansour.substack.

W

3T sstuw 09 uedaq

S9080 JI9U30
ygta dn paated go ‘xsao paTddos 3T Surputy uedsq
I *30ds awres 7T 03 pauanjadg 3t ‘owed Sutads usypy

*TTe 38 dn MOUS 3, UpPTP
., B éa0eTd
PR e d et e 1180 U3 USUM SOTJOU 03 UBZRq [ ‘Wt I93UTM U |UT

It started with the light. Then came the cart—
seemingly lonely, but actually quite staunch and
secure.
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An homage to the mundane

Juliette Mansour

One single shopping cart, alone— in the flat light of
a mid-morning or contrast light of a late afternoon,
every single time.



