PRICE J4.95

T!L‘ Amazonas photographic agency
15 in a neighborbood of rising ele-
gange and propery prices in northeast-
ern Pars, in a formier coal warchouse on
the Saint-Martin canal. Just in front of
the building, a steeply arched wioughe-
iron foothrdge extends over the water o
the 1 itel da Nord, where Mancel Camé
set his melancholy film of the same
name. Inside the agency, which features
foors of polished hardwood thar were
imported from Brazl, half a million
posteard-size work prints are immacu-
lately armanged in smooth-nimning draw-
ers, Six people work here, including roo
full-time photographic printers, each
with his own darkroom.

Sehastiio Salgado, the Brailian-
bom phorejourmalist known for bea
tiful black-and-white photographs of
people Iving difficult fives, is the agency's
only photographer. In the workd of pho-
togoumalsm, a place where his fume and
eragisterial rhythm of work give him a
singular status, Salgado has the added
distinction of being his own producer:
he ovwns the factory, And although Sal-
e often works abroad, when he does
retum o his family in Paris he walks
each day o Amazonss, from an apart-
rwent fifteen minutes away,
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One moming a fow weeks ago, Sal-
gado was in the basement of the office,
where the sound of continuously running
water—prints were being rinsed nearky—
gve the moom the feel of compulsory
calm foursd in the lobbies of some exgpen-
sive: hotels, O aowsll in frome of him was
a poster-size reproduction of a photo-
graph he had mken in Serma Pelada, a
Brazilian gold mine, in 1986, It showed
theusancs off merr—sacrificial and single-
minded, cach apparcntly working for him-
selfF—cowering every surfice of @ great
open pit, hauling dirt-filled sacks on
makeshift licklers. A silvery sheen of mad
covers the men, muking it nearky mnpossi-
ble ro tell that they are wearmg maodem
clothes. A contemporary image sanurated
in the long history of South Amencan
gold prospecting and in a longer history
of huaman wil, it comes from a serics of
extraordinary photographs taken at the
s mine which ave been deseribed as
“cvocative of the masterworks of Pieter
Brucghed and Ceal B, De Mille.” Fusing
fact to myth, past to prest, the images
helped propel Salgmdo’s aloeady sucoesshul

career to something fur loftier, much the
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way Bono is something more than a pop
star. Salgado, a former cconomist, has be-
come an architect of photojournalistic
projects with a global reach, an icon of so-
cial conscience, a kind of sole branch of
the United Nanons.,

A broad-shouldered, Picasso-ish man
of sixty-one, he was wearing jeans and
a V-necked cashmere sweater over a
checked shirt. THe had a penknife in a
leather pouch fixed to his belt, and gold-
rimmed half-moon reading glasses on a
chain around his neck. 1 His head is shaved
bald, and his face is unlined; you can
therefore find your gaee skidding oft him,
or snagging on his bushy eyebrows, which
rise and fall in the beseeching way of a
conductor squeering sad and delicate
sounds out of an orchestra. Lélia Whanick
Salgado, his wife of more than thirty
years, the editor of his books and his ex-
hibitions, and the direcror of Amazonas,
was consulting with Salgado about a fu-
ture retrospective in Paris. She is a slim
woman with a smokers dark-textured
voice; she was dressed all in black, and
at one point in the conversation her hus-
band spun her slowly around, picking
pieces of lint from her clothes; when he
wus done, she kissed him on the lips.

Léliawent to the office space upstairs,
where Sebastiio’s photographs are sold to
magazines, and where they are collected in
vast books and travelling exhibitions, and
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“Let’s go someplace awwfil to avoid the tourists.”

where the phone calls are about honorary
diegrees and invitations to sit on panels and
accept awards. (“We have two talents and
they are complementary,” she later said.
“FHe knews how to take photographs and
I know how to exploit them.”) Down-
stairs, Salgado sat at a table with a long-
time colleague, Francoise Piffard, They
had boxes of small, freshly printed pho-
tographs in front of therm—images from
his latest long-term, self~assigned proj-
ect,“Genesis,” For the first time, Salgado
is photographing wild animals instead
of people, in an enterprise that camries at
least a hint of the idea that he is owed a
vacation, e isvisiting ernvironments un-
changed by human progress, after more
than thirty years spent photographing
miserably changing environments, and
people in the middle of economic or po-
litical upheaval. Salgado started “Gene-
sis” last year, photographing giant tor-
toises in the Galipagos Iskinds, gorillas
in central Africa, whales off the Argen-
tine coast. | le expects to finish in 2012,

Salgado had just rerurned from Ant-
arctica, and before him were dozens of
small photographs of penguins feeding
their offspring by regurgitation, jamming
their beaks down into the throats of their
young; there were also glaciers, and ice-
bergs, and "t]bﬁ'rmsscs]mkmg directly into
the camera. “Nice, nice picturcs. Incredi-

ble dignity they had,” Salgado said of the

birds, I Lis first language is Portuguese, and
he speaks both French and English with

an accent that becomes stronger if he gets
agitated or excited; in English, “refugees”
becomes “hefugees,” for example.

