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«This elegant, silent, and still work by Simone Casetta is distinguished 
by contrasts, and untainted by voyeurism or provocation.

It has the same delicate, subdued refinement as these mute 
individuals in their jars. It is impossible not to see in it the striking 

portrait of his photographic vision.» Henri Peyre

With a text by John Berger

Simone Casetta (1961)
Born in Milan, Simone Casetta began 
photographing people at a very young age, 
creating portraits and picture stories. 
As the assistant of photographer Luciano Ferri, 
in 1975 he spent a long time traveling through 
Pakistan with graphic designer Dante Bighi
for a book commissioned by the Pakistani 
government. This experience influenced Casetta’s 
interest and noteworthy involvement in social 
issues such as the distribution of food resources, 
dialogue between religions, and overarching 
themes like healing and the perception of death 
among cultures. His work, which is interspersed 
with publishing commissions, today focuses on his 
own publications and one-man exhibitions, both 
photographic and multimedia. His work has been 
shown in solo and group shows in Italy, France, 
Austria, and Switzerland as well as being published 
in important publications in Italy and abroad.
An expert in printing in color, black and white, 
and platinum-palladium mixes, he processes 
these sensitive materials in his own laboratory
and produces his own photographic prints. 
Since 2007 he has been a lecturer in the Practice 
and ethics of photographic narration
at ISIA Institute - University of Urbino.

John Berger (1926)
Known throughout the world, John Berger is 
an art critic, poet, journalist, novelist, cinematic 
scriptwriter, playwright, and draughtsman.
His publications include The Success and Failure
of Picasso (1965), Ways of Seeing (1972),
G. (1972), A Seventh Man (1975), And Our Faces,
My Heart, Brief as Photos (1984), To the Wedding 
(1995), Hold Everything Dear (2007), and From A
to X (2008). As a journalist he writes for El País, 
he Guardian, The Independent, La Jornada,
Le Monde diplomatique, Internazionale. 

Henri Peyre (1959)
A photographer and lecturer in photography, 
Peyre is the curator of galerie-photo.com,
the French large-format photography site.



I mórt

Quèll che sa i mórt, e i n dì gnént, i sa tótt,
ènch’ quant t si ‘d chèsa, da par tè, la nòta,
pórti, fi nestri céusi, lòu i è lè,
che t si ndè lèt, l’è tèrd, t’é smórt la luce,
t si svégg, te schéur, u t vén ad chi pensir
ch’i n s pò déi, lòu i è sémpra alè, i t lèz dréinta,
mo i è bón, i fa féinta da no èsi.

Raffaello Baldini

The dead. What the dead know, they never say, but they know everything, / even when you’re at home, alone, at night / with the doors and windows 
closed, they’re there, / when you’re in bed, it’s late, the light’s out, / you’re awake in the dark, and those thoughts come, / thoughts that can’t be spoken, 
they’re always there, they read your innermost thoughts / but they’re kind, they pretend they’re not there at all. Raffaello Baldini
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My encounter with these people 

Simone Casetta, 2011



My encounter with these people was not intentional.
It simply happened and the desire and need to 
photograph them arose immediately after the encounter.
Between me and them there was a photosensitive 
color film, which I believe is an incomparable means 
for keeping contact open. Through the reaction of 
metal salts to light, the photographic film transmits 
the vibration of the other that we encounter. It is 
scientifically tested magic, the missing link between 
inert matter and the photosynthesis of chlorophyll, 
which was the first mechanism of life. 

I found myself among these people because I was taking 
portraits of the doctors at the Carlo Forlanini hospital 
in Rome. The attendant who was accompanying me 
said, “Sir, come and look, we also have a museum...”. 
I was late and in a hurry and I followed him only out 
of courtesy, but as soon as I entered I exclaimed aloud 
inside, “They sing!”.

I spent eleven days with them, and right from the 
second day I began to speak to these unborn children, 
to these new friends. Two youngsters, a boy and a girl, 
had been placed on two shelves opposite one another  
for almost a century. Probably they had never met 
before. It became natural to me to refer to them as “the 
lovers”. Every time I came across them I was amazed 
at how small they were. 



Only once did I move a jar. All the other portraits were 
taken in the identical position and same light in which 
I found them.

Of all of them, the one that moved me most was a 
tiny boy. He stayed in my mind and heart because 
he resembled my father or, better, he resembled my 
memory of my father. In particular, the shape of his 
head, the line of his nape. They were poor people 
who lived during the Fascist period in Italy, when all 
it took was a signature from the local authorities to 
destine a body to an anatomical study. My own study of 
them confirmed for me once again how easy it is to be 
welcomed into the house of the poor.

The work needed to prepare the bodies of these people 
for conservation was carried out by Rudolf between 
1930 and 1945. Before then, Rudolf toured fairs and 
exhibitions with his carriage of monsters. He was 
employed by Eugenio, the hospital Director, because he 
had discovered original and extraordinary techniques 
for dissection and conservation.



When Augusto, who has worked in the art field all 
his life, saw this photograph, he remarked that the 
edge of the jar showed the same face of man in two 
distant periods: on the right, the features typical of 
Renaissance painting, and on the left, the face of what 
we imagine will be the face of man in the future. 

I have had the opportunity to observe the reactions 
of people as they look at these photographs. They are 
extremely varied, from refusal to immediate love, with 
all the possibilities in between.

Cornelia refused to go beyond the second photograph, 
saying, “I, as a mother, cannot look at these children.”
I, on the other hand, as a father, immediately felt a great 
love for all of them, as though they were my own children.

The photographs had very long exposure times, from a few 
minutes to more than half an hour. For them it was less 
than an instant; for me, it was a contraction of time and the 
days ended quickly. Unexpectedly, at a certain point, it was 
already time to leave.









«This elegant, silent, and still work by Simone Casetta is distinguished by 
contrasts, and untainted by voyeurism or provocation.

It has the same delicate, subdued refi nement as these mute individuals in their 
jars. It is impossible not to see in it the striking portrait of his photographic vision.»

Henri Peyre
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