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Francesco Cito
Afghanistan (1989)
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Italian cultural association dotART, promoter of Trieste Photo Days festival, has 
launched through its platform Exhibit Around the new editorial project Mytho-
graphy, a series of collective photographic volumes freely inspired by Greek and Ro-
man mythology. 

The Mythography series consist of five volumes to be released annually, starting 
from 2021. Each is be dedicated to a group of Greek/Roman deities that represent 
the thematic guidelines of each book. 

All volumes include photos and projects by authors from all over the world, se-
lected through free open calls on the Exhibit Around platform. 

Each volume also host photos of a special guest and a critical introduction writ-
ten by a mythology expert.

This first Mythography volume is dedicated to Mars, Saturn and Neptune, which 
represent the themes of war reportage, historical / social reportage and the power of 
nature. The book contains works of 94 photographers (out of over 172 who partici-
pated in the open call, submitting 650 photos and 130 portfolios).

Francesco Cito, one of the best Italian photojournalists, is the special guest of the 
book. Enrico Medda, professor of Greek literature at the University of Pisa, is the 
scientific consultant.

photography 
meets mythology
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Francesco Cito
Sarajevo, Milorad Tomasevic’s wife (1998)
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The ancient world was full of gods. Every natural phenomenon, every aspect of 
human existence was perceived as evidence of the will of superior beings, perceived 
as real powers at work and able to determine the fates of mere mortals. Appearing 
in many forms, the Greek and Roman gods were grouped together on the basis 
of being perceived as praepotentes, or rather, ‘more powerful’ than humans, from 
whom they distinguished themselves thanks to their ability to immediately enact 
their will and to the fact that they were exempt from the cruel fate of death and 
growing old. 

In the oldest phase of these great civilisations, it was believed that the gods, as 
well as residing on their precious celestial thrones, would materially manifest in 
the mortal realm, their visitations ranging from benevolent to unsettling. But even 
more than this, the proof of their power could be found in their deeds: the clouds 
and lightning bolts that would shake the sky, the storms at sea, the irresistible 
impulse of eros, the uncontrollable violence of war were a sure sign of their overpo-
wering presence. Mortals were required to appease the gods by means of sacrificial 
offerings, prayers, and any other rite practised by cults that could tempt them into 
benevolence, in the attempt to create an exchange in which one of the two parties 
finds themselves in state of unavoidable inferiority. 

With time, faith in the ancient anthropomorphic deities, each one with their own 
personality and well-defined character, underwent profound changes, going so far 
as to disappear, leaving room for new religious traditions of a much different nature. 
Even so, the gods of the past survived as protagonists of wonderful stories, able to 
deeply inspire works of art and poetry, to the extent of surpassing the civilisations 
from which they emerged and reaching us, in a period that is known to be more 
secular than any other, and which, however, is criss-crossed by tremors that remind 
us - even as these pages are being written - how powerful the influence of the reli-
gious sphere on human affairs can be. 

One might wonder the extent to which our time has preserved the traces of those 
fascinating, ancient divine presences. The answer cannot be found in the base of 
a religious faith whose time has long since gone, but in the ancient gods’ knack 
of embodying experiences and emotions that tie all human beings to one another 

ancient presences
enrico meDDa
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regardless of period or place. What is important, in other words, is not knowing 
whether or not the gods exist, but asking ourselves how much the way in which they 
were imagined by the ancients can be of help to us in perceiving and deciphering 
the world around us, through the privileged channel of artistic expression. 

In this respect, the ‘Mythography’ project finds its true purpose, which I was 
excited to be a part of from the moment my good friends at the Cultural dotArt 
Association proposed I take part. Photography, an art form with the ability to 
interpret the deepest levels of the real world, lends itself splendidly to research of 
this kind. The large number of high-quality images that came flooding in from 
around the world, demonstrates how much the proposal stimulated the imagi-
nation and sensitivity of photographers with different training and backgrounds. 
The photos collected in this book are a beautiful demonstration of the driving force 
of classical culture in the contemporary world: the gods are still among us. 

Francesco Cito
Bosnia (1993)
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Francesco Cito
Hebron , Palestine (1997)



Francesco Cito
Palestine, Nablus. Prisoners (2002)
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Francesco Cito was born in Naples on the 5th May 1949 and now lives in Milan. 
After attending a technical high school, he left his studies unfinished and traveled 
around Europe, stopping in London in 1972, where he devoted himself to pho-
tography but also to experience all kinds of work. After having worked for a pop-
rock music weekly magazine, he became a free-lance photo-journalist in 1975 
and started to work for the Sunday Times Magazine, on which he had his first 
cover, taken from his report “The Mattanza” (ancient way of fishing tuna in Sicily). 
Afterwards, he also worked for the Observer Magazine.

In 1980, after the Soviet invasion, he was one of the first photoreporters to reach 
Afghanistan clandestinely, travelling on foot for 1200 kilometers with the different 
guerrilla groups during his three months stay. Between the end of 1982 and the 
beginning of 1983 he was in Naples for a report on the camorra (neapolitan mafia), 
that was later published all over the world. In 1983 he was also on the Lebanese 
front, as a correspondent for the weekly magazine Epoca, to report on the split 
inside the P.L.O. among Arafat supporters and Abu Mussa pro-Syrians. He is the 
only photo-journalist to have reported on the surrender of Beddawi (refugee camp 
and P.L.O. stronghold). Until 1989 he went to Lebanon six more times, in order to 
follow the events.

In 1985 he began to go to Palestine (Israel) to report on the conditions of Pale-
stinians inside the occupied territories (West Bank / Gaza) that caused the uprising 
of Intifada in December 1987. He still follows the developments in this situation. 
During this time he was hospitalized three times: two times wounded by Israeli sol-
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diers and once by a Palestinian brick while on assignement for Stern Magazine on a 
report on the Israeli settlers (pub. June 1994).

In February 1989, as a correspondent for ‘Venerdì’ di Repubblica, he went back, 
clandestinely again, to Afghanistan to report on the Soviet Army retreat.

In august 1990, for ‘Venerdì’ di Repubblica again, he was among the first pho-
tographers to report the American landing in Saudi Arabia after the invasion of 
Kuwait. He went back to the Gulf area during the war against Iraq, till the libe-
ration of Kuwait.

In Italy, he often follows mafia cases in the southern regions, but also events such 
as the Palio in Siena and other important aspects of our society.

Since 1997, the aim is also focused on Sardinia off the beaten track, between the 
social and the traditions, work already partially enclosed in photo-book.

In 2007 he was invited by the Governor of Sakhalin (Russia), the former island 
prison colony told by Chekhov, for a photographic work in the territory, illustrating 
the life and productive activities, following the discovery of large oil fields. Work 
became an exhibition and a photo book edited in Russia.

In 2012 the prestigious house of Parisian jewelers “Van Cleef & Arpels” com-
missioned the realization of a photographic work, which describe the hard work 
through the hands of their artisans, packaged in the most exclusive jewelry in the 
world. 50 images collected in a volume printed in nine languages.

Among the awards, he won the World Press Photo (in 1995 and 1996), the 
Leica Oskar Barnak Award (honorable mention, 2001), the title Master of 
Italian photography FIAF (2006) and the first Canon - Mondadori prize (2006). 
He has collaborated and published in major national and foreign magazines, 
including Bunte, l’Europeo, Figaro mag, Il Venerdì di Repubblica, The Indi-
pendent, Io Donna, Il Sole 24 Ore mag, Life, The Observer mag, Panorama, Paris 
Match, Sette-Corriere della Sera, Smithsonian mag, Stern, Sunday Times, Traveler.

www.francescocito.it
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Francesco Cito
Kosovo, Serbian tank (1999)
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War, even when told, is a collection of atrocities. War brings with it the most mi-
serable and merciless ugliness that uninvolved man can imagine. What the com-
mon man, the traveller on the roads of everyday life, the lucky being who does not 
have to confront this atrocious reality, can hardly imagine, or perceive what it really 
represents. You may have seen a thousand documentaries, read hundreds of books 
and articles, looked at thousands of photographs, but all the documentation pos-
sible will never be able to convey what war is and exhales. What is missing from 
the war as told and cannot be transmitted to those who see it from a distance is the 
stench that permeates everything and anything. The acrid smell of the smoke from 
burning things, the very things built by the hand of man: houses, means of loco-
motion, fighting machines. 

And again, the tarry smell of the thick soot from the hundreds of oil wells that 
burned in Kuwait during the first Gulf War, which penetrated the nostrils and 
asphyxiated the lungs. A soot so thick as to obscure the sky at midday as on a night 

conflicts in Black & White 
francesco cito

Francesco Cito
Afghanistan - The prayer (1989)
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with no moon or stars. And again: the stench of the organic excrement of garbage 
piled up for days on end and which no one moves anymore. And again: the stench 
of burnt tyre rubber, to create barricades as the last impassable trench, in the clashes 
between Israelis and Palestinians during the Intifada, or during street riots, civil 
wars and social unrest.

And again; the acrid, irritating, and poisonous smell of tear gas, mixed with 
the pungent smell of onions to be inhaled as the only emergency antidote during 
clashes. And again, the smell of gunpowder, which is not the same as the smell of 
fireworks at fairs or festivals. But it is the smell of death, the stench that it emanates, 
the most penetrating one, which you will always carry within yourself, without ever 
getting rid of it. The stench of rotting bodies, abandoned under the sun, the sour 
and vomiting smell of blood and dismembered limbs, of devastated bodies, already 
prey to carrion, or the festive feast of worms that with a macabre dance have already 
taken possession of a lifeless body, dead most of the time, due to pure human folly.