The work prints needed to be divided
into two piles: yes and no. Such sifting
would eventually lead toa final selection of
about fifty i.nmgcs, which would be pre-
sented to magazines. In an action nepeated
every minute or so, Salgado held up two
photographs with a similar composition,
often taken moments apart, and he and
Piffard would try to find a weaker print
to reject, with Salgado saying, “T wish the
sky was a bit more drmatic,” on,“I don’t
think that’s too homrible,” or enthusing,
“That's beautifl, no? That is the idea,
how close we can be to Genesis, yet inour
times!” Piffard wore magnifying pogples,
and peered forward with pursed lips, like a
jeweller; at times she questioned a com-
position, or simply said,“I don't think so.”
Salgado decided on rejects only grudg-
ingly, slapping them down like a frustrared
poker player. When he put neither print
mto the reject pile (which was growing
more slowly than the other), Piffard said,
“Oh, Scbastifio,” disapprovingly.

“I'm happy,” Salgado said. I le rubbed
his hand over his smooth scalp. " believe
we have a slur}'." In the room next d{x:r,
the printers were making more penguins,
and more albatrosses. Salgado had re-
tumed from Antarctica with more than
ten thousand negatives,

fwwoeeks carlier, | had warched Sal-

g:dn unpack his bags in a cabin on
a hundred-and-twenty-foot ice-breaking
yacht moored in the harbor of Ushuaia,
the southernmost town in Argentina. At
mid-evening, the airwas cool, but summer
sunshine stll entered the room thruu.gh
a skylight. “All this is a question of adap-
tation,” Salgado said, as he armanged his
possessions in the small space. “You adapt
yourself toany kind of place you find." e
had four identical medivm-format cam-
eras, each the stee of a brick, and several
hundred rolls of black-and-white film,
which he lined up on the higher of the
two bunk beds as nmﬂ}'ns- in a store dis-
play. He showed me two pairs of khaki
pants into which Lélia had sewn Velero
strips ar the knee, on the inside, for at-
taching little pads that made knecling on
the ground more comfortable; some new
snow-proof boots; and tiny elasticized



rain protectors for his camenas” viewfind-
ers which he had made out of shower
caps. | le had a ball of wool for daming
his sweater, anti-inflammatory drugs
for a damaged tendon, Quaker Oats, and
Portuguese translations of books by
Bruce Chatwin and John Kenneth Gal-
braith. “And here are fingerless gloves, he
saic. “In reality; they are not fingeress.
You go like this, now out.” He folded
down a flap, and his fingerless gloves be-
came mittens. “To change the films, you
put here again, that’s it That is this.” He
refolded the flap, then went back and
forth: glove, mitten.

The ship was due to sail around Cape
FHaorn, and then south to the Chilean is-
lands of Dicgo Ramirez, and then the
two hundred and fifty or so miles of open
sca to the Antarctic Peninsula, an ammoon
the continent which stretches north to-
ward South America. Salgado would be
arsea for six weeks, and Twas joining him
for part of his trip. The ship was strikingly
handsome from the outside—wath an un-
painted hull of reinforced aluminum that
had the broad, shallow proportions of a
surfboard—but its interior was not hou-
rous. It felt like an overcrowded beach
house whose décor had been neglected
since the mid-nineteen-cightics: the fit-
tings were nondescript pale wood, and the
bench seats had worn, blue foam cushions.
The walls were decorated with framed
umages of Endurance, the ship capraimed
by the British Antarctic explorer Emest
Shackleton; Endurance was trapped by
ice in 1915, and then destroyed by i

There were cight small cabins, each
with two narow bunk beds. The boat's
owner, Etienne Bourgois, was housed
close to Salgado. Bourgois, an amiable,
troubled-looking man of forty-four, is the
dircetor of Agmés B, the French fashion
company founded by his mother, Agnés.
Divorced and the father of five, Bourpois
has the face of a young man but the mfty
baldness of a sixty-year-old, giving the im-
pression of a high-school student playing
King Lear. Bourgois bought the ship in
2003 from the estate of Sir Peter Blake,
the New Zealand sailing hero and Amer-
icas Cup winner. In 2001, Blake sailed
the ship—then called the Seamaster—to
the Amazon. Near the mouth of the river,
armed pirates forced their way on board.
Blake was standing at the bottom of the
stairs that connect the lving quarters to the
deck when he opened fire on them witha

shotgun that he kept on board. He shot
two fingers off a pirate’s hand, but the gun
jammed; Blake was shot and killed. Lead
from Blake's cartridge was still embed-
ded in a window at the top of the stairs,

