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Arianna Rinaldo

55 framed color prints on cotton paper

29 prints 40 x 60 cm
17 prints 73 x 110 cm
9 prints 110 x 165 cm

29  frames 42 x 62 cm
17 frames 75 x 112 cm
9 frames 112 x 167 cm

White frames with glass.
Thickness: front 1,5 cm; side 4 cm
Hanging method: two per frames (N.B. the 9 frames sized 
112 x 167 cm have different hooks (photo n.3). In this case 
the screw has to be placed under the low side of the hook 
– not in the holes. 

50 linear mt lineari minimum (spaces not included)
It is possible to create grids, columns and compositions.

Text material must be printed at the expense of the hosting 
organization. We provide introduction text, biography and 
captions both in italian and english.
The set-up is divided in three sections: MOTHER, CLOSER, 
CRISIS & PAIN.

An original video produced for the show with an interview 

to the artist by the curator is also available, and can be 

included in the exhibition. Duration 30 minutes.

*any changes to the selection or layout of the exhibition must be consulted with the curator
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GETTING CLOSER, BECOMING MOTHER: ABOUT INTIMACY AND FAMILY.
1993-2012 

In 2004 I became a mother.

My daughter Emmanuelle and my son Eden were born in August of that year. After a blissful 

pregnancy, my labor had to be induced; I ended up with an emergency cesarean section 

that left me wounded, weak, and in pain. A few days later I was sent home to my new life as a 

mother of twins. The days passed, some quickly and others slowly. At the same time that I was 

getting to know my babies, falling in love with them, I was also getting to know myself better. 

Motherhood revealed the best and the worst in me. I was filled with so many emotions. Joy and 

wonder, love and happiness coexisted with sadness, anger, exhaustion, and anxiety, as well as a 

sense of mourning for the body I would never have again, the woman I would never be again.

I felt and saw so much in those first months – the beauty and ugliness, the tears and laughter, 

the extremes you come to know when you’re a new parent. I tried somehow to deal with it all 

through my camera, hoping to portray the complexity of motherhood as honestly as I could. 

It was too intense, too rich, to express only through ‘Madonna and child’ images. It’s not that I 

didn’t have those magical, peaceful moments with my babies, and I did take that kind of photo, 

but there was so much more to tell and to show. 

The need to photograph became even stronger when I realized how painfully apparent the 

passage of time is in the life of a child. The stages they go through simply fly by. Moments that 

will never come back have passed before my eyes, easily escaping my camera: the last time I 

breastfed Emmanuelle, Eden trying cherries for the first time, their first fight. I felt compelled 

to preserve those moments somehow. It is a need every parent shares – whether or not we 

are professional photographers, we all take pictures of our families. It is as if we’re consoling 

ourselves, counting our days in this world with our children.

Photographing my children was different than anything I’d done previously. I could not, of 

course, ask my kids for permission to photograph them, as I’d always asked other members 

of my family. Nor could I take my time. Now I had to choose between photographing and 

mothering, and I usually had no more than a few seconds to take a picture. Sometimes the act 

of taking a photo became a split second of guilt – a split second during which I neglected the 

children. If I thought about lighting or composition, even for only a fraction of a second, I was not 

available to them in that moment. 

It took a few years for the photographer and the mother in me to learn to coexist. The two did 

not always agree; the mother in me usually won out. But sometimes, to my surprise, my two 

identities
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empowered each other, especially when I acknowledged the positive effect my work had on 

the children. They took pride in the fact that they were my source of inspiration, that everything 

about them – the good days and the bad, their flaws and mistakes – was fascinating to me. 

Through my photographs I embraced all sides of our relationship, making every aspect 

of our life together, for myself and for them, a legitimate topic to be discussed as well as 

photographed. As Eden recently told me: “I used to get upset when you photographed me – 

especially when I was crying – but now I can see what I looked like when I was angry or happy 

or sad. When you photographed me, that was also time we could spend together.” Emmanuelle 

shared a similar perspective: “Even though it used to annoy me, when I see the pictures I feel 

good inside. I sometimes like the images and sometimes not at all.” I’ve explained

to the kids why I often take pictures that may seem unlovely, but my daughter persists in 

preferring the pretty ones.