The first fallen, the first war victim I encountered along an impassable road du-
ring my first reportage in a country in conflict, was a long time ago. It was 1980, 
the Soviet invasion of Afghanistan was underway. His name was Boris, and he had 
been ambushed along the mule track along the Kunar river along with his fellow 
soldiers from the Great Red Army. He had been killed a few days earlier, but his 
body was now little more than a few strips of skin attached to his skeleton, which 
had been stripped bare by wild animals. The stench was terrible. It was my baptism 
with death, a violent death. 

Francesco Cito
Afghanistan, Arghandab (1989)
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Francesco Cito
Bosnia, F15 USAF (1996)
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Francesco Cito
Kuwait, Gulf War (1991)
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The merciless death of war. 
The ‘mujahiddin’ guerrillas with whom I was to stay for three months, walking 

with them for 1,200 kilometres through mountains and valleys to photograph their 
war against the enemy, the invader who had crossed the Pamir border, the Sa-
lang pass, and the Hindu Kush range to Kabul. They did not hesitate to rummage 
through what was left of that body, once young and then a soldier, sent to die for a 
war that was not his. Rummaging through his pockets, they found what they tran-
slated as a letter addressed home and signed Boris. Until that day, I knew about war 
from the classics. In the pages of the Iliad, Homer described the epic battles with 
sublime poetry. Under the walls of Troy, it was never a war, but an eternal dance 
between titans, descents of gods in disguise, to tell the tragedies of peoples that hi-
story and mythology wanted to be greater than they perhaps were. Tragedies writ-
ten more to dream than to reflect the horrors.

We find enormously romantic the clash between Achilles and Hector beneath the 
Walls of Troy, as the cinema and Hollywood cinematography shows us. We ima-
gine Napoleonic battles depicted with halberds and sabres, banners, and bayonets 
amidst a glitter of frogs, in epic pages, or even more emphasised in the paintings of 
David, which have conveyed to us a purely choreographic idea of war. Yet at Water-
loo there were fifty thousand dead, amputations, and wounds that gangrene would 
have decimated in a few days. 

Fifty thousand, as many as the Roman legions fell in a single day and perhaps 
more, in the battle of Cannae more than two thousand years ago, in the clash 

Francesco Cito
Palestine, Intifada (1993)
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against Hannibal, the great Carthaginian leader. War is, and always has been, a 
horror. An even greater horror, if we look at what the Second World War produced, 
when human folly caused more destruction and death than all other wars put toge-
ther. Satisfied? Certainly not.

And yet!
In all these years, through the various theatres of wars and tragedies I have ex-

perienced, there are not only memories of death, not only the stench of corpses. 
Even amidst that misery I have found moments that I perhaps cherish more fondly 
than memories of bad times. Memories of scents and flavours no longer found. Me-
mories of friendships and affections never forgotten. Memories that can no lon-
ger be erased, of beautiful events, which sometimes, in the horror of war, mani-
fest themselves as if by magic. In such ugliness, how can we forget the 13-14 year 
old boy, fighting among the Palestinian fedayeen in the Lebanon of the many civil 
wars, with a rifle slung over his shoulder, bigger than himself, who in the midst of 
the clash between opposing factions of the same people, with cold hands and a smi-
le on his lips, came to offer me sweets pulled out of his pockets full, above all, of 
bullets for his Kalashnikov AK-47. 

How could I forget the Afghan guerrillas who, whenever they arrived in a villa-
ge after exhausting days of marching, did their utmost to procure honey wherever 
possible to satisfy my sweet tooth, dictated by the need to sweeten the bitterness 
that daily life was feeding me. 

How could I forget how carefully I was cared for and treated in a Palestinian 
camp after being wounded by Israeli soldiers during clashes.

Francesco Cito
Afghanistan, 

Mullah and the Koran (1980)
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Francesco Cito
Palestine, Gaza - Khan Yunis (2002)



22    ^ francesco cito ^ 

Francesco Cito
Afghanistan, Maiwand (1989)
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There is no poetry in wars, but humanity is not always totally buried by hatred 
and cruelty.

Modern man is more violent, crueller compared to the man described in ancient 
texts. The armies that were created to create civilisations faced each other despite 
their ruthlessness and looked each other in the eye. 

The civilisation that we believe we have achieved, just because we have reached 
the moon, is worth nothing, because despite everything, we have never underta-
ken and completed the journey, in our deepest selves, wondering why even today, 
we have not been able to eradicate from ourselves, all the cruelty that still lurks in 
the human soul. 

Today, more than in the past, massacres are committed by pronouncing the false 
ideology of the word freedom and democracy, or in the name of faith and religion, 
of one God against another God. 

What is happening today in Syria, Iraq, Yemen, Afghanistan, Libya, and again 
Palestine, is the child of this false concept, while the truth lies elsewhere, in interests 
that have nothing in common with the abused freedoms and concepts of faith. Mo-
dern society, in the century that has just passed and the beginning of this new one, 
has given the worst proof of itself. Today, to clear our conscience, we have created 
the so-called smart weapons. Does it make any difference whether we are torn apart 
by a missile or killed by the slash of a sword or poison gas? Demagogy or hypocrisy? 
The world of the righteous is still to come, war is disgusting, whichever way you 
look at it. It is solely and exclusively up to us to accept or reject it. Everything else 
is nothing.
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Francesco Cito
Gulf War, U.S. Army (1991)
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Francesco Cito
Lebanon, Beirut (1984)

Francesco Cito
Lebanon, Beirut (1984)
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Francesco Cito
Gulf War, Marines (1990)

Francesco Cito
Bosnia (1995)
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Francesco Cito
Albania,

Scutari funeral (2000)

Francesco Cito
Palestina, 

Bethlehem bullets (2002)
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Francesco Cito
Gulf War (1990)
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Francesco Cito
Gulf War, F-16 Fighter bomber (1991)
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Francesco Cito
Saudi Arabia, Gulf War - Galaxy (1990)
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After the invasion of Kuwait, fearing that the Iraqi army could launch an invasion 
in Saudi Arabia, President George H. W. Bush announced that the United States 
would have embarked on a mission “wholly defensive” called Operation Desert 
Shield to prevent a possible attack and occupation of Saudi oil fields. The U.S. 
troops were sent in Arabia August 7, 1990.

gulf War
francesco cito

Francesco Cito
Saudi Arabia, 
tattoo U.S. Marines (1990)
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Francesco Cito
Saudi Arabia, Gulf War 
The Bible (1990)

Francesco Cito
Saudi Arabia, Gulf War 
Egyptian army (1990)
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Francesco Cito
Gulf War, Camouflage net (1991)
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Francesco Cito
Gulf War,
Loading arms (1991)

Francesco Cito
Kuwait, Gulf War
Marines (1991)
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Francesco Cito
Kuwait, Gulf War

Tank Corps of the U.S. (1991)

Francesco Cito
Kuwait, Gulf War (1991)
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Francesco Cito
Gulf War, F16 on the run (1991)
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Francesco Cito
Kuwait, Gulf War

The dead soldier

Francesco Cito
Kuwait, Gulf War

Outside Kuwait City
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Francesco Cito
Gulf War, Stars & Stripes 
and a lizard (1991)

Francesco Cito
Kuwait, Gulf War
Kuwait City, the pray
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Francesco Cito
Kuwait, Gulf War

Francesco Cito
Kuwait, Gulf War

Kuwait City liberation
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Francesco Cito
Saudi Arabia, Gulf War
U.S. Marine (1991)
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Francesco Cito
Saudi Arabia, Gulf War

Time Magazine cover (1990)
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Francesco Cito
Palestine, West Bank
The Wall in Shaykh Sa’d (2005)
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The history of the wall dates back to April 14, 2002, the years of the second 
intifada (2000-2005), when Israeli Prime Minister Ariel Sharon announced the 
construction of a separation barrier between Israel and the West Bank. Con-
struction plans, however, went back to ‘95 when the then Labor prime minister 
Yitzhak Rabin presented a project to block the infiltration of terrorists into Israeli 
territory. Israeli writer Abraham Ben Yehoshua was one of the earliest advocates of 
construction for a physical separation between Israelis and Palestinians. According 
to Ben Yehoshua there was a need for a border to protect Israelis from Arab ter-
rorism and to give the Palestinians the full right of sovereignty over a well-defined 
territory. The project involves the construction of a 708 km long defensive barrier 
that runs along the 1949 armistice line between Jordan and Israel, the internatio-
nally recognized border known as the “green line” but at its completion, only 15% 
will respect these borders. In several places the barrier diverges from the line to 
include in the Israeli territory Israeli settlements such as East Jerusalem, Ariel, Gush 
Etzion, Emmanuel, Karnei Shomron, Givat Ze’ev, Oranit and Maale Adumim.

the Wall
francesco cito

Francesco Cito
Palestine, Rafah, Gaza Strip
The Wall (2004)
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Francesco Cito
Palestine, West Bank
The Wall in Ar Ram (2005)
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Francesco Cito
Palestine, West Bank

The Wall in Ar Ram (2005)
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Francesco Cito
Palestine, West Bank
The Wall in Abu Dis (2005)

Francesco Cito
Palestine, West Bank
The Wall in Abu Dis (2005)
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Francesco Cito
Palestine, West Bank

The Wall in Ar Ram (2005)
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Francesco Cito
Palestine, West Bank
The Wall in Bethlehem (2011)
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Francesco Cito
Palestine, West Bank

The Wall in Bet Jala (2011)

Francesco Cito
Palestine, West Bank

The Wall in Bethlehem (2011)



Afshin Ismaeli
Untitled
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Ron Haviv
War Portfolio
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Mars (Ares for the Greeks) is a ruthless god who, in the epic poems of Homer, 
manifests in the midst of violent scuffles, accompanied by two horrible attendants: 
Deimos (‘Terror’) and Phobos (‘Fear’). The epithets characterising him are ‘slayer 
of men’, ‘he who is bloodthirsty’, ‘razer of walls’, ‘insatiable warrior’, and above all 
‘brazen’, given that his essence often manifests in the bronze weapons the war-
riors use to slay each other. It is Ares who instils menos in warriors, the ferocious 
surge that drives them to face the enemy head-on despite knowing well that this is 
a kill-or-be-killed situation, in a whirlwind of demands for young lives as tribute. 
A few centuries after Homer, in a memorable image, the Athenian poet Aeschylus 
depicts Ares on the battlefield, seated at the centre of the fray with his scales, like a 
sinister currency exchanger who deals not in gold or silver, but human bodies. The 
exchange he carries out is utterly unjust, for the robust bodies of the fallen heroes 
far outweigh the urns containing their ashes, sadly sent home to their loved ones. 