In the last years of his life, Blake wasa
good-will ambassador for the United Na-
tions Environment Program, UNEP. After
Bourgois bought the Seamaster—and re-
named it Tara, his family’s traditional
name for its boats—he arranged to con-
tinue the association with UNEP, UNEP of-
ficials also happened to be in comversation
with Salgado, and knew of his plans to in-
clude Antarctica among the twenty or so
stories that would make up the *Genesis™
project. Bourgois oftered Salgado a ride.
For all the obvious appeal of a private
yacht exploring the continent on its own
timetable, Salgado hesitated. Bourgois's
idea was a shared expedition for poets,
painters, and photographers, “T said ne,”
Salgado told me. *1 said, 1 apologize,
I cannot accept to go and look at things
together, one make pictures, another
write—a kind of tourism. T must go to
work.” (Salgado has been o every country
in the world, he says, exept New Zea-
land, MNicaragum, and Tonga, and has never
bought himself a souvenir.) Bourgois and
Salgraclo agreed on a separate trip; the an-
ists would have their adventure another
time. His agency put up about twenty
thousand dollars, a quarter of the cost.

Tara had sixteen people on board,
most of them Bourgoiss compatriots.
There was a paid crew of five, includ-
ing the ship’s captain—a woman in her
thirtics—and a young female chef and
her boyfriend, a sailor who had recently
bought a trumpet but had only leamed
to play the opening notes of “La Vic
en Rose.” Tara was also carrying Bour-
goiss cousin and business partner, as well
as a wiry alpine climbing guide with a
G.P5.~equipped wristwarch; an official
Tara photographer; three experienced
French sailors; and two men from a
French nature television show, who were

doing research for a possible Antarctica
documentary. (Salgado was wary. “TV is
heavy,” he said. “People are always so im-
pressed. ‘Oh, it’s television.’”)

Tara was delayed in Ushuaia for a day.
The crew and guests ate unch and drank
wine together squeczed around a tble
in the main living arca. Salgado, the old-
est at the table, was friendly, but in a
rather formal, fastidious way; a man-
ner that was mirrored in the care with
which he used his penknife (rather than
the available silverware) to cut up fruit.
Asked about his priorities in Antarctica,
he said, *T want everything—the ani-
mals, the landscapes. [ want the planct.”
After lunch, when the table became
cluttered with the digiral cameras and
laptop computers of his shipmates (Sal-
gado had neither), he walked into town
to buy some Ziploc bags. Sunlight was
peeping through gray Scottish skies.
“Look at this light, oh boy,” he said, add-
ing, with a black-and-white photogra-
pher’s satisfaction, “In color, this is shit.”

“Genesis” is mainly funded by Ama-
zomas’ deals with magaeanes and newspa-
pers, among them, Parts Maich, in France;
the Guandian, in Britain; Relling Stene,
in the United States; and Fisde, in Portu-
gzal. (This leaves a financial shortfall thar
is macle up by grants, including three hun-
dred thousand dollars from the Chns-
tensen Fund, and by the occasional adver-
tising job—Illy coffee, for cample—for
which Salgado asks around thirty thou-
sand dollars a day.) Eventually, there is
likely to be a “Genesis™ book and exhibi-
tion. “I'm having the opportunity of my
life to be in the most beautiful places in
the planet!” he said. "And probably doing
my last story in photography. I'll finish
when I'm seventy years old. Not thar I'll
stop photography, but I'm not sure if T'll
have strength enough to do another long-
term project.”

His two previous projects on a similar
scale, “Workers” and “Migmations,” cach
took more than five years. The latter, a
stud}*f.rF pmrplu d.'lsplam:] b} warand b}' a
globalized world economy, was punishing
to produce, physically and mentally, and
left Salgado unsure if mankind deserved
to survive. The "Genesis” project had its
mots in that period of despair, Salgado
s, But he is a former Mandst activist
and a onetime student of Espcmtltu, and
although he has lost the big mustache of
his youth, he has a surviving confidence in
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rain protectors for his cameras' viewfind-
ers which he had made out of shower
caps. [He had a ball of wool for daming
his sweater, anti-inflaimmatory drugs
for a damaged tendon, Quaker Outs, and
Portuguese translations of books by
Bruce Chatwin and John Kenneth Gal-
braith. "And here are fingerless gloves," he
stic. “In reality, they are not fingerless,
You po like this, now out.” He folded
down a flap, and his fingerless gloves be-
came mittens. “To change the films, you
put here again, that’s it. That is this." Te
refolded the flap, then went back and
forth: glove, mitten.

The ship was duc to sail around Cape
IHom, and then south to the Chilean is-
lands of Dicgo Ramirce, and then the
two hundred and fifty or so miles of open
sea to the Antarctic Peninsula, an armon
the continent which stretches north to-
ward South America. Salgado would be
ar sea for six wecks, and T was joining him
for part of his trip. The ship was strikingly
handsome from the outside—with an un-
painted hull of reinforced aluminum that
had the broad, shallow proportions of a
surfhoard—but its interior was not loa-
rious. It felt like an evercrowded beach
house whose décor had been neglected
since the mid-nineteen-cighties: the fir-
tings were nondeseript pale wood, and the
bench seats had worn, blue foam cushions,
The walls were decorated with framed
images of Endurance, the ship caprained
by the British Antarctic explorer Emest
Shackleton; Endurance was trapped by
ice in 1915, and then destroyed by it.