I have always endeavored to convey a full range of emotion in my work, to take our little 

stories and turn them into one epic human tale. I am both comforted and relieved to discover 

how universal my own story is, and I thank the many mothers I have met for their honesty 

and willingness to share. What they have told me has freed me to portray the complexity of 

the relationship between mother and child, as so much of what I have experienced has been 

experienced by other women as well.

Photography has not just been a way to enjoy my children’s love for me and demonstrate my 

unconditional love for them. It has also helped me recover at times when I feel that I’ve failed 

them as a mother or sense their resentment of me. Taking just a frame or two has helped me 

understand what just happened and figure out how to deal with it. There is a certain power in 

a photograph’s ability to freeze a moment in time. Sometimes an image seemed to compound 

the past and the future: I could see the kids as they were then, and also how they might be 

when they are older. Sometimes it was my own guilt that I photographed. Looking at a picture 

reminds me of what I did wrong, but sometimes it helps me forgive myself. Like most parents, 

I am constantly surrendering and resisting, failing and succeeding. With my pictures I hope to 

give my children a caress that will stay with them even when I am not. It’s painful knowing that I 

will not always be able to protect them. Taking pictures of them is a way to try to deal with that 

pain. My images are a way both to keep them mine and to keep me theirs, keep me there.

Nothing is as inspiring to me as watching my children grow. The life of a child is so intense that 

everyday activities – brushing teeth, taking a shower, getting a haircut – become theatrical 

moments. A simple argument may end with the words “I hate you! I will never be your friend 

again! Never!”. In my prior work, I’d always had to search for such human drama; now I had only 

to make sure there was a light up, a camera ready, so I wouldn’t miss it.

In some ways the process felt familiar to me. Parenthood meant putting myself on hold, much 

as I had done through my photography before I became a mother. For me, photography had 

always meant to observe someone so completely that I became absorbed by my subject. But 



DATA SHEET OF THE EXHIBITION | Getting Closer, Becoming Mother: About Intimacy and Family. 1993-2012 - Elinor Carucci

Associazione culturale ONTHEMOVE | Località Vallone, 39/A/4 - Cortona, 52044 (AR)

there was a limit to the experience: this time-framed version of me would disappear by the end 

of the shoot. Motherhood infused my entire life with such observation and absorption. After the 

birth and those first tough weeks, I felt (to my husband’s horror) that I had completely drowned 

in being a mother to my children. That scared me at times – I was afraid motherhood would take 

me over, limit me, restrict me. But instead it became a window onto so much of what I feel life 

is really about. It distilled everything to its essence, allowing me to go as deeply as I possibly 

could with another person and with myself, enriching me both as an individual and as an artist.

Looking back at images from the last few years, I’ve discovered that I took my photography 

outside to the streets of New York City, gaining a new sense of belonging to America, the 

country to which I emigrated in 1995. As if I had given birth to two roots, my kids made me feel 

more American, and for the first time I embraced New York as home. The school, playgrounds, 

drugstores, and supermarkets – these are our home at the end of the day. Our neighborhood is 

my little country. My children’s friends became a part of my work. I had to let my kids lead the 

way, becoming a member of their family, not just making them mine. 

When I started this project, I didn’t know when this chapter in my life would end. I even dreaded its

ending, knowing what that would mean. The core of the work was derived from my feeling as one 

with my children, a bond so strong that sometimes, mainly in the first years, I left my husband, 

Eran, out of the images. I was surprised by the strong, total, sensual, sometimes erotic physical 

connection I had with the children. One mother I spoke with told me that we feel so fulfilled by our 

children, both physically and emotionally, that we don’t need anything else. “But be patient,” she 

told Eran, smiling. “She will be back.” And she was right. Eran gradually found his way back into the 

photographs, and into my zone of desire. And then one day, in the spring of 2012, I saw them: the 

images that told me this stage in my life with my children was coming to a turn. 