As for the Romans, in the Italic cultural environment Mars is an ancestral god 
with strong ties to the city of Rome since its origins, as, according to legend, Mars 
was the father of twins Romulus and Remus. His strength manifests itself on two 
sides. On one he presides over the rebirth of vegetation and bountiful harvests, so 
much so that the first month of spring was named after him (mensis Martius); on 
the other, he is the god of war, invoked by priests to protect the community from 
enemy forces on the outside. Neither face contradicts the other: the prosperity of 
the community required that the territory be protect from every threat, and the 
campus Martius was the designated location for the military training necessary 
to achieve this. But the Romans knew well that when Mars unleashes his fury, 
the consequences can be dreadful, and from the earliest phases of his cult there 
was a clear distinction between the space dedicated to peace and the space for the 
potential devastation of war, which needed to be confined outside the city. Temples 
to Mars were not built inside of the pomerium, the original holy boundary of the 
city; the god’s acts of war took place outside of this, and also outside the city was 
the temple of the other god of war, Bellona, whose very name embodied the idea 
of physical conflict (bellum < duellum). For centuries, the Romans respected the 
sacred law that denied their own armed soldiers access to the city; however, this did 

mars
enrico meDDa
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not serve to protect them from the calamities of the civil wars that struck ancient 
Italy several times over. 

Mars is the symbol for blind outbursts of violence, the physical and psycholo-
gical impacts that follow, the mourning of mothers, sisters and wives, the erosion 
of human bonds that pushes one to the point of pitting brother against brother. 
Where Mars walks, he leaves a trail of rubble and tears in his wake, and it becomes 
difficult to even imagine a future. It is precisely these subjects that feature strongly 
in the photos collected for the section named after him, which bring to light the 
timeless, upsetting experience of war, whether the endless civil conflicts in Syria, 
the never dormant conflict between Israelis and Palestinians, the wars in Kosovo 
or Yemen, or the ‘revolution’ in Kiev of 2014. These powerful images portray faces 
twisted in rage or suffering, captured in moments of violence so brutal that it engulfs 
everything, like the touching photographs by Maria Louisa Gouliamaki, that see 
Kiev’s Independence Square transformed from a place for meeting and exchanging 
ideas to a sinister pile of rubble and casualties, blackened by the smoke of burning 
tyres. Before our eyes are devastated landscapes, in which the human beings who 
have felt the passing of the god wander about, disorientated and with terror in their 
eyes; ancestral gestures of heartbroken women crying for their children laid out on 
dingy floors or in coffins; the despairing, lonely faces of the elderly and of children 
who struggle to survive the premature ending of their childhood. One cannot but 
feel a tug to their heartstrings when looking at Taim Muneb’s photo of two little 
ones sitting composedly at a desk covered in the rubble of a bombed-out classroom, 
robbed of their future by the blind violence of the fighting. 

Ron Haviv
War Portfolio
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Even so, in that oppressive atmosphere, a gesture of humanity can still shine 
through: companions doing everything in their power to come to the aid of an 
injured individual; the comfort given to relatives heartbroken by the loss of a loved 
one; a child receiving a mother’s kiss through a wire fence, in a touching image, 
captured once again by Maria Louisa Gouliamaki. The most delicate, compelling 
of these photos are the ones that show attempts to shield at least the youngest from 
the horrors of war, recreating some instances of normalcy for them in the midst of 
this total devastation, such as the tender snapshots by Taim Mouneb: a makeshift 
plywood wall and a strange yellow wig are enough to create a small puppet theatre, 
capable of speaking to the little ones’ imagination and distracting them (for a little 
while at least) from the sea of rubble that surrounds them. 

But it is not only this: war leaves indelible scars on people; it is indifferent to 
the sanctity of the human body, which ends up violated in horrific ways. More 
than their words, survivors’ bodies become living proof of the follies of war. The 
photos by Younes Mohammad collected in the section titled ‘Open Wounds’, 
directly portray - without indulging any penchant for the macabre - the mutilations 
sustained from fights, mercilessly tearing away the veil that we often wish to fall 
over the more unacceptable aspects of violence. These wounds, serenely displayed, 
remind us of the effects that the ‘arms of bronze’ of which Homer spoke can have, 
and they make us understand that Mars lives among us inside the weapons that we 
would like to silence with words, and yet continue to produce and sell, indifferent 
to the new mourning that these will inevitably cause. 
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Giles Clarke for UN/OCHA
Yemen: Conflict+Chaos
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The building fury of a gathering storm took shape in the distance as a wall of 
swirling sand began to rise before me. The sky darkened while mushrooming grey 
clouds jostled above the ominous sandstorm. In this moment,I saw the plight of 
this beleaguered country unfolding: a turbulent scene that personified the chaotic 
struggle that is Yemen today. This was yet another powerful force, albeit a natural 
one, about to show its might and destruction as scurrying figures disappeared into 
their ragged tents -still torn and flapping from earlier piercing sand squalls. 

Over the past 7 years, the people of Yemen have been continually battered by the 
storm of war and conflict. As heavyweight multinational powers vie for strategic 
power and political gain in the region, the Yemeni population have been strangled 
by the resulting violence, hunger, and extreme poverty. According to a 2019 report 
by Armed Conflict, Location and Event Data (ACLED), the death toll has reached 
over 110,000, with hundreds of thousands injured since the war began. 

Yemen: Conflict+Chaos captures poignant moments recorded during extensive 
assignments throughout the country from April 2017 to December 2020. In the 
book, I concentrate not only on a region mired in deep struggle, but also on a people 
who still possess a deep-rooted tribal resilience born from centuries of defending 
their land from invasion and colonization.

giles clarke for un/ocha
yemen: conflict+chaos 
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Giles Clarke for UN/OCHA
Yemen: Conflict+Chaos
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Giles Clarke for UN/OCHA
Yemen: Conflict+Chaos
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Giles Clarke for UN/OCHA
Yemen: Conflict+Chaos
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Giles Clarke for UN/OCHA
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Louie Palu
Blast

A Canadian soldier holds still after a blast from an 
improvised explosive device in Panjwa’i District, 

Kandahar, Afghanistan. 2010
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Hozan

Younes Mohammad
Hozan’s Mother
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Louisa Gouliamaki
Evacuation

Younes Mohammad
Kids
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Louie Palu
Untitled

An Afghan soldier wounded by a bomb in a night 
raid is illuminated by a helicopters cabin light in 
Zhari District, Kandahar, Afghanistan. 2010
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Louie Palu
Brothers

Mouneb Taim
War Notes

Three brothers wounded by an 
insurgent’s bomb in a U.S. Army 
helicopter heading to Kandahar 

Airfield from Zhari District, 
Kandahar, Afghanistan. 2010
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Afshin Ismaeli
Untitled #04
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The Kosovo War was one of Europe’s most chaotic conflicts, leaving lasting 
impressions on all those living in the region. Not only has the conflict been coined 
with the terms genocide and crimes against humanity, but the involvement and 
bombings from NATO also caused widespread controversy.

– Lindsay Harris

kosovo War 1998-1999
louisa gouliamaki
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Ricardo General
Shadows Of The First Line
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Alex Konchenko
Untitled



104    ^ mars ^ 

Ricardo General
The Shadows

Louisa Gouliamaki
Greek Crisis 
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Tzen Xing
Black Lives Matter protests, USA
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Ricardo General
The First Line Soldier

Tzen Xing
Black Lives Matter protests, 
USA
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Tzen Xing
Black Lives Matter protests, 

USA

Louisa Gouliamaki
Protesters #02



108    ^ mars ^ 

Louisa Gouliamaki
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Ricardo General
Shadows And Blood
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Louisa Gouliamaki 
Kiev’s Revolution
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This series come from the coverage of the Ukrainian revolution. On February 
2014, Anti-government protesters clashed with police in Independence square, 
despite an earlier truce agreed between the Ukrainian president and opposition 
leaders. Ukraine suffered one of its bloodiest days on February 20 with a gun battle 
in central Kiev. Three hours of fierce fighting in Independence Square, which was 
recaptured by anti-government protesters, left the bodies of dozens of civilians 
strewn on the ground. The mourning and funerals continued for weeks. I found 
myself in the middle of the fighting as at this bloody day of February- dozens died 
and thousands of others were injured when snipers unexpectable opened fire.

kiev’s Revolution
louisa gouliamaki
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#Occupygezi
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In the early morning of May 28, 2013, a group of activists gathered for a sit-in 
protest at Gezi Park in central Istanbul, initially to contest the urban development 
plan for Istanbul’s Taksim Gezi Park. The activists set up tents and launched their 
own version of the Occupy movement, a reminiscence of the global anti-Wall Street 
protests. 

What began as a peaceful environmentalist assembly turned into the largest 
anti-government movement in Turkey. A raid by the riot police attracted heavy 
media attention. The police set the tents on fire, triggering Turkey’s largest anti-
government demonstrations. More than 8,000 people were injured and 11 killed. 
Contrary to expectations, the protest movement never turned into a political 
movement. However for many, Gezi became a symbol of resistance a milestone for 
both the political opposition and the current government in Turkey.

These photos were taken on June 1, 2013, in Istanbul when over 40,000 pro-
testers from Kadıköy (the Asian side of the city) walked along the famous tho-
roughfare Istiklal Avenue to join the main protest groups in Taksim. Just the day 
before, the police had carried out another raid on this encampment using water 
cannons and tear gas to disperse the protesters and setting up barricades around the 
park to prevent re-occupation. 

