
Market Memories to make you smile 
 

Markets we love them; they beckon to the British like 
bees around a honey pot. Here are some of my favourite 
memories supported by some of my photos and a couple from 
Getty Images. 
 Let’s start in the UK and then work farther afield. 
 
Cross lane Market, Salford, Manchester 

What memories I have of the Pot Man. Where is he 
now? Bedecked with long sparkling earrings, he shouted his 
wares and always performed for the crowd. He did a trip to 
the potteries twice a week and returned with such fabulous 
pots, china, and memorabilia.  

I collected my dinner 
service for my bottom 
drawer here, 4 plates a 
week until I had the 
complete collection from 
coffee pot to egg cups. This 
flamboyant, market trader 
taught me to love fine china 

and how to enjoy eating from a pretty plate. 
 
Bury Market Lancashire 
 Just married, our usual 
Saturday jaunt was to Bury 
Market to enjoy a hot steaming 
black pudding topped with 
English mustard. What a treat! 
They are still there now and well 
worth a visit. 
 



And now let’s travel the world. 
 
Dan Nang Vietnam 

A funny story here. You can have 
most clothes made to measure in 
a very short time on the market. I 
had a lightweight trouser suit 

made in an hour. I still 
have it, but the funny 
thing was, we found 
our taxi driver peeping 
through the curtains as 
I tried it on! 
  
Manila Philippines 

An interesting experience. We were escorted by an 
armed guard through the market, wearing no jewellery and 
trying to take it all in, whilst trying not to look European. It 

was Chinese New 
Year, and the 
market was full of 
colour with fruits 
we had never seen 
before. Alarmingly 
there were armed 
guards everywhere 
and I was not too 
keen on being 



escorted, but when in Rome. 
Alongside the market was a row of 
jewellery shops, complete with an 
armed guard at each door. 
Mmmmm. 
 
 Marrakesh Morocco 
 

The market square in Marrakesh is like no other. There 
is even a dentist, sat cross legged, blanket laid out in front of 

him with all his instruments 
ready for service and not to 
forget to mention, an array 
of false teeth, all ready for 
the fitting. When one 
customer sat on the blanket 
the dentist rose for action 
and I was off!  

My favourite was the story telling man. I saw him ride up 
on his bicycle and he immediately attracted a crowd. He 
started telling such a story with actions, voice intonation and 
pregnant pauses. More and more bystanders came to listen. 
They were spell bound. I wish I know what it was about. Ever 
since then I too wanted to tell such a story there in 
Marrakesh 
marketplace, perhaps 
next visit? 
 The souk, their 
term for a market, was 
huge and was 
segregated into trades. 
Good if you just 
wanted a pan, you 



went to the tin bashers. I loved the tin bashers. The stall was 
laid out with bright shiny pans and pots and if you listened 
carefully, you could hear the men, hard at work behind the 
stalls making their wares. Of course, I had to go and have a 
peek. 
 Being female, you can get a lot of hassle in the souk, so 
wear a jellaba and they not only leave you alone but give you 
respect for wearing their traditional clothes. Wear shorts 
and you deserve what you get. 
 
Chennai India 

 
I had worked hard on 
this Indian trip so 
decided to treat myself 
to some colour. My 
driver took me to the 
local flower market and 
there I sat, crossed 
legged, not for too long, 

threading 
marigold and 
jasmine flowers 
onto garlands for 
the Hindu Gods, 
much to some 
very amused 
smiles. 
    
                                                                                  
 



Kerala Southern India 
 Kerala, the princess of all 
India spices. What markets. 
Mounds of brightly coloured 
spices spilling out from hessian 
bags and piled high on 
wooden counters.  

Not to mention the rice. 
To us we have possibly 4 
that we can name, in India 
there are over 6000 
varieties of rice according 
to Wikipedia 
              
 
Floating market Hong Kong 

 Mounds of 
fruit and veg 
piled high in the 
bottom of the 
dugout barges 
paddling by en 
route to the 
floating 
villages. 
 
 

 
                                                       
                 



A market with a difference - a floating pearl market 
Mekong Delta South Vietnam 
 
The pearl sellers, so trusting, passing up their wares for 
inspection. Of course, I bought some.  
 
Funchal Fish Market Madeira 

 
The ugly black scabbard fish 
called Espada which tastes 
delightful. Apart from 
sardines not much else is 
caught in this part of the 
ocean. 
 
 

 
 

 
 



Moscow Flea market 
A market to rival 
London’s’ New 
Covent Garden 
Market but three 
times larger, where 
you could buy 
anything, from a 

shoehorn to a cabbage. It was here I bought my set of 
treasured Russian dolls, all individually painted, depicting folk 
stories of old legends. The photo are just tourist dolls. 
 
Moscow 1992 - Another market with a difference - 
one of the many old folk selling wares outside  
the Moscow Metro  
 
Perestroika, a Russian programme instituted in the Soviet 
Union by Mikhail Gorbachev in the mid-1980s to restructure 
Soviet economic and political policy had dire consequences 
on the poorer Russian population. 
 

Many old people lost 
their small state 
incomes overnight and 
were left destitute. 
Some were reduced to 
selling whatever they 
could to save starvation: 
a pair of shoes, a 
candlestick. 

 
 
 



 
 
Black Hmong tribe market up in the Black Virgin 
mountains of Vietnam 
 

I bought one of these 
simple dolls made from 
firewood 

 
 
 
 
 
National dress worn as an everyday item. Market day 
attracts many different hill tribes. 

 
   
  
 
 

 
 
 
 



Dakar Bangladesh 
 
The market where you can buy all branded clothes for 
peanuts. Did they make too many? Were they returned as 
sub-standard?  My friend bought a pair of branded jeans for 
£2! In the UK the cost would have been £70. 

 
 
And that is the end of our world markets tour. Hope you 
enjoyed it.  Tricia 
 


