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Urban Eclipses

Marco Facciano




For Antonedla, who soer with me




“f browphy the dow pace of my bills into the accderated pulse of concrete:
mathing baer a trailiop Wur remaing,”

My daily life unfolds surrounded by the slow rhythms of the countryside, a landscape 1 oruly call home
and where [ feel completely ar peace. It's where | choose o be. The city, for me, is uncharted

territory-—an occasional detour [ rarely take, one thar simultancously repels me and draws me in,

Whenever 1 venmure ineo the maze of streers and buildings, a profound sense of disorientation sets in.
I find myself completely ar sea in the face of a frenzy thar feels entirely foreign, and even maore so when
confromeed by the cold detachment that subtdy stands berween people. [ can't look at this peomerric
chaos with the detachment of a mere observer, my perceprion cracks, and the sense of isolation becomes
almost physical.

| document this visual shipwreck through dayrime images thar rejece sharpness to embrace unease.
The ciry loses its footing and becomes a blur, a concrere ghost where shadows grow deep and alien,
and daylight warps, reflecting my urgent need to break frec.

Im this conrexr, the loss of form i not an exercise in style; it is the only honest language [ have o visually
rranshate the impact of 2 world whose rhythm goes over my head.




Even the air has right angles here.
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Evew the savn, an i ety throwegd this conerete, ends wp mimecking oar cages, Tt remings me Sl i 0
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Perspectives with nowhere to go, cxecpe spoard,
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In tihe ened, wotbing remaing bt Wareed tnails,
We disralve futo this endless rahy, baving long souee bost towch uiith the lightheartedwen of suwr youtly;
tires, we become Hoe abitnac extension of a oty thiap cominrmed i in silene, Imwh,; w5t kil ke

tirm e like shordows destrined o fade,







The civy rushes on. [ stop right bere.