Turkish police violently attacked the protesters with pressurized water and pepper 
gas, directly targeting their faces and bodies. Dozens of protesters were hospitalized 
with head trauma and respiratory injuries. Sixty-three people were arrested and 
detained, according to official sources. 

Access to the park remained blocked, while Turkish media refused to cover the 
incidents and press agencies blocked the flow of information.

#occupygezi
paolo QuaDrini 
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Younes Mohammad
Open Wounds 



^ mars ^    131

These photos are part of a project documenting the sacrifices of Kurdish 
Peshmerga in the fight to put down ISIS.

Speaking with several hundred Peshmerga, taking intimate portraits of the 
wounded fighters, their families, and documenting both the stories in the battle 
and their ongoing struggles to navigate post-conflict life. Fighters who took up 
arms, not because they were required to do so, but because it was right and it was 
what had to be done. All most of the men showed severe physical injury. Arms, 
legs, and eyes lost. Bodies so riddled with bullet and shrapnel wounds that simple 
movement created wincing pain. These men also showed the signs of the heavy 
burdens of the mental traumas, of PTSD, and of memories that would not leave 
them. They would do this for their children, their families, their people, and the 
wider world. 

Tragically, their suffering does not end after having returned home. The men face 
new challenges, such as getting prosthetic limbs, ongoing care, providing for their 
families despite their debilitating injuries, and more.

open WounDs 
younes mohammaD 
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Giancarlo Rupolo
Srebrenica, The Pain That Has Not Subsided



^ mars ^    137

Giancarlo Rupolo
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Francesca Codogno
Campi Di Sangue
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Francesca Codogno
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Živana Selimović
Untitled
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Giustina Wind
In Time
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Saturn, known to the Greeks as Kronos (one of the Titans, the ancestral gods 
born of the Sky and the Earth), was a god that the ancients already perceived 
as belonging to a world order placed in a distant time, long before the one they 
inhabited. In particular, Saturn was remembered as the ruler of the cosmos in a 
distant, happier age in which humans, free from suffering and the labours of work, 
could enjoy the fruits that spontaneously sprouted from the earth. The Greek poet 
Hesiod, eight centuries before Christ, tells of the ‘the golden lineage’ of men who 
lived during Kronos’ time, and Virgil, in the first Eclogue, reminds us of the hap-
piness of the Saturnia regna. Among the numerous etymologies for Saturn’s name, 
the erudite Varro (first century B.C.E.) reports what links him to the term satus – 
sowing - as the vital beginning of the plant regrowth. 

Saturn is thus a god associated with a feeling of nostalgia, with the sense of loss 
that in many times and places humans have felt with regards to a paradise expe-
rienced in the past but lost forever, a golden age that has now become unattainable. 
However, he is also a brutal god, specifically in his Greek rendition: Kronos, the 
ruler absolute of the primeval cosmos, devours each of his children one by one in 
order to prevent his mother Gaia’s (the Earth) prophecy - according to which one 
of them would overthrow him - from coming to fruition. The monstrous practise 
is only interrupted once his wife Rhea manages to trick him, making him eat a 
large rock in place of the infant Zeus, who she hides away in safe place. Once 
grown, Zeus overcomes his father and becomes the new ruler of the world. Kronos 
is forced to vomit his previously ingested children and is forever confined to Tar-
tarus alongside his fellow Titans (even though a variant sees him freed and rele-
gated to ruling over a happy remote location, the Isle of the Blessed, that welcomes 
the souls of heroes). In a much later time period, the assonance of the name Cronus 
(Kronos) with the term chronos (time) brought with it a false etymology, according 
to which Cronus/Saturn was thought of as the god who presides over “the passing 
and cycle of periods in time.” 

The search for a lost time constitutes an outline that connects many of the 
‘saturnian’ images in the book. It can be the days of one’s youth, though not neces-
sarily spent happily, that projects itself as the most fulfilling moment of an existence 

saturn
enrico meDDa
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that is nearing its conclusion: such are the beautiful photographs of veterans from 
the Second World War by Andrey Smolnikov. And most of these respectfully bring 
together the theme of old age. Among these the portfolio by Oleg Kostantinov is 
especially touching in the gentleness of its approach, as it depicts the final weeks of 
his grandmother’s life, in an attempt to preserve the memory of what the ninety-
six-year-old was to her family, despite her body bent with age and the signs of a long 
life anguished by war and famine. 

The perception of a time that inexorably changes and withers everything away, 
and the aspiration to rise above it inspire the images that re-explore forgotten places, 
in search of the signs of life they have hosted and the feelings they are able to 
convey. Along the same lines are the attempts to renew a community’s sense of 
identity, recognising the traces of its past in the hidden corners of a city; in the faces 
of people we hardly see in our times; in the professions of a past that perhaps was 
not quite so happy, but which becomes so through the lens of memory (the Nea-
politans by Maurizio Leonardi, and the amazing portfolio by Francesco Cito - a 
special guest in this volume – spring to mind). In this setting, we also find many 
photos documenting protest marches; moments in which society’s various com-
ponents affirm their roles and, if necessary, they clash in the search for a balance 
that is never achieved. Images like these evoke memories of the ancient practice of 
inverting societal roles that would take place in the Roman festivities called Satur-
nalia, during which slaves became masters in the space of day and vice versa.

The dimension of festival and commonality is the subject of another category of 
‘saturnian’ images: those that whisk us away to faraway lands to document exotic 

Alain Schroeder
Black Hole
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and charming customs. The polo games played with a goat’s carcass in Kyrgyzstan 
are the focus of Alain Schroeder in spectacular paintings, where horses and knights 
move as one over boundless, archaic landscapes. Memorable is the image seen on 
p. 259, where a myriad of knights emerges from a cloud of dust as if emerging from 
Dante’s pit of hell. Equally incredible are the photos that Tahir Ün dedicates to 
the gathering that is held every year at Selcuk in Turkey, to witness the fight of the 
camels: a true celebration in the ancient sense of the word; an occasion where people 
recognise each other as a collective and food, music, and dances are shared in a libe-
rating and cheerful atmosphere.

Places, nonetheless, can also preserve the memory of the horrors that humans 
have committed there, which, with time, fades to a feeling of a pain that is more 
elegiac, but no less alive for that. The intense black and white of Nicolas Pages 
guides us across the ruins of Oradour-sur-Glane, a village that in 1944, saw the 
massacre of 642 of its inhabitants at the hands of the SS; Mathieu Chazal finds in 
the vast landscapes of the Armenian highlands the looming shadow of the brutal 
genocide of 1915. 

Lastly, I found a photo by Francesca Codogno to be saturnian like very few 
others; it shows a figure who with painful efforts, is trying to escape a whirlpool 
made up of newspapers with titles dedicated to mafia crimes, like a sort of black 
hole that tries to attract the figure inside of it: the weight of the iron age that pre-
vents a return to the contentment that humanity experienced under Saturn’s reign. 
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Picturesque
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My work is based on our perception of time, how it passes and especially its lack 
of linearity. Some places seem frozen as time passes by. While our society is deve-
loping and changing very rapidly, these places are submitted to a distorted passing 
of time. They seem to be lifeless or in a waking state, although in reality they have 
their own link with time. I traveled to Italy with one idea in mind, to find and show 
frescoes of abandoned villas and castles. The fresco technique has been employed 
since antiquity and is closely associated with Italian Renaissance painting. My fasci-
nation for the esthetic of these vestiges is the extension of an older tradition. The 
Romantics enjoyed strolling amidst the ruins of long lost civilizations. Centuries 
earlier, painters such as François de Nomé (1592 – 1623), Giovanni Battista Piranesi 
(1720-1778) and Hubert Robert (1733 – 1808) dedicated part of their work to these 
forgotten places.

picturesQue 
nicola Bertellotti
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I used to go swimming there in the summer nearby, looking for mushrooms in 
the fall. Chance made me discover this place. A place on the southern outskirts 
of Berlin filled with what the Trümmerfrauen couldn’t use in 1945. One of Ber-
lin’s many Sore Spots. But unlike Teufelsberg or Bunkerberg it’s not a mountain 
of WWII-debris, it’s a filled up lake in the middle of the woods which is partly a 
swamp.

I am scavenging there from time to time. Just below the surface there is mostly 
rust and glass. Searching can be dangerous for a variety of reasons. For example 
wild boar. Or treasure hunters. But the treasure hunters know that I’m only looking 
for objects for my sculptures and installations. Remnants of tools and badges make 
me suspect that most of the debris comes from the former Exportviertel (Ritter-
straße) or the Zeitungsviertel (Friedrichstraße). The northwest of Berlin Kreuzberg 
was almost completely razed to the ground by Allied bombers on February 3, 1945. 
It was one of the heaviest air raids on Berlin.

Lua Mater or Lua Saturni was a goddess to whom Roman soldiers sacrificed spoils 
of war and captured weapons. Her name may derive from the Latin “luo”, which 
means “to pay” or “atonement”. For me this Goddess poetically fits to this place. 
It’s like a massive offering to Her. This place is like a store-house consciousness 
of pre-war Berlin. After atonement comes redeeming and liberation. Berlin, once 
World Headquarter of Evil mutated into a Capital of the Libertarians.

All the photos of this series were taken at that place or are photos of artefacts 
from there.

lua mater
martin kesting
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Never Edit
Cairo, Egypt
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Francesca Pompei
The Forbidden City. Dead Time
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Francesca Codogno
Untitled #01
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Marco Collina
Untitled
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Nicolas Pages
Oradour-sur-glane, Martyr Village
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Oradour-sur-Glane is the name of a small town in Limousin, 22 kilo-
meters north-west of Limoges, which had 1574 inhabitants, where a unit of 
Waffen SS massacred, on June 10, 1944, 642 men, women and children. 
The Waffen SS troop arrives in front of the town it encircles. It brings the popu-
lation together. It separates men, women and children. She executes the men in 
identified premises. She randomly kills streets and houses so that there are no wit-
nesses. It loots then it burns. She slaughters women and children in the church she 
tries to destroy with explosives.