When I was little, my mother used to read to me from Khalil Gibran’s “The Prophet”: “You are 

the bows from which your children as living arrows are sent forth.” Now, as a mother myself, I 

can appreciate how she prepared both of us for that moment. I, too, needed to let my children 

take their first steps away from me. It was time. Chapter one was approaching its end. I had to 

acknowledge this, call it a ‘body of work,’ make a book of it.

I am still, and always will be, my children’s mother. I watch them as I mother them, learning so 

much, see-ing so much. Photographing them forces me to see even more, and the children 

to show me more. Even when they are not with me, I see more of the world around me. I have 

never seen as much as I do now, as a mother.
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CLOSER
1995-2001

My mother was the first person I ever photographed and I still take pictures of her obsessively. 

Quite literally, in more than one way, she was – she is – my natural point of origin. My connection 

to the world. I used to think that the struggles with her, as well as the sense of closeness, 

security and warmth, the whole way I related to her during childhood, would somehow naturally 

end with the end of childhood. Perhaps they were transformed, elevated to other levels. But in 

many ways, they never lost their power over me. 

I started taking pictures of her when I was fifteen. I used my father’s old Canon camera. 

Gradually, in concentric circles, the subjects of my work expanded. From my mother, to my 

father and brother, to the extended family, until, in recent years, the center shifted, at least 

partially, to my husband, Eran. I no longer see my mother only as a strong person, she is no 

longer my only source of security, of power, of beauty, but I do measure my own femininity, 

my own self, as a distance from her. When she prepared me for the world, she showed me the 

world through her eyes. It was, or is, a long process. When I was twenty-two she put lipstick 

on my lips, her lipstick. This was one of many things that were both, somehow, continuity 

and separation. My own femininity, yet always drawing on hers. Oddly I still felt her lipstick 

would somehow protect me. But this closeness was also what enabled me to move away, to 

enlarge the circles of both life and work, and finally to shift much of the focus to Eran, even 

to myself. The camera was, in this sense, both a way to get close, and to break free. It was a 

testimony to independence as well as a new way to relate. A boundary, a distance, as well as 

the documentation of closeness. I could see my mother, my husband, my father, at once in a 

detached and a related way.  

In the first few years I was mostly intuitive, even impulsive, in the way I shot. After a while, 

however, I tried to turn to what I thought of then as more professional photography. I began 

shooting series of black and white pictures, my mother and myself as their subjects. They were 

structured, posed: Mother looked too ready to be in a photograph, well prepared, presenting 

herself to me. It’s not that we weren’t candid or open. We were, and we did try to recreate real 

scenes, actual situations. But something was missing. I didn’t like what came out. I stopped, took 

a break for a few months.

When I returned to photography – I was about twenty-one years old then – I took one step 

back. I stopped trying to recreate, stage, things that happened, in a controlled way. Rather, 

I tried to do what I did when I first started: shoot things as they were happening. I began to 

work in color too which is, for me, warmer, more vivid. I gave no advance warning, required no 

cooperation, shot in quantity. Snapped, developed, looked at the results, and over again. For the 

most part it was still my mother and myself, but working intensively, and instinctively, everyone 

who was intertwined in our lives – my father, my brother Pinni, Eran, my grandparents, my 

cousins – all were drawn in. The frame became flexible and hospitable. Things I had previously 
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considered marginal drifted to the center and often became themes in their own right. Ironically, 

the closer I got to the details, the more I zoomed in, the more universal the themes turned out 

to be. Moving in turned out to be moving out. Work on minute details – a mark on the skin, a 

stitch, a hair, an eye, a kiss  – carried the work beyond the boundaries of my family. 