There were cight small cabins, each
with two namow bunk beds. The boat's
owner, Etienne Bou rgois, was housed
close to Salgdo, Bourgois, an amiable,
troubled-looking man of forty-four, is the
director of Agnés B, the French fashion
company founded by his mother, Agnés.
Divorced and the father of five, Bourgois
has the face of a young man but the wfty
brikdness of a sixty-year-old, giving the im-
pression of a high-school student playing
King Lear, Bourgois bought the ship in
2003 from the estate of Sir Peter Blake,
the New Zeland sailing hero and Amer-
ica’s Cup winner. In 2001, Blake sailed
the ship—then called the Scanwaster—to
the Amazon. Near the mouth of the river,
armed pirates forced their way on board.
Blake was standing at the bottom of the
stairs that conneet the living quarters o the
deck when he opened fire on themwitha

shotgun that he kept on board. e shot
two fingers oft a pirate’s hand, but the gun
jammed; Blake was shot and killed. Lead
from Blake's cartridge was still embed-
ded in a window at the top of the stairs.

In the Jast years of his life, Blake wasa
good-will ambassador for the United Na-
tions Environment Program, UNER, After
Bourgois bought the Scamaster—and re-
named it Tara, his family’s traditional
name for its boats—he armanged to con-
tinue the association with UNEP. UNEP of-
fictals also happened to be in conversation
with Salgade, and knew of his plans to in-
clude Anmarctica among the twenty or so
stories that would make up the “Genesis”
project. Bourpois offered Salgado a ride.
For all the obvious appeal of a private
yacht exploring the continent on its own
timetable, Salgado hesitated. Bourgois's
idea was a shared expedition for pocts,
painters, and photographers. *1 said no,”
Salgado told me. *1 said, 1 apologize,
I cannot accept to go and Jook at things
together, one make pictures, another
write—a kind of tourism. T must go to
werk.” (Salgado has been to every country
in the world, he says, excopt New Zea-
land, Nicaragua, and Tonga, and has never
bought himself a souvenir.) Bourgois and
Salgado agreed on a separate trip; the art-
ists would have their adventure another
time, His agency put up about twenty
thousand dollars, a quarter of the cost.

Tara had sixteen people on board,
most of them Bourgoiss compatriots.
There was a paid crew of five, includ-
ing the ship’s captain—a woman in her
thirties—and a young female chef and
her boyfriend, a sailor who had recently
bought a trumpet but had only leamed
to play the opening notes of “La Vie
en Rose.” Tara was also carrying Bour-
goiss cousin and business partner, as well
as a wiry alpine climbing guide with a
G.PS.-equipped wristwatch; an official
Tara photographer; three experienced
French sailors; and two men from a
French namre television show, who were

doing research for a possible Antarctica
documentary: (Salgado was wary “TV is
heavy,” he said. “People are always so im-
pressed. "Oh, it’s fefevision.’™)

Tarn was delayed in Ushuaia for a day.
The erew and gucsts ate linch and drank
wine together squeezed around a mble
in the main living arca. Salgado, the old-
cst at the table, was friendly, but in a
rither formal, fastidious way; a man-
ner that was mirrored in the care with
which he used his penknife (rather than
the available silverware) to cut up fruit,
Asked about his priorities in Antarctica,
he said, “T want everything—the ani-
mals, the landscapes. I want the planet.”
After lunch, when the mble became
cluttered with the digital cameras and
laptop computers of his shipmates (Sal-
ado had neither), he walked into town
to buy some Ziploc bags. Sunlight was
peeping through gray Scottish skies.
“Look at this light, oh boy,” he said, add-
ing, with a black-and-white photogra-
pher’s satisfaction, *In color, this is shit.”

“Gengsis” is mainly funded by Ama-
wonas' deals with magazines and newspa-
pers, among them, Paris Mateh, in France;
the Guardian, in Britain; Rellfng Stone,
in the United States; and Fisds, in Portu-
al. (This leaves a financial shortfall that
15 made up by grants, including three hun-
dred thousand dollars from the Chns-
tensen Fund, and by the occasional adver-
tising job—lly coffec, for example—for
which Salgado asks around thirty thou-
sand dollars a day) Eventually, there is
likely to be a "Genesis” book and exhibi-
tion. “I'm having the opportunity of my
life to be in the most beautiful places in
the planet!” he said. “And probably doing
my last story in photography: I'll finish
when I'm seventy years old. Not thae I'll
stop photography; but I'm not sure if T
have strength enough to do another long-
term pmjcct."