Then she proceeds to systematically eliminate the corpses by fire and mass grave 
to prevent their identification. It thus increases the terror by the inability to reco-
gnize the dead, while leaving the traces of the massacre in evidence.

oraDour-sur-glane, martyr village
nicolas pages 
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Oradour-sur-glane, Martyr Village



^ saturn ^    171

Nicolas Pages
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Cristiano Zingale
Capa Tosta
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Almost a year ago, in my hometown in Sicily, Troina, I triggered a debate to 
prevent the movement of the war memorial represented in very famous photo by 
Robert Capa.

Unfortunately, at the end, futile political motivations destroyed a well-known 
image in Sicilian country that it was before unknown to most.

This episode, however, triggered a spring in me: photograph the other places 
immortalized by Capa during the 2nd World War in Troina, before they are ren-
dered unrecognizable by the future or unfortunately, intentionally distorted, as 
happened in the case of the most famous photo of soldiers under the monument.

Not only that: in addition to having remained in the memory of historians and 
photographers, these places are part of my memory before emigrating to the north 
of Italy.

I know very well the places where Capa took many of his shots, I played in those 
corners, I know those places, I lived there most of my life and in each of them I have 
at least one memory, be it a name, a episode or a smell.

Probably today’s photos will not go down in history like those of Robert Capa, 
but for me they acquire a particular meaning: they are part of my history.

capa tosta 
cristiano zingale
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Emilio Senesi
Milan U.S.
Signs of War in Milan
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Arrows, letters - the letters U.S. mean emergency exit - symbols, basements con-
verted into shelters and concrete bunkers both underground and above ground. 
These are the signs still visible in Milan 75 years after the end of the Second World 
War.

Many of these signs, especially arrows and letters, are painted on the facades of 
buildings scattered around the city, even in places where millions of people pass 
through every year; they are visible to everyone, but few notice them and even fewer 
wonder what those strange signs are.

There are underground shelters under schools and bunkers near factories and 
strategic places, but there are also bunkers built in the basements of private buil-
dings. Few shelters and bunkers are open and can be visited on certain occasions. 
Some are still closed and cannot be visited because of a lack of security conditions.

It may sound strange that security conditions are lacking in places that, by 
definition, were meant to protect Milan’s citizens from air attacks, but today the 
concept of security has changed and above all the citizens’ perception of security 
has changed.

As the years go by, some of these signs disappear because the restoration of façades 
and buildings erases their presence. Symbols and signs are sometimes in a preca-
rious state of preservation, but they have often been restored and protected thanks 
to the foresight of Milanese citizens and building administrators.

This reportage stems from the desire to document, 75 years after the end of the 
war, what remains of a historical period of which we must not lose the memory. 
On the contrary, it is necessary to keep the memory alive in young people so that 
it never happens again.

The photos were taken in the period 2016-2020 after a historical-geographical 
research to find the places of the remaining signs.

Some of them were never found again.
Everyday life goes on around and above the still visible signs.

milan u.s. - signs of War in milan
emilio senesi
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Matthieu Chazal
Armenian Highlands
An Haunted Territory
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Mount Ararat dominates the Armenian Highlands from its 5,165 m height. 
This border region includes eastern Turkey, Armenia, the Azerbaijani enclave of 
Nakhichevan, the Armenian enclave of Nagorno-Karabakh, southern Georgia 
and northwestern Iran. Over a century ago, eastern Anatolia, which had a large 
Armenian population, was the scene of a drama that still haunts the whole region. 
In 1915, in the twilight of the Ottoman Empire, over 1,5 million Armenians were 
slaughtered, their lands plundered.

The memory of the genocide is still today an open wound which prevents any 
relationship between Turkey and Armenia, hinders the economic, political and cul-
tural progress of the region. This rift between the two countries resurfaced in the 
conflict that recently opposed Azerbaijan and its Turkish ally against the self-pro-
clamed Republic of Nagorno-Karabakh and Armenia.

Do the austere landscapes of this region, cold and inhospitable, contain the scars 
of past atrocities and human suffering? Does the past torment the present to the 
point of modifying perceptions of space? Do the ghosts of the victims haunt this 
land as long as the injustice that created them continues? What balance between 
memory, responsibility and forgetting can help traumatized peoples, descendants 
of victims and executioners, to seek healing?

These abstract reflections have accompanied the various journeys I have made in 
this region over the past 8 years. How to translate into images the impressions of 
the silence, discomfort, asphixia experienced in the field? This series opens with an 
almost spectral image (the start of the negative) which indicates the way to Mount 
Ararat. This photo-essay shows erratic shadows and wandering figures crossing the 
plateau. Everywhere the mountains close the horizon and represent obstacles to the 
departure as well as to the return. The characters seem disoriented, hampered in 
their actions; they live in a semi-sleep or shut themselves up in silence. This photo-
essay is made of waiting, dead end, wandering that leads nowhere, an unfinished 
puzzle.

armenian highlanDs: an haunteD territory
matthieu chazal
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Eduard Korniyenko
Lords of the guns
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In Russia, military patriotic education has become part of the school system. 
From an early age children study Russian history, practice appropriate for their age 
tasks and skills, train at the patriotic military clubs.

In Caucasus region, where the cult of arms and military traditions are strong, 
there exist specialised cadet schools. In these schools, along with standard scholar 
cursus, are added such disciplines as spiritual teachings, multi-day field trainings 
with nights outside, parachute jumping and mastering arms.

On a regular basis cadets go through intensive training program at a base located 
near Stavropol city. These kids approach in a very adult way their “soldier job”.

Many of these children dream of a military career. One of the cadets, Dmitry 
Pavlov told us “I enjoy going to the field trips with all the gear, sit by the fire at night 
and sing to a guitar, wear military uniform, work with younger cadets. Communi-
cation with the officers is also very valuable for me. I would not learn at a normal 
school everything that I have learnt at the cadet’s school”.

lorDs of the guns
eDuarD korniyenko
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The tradition to place portraits of prominent leaders on the walls in Russia comes 
from the depths of the centuries. In the houses there was always a so-called red 
corner, in which Orthodox icons were placed. Along with them, there were charms, 
protecting the inhabitants from evil and misfortune. And it was an honour to put 
pictures of powerful leaders in that special corner.

In the 20th century, the portraits of the leaders of the Communist Party, headed 
by Vladimir Lenin replaced pictures of Tsars.

In modern Russia, portraits of Vladimir Putin took the place of ancient charms 
and they remind inhabitants of his role in politics and society. The President of 
Russia has become a part of the personal life of Russians — their new unifying 
image.

Walls of putin
eDuarD korniyenko
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General Nguyen Duc Huy was born in 1931, joined the Vietnam People’s Army 
at the age of 17 and participated in many major battles against the French, Ame-
rican and Chinese. In the book titled “Valleys Vests II- an oral history” by author 
William L. Adam (American), in interview of General Huy, the author kept word 
“Sophisticated” said about him. Peacetime, General Huy still says and things about 
the war. He also often visited the old battlefields, reunited with old teammates. So-
metimes, he went to the cemetery, told the tombs that the martyrs please forgive 
him. Because he is the commander of many battles in which, many his comrades 
sacrifices.

General Huy emphasized: Comradeship in war is the loftiest.

general huy
viet van tran
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In it, I talk about the veterans of the Second World War.

time for silence
anDrey smolnikov 
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The last few weeks of life of my grandmother, Kosinskaya Ekaterina Andreevna, 
who passed away in March 2016 at the age of 96. Her life, which lasted almost a 
century, was full of hardships, including the starvation, the World War II, and the 
shortages. Despite all of this, her mission was to bring a kindness to people. 

She was always supportive to me and played an important role in my life. I have 
took a huge amount of photographs of granny in order to save a memory of her. All 
the photographs were taken in grandmother’s house in the city of Maikop, Russia.

granny: the last feW Weeks 
oleg konstantinov 
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“Old people’s houses have a particular smell. Nothing unkempt, I mean, just that 
you often smell memories, doors that have been closed for a long time, a kind of 
heavy, nostalgic intimacy that can be suffocating and oppressive.”

Jonathan Coe

senilituDine
giuseppe grassi 
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Trying to outrun your opponents with a headless goat wedged between your leg 
and your horse might not be your idea of a fun game but in Kyrgyzstan, Kok Boru 
is the national sport. Dead Goat Polo, as some refer to it, looks more like cavalier 
rugby. Generally divided into two teams of five (and hundreds or more in a free-
style variant called Alaman-Ulak), fearless men on horseback race from one end of 
the field to the other chasing the rider with possession trying to prevent him from 
scoring a point by heaving the 20 kg body into the tai kazan (goal) at either end. 

Only stallions are used in this game because they are naturally anti-social and 
eager to fight off rivals. The players train their horses to muscle out other horses in 
the pack while they themselves wrestle each other to snatch the goat and gallop 
toward the goal, slamming into the rubber tires that encircle the meter-high mound. 

Most villages throughout the country have a playing field, some have official sta-
diums. Professional teams play tournaments which culminate in the national cham-
pionships that take place during the festivities surrounding Nowruz on March 21st 
when the Kyrgyz nation celebrates the beginning of spring. This year (2020), the 
unprecedented coronavirus pandemic has halted large public gatherings but unof-
ficial games continue to be organized in many villages. Players share the cost of 
the goat or wealthier citizens sponsor games with prizes to celebrate life events, 
inspire good fortune or simply for fun, and the winning team always takes home 
the goat for a post game feast. The origins of this legendary game lie somewhere 
between nomads hunting or defending their livestock against predatory wolves, to 
men and horses honing their fighting skills. Boys from the age of 4 - 5 learn to play 
on donkeys and instead of a goat, they throw around a much lighter pillow made 
of goatskin stuffed with hay. The new generation is happy to continue this rough-
and-tumble game.