The presence of the camera too became more familiar, more relaxed. Still, it generated, not 

just documented, situations. Not because it had a personality, but because it aroused an 

attitude. By the very fact of documenting, the image competed with its object, showed it in 

a different, yet not at all false, light. It’s like facing a mirror: when you look into it, you tighten 

your face muscles slightly, change your expression. I found myself and my family discovering 

more about ourselves, or at least, discovering nuances we couldn’t otherwise see. Sometimes, 

the photographs came before I could articulate what it was that triggered them, giving form 

to some unformed feeling. More than that, the camera sometimes dares say what I don’t dare 

think. These lines, between what I thought I saw in life, what I saw in the photographs, what I 

thought I saw in the photographs, became confusing in many ways. Like a permanent double 

take, I was not always sure if something – a mood, a sigh, a frown – captured an actual event, 

or if I was imposing on my memory a fraction the camera had caught. It often feels like I have 

two parallel sets of memory. And yet, as complicated as the relations between representation 

and life may be, I do trust the camera, and what it captured is, in many ways, real. The camera 

is, in fact, often less biased than my eyes. And since it preserves something from life – It would 

not otherwise be valuable for me – it is also a record. When I have something in a photograph, I 

feel like it is safe from time, I feel like I can also part with it. It gives me the illusion of having the 

actual past for safekeeping.

The work was never a burden for my family. As revealing as it might be, I never subscribed to 

the idea of art over life. Certainly in my relationship with them. That is not to say there are never 

any temptations. I caught myself once, when my father was ill, in bed with high temperature, 

running for the camera. I stopped. These would be too alienated. Too alienating. Both in terms 

of human relations, and in terms of art. It is the temptation of the provocative and the vulgar and 

I try to resist it. Then there is also the relationship between art and life that can’t be preserved, 

as I see it, if my photographs become too intruding. They thrive on intimacy and can’t afford 

to undermine it. I can’t show intimacy in any general way, if there is such a thing as general 

intimacy. I can only say something universal about intimacy through actual intimacy. Mine. The 

actual real relationships I have with specific people. With these people that I love. The deepest 

I can reach is within what is most familiar and close. And so I set limits. I don’t pounce on my 

mother when she’s waking up. Don’t get the camera when I have a fight with Eran. Don’t stand 

aside to document when someone is crying. 

In many ways, they not only helped me, they became part of the work to such an extent that I 

can’t consider it only as my own. It is, truly, also theirs. 
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CRISIS & PAIN
2002-2003

“Crisis” was taken during a very difficult time in my relationship with my husband Eran.

Making those photographs is what allowed me to be able to step away, to see what was going 

on, even what was about to happen. The fact that Eran let me take those pictures, in  the middle 

of these difficult situations, in a way, reconnected me to him. And at times he used my pictures 

to tell me what he couldn’t say.

I was surprised by the fact that I was taking pictures, that I needed so much to make pictures, 

that I was pushing my own limits, I wanted to do this. I wanted to look at us and at times, it was 

the only way to see. I wanted to be able to see the beauty in those painful moments, to create, 

to feel myself and who I am because everything else felt like total chaos and out of control.

I felt the need to title those images in a more specific way then I did with my work in the past, 

giving more information. Some situations became charged just by a little piece of information. 

With a few words, a documented moment was charged, making it possible to see more of what 

is in it, just by pointing out ‘this is what it is about’.

During the same period of time I had also dealt with severe back pain, and some treatments to 

try to deal with this medical problem. I made a series of twenty six self-portraits titled “Pain #1” 

through “Pain #26”, describing my pain and the different treatments I went through, I titled this 

series “Pain”. Having this pain was also one of the catalysts for the marriage crisis to happen, so 

for me these two bodies of work are connected. The physical pain and the emotional pain came 

to an end around the same time, after about two years. I learned a lot during that time. Physical 

pain strips everything down, all that is left is you. It is a very lonely process, but one where you 

learn a lot about yourself and the world around you.

The photographs I took during that time function not only as a memory but also as a reminder 

of what can crawl into life so quietly and have such a massive effect, because it was all there, in

the photographs, sometimes even before I knew it.
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ELINOR CARUCCI

 
Elinor Carucci (1971, Israel) graduated in 1995 from Bezalel Academy of Arts and Design with a 

degree in photography, and moved to New York that same year.  