His two previous projects on a similar
scale, “Workers™ and “Migmtions,” each
took more than five years, The latter, a
study of people displaced by warand by a
globalized world economy, was punishing
to prchuce, physically and mentally, and
left Salgado unsure if mankind deserved
to survive. The "Genesis™ project had its
roots in that period of despair, Salgado
saic. But he is a former Marxist activist
and a onetime student of Esperanto, and
although he has Jost the big mustache of
hits youth, he has asurviving confidence in

THE MEW YORKER, ArRIL i8, 2005 145



BT HE PIOGLS fap ool aaptune HILaa[ ] AGT [RE RERDN BANTLIA el Mg dny g At Gricrs poapfhacce gy o ap ey diagy 10 oqes ol B spmamemagy (B sy Ky Fiesenn e divsavy s




the possibility of prompting rachical ac-
tion. “Genesis” was in part inspired by the
Instituto Term, a nonprofitenvironmental
foundation thar Lélia and Scbastiio run
on seventeen hundred acres of former
farmland in the rin forest of southeast
Brazil. (The Salgados have a home by
the sea, a fow hours away.) The Salga-
dos have planted seven hundred and forty
thousand trees on the site so far, with the
aim of planting a million and a half orees,
The land is retuming to its prelapsarian
state; schoolchildren are being brought
to see it. “This gave me a big hope that
we can live with nature, be in peace with
our planet,” Salgado said. “Genesis,” then,
could seta similar example, Salgado, who
talks of his photography only as a tool—
an action undertaken in the world of
information, not the world of arn—had
managed to balance gloom with a sense
of purpose, “Forty-six per cent of the
planct is not destroyed,” he said. “1 must
show this, take pictures that show it's nec-
essary to preserve these places. Sheow how
wide they are, how big they are.”

T:m‘t motored out of Ushuaia. Later,
the sails were rised. Salgado made
himself weatherproof and took a“king of
the world” spot on the bow. When dol-
phins swam alongside, and his shipmates
dashed from side to side to photograph
them (and while Bourgois leaned over
the railing and slapped Tara’s hull, in what
1 ook to be a known form of human-
to-dolphin communication), Salgado re-
mained still, and waited for a dolphin to
pass in front of his camern. Rounding
Cape Hom the following day, we took
photographs of one another; Salgado did
not look in anyone’s lens, but instead
gazed down into the water, with the air of
maodest contemplation seen on the face of
a Virgin Mary in a Renaissance painting,

We sailed south and lost sight of South
America. The air became colder and the
sea rougher. Most of those on boand spent
the afternoon queasily in bed—including
Salgado, who listened to his new iPod,
which, as he later showed me, included
Chopin's Nocturne No, 2 and a Julio Igle-
stas song in its Most Played list.

Thar night, Tara reached Diego Ra-
mirez, a group of small islands sixty
miles southwest of Cape Hom, unin-
habited but for a lonely meteorological
station on one of them, Salgado had of-
ficial permission to land, a rare entitle-
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FOUR POEMS OF YOUTH

l. THE DREAM

Later

that now long-lost night
in December, beside you, I'saw

that the leaves had returmed

to the branches

outside my window. Now

that is all it was: leaves, blowing

in the windy sunlight: somehow,

in spite of the chances agminst it
occurring, in spite of the critic’s wan sneer,
I dreamed this Jovely thing,

2, MINNEAPOLIS, 1960

Children in a classroom peer

into microscopes.
Enmhsights

It OCCurs

to the young woman

moving from one

to another, peripherally

mesmerzed

by the second hand, trees

failing
dimly in windows.

ment owing something to the ships UN.
imprimatur—and to the fact that Sal-
gado himself is a good-will ambassador
for UNICEF. After the ship spent a night
at anchor, he went ashore by inflamble
motorboat with five others. “VWhara priv-
ilege to be here!” Salgado said, after land-
ing awkwardly on a small rocky beach at
the foot of some gmssy cliffs. He put
down his stuff. Photojournalists do not
usually travel with assistants, and Sal-
gacdo, who would never want to be aken
out of that category, tends to travel alone,
even after having made the swirch, for
*Genesis,” from 35-mm. Leicas to heav-
ier, medium-format Pentax cameras. But

he accepts help, and allowed volunteers
to carry some of his equipment. Sal-
gado kept a camera over each shoulder.

Tt was cold and the sky was a flar gray.
We begzan to climb the slope, pulling our-
selves up by wfts of silvery-green grass
four or five feet high, Within moments,
Salgado found himself standing before
a gray-headed albatross—smooth and
polished, with smears of black around its
eyes. At a distance of about six feet, Sal-
gado raised a camera: the shutter made
a surprisingly loud clunk, Ile moved
closer, and quietly sang a classic bossa-
nova song, “A Felicidade,”

“Wheres my tripod?” he asked. “The
person who's carrying my stuff necdstobe
near me” (His wuncular manner tight-
ened into something harder when he
began photographing; by the end of the
day, he was holding a hand out behind
him, without ruming around, to show that
he needed his tripod.) The others in the
group had already taken their own pic-
tures of the bird and moved on, and had
found another albatross, and then another.