DeaD goat polo
alain schroeDer 
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The traditional Camel Wrestling Festival takes place in Selcuk, the third Sunday 
of January since 1982. The camelwrestling is a sport surprising, unexpected and 
spectacular. It’s also a festive, colorful, friendly and popular, which brings together 
several thousand people to Selcuk for fun and picnic. The challenge takes place 
between two of these large charismatic animals with two humps. Both contestants 
are thrown into the arena and compete for a few minutes but no scene of blood 
though.

Camel Fighting is part of traditional Turkish nomadic culture, especially in the 
Aegean region. The first of its kind was organized about two centuriesago in the 
province of Aydin.

camel Wrestling
tahir Ün 
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The Circus is the dreamy show for excellence, with rarefied and magical atmo-
spheres, a continuous contamination between actions and words, between dream 
and reality. Behind everything that appears to us there are them, men, animals 
and their lives. Through my photos, which I made over a year by going in their 
caravans, attending the shows under their awnings and above all observing them 
fron behind the scenes, walking among the caravan houses outside the limelight, in 
different places in Tuscany and Umbria, you have a different vision and concept of 
their existence. A picture emerges that describes people proud of their art, families 
who pass down the secrets of the trade from generation to generation, people who 
have respect for others and for the animals that live with them. It was an incredible 
journey that brought out a variegated world, made up of sacrifices, stubborness, 
trials and trials of the same number, impossible challenges, fatigue, commitment, 
pain, joy and sweat.

BehinD the curtain
luciana petti 
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Małgorzata Mikołajczyk
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Refugee Crisis
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“Prosfygika” is the largest residential squat in Europe, run by an anarchist (antifa) 
collective in Greece. This now crumbling down 1930’s Bauhaus complex in Athens 
—a total of 228 apartments, each sized 55 m 2 — was built to house Greek refugees 
from Asia Minor after WWI. Later on, the complex was expropriated by the state 
in order to be demolished. Since its subsequent inclusion in a building preservation 
list, the project has come to a halt for the last 20 years.

Since 2010, amid the financial and refugee crisis, “Prosfygika” has been going 
through a transformation: more than 500 people of 30 nationalities have sought 
shelter there. Amongst them are activists, impoverished or marginalized Greeks, 
families and refugees who have formed a bustling community. Putting direct demo-
cracy into practice through an assembly and showing solidarity the community has 
managed to provide the essentials for its members apart from living space and a 
sense of empowerment.

As the Prosfygika community is struggling for basic human rights, already under 
the constant threat of eviction —gentrification is in order—, a new fear emerges: 
Covid-19 pandemic.

Some of its residents who were occupied without social security have lost their 
jobs and are constrained at home. The community is left on their own devices. 
Practicing social distancing is impossible as, in many cases, 5 people share a 55 m 2 
space. Those with no legal documents are unable to venture out as police squads are 
stationed in every corner enforcing the government’s harsh repression policy, under 
the pretext of compliance with the anti-spread plan.

Prosfygika community and the complex’s arrangement, with open spaces between 
the blocks, are the squatters’ only chance for avoiding contagion, as they are barred 
from access to public healthcare. “If coronavirus spreads in the community, we are 
bound to face a humanitarian disaster. On the other hand, without the community 
no one can survive” an activist says.

the refuge - 55 sQuare meters
nikos pilos 
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Rom and Sinti are two etnies coming from North India. Their components are 
called with disdain gipsies, who have always been considered different and subject 
to discrimination. The Sinti have been in Italy since the 15 th century. A small 
minority belongs to the gipsy evangelical mission. Lacio Drom, (the good journey 
in the Romani language), has brought some of these families to the suburb of 
Brescia, an industrial town placed in Northern Italy. In a hidden field between 
the river and the railways a little evangelical church plays an important role for the 
social spirit of the community. Everyday life is forced isolation lived with silence, 
mistery, resignation, dignity. One day, a new Lacio Drom will take some of them 
far away, to another joint,to another town ready to start the eternal going again.

lacio Drom
clauDio rizzini 
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A disease will devour his skin, the firstborn of death will gnaw his limbs (Job 
18:13): this is how leprosy is told in the Book of Job.

A few crude words that present in no uncertain terms the reality made, in the 
“best” of cases, of fingers, hands, limbs missing and replaced by rudimentary pro-
stheses.

In Van Mon, not far from Thai Binh in northern Vietnam, there is a leper colony, 
one of the last, where over 200 “guests” live, followed by medical staff and some 
Franciscan friars.

He arrives straight and strong like a blow to the pit of the stomach the acrid and 
pungent smell that spreads from the little rooms of the hospitalization.

It is difficult to get close. Bad smell? Fear generated by a certain mythology about 
leprosy? Definitely both.

The sultry air does not facilitate the situation, it makes the stench thick like jelly. 
A leaden weight on the shoulders weighs motionless and is destined to last for a 
very long time.

Everyone in the leper colony has their own experience behind them: someone 
took it to their room, someone left it before entering, others lost it in the days (or 
months) after hospitalization.

For a whole history the world has isolated them, driven them out and often 
doomed to oblivion. Leprosy was believed to be a divine punishment that devours 
the person physically and in the soul. It is certainly not a punishment from God, 
but a disease like others that plague humanity. The soul is certainly tested by it but 
it does not corrode.

In the leper colony the days pass slowly, those who walk without too much diffi-
culty cultivate a small vegetable garden, take short walks on the square in front or sit 
in the shade to exchange a few words with the friars and other sick people.

However, not everyone has this luck. There are some that the disease has 
devoured: the eyes, the features of the face are reduced to nothing, a couple of holes 
remain in place of the nose. More than others, they need assistance even in small 
daily gestures, which can come from specialized personnel or from the neighbor 
who may still have some fingers.

the FirstBorn son of Death 
anDrea cova & roBerto pacilio 
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Globally, fossil fuels are slowly being superseded by cheaper renewable energies, 
but as I have documented in Ukraine and Poland, coal continues its slow burn. On 
this trip, I venture to Kyrgyzstan to see the state of mining operations in this former 
Soviet republic.

1100 kilometers and two days of driving separate Kyzyl-Bulak Mine in Sulukta 
in the western Batken region, from Jyrgalan-Dorgokomur Mine, in the easternmost 
region of Issyk-Kul. The terrain and the size of the operations could not be more 
different yet the modus operandi is the same.

Neither has a working vertical shaft mine. Instead, I discover horizontal mines, 
something I have never seen before. Horizontal or “Drift” mines are generally 100 
to 500 meters in length and run horizontally along the vein of coal to be extracted. 
The entrance tunnel or “Adit” is constructed by drilling holes in the coal, igniting 
explosives in them, manually shoveling out the ore, then shoring the tunnel with 
wooden beams. With no electricity and only their bare hands, small teams of 3-4 
miners advance just one meter every couple of days. 

Mining outfits in Sulukta are considerably larger with dozens of working mines 
and enough coal to excavate for the next two decades, yet production has plum-
meted 80% since the Soviet era when companies were mining up to 1 million tons 
per year. The coal here is purported to burn “cleaner” and longer. Trucks pick up 
the loads every few days and the coal is sold throughout the country with a small 
fraction exported. Miners work 15 days per month and are well paid compared to 
the few jobs available in these small towns.

While demand has diminished significantly, the nefarious effects of burning 
fossil fuels is nowhere better illustrated than in the capital Bishkek which this 
winter took the pole position as the number 1 most polluted city in the world, sur-
passing New Delhi.

Black hole
alain schroeDer
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There is a place on the slopes of Pratomagno, in the province of Arezzo, where the 
water of the stream Ciuffenna digs its way for centuries and makes its way through 
the turbines of an old mill in Loro Ciuffenna. For centuries there they consume the 
days of the millers and their stories. Today they alternate two generations. Father 
and son carry on, out of time, a trade of effort, sacrifice and attention. One step 
from there the weather goes with hectic, but just down the old mill to forget in 
which century we, intoxicated by the scent of the flour and the sound of running 
water and with the strength that is his livelihood damage to a country which reco-
gnizes the mill his immortal soul.

The mill of Loro Ciuffenna (Arezzo) is the oldest water mill in Tuscany still 
working. Built during the eleventh century on the edge of a ravine on the river 
Ciuffenna. It ‘consists of 3 millstones activated by a central shaft (ritrecine) on 
whose estremitàsi are the blades that allow the movement by exploiting the flow 
rushing water. The three mills are used for wheat, maize and chestnuts.

golD mill
cristina corsi & antonio lorenzini
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My first approach to the history and culture of Naples as a photographer exploring 
its squares and alleys, starts with a commission on the life of a young 17th century 
fisherman, Masaniello, revolutionary leader of a population enraged by hunger and 
stifling taxation.

Soon after, pursuing my passionate meanderings through local festivals and tra-
ditions, I started working with a French anthropologist.

“Napoletani di Partenope”, is a photographic portrait - which began in 2004 and 
continues today - as seen by a Neapolitan who lived in Naples and moved away over 
time, only to return again and again, because luntano ‘a Napule nun se pò stà (one 
can’t stay far away from Naples).

Naples, home of the heart.
Set between sea and volcano, Naples rose from the body of the Siren Parthenope 

(mythological figure of Homer’s Odyssey), a labyrinth of neighbourhoods and dark 
alleys teeming with humanity, the result of centuries of stratified civilisations.

The population of Naples has suffered abuse and defamation… particularly with 
the unification of Italy in the second half of the 19th century. And so, a carapace 
has formed which persists to this day, a protection against defamation and the ste-
reotypes of crime and squalor which never cease to point accusing fingers.

