
I
d
e
n
t
i
t
y
 

T
r
a
n
s
i
t
i
o
n
s

PHOTOGRAPHS OF GIULIA LONGO
20 ANALOGIC IN BLACK AND WHITE

MOSTRA FOTOGRAFICA
from 22nd October to 10th December 2017
pariolifotografia_studio
curated by gilberto maltinti



Identity Transitions

“Délice de se perdre dans l’image pressentie.Je me suis levée de mon cadavre, je suis partie 
en quête de qui je suis. Pèlerin de moi-même, je suis allée vers celle qui dort dans un pays 
au vent.” 

A. Pizarnik 

Identity is multiform: the construction of the ego is a process, an unstoppable con-
tinuum. With these photographs I try to respond to an intimate and personal urgency, born out 
of the need to define my identity. Three macro-areas divide this research, at first glance three 
declinations split by themselves, but whose intimate and deep bond is brought to light by a 

reflection on self-representation as self-definition. In this investigation the conscience 
of a body whose consistency is at the same time transient and permanent is undeniable. 
Contradiction and insurmountable condition: on the one hand, the impossibility of stopping the 
time, complicated by a reality that slips faster and, on the other, the attempt to block its 
flow through photography. Captured by light and imprinted on photographic film, using slow expo-
sure times, the body becomes rarefied and its identity creeps into the silver salts revealed 
by the chemical agents. 

But closed in itself, the ego is weak, fragile, confined to an irresolvable approximation. 
This consideration makes the next step necessary, and here is the first transition, that is, the 
confrontation with the other. 

By removing my body from the photographic field, I try to establish a dialogue between 
my presence behind the camera and the body of the other, leaving the identities free to justify 
themselves in a shared intimacy. 
Delivered from a protracted isolation, I realize that the construction of identity is authen-
tically enclosed in being-for- the-other. The essence of the ego is the result of encounters 
and clashes, its construction requires both recognition from the other and the acceptance of 
the other. 
The last summit of this triangle is a territory, the place where I grew up and where I came 
back after several years. 

Redefine my identity by discovering my homeland: that’s the sense of a transition in pro-
gress. These photographs show places of the so-called transumanza deserted cascine and masse-
rie, as well as found objects, remains of a cellar of the Second World War. Subjective shots of 
an interior landscape, naive contemplations of a self trying to repossess time, a time dilated 
through the use of a 12 iso film, whose very low sensitivity gives strange and dreamy images. 
I have learned to love these deserted lands and in the silence that surrounds them, I have seen 
possible answers.



Biography 

I was born on March 21, 1992, spring equinox. Since my childhood, 
my big shyness made me a watchful and curious observer. Photo-
graphy responds to these two inclinations, as a way to penetrate 
introspection and overcome shyness. I started photography with 
film cameras: a Nikon FM2 and a Rolleicord. I studied Photography 
at the Academy of Fine Arts in Versailles. Essential and 
indispensable were the teachings of Diamantino Quintas, Flo-
re, Jean Noël de Soye, Fabien Hamm and recently the encounter 
with Lorenzo Castore. My first series “Jamais je ne me regarde là 
d’où tu me vois” is a study on my body structured in a series of 
self-portraits and poems, but it is also a way of getting rid of 
my eating disorders. 
An important stage for me has been “En ces jours, noirs jours. 
Par une noire échelle », a work dedicated to Skopje, the capital 
of Macedonia. My last creation is “A ma mère”, a tribute to my 
mother and to the relationship between mother and daughter. 



je es moi 

The diaphanic skin, a beauti-
ful pallor, strikes on your face 
a nostalgia out of time, out of 
space. I don’t live but I look 
upon my existence persuaded that 
I will not ever leave the sweet 
catalessia spreading in me and in 
the space, reduced to bright blue 
and orange stripes. I bark in the 
blue air that smells of gas but 
I’m not afraid, I’m untouchable, 
no one would dare approach to the 
orange flames that protect my he-
art while I see the bodies around 
me carbonizing and becoming dusty, 
white powder.



il\elle

I want the fragments that 
remain of you exist in me, 
flowing in my veins, red of 
sorcery, from the black echoes 
of the indisputable night I 
seek in vain to translate all 
this into language.
In my blurred soul, a flash 
shines.
It tells the wait, offering 
me a trip without a return 
while sitting on the cornice 
of my heart, I send out an SOS 
to the beneficial stars.



mon pays 

If there were any words to say it 
in a simple way, if there was a way 
to express this concept of sere-
nity so elusive and yet concrete, 
maybe I would not have needed to 
pursue it elsewhere so long. Now 
I’m astonished when the time silen-
ces. These open spaces, this straw 
horizon, until now unimportant, 
become today its most authentic 
approximation.



Video 
Souvenirs d’enfance(s)



Video
Souvenirs d’enfance(s)

“Imaginer mon enfance, c’est-à-dire créer des images puisque on 
n’atteint, à son enfance intérieure, qu’en la remettant en scène.”

Alix Cléo Roubaud 

Imagine the childhood, but also try to evoke her, through the 
pictures of my family, my mother, my aunt, my grandmother. Because 

in my inner childhood there is also a part of their infancy. I 
cannot show these photos in the video: you wouldn’t perceive them, 
feel them, without employing, at the same time, the view and the 
touch.
However, these photographs “occupy” the video, they appear inside my 
voice, in short: in the recording of the text that takes place in a 
precise place: my grandmother’s lounge.

My voice, impregnated with the past through the use of an 
old cassette recorder, plunges into an indefinable time. Imprecise, 
vague, it’s also her, the voice, because of the low-fi medium. I plug 
my ears to get away from the noises of the road and from the pre-
sent time, unpleasant interferences. So I take a look at these old 
photographs revealing my family’s daily life. Then I try to touch 
them, my hands slip on the smooth paper that tickles the fingers. I’m 
sitting on the marble floor where these photographs are scattered, 
without any criterion. I place the recorder on my thighs. I try, with 
this strange exercise, to make my childhood speak but also their 

childhood. My childhood is visible in the video. Their childhood, 
this magic box that smells of rust: invisible on the screen but pre-
sent in the voice of the text. These children who, in the absence 
of memories and tales, are in this way present in my voice, in the 
unconscious modulation of my voice that records a photographic ar-
chive. I say unconscious because they arise from the look and the 
feel that reinvent in their way, not only my childhood and their 

childhood, but also, potentially, every childhood.
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