3. ON THE RUN

Winter hours, white

dune grass.

Secret

pinm“ ods to the occan—now what?

4. THE BLACKOUT: FIRST ANNINWVERSARY

It finds me in Port Authority, penniless,
seated at a bar unable to remember

how 1 came there (wwhy is obvious).

Do you know this terror—not to remember?
1 go to the men's room and look in the mirror,
lookin his aggn'l:-.'i:d and music-haunted cyes,
The mouth opens, but there are no words;
there are words, but the mouth will not open.
Tears form but cannot fall, fingers

gradually tightening at my throat . ...

Blood of his blood, flesh of his ghost—

the hand stretched toward me in the flames!

Do you?

I am worn out, ] can't go on.

The slope was covered in birds, which had
rarely; if ever, seen humans and had no rea-
son to fear them; they barely moved when
approached, beyond tumning their heads
this way and that, like fashion models. It
was hard to think of another ervironment
as congenial to the novice wildlife pho-
tographer. (As Art Wolfe, one of Amer-
ica’s leading photographers of wildlife,
Liter explained, without scoffing, it is cas-
ier if the animals are not running away.)

Salgado, unhurried by the actvity
above him, retrieved his tripod while keep-
ing his eye on the frst albatross asif itwere
the last bird on earth, [He changed film
with the deliberation of a4 mime artist,
Each time he took out an exposed film, he
had to lick a paper tag to seal it closed, and
for this he used a big, slow Tick that hinted
at the perils of rushed licking, Then, as he
wound in the new film, he sang more
loudly than before. “It's the only way I get
to hold my concentration,” he later told
e “When you change the film, you break
your sequence. Changing film is an empty

moment and you fill it with the music,”

—ranz | ih:g;&r

Once, years ago, Salgado fAew to
Rome to take a portrait of the novel-
ist Italo Calvino. “I can only give you an
hour,” Calvine said upon opening the
door. Salgado said he needed at least
two or three days, (He got them.) After
forty-five minutes on the island, Salgado
was still just a few feet above the beach,

The day was arranging itself according

to two different appreciations of time
and space: it was the unspoken instinet
of everyone but Sﬂlg:u‘]u toreach the top
of the slope quickly, then make a sur-
vey—to take possession of the pristine
island. Salgade’s instinet was to look only
at the thing in front of him. “Almost no
one in the world has seen this,” he said.
Iis left hand, cupped under the lens,
made minute movements to focus,
When he finally reached the top of
the slope, he found hundreds of alba-
trosses of a different species, sitting on
mud nests the size and shape of a dogs
feeding bowl. Salgado inched among
them, as infant albatrosses spilled orange
vomit onto his new boots. When the

sun came out, he shot into the light, as
has always been his preference. (*For me,
the good pictures are against the light.
Against the light, you have shapes, the
forms get a contour. It’s not easy but 1
like 1e.") e sad that he wanted to show
“the equilibrium of the birds and their
emvironment.” Beyond Salgado’s hear-
ing, one of the party said, in a friendly
enough way, “If it’s like this everyplace,
we'll be on the island for three months.”

Snlg:u’pc:'s reputation was built on mon-
umental, backlit images of physical
labor and human fortinede, and to warch
him work—to wake up for two weeks
to the soft buzing of Salgado shaving
his head smooth in the cabin opposite—
was o be shown how a shadow of self-
portraiture falls across those images. Sal-
gado would not mistake himself for a
steelworker or an underfed migrant, but
whart has interested him in others 1s what
he looks for in himself: a level of imper-
viousness to testing conditions, and toler-
ance of a long working day: For Salgado,
taking pictures is a pleasure but also a dis-
cipline: he is not the kind of photogra-
pher who goes to pick up laundry carry-
ing a loaded camera. When I spoke to
Robert Pledge, Salgado’s friend and agent
in the ULS., he could not remember a sin-
gle oecasion in thirty years when Salgado
had taken his photograph. (Salgado said
that he remembered one.)

At the end of a cold, ten-hour stay
om the istand at Diego Ramires, Salgado
was able o show no less interest in the
day’s last albatross than he had shown in
the fist—holding his thumb and fore-
finger together in a gesture of epicurean
satisfaction while his shipmates shamped
on the springy earth, fully gorged on
birds and sea lions, “1 have a few good pic-
tures,” Salgado said. “I don't think I have
a great picture. The sky was fifty-per-
cent sky, not a hundred-per-cent sky. All
my life was like that—looking and wait-
ing for the combination.”