I am sucked into this place, I find myself there in my lost moments, mesmerised, 
wandering in a musical trance, overwhelmed by the perfume of antiquity.

In the seismic land of Vesuvius, which can burst into action at any moment, the 
Neapolitans of Parthenope perceive death as a strength. They pulsate with all this 
Magma of stories boiling with sanctity. In all these rituals, still alive today, driven 
by a visceral energy, Naples explodes with a dramatic force that never ceases to 
astonish.

neapolitans of partenope
maurizio leonarDi
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Sardinia, the second largest island in the Mediterranean, is a land made of tough 
sunsets dominated by clouds swollen with rain and long horizons and twilight. 
A land of melancholy, of deep feelings and hidden a people forged by time and 
adversity, where work in the fields is still struggling biblical. A region very different 
from the better known in that sort of Dsneyland that is Costa Smeralda, an island 
on which a looming catastrophe anthropological, made up of countries that in its 
interior are depopulated while the wild urbanization advances to satisfy the appetite 
of speculators, due to ignorance and insensitivity of the rulers of turn, where the 
rare presence of the state, is represented by a policeman in the background of a pro-
cession, in the land that has more sheep than people and where there is still the 
horse culture more than the car. 

sarDinia
francesco cito

Francesco Cito
Sardinia, 
Castelsardo Lunisanti (1998)
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Francesco Cito
Sardinia, Ardia (2003)
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Francesco Cito
Sardinia, Nulvi, le pie donne (2010)
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Francesco Cito
Sardinia, Santa Sabina (2008)
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Vincent Pflieger
Up Side Down 
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Up Side Down is a documentary story and upcoming book portraying the lives 
of dozens of drug addicts wandering in the downtown Eastside of Vancouver with 
nothing on them that a few clothes, needles and overused crack pipes.

This infamous neighborhood regroup only half a dozen of blocks, among them 
dispensaries, shooting rooms, deli and Single Room Occupancy Hostel. For most 
of us, it’s even harder to visualized a place with such misery that it is located in the 
downtown area of a wealthy North American city: Vancouver.

The title “Up Side Down” is not only referring of how wrecked the people are 
in this “no go zone” neighborhood. It describes the 3 principal drugs that pollute 
the streets and kill people everyday by OD’ing, or sometimes murders: The crack 
cocaine, the crystal meth, and the heroin (most of the time cut with fentanyl).

This series was shot on Kodak film and gathered more than 150 pictures taken 
during the 2020 lockdown pandemic, from April to July.

up siDe DoWn
vincent pflieger
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Vincent Pflieger
Up Side Down 
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Vincent Pflieger
Up Side Down 
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Vincent Pflieger
Up Side Down 
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Vincent Pflieger
Up Side Down 
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Vincent Pflieger
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Vincent Pflieger
Up Side Down 
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Vincent Pflieger
Up Side Down 
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Vincent Pflieger
Up Side Down 
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Alexandre Chaym
Untitled
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Kate Shilkina
Russia Will Be Free!
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Colin Page
Untitled
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Cristina Embil
Copenhagen Pride
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Richard Morgan
Untitled #04

Giancarlo Rupolo
Ad Aviano Contro La Guerra
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Jose Gaston Barriga
We Are Boundless!

Syndi Pilar
 The Swarm, Pro-Trump Rally 

in Times Square
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Dan Fenstermacher
No Justice No Peace!
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Syndi Pilar
Black Lives Matter Protest, NYC
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Syndi Pilar
 Pro-Trump Rally 
in Times Square

Louisa Gouliamaki
Protesters 
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Syndi Pilar
 Pro-Trump Rally 
in Times Square

Romanov Anni
Growing Resistance
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Tzen Xing
Wall of Moms, 
Black Lives Matter protests, 
USA

Ricardo General
We Are Together
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Michael Goldrei
Trump’s Rump
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Cristiano Zingale
Ant In Jerusalem 
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December 5, 2017: Trump informs Palestinian President Abu Mazen of his 
intention to move the American embassy from Tel Aviv to Jerusalem.

This decision would constitute a recognition of Jerusalem as the capital of Israel: 
an inadmissible wrong, not only for the Palestinians, but for the global Islamic 
community.

Jerusalem: the universal capital of the three great monotheistic religions, but also 
one of the crucial issues of the conflict between Israel and Palestine.

Damascus gate’s, in Jerusalem, is still today, as in the past, the symbol of the revo-
lution, the focal point of the Palestinian demonstrations.

A place where you can understand the meaning of that way of saying that you 
always felt as a child: just a small drop to make a vase overflow!

Despite everything that has been written, photographed and told, you struggle to 
understand everything if you don’t see it with your eyes.

In Jerusalem you are astonished to see how in the space of a few hundred meters 
or in the time span of a few hours there can be so many differences and changes.

It seems to be the ant walking on the Möbius strip, two very distant universes 
that are actually one.

Not two sides of the same coin, but the same face of two different medals.
In Jerusalem if you notice a poster with the word “God Bless Trump”, you may 

not see it again after one night.
You can run into 13-year-old kids who take part in the Bar Mitzvah celebrations, 

and then immediately see their peers, protesting against the state of Israel and the 
police.

You can see people in different places, but neighbors, pray to their God, before 
suddenly witnessing clashes and arrests by the police.

These photos were taken in Jerusalem between 14 and 15 December 2017.

ant in Jerusalem 
cristiano zingale
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Cristiano Zingale
Ant In Jerusalem 
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Cristiano Zingale
Ant In Jerusalem 
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Cristiano Zingale
Ant In Jerusalem 
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Cristiano Zingale
Ant In Jerusalem 
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Cristiano Zingale
Ant In Jerusalem 
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Cristiano Zingale
Ant In Jerusalem 
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Cristiano Zingale
Ant In Jerusalem 
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Cristiano Zingale
Ant In Jerusalem 
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Adele Dalla Pozza
Re-Connecting
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Adele Dalla Pozza
Surya
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Roberto Malagoli
Kathputli Colony 
The Circle Of Life

Andrea Ferro
No Promised Land 
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Roberto Malagoli
Kathputli Colony 

The Circle Of Life
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Afshin Ismaeli
Untitled #03
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Afshin Ismaeli
Untitled #02
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Robin Yong
Flowers Of Ethiopia
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Robin Yong
Flowers Of Ethiopia
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Andrea Maini
Kumbh Mela
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Kumbh Mela is a major pilgrimage and festival in Hinduism. It is celebrated in a 
cycle of approximately 12 years, on days propitiated by complex astrological calcu-
lations at four river-bank sites: Allahabad (at Ganges-Yamuna-Sarasvati rivers con-
fluence), Haridwar (Ganges), Nashik (Godavari), and Ujjain (Shipra).

Hindus believe that by plunging into the sacred rivers during Kumbh Mela both 
themselves and their ancestors can be absolved of sins. The pilgrimage, therefore, 
favors the achievement of a higher spiritual condition, to the point of offering the 
opportunity to interrupt the eternal cycle of reincarnations.

Although the festival is observed over many days, the main event is the Mauni 
Amavasya, the bath of the mystics Naga Baba. Ascetics-warriors, armed with the 
trident of Shiva, naked and sprinkled with ash, Naga Baba open the sequence of 
purifying ablutions rushing impetuously towards the river at the first light of dawn, 
proudly displaying the results of extreme practices of self-mortification inflicted to 
speed up the lighting process.

Kumbh Mela is considered as the “world’s largest congregation of religious 
pilgrims” (in 2019, assessed over 100 million Hindus gathered for it) and it is 
inscribed on the UNESCO’s Representative List of Intangible Cultural Heritage 
of Humanity.

kumBh mela
anDrea maini 
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Andrea Maini
Kumbh Mela
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Andrea Maini
Kumbh Mela
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Andrea Maini
Kumbh Mela
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Andrea Maini
Kumbh Mela
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Andrea Maini
Kumbh Mela
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Andrea Maini
Kumbh Mela
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Orietta Masala
Under Construction
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The sight of women building roads is common in Myanmar (Burma), steaming 
asphalt and mounds of debris are mostly handled by female workers wearing an 
extra layer of traditional Tanaka (yellow plant extract) to protect their faces from 
the sun. These women come from very poor backgrounds. Some are single mothers, 
others in rural areas occasionally perform construction work while their husbands 
have migrated overseas. What makes male and female workers attractive to industry 
is very simple: they cost less, however things in Myanmar were slowly changing in 
the field of education and rights protection. On February 2, 2021, the situation 
took a dramatic turn with the military coup.

unDer construction
orietta masala 
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Orietta Masala
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Orietta Masala
Under Construction
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Francesca Codogno
Untitled 

Francesca Codogno
Untitled 
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Francesca Codogno
Untitled
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Teresa Meier
Gordian Knot

Teresa Meier
Hubris And Hamartia
Allies And Enemies
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Zsófia Daragó
Force Of Nature



Syarafuddin
Merapi 2010
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Małgorzata Mikołajczyk
When I Met The Ocean First Time
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Of the three gods who inspire this volume, Neptune is the one whose original 
nature is hardest to understand. Like his Greek counterpart, Poseidon, he is familiar 
to us as the god of the sea, although scholars suspect that he was originally not a 
sea god, but rather a deity connected to moisture and to springs on dry land, as 
well as with its depths. Whatever he represented, our prevailing impression is the 
one that comes from the Iliad and the Odyssey. In Book 15 of the Iliad Poseidon 
himself speaks of the famous episode when he and his brothers, Zeus and Hades, 
drew lots for their own domains. Poseidon won the sea and Zeus the heavens, while 
Hades drew the underworld kingdom of the dead, and the earth itself remained 
the undivided domain of all three. Thus Poseidon, in all his glory came down from 
Olympus to the sea, which opened before him, while all of the monsters and sea 
creations played and danced around him. From that time, the power of the sea 
was under Poseidon’s control; in the Odyssey, on spying the raft used by Odysseus 
in his attempt to return home, Poseidon became enraged with the other gods and 
raising his trident, whipped up the clouds and unleashed the wind to create a ter-
rible storm with high waves that threw the hapless Odysseus into the sea, smashing 
his precarious craft into pieces. In one small section of his work, Livius Andro-
nicus of Taranto, who translated the Odyssey into Latin, expresses the protagonist’s 
full sense of impotence when faced with the fury of the sea, which can drain the 
strength of even the hardiest, most resilient of men. The image of the god of storms, 
wind and rain is shared by the Romans’ Neptune, as is the customary worship of 
the god by sacrificing bulls near to the sea. However, the god is more than this: in 
Homer, he is also known as Ennosigaios, i.e. “earth-shaker”, and Gaieochos, a term 
with an uncertain etymology, but one that is most certainly connected with the 
earth and perhaps with a similar meaning. He was believed to be the cause of the 
violent earthquakes that shook the Mediterranean basin in ancient times as they do 
today, sometimes even profoundly changing its appearance.

