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“There is no such thing as a naive photographer. 

Photography is an image of concepts”. (Vilèm Flusser) 

 

The act of photography, as free expression of conscious thought, is closely connected to the idea of 

discernment (dis - cernere in Latin etymology means just that- to separate, distinguish, but also 

understand and know ndr). That which a photographer does when he realizes an image is the result 

of a series of complex actions which are often invisible to the viewer. Circumscribe the field of 

action, choose the subject, decide the perspective from which you are looking, calculate from 

among the innumerable technical possibilities offered by the machine and the cultural influences 

that affect the photographer, are all sufficient enough evidence to exonerate the photographic 

image from any residual ingenuity and banality. Each photograph places itself at the center of a 

complex dialectic between subjectivity and objectivity, between rationality and spirituality, 

between pure imagination and descriptiveness in the very fact of the “personal narrative” of reality 

which it encompasses. When approaching the object of interest and capturing it in one shot, the 

photographer always reveals something new and unexpected compared to the existing, but at the 

same time, lays himself bare in front of himself and others. This learning process has much to do 

with the feeling of “wonder”, that irrational leap that takes us unaware in front of the things from 

this world, revealing even for a moment the essence, the heart of the most secret and unexplored 

places. 

The photographic images taken by Maura Banfo for this exhibition start from these assumptions 

and are admirable, from my point of view, not only for their formal elegance and sophistication that 

clearly distinguishes them, but especially for the authenticity and purity of intent with which the 

artist pursues her vision. In image after image, Maura Banfo distills a visual narrative that re-creates 

for the viewer that same feeling of wonder from which they originated. Capturing the essence of 

life, extracting from both animate and inanimate nature the ineffable root of existence, highlighting 

the impermanent aspect of stigmatized beauty here in the iconographic motif of the flower 

(moreover challenging centuries of traditions in the history of painting and then photography), 

these are essential aspects of the artistic research of this photographer, for years focused on issues 

that relate more to the metaphysical dimension of reality than the physical. Banfo presents her 

flowers as if they were wrapped in an almost miraculous aura- accentuating the angle that best 

captures them and bringing out the volume and intensity of color. It is as if she wanted to restore 

Banfo through the image of the “thing itself”, gathered in its essence and which could not otherwise 

be understood. Of course, one cannot ignore the fact that these most recent, floral compositions, 

compared to the previous ones, are characterized by a further rarefaction of the elements, making 

the final result closer to that of an abstract painting than a descriptive picture. 

Through the skillful use of the machine (choice of frame, angle, etc.) followed by an almost maniacal 

control in the printing and correction of the original negative in the studio, the artist creates an 

alphabet of colors and forms surprisingly full of life. The red-orange, sunny yellow, various shades 

of pinks reaching towards fuchsia, stand out on the penetrating black like instinctive and gestural 



brushwork, immersing in light the corners now the center of the image. And it is exactly this black 

that is the key to understanding, necessary to decipher these “significant surfaces” (Flusser). 

Blackness, obscurity, emptiness which seems almost to dissolve the flowers, are aesthetic concepts 

that takes one inexorably on the path of Western nihilism,  often bringing with it impressions like a 

stamp of negative meanings like inertia, absence, disappearance. In the case of these pictures on 

the other hand, the black becomes a metaphor for a positive and creative space-time, according to 

a meaning closer to the principles of eastern aesthetics (more precisely, we should speak about the 

philosophical tradition developed in classical Taoism and later mediated by Chinese Chan Buddhism 

and Japanese Zen). To borrow the definition of philosopher Giangiorgio Pasqualotto of the eastern 

aesthetics concept of “emptiness” and to which he has devoted several books of great interest, we 

could say that the black space assumes the role of “active space”, to “conditions of possibility” of all 

events. The Japanese word yohaku means just what is essential, the non-destined to disappear, 

what remains after you have removed everything that can be removed. In fact, more recent works 

on nature by Maura Banfo develop their semantic strength inside a dialectic between opposing 

concepts such as absence/presence, empty/full, light/dark, and every element or detail present in 

the images seems to reverberate with a light more brilliant and more vital precisely because of the 

threat brought by its opposite. 

The first time I saw these pictures I thought that there might be an analogy with the poetic form of 

Japanese haiku: those short and mysterious poems whose length does not exceed the size of the 

palm of your hand but whose introspective acuity is generated by the substantial balance between 

reason and feeling, between form and imaginative content, between the self and the object. The 

haiku is by its nature, wrapped in a silence full of meaning, as these flowers are immersed in a 

mysterious darkness full of symbolic meaning. 