For three days after leaving Diego Ra-
miree, Tam sailed across the Drake Pas-
sage, beyond sight of land. Salgado had w
endure a period of enforced inactivity: The
weather was stormy, and the front of the
ship rose up and then came banging down
with the sound of someone dropping a
small car onto the deck. Seanwater washed
over the skylights. In the living arca, blue
rubber matting was brought out to stop
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the plates from sliding oft’ the mble. It
began to snow. Salgado, restless ar times,
miade slow tours of the main cabin, trying
to stay upright while reading and rereading
the dishwashing roster and the wamings
on packets of seasickness pills,

Snlg'.u]u]s not an ebullient man: his so-
ciability sometimes scems to come froma
portfolio of skills leamed with the aim of
tuking fine photographs; he often allows
his sentences to fade away, with a sigh—
“And this 1s that . . ." But when he talks
about the Insttute Term, to which he
and his wife have given much of their
time and income in recent years, he grows
animated. As we thumped through the
waves, he told me how fish and birds
had reappeared at the site; how his friend
Robin Williams (with whom he spent
Election Night last year in L.A.) had put
thirtytium‘bd dollars into a theatre at the
institute; how the institute had become
one of the town's largest employers, One
evening, he drewalittle map of the land in
my notebook. “The pumas are back!” he
said. “You know, one puma tells another.”

The Institute’s seventeen hundred
acres had previously belonged to S:L'fgmbis
father, a freemason and local assembly
member who was so formal thar his chil-
dren called him Senbor. Salgado grew up
a few minutes from the ranch, in the town
of Aimeords, in a house with scven sisters,
IHis mother was a dressmaker, During his
childhood, Salgado watched as his fam-
ily’s land, once forest, tumed to dust, as
his father brought more and more cartle

onto it. When Schastifio and Leélia bought
the acreage from the family, in 1991, “the
land was dead,” Salgado said. Learning
of theiridea of turning the soil back over
to trees, Salado’s father told them that
they were crazy: (He died in 2001; Sal-
gado’s mother died the following year)

“lam from the most barogque place on
the planet,” Salgado said ro me. Iis fam-
ily was not particularly religious, and he
grew up to be a nonbeliever, but Salgado
sang (in Latin) in the choir of his Cath-
alic, Salesian high school, and was sur-
rounded by the kind of religious architec-
ture and iconography that are embedded
in his work: Suckinese refugrees illuminated
by heavenly shafts of light; a gold miner
leaning on a post in the pose of a mar-
tyred saint. To these childhood influences
Salgado then added a leftist sensibility,
formed at a moment of repression and re-
bellion in Brazilian history. He studied
economics first in Vitonia, the nearest
large city to Aimorés, where he met Lélia,
in 1964 (“Oh, she was beatiful: thin, ke
breasts, hallelujah!”™ 1 heard him say one
time, turning his eyes upward), and then
in Sdo Paudo, For a short while afterward,
he worked as an economist in the Min-
istry of Finance for Sio Paulo state. (As
Salgado pointed our, he had experience in
planning and financing large-scale proj-
cets long before the organizational feat of
“Workers.") By 1968, the military gov-
emment that had come to power in a
coup four years earlier was evolving intoa
full-blown dictatorship, and the Salga-
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“Fornd meat is income.”

dos became part of a protest movement,
The couple gave money to the ALLN.
(Acio Libertadora Nacional), the armed
group led by Carlos Marighella, who is
now best known as the author of the
“Minimanual of the Urban Guemilla," a
guide to terrorist techniques that influ-
enced the tactics of the Baader-Meinhof
group and the LR.A. At this time, Sal-
gado was a Communist, and a supporter
of the Cuban revelunion; he was neveran
ALN. member, but he did meet Ma-
righella. (Salgado later regretted having
told me about his ALLN. connection, not
for fear of sceming extreme but out of
anxiety that he would appear to be dress-
ing himself in radical chic.)

“The authorities made no move against
Sebastiio and Lélia, but fiends were ar-
rested, and some of them were tortured.
“We could either leave or become clan-
desting,” Salpado said, and in 1968 the
couple moved to Paris, where Scbastifio
studied for a Ph.D. in economics at the
Sorbonne. Photographs taken at the time
show him bearded, long-haired, and in-
tense, looking much like the young Bjom
Borg. The Salgados remained politically
active. Later, their Brazilian passports
were revoked, and Salgado did not return
to that country until 1979. “It was rough
for my father,” Salgado said. “When left
Brazil, he was a strong man. When 1
came back, he was an old man.”

Lélia began a course in architecture,
and in 1970 she bought a Pentax camera,
to use in her studics. When Salgado first
picked the camera up, that summer, he
had never taken a photograph before. In
his first, taken while on vacation in the
southeast of France, Lélia is scen sitting
on a window with the light behind her,
“1 knewwhen 1 looked inside this eamera,
now | had another way to relate with any
kind of thing,” Salgado told me. “Trwas so
natural.” After finishing his Ph.D. course
work but before writing his thesis, Salgdo
accepted @ well-paid job in London with
the International Coffee Organization—
coffee’s OPEC—and began to work on a
diversification fund designed o mise cof-
fee prices by encouraging growers to move
into other crops, e ook Lélias camera
on field trips to Africa, 1 le was not satis-
fied with economics,” Lélia remembered.
“But he was very happy to take pictures.”