Neptune/Poseidon is associated with impotence and the feeling of being small 
that man suffers when faced with the forces of nature, which only the power of 
a god can dominate. It is a prevailing sensation in many of the stunning images 
in this section of the book, above all, the ones dedicated to the awesome sight of 

neptune
enrico meDDa
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the waves and the powerful winds that drive them. But water can also be striking 
when it is absent, when its withdrawal leaves behind ghostly landscapes, set in 
what was their final moments of life: like the Argentine town of Epecuén, almost a 
modern-day Pompeii, photographed by Silvia Chamorro, who shows us the ruins 
still crossed by incongruous tree-lined avenues. This static, melancholy picture con-
trasts with the harsh consequences of flooding in our time, made more and more 
frequent and disruptive by our own environmental follies: the images of the sea of 
mud that covered Benevento and the surrounding area on 15 October 2015, shown 
here by Mariolino Laudati, communicate with some immediacy the inhabitants’ 
feelings of powerlessness, and the way they were forced to learn, using improvised 
tools (a shovel and a wheelbarrow), to cope with the tremendous amount of damage 
inflicted by the water on their fields and industrial areas.

The section dedicated to Neptune could not fail to include earthquakes, one of the 
most powerful manifestations of nature, and particularly terrifying to humankind 
on account of their unpredictability. Anyone who has visited the Cretto di Burri, an 
artwork that in its seamless, smooth concrete preserves the bare form of the urban 
layout of the town of Gibellina, razed to the ground by the Belice earthquake in 
1968, will be familiar with the feeling of unease and pain that has never faded, cap-
tured in the images of Mariolino Laudati. Fifty years separate the ruins of Gibellina 
with the tragically similar ones of Amatrice and the surrounding towns and vil-
lages, to which Luca Cameli dedicates a heartfelt tribute, to keep alive both the 
event and the people who were its protagonists – the victims and their generous 

Małgorzata Mikołajczyk
When I Met The Ocean First Time
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rescuers. Even in the case of earthquakes, the elegiac dimension of memory is set 
against the images of Ron Haviv – as hard as a punch in the gut - which record 
the horror of the quake in Haiti in 2010, an event when nature’s supreme power 
over humans was pushed to its very limit, catapulting the island’s population into 
a tragedy without precedent. The shocking expanse of bodies piled up outside an 
overflowing morgue, unable to contain all of that horror is the most effective repre-
sentation that we can imagine of that which we, as humans, like to call “Hell”.

At the end of the volume, we are saluted by the image of a lovely head of Neptune 
with his trident (Erdal Turkoglu), the only representation of an ancient god in the 
book, and even more significant as a seal for the journey completed in the footsteps 
of the divinities from the ancient world.
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Kostis Argyriadis
Untitled
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Alexandre Chaym
Sublime
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Jorge Cascalho
Homens do mar
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Dmitriy Kochergin
Sketch With Fisherman

Jacopo Rimedio
Nettuno
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Hellen Hernandez
Neptune
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Mariolino Laudati
Isola Delle Femmine
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Małgorzata Mikołajczyk
When I Met The Ocean First Time
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Małgorzata Mikołajczyk
When I Met The Ocean First Time
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Paolo Bullo
Tromba Marina
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Simonetta Rossetti 
La furia degli dei
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Mehrdad Vahed Yousefabad
Hope In The Rain

Mehrdad Vahed Yousefabad
Hope In The Rain
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Pia Parolin
Sad Mangroves

Olja Simović
Man On The Terrace
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Mariolino Laudati
Benevento in the mud
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October 15, 2015 will be remembered in Benevento, Italy. During the night, due 
to heavy rains, the Calore river and the Tammaro river flood, causing destruction 
in much of the Samnite province. The flood bends the agricultural and livestock 
sectors, also causing considerable damage to the industrial sector.

Benevento in the muD
mariolino lauDati
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Mariolino Laudati
Benevento in the mud
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Mariolino Laudati
Benevento in the mud
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Mariolino Laudati
Benevento in the mud



^ neptune ^    461

Mariolino Laudati
Benevento in the mud
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Mariolino Laudati
Benevento in the mud
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Mariolino Laudati
Benevento in the mud
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Silvia Chamorro 
Epecuen
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Epecuén is the name of an Argentine tourist town in ruins, located in the pro-
vince of Buenos Aires, Argentine Republic.

In 1985 a flood caused by a flood in the lake submerged the town completely 
under water, forcing almost its entire population to evacuate. Later in recent years 
the water began to recede, exposing the ruins of the city, which have become a 
tourist attraction by themselves.

Epecuen was a town founded around 1921 on the edge of the lagoon of the same 
name whose thermal waters had characteristics similar to the Dead Sea.

epecuen
silvia chamorro 
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Epecuen
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Silvia Chamorro 
Epecuen
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Marina Serebryakova
The Silhouette

Alexandre Chaym
Untitled



^ neptune ^    473

Alexey Kremnev
Hammerman
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Raphaël Neal
New Waves 
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Raphaël Neal
New Waves
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Raphaël Neal
New Waves



^ neptune ^    477

Licia Melani
Desertificazione
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Ron Haviv
Haiti Earthquake
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On January 12, 2010, just before 5 p.m., Haiti was hit by a 7.0-magnitude 
earthquake which killed over 220,000 people and reduced much of the capital, 
Port-au-Prince, to rubble. It was the worst quake in the region in more than 200 
years; countless were left without a home and a family.

haiti earthQuake
ron haviv
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Ron Haviv
Haiti Earthquake
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Ron Haviv
Haiti Earthquake
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Ron Haviv
Haiti Earthquake
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Ron Haviv
Haiti Earthquake
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Mariolino Laudati
Il Cretto 
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Mariolino Laudati
Il Cretto 
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Antonino Clemenza
Poggioreale
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Ricardo General
The Old Survivor Home
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Massimo Tabasso
Craco 
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Luigi D’Aponte
Pericolante Sud [Sisma 1980]



492    ^ neptune ^ 

Luca Cameli
Never forget: central Italy earthquake
Amatrice (RI), località simbolo della scossa del 24 agosto 2016
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On 24 August 2016, at 3.36 with its epicenter in Accumoli (RI), the earth shook 
in the heart of central Italy with a magnitude of 6.0.

What defined as in the title of the instant book by the journalist Remo Croci 
“3.36 La Scossa Assassina”, caused about 300 victims in less than 2 minutes and 
was the beginning of a continuous seismic swarm.

With the involvement of 4 regions (Abruzzo, Lazio, Marche, Umbria) and 7 pro-
vinces (Ascoli Piceno, Fermo, L’Aquila, Macerata, Perugia, Rieti, Teramo), the 2016 
earthquake was found to be the largest earthquake in the center Italy in modern 
history.

The day after the earthquake of 24 August I went to the places hit by the 
“Monster”, a term given by the inhabitants of the affected areas.

Other nicknames came and are still used:
“Heroes” for the survivors of the aftershocks who lost everything in less than 

2 minutes and still today, after 5 years, fight for an almost non-existent recon-
struction,

“Angels” for the firefighters who, together with the support of the canine units, 
saved many lives in the rubble, otherwise the number of victims would have been 
much higher.

Thus began my journey several times in the red areas, after the trip to Amatrice 
on 12 September 2016 I thought I had closed the reportage having visited and pho-
tographed the red areas of most of the most affected and accessible places, as some 
of them were completely isolated and reachable only with extraordinary means for 
relief, but the “Monster” returned in a devastating way with the tremors of 26 and 
30 October hitting the areas of Macerata and Norcino, expanding the extension of 
the seismic crater to 600 km / q.

I resumed my walk in the red areas to photograph and tell what happened, to 
leave a testimony that will remain in my memory.

never forget: central italy earthQuake
luca cameli
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Luca Cameli
Never forget: central Italy earthquake
Accumoli, Santi Pietro Apostolo e Lorenzo Martire churches
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Luca Cameli
Never forget: central Italy earthquake

Arquata del Tronto (AP), one of the places most affected by the earthquake of 24 August 2016 
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Luca Cameli
Never forget: central Italy earthquake
Accumoli, red zone
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Luca Cameli
Never forget: central Italy earthquake

Amatrice, red zone
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Luca Cameli
Never forget: central Italy earthquake
Amatrice, red zone

Luca Cameli
Never forget: central Italy earthquake
Illica, red zone
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Luca Cameli
Never forget: central Italy earthquake

“Angeli”: the Fire Brigade together with the support
of dog units have saved many lives in the rubble
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Luca Cameli
Never forget: central Italy earthquake
Muccia, red zone
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Luca Cameli
Never forget: central Italy earthquake

“Eroi”: survivors of the 2016 earthquake swarm,
who lost everything in less than 2 minutes
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Erdal Turkoglu
Neptune
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Marianna Ivanova
Untitled
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