Sebastio set up a darkroom in their
apartment. “At first, it was just fun,”
Léha recalled. One summer afremoon in



1972, he and Léha rented a rowing boat
in Iyde Park and went out on the Ser-
pentine to discuss thar future. “Td studied
many years and I had avery good job—
hard to get this job—and 1 had an invi-
tation to go to the World Bank in Wash-
ington,” Salgado said. But he wanted
to be a photographer, Lélia agreed he
should try, despite the financial risks.
When Salgado resigned from the LC.O,,
soon after, his boss was exasperated by his
apparent naiveté. “Of course you want
to be a photographer,” he said. T want to
be a photographer. My awiff wants to be
a photographer.”

The Salgados moved back to Paris,
and Salgado began to find work with
trade-union and church magazines: he
shot stories about migrant workers and
the construction of the Pompidon Center.
But, as Robert Pledge recently recalled,
“he was lucky that Portuguese-speaking
countrics were very much in the news,
That propelled him onto the circuit.” Sal-
gado was quickly taken on by the Sygma
agency, and covered Portugal’s Camation
Revolution, in 1974, and Angola’s war of
independence, which led to Portugal's
withdrawal from the country, in 1975.
And he did the everyday news stories
and golf toumaments of an agency pho-
tographer. Pledge, who was then at the
Gamma agency, which Salgado joined in
1975, could already detect Salgado’s rest-
lessness. “He quickly said, ] don'twant o
do this all my life.' [e was talking about
not dealing with the news per se but rsing
the news to deal with issues—poverty, in-
justice. That really struck me. That's not
what young photographers said then,”

Sebastiio and Lélia's first son, Juli-
ano, was bom in 1974, Redrigo, their see-
ond, was bom in 1979, e had Down
syndrome, a fact that his parents had not
known during the pregnancy: Salgado told
mie that he eried for three hours after Ro-
drigo was bom. The baby suffered from
respiratory problems, and Lélia always
kept him in her arms as he slept. “She
thought he was going to die,” Salgado told
me. (Today, Rodrnigo lives with his par-
ents.) By now, Salgado was frequently
working overseas; in 1979, he joined Mag-
num, the éite and codperatively owned
photo agency founded in 1947 by Robert
Capa, with Henri Cartier-Bresson and
others. Lélia rold me, “It was hard. He
thought Twas strong, and could do it. And
1 conedd o i, but it was a lot—the house,

“"Maybe we mate for life because we're lazy.”

the children, illness, all that.” She never
asked him to stop, and he never thought
of changing the pace or the emphasis of
his work, in order to spend maore time in
Paris, (Juliano Salgado, who now works
in television and movies, and himself has
a son, told me that he thought of his
father as an “Indiana Jones figure.”) In
1981, Salgacdo was on his way back from
Australia when he accepted an assign-
ment from the Times to spend three days
photographing Ronald Reagan. When
the President was shot, outside the YWash-
ington Hilton, Salgado was a fow feet
from the scene. Sales of Salgado’s photo-
graphs from that day (he took seventy-six
frames, with three cameras, in about a
minute) made enough money for him to
buy the apartment in Paris where he and
Lélia sull live, and, in an uncharacter-
istically flashy gesture, an Alfa Romeo
Alfetta—"an incredibly nice car”

ate oneevening Tar's captain called

us up to the hl‘idgl' to sce a single
green dot on the radar: the first iecherg,
And when we woke the next moming
the ship was passing through a calm,
wide channel with white mountains on
cither side. There was a hint of some-
thing sour and cggy in the air that we
leamed to recognize as the smell of
massed penguins. Out of the wind, it
barely felt colder than a December day in
Central Park; and among the serious
slors there began a silent competition

-

to see who could respond to Antarc-
tica with the most non-specialist ward-
robe, at least for a few minutes at a times
T-shirts, baggry cardigans, plaid slippers,

We were near the northern tip of the
seven-hundred-mile-long Antarctic Pen-
insula, on the westem side: a landscape of
fords and islands. This strand of Antarc-
tica is relatively close to South Amenca,
and, because it is less cold than the mass
of the confinent, a dozen or so scientific
bases have been built by various countrics,
at the kind of rocky coastal spots also val-
ued by penguins. These few sheds and
huts, along with some grander develop-
ments, on the other side of Antarctica,
and a station at the South Pole, constitute
virtually the only man-made emviron-
ment, and therefore human population,
of the continent, which is one and a half
times the size of the United States. We
dropped anchor close to the Chilean base
of Gonzalez Videla. Salgado went on
shore dressed in many layers of clothing
and walked up a lirde icy slope, where he
put on sunglasses, and said quictly, “T don't
know if 1 can do this. It’s too big” He was
looking across at a panorama of sea and
icebergs. Glaciers shipped straight into the
sea, forming ice cliffs where they came to
an end in the water; It looked as if a Aood
had rolled into a Himalayan valley. T ask
myself if it's possible to represent it by
pictures,” he said,

Salgado moved hesitantly off the ice
onto dark rocks—you could feel your
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