Her work has been included in many solo and group exhibitions worldwide, solo shows 

include Edwynn Houk gallery, Fifty One Fine Art Gallery, James Hyman and Gagosian Gallery, 

London among others and group shows include The Museum of Modern Art New York, MoCP 

Chicago and The Photographers’ Gallery, London. 

Her photographs are included in the collections of The Museum of Modern Art New York, the 

Brooklyn Museum of Art, Houston Museum of Fine Art, among others and her work appeared 

in The New York Times Magazine, The New Yorker, Details, New York Magazine, W, Aperture, 

ARTnews and many more publications.

She was awarded the ICP Infinity Award in 2001, The Guggenheim Fellowship in 2002 and 

NYFA in 2010. Carucci has published three monographs to date, “Closer”, Chronicle Books 

2002 and “Diary of a Dancer”, SteidlMACK 2005 and “Mother”, Prestel 2013. 

Carucci currently teaches at the graduate program of photography at School of Visual Arts 

and is represented by Edwynn Houk Gallery.
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INVENTORY OF IMAGES

Apple. 2010

Breastfeeding Emmanuelle for the last time. 2005

Brother hugging his sister. 2012

Bruised mouth. 2007

Brushing hair. 2010

Cutting father’s beard off. 2012

Eden and Emmanuelle #2. 2011

Captions Size

40 x 60 cm

40 x 60 cm

40 x 60 cm

40 x 60 cm

40 x 60 cm

40 x 60 cm

40 x 60 cm

1.

2.

3.

4.

5.

6.

7.

1) MOTHER
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Eden and Emmanuelle. 2011

Eden crying. 2006

Father and daughter. 2009

Father and son. 2010Padre e figlia. 2009

Feeding Emmanuelle from a plastic bottle after I 
stopped breastfeeding. 2005

Feeling me. 2004

Fight. 2008

8.

9.

10.

11.

12.

13.

14.

40 x 60 cm

60 x 40 cm

60 x 40 cm

40 x 60 cm

40 x 60 cm

40 x 60 cm

40 x 60 cm



DATA SHEET OF THE EXHIBITION | Getting Closer, Becoming Mother: About Intimacy and Family. 1993-2012 - Elinor Carucci

Associazione culturale ONTHEMOVE | Località Vallone, 39/A/4 - Cortona, 52044 (AR)

My belly after giving birth to twins and c-section. 2004

Nursing bra. 2005

The drop. 2004

The roles. 2012

Connected. 2010

Dragging. 2010

Eden touching my nipple. 2009

15.

16.

17.

18.

19.

20.

21.

40 x 60 cm

60 x 40 cm

40 x 60 cm

40 x 60 cm

110 x 73  cm

73 x 110 cm

73 x 110 cm
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Emmanuelle and me. 2008

Holding Eden for the first time. 2004

Holding Emmanuelle. 2008

Love. 2011

Monday morning. Mother of two. 2010

Wishing Eden was in my belly again. 2011

Bath. 2006

22.

23.

24.

25.

26.

27.

28.

110 x 73 cm

73 x 110 cm

110 x 73 cm

73 x 110 cm

73 x 110 cm

110 x 73 cm

165 x 110 cm
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Induced. 2004

My empty belly. 2012

Showing my pregnancy to my parents. 2004

The first week. 2004

29.

30.

31.

32.

110 x 165 cm

110 x 165 cm

110 x 165 cm

110 x 165 cm

Captions Size2) CLOSER

Eran and I. 1997

Mother with white towel. 1995

33.

34.

110 x 165 cm

110 x 165 cm
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My mother and I. 2000

My mother’s covered belly. 1996

Nipple hair. 1996

Bite #2. 2001

Eran almost touches me. 1999

Kiss. 1998

Eran holds me in a hotel room. 2000

35.

36.

37.

38.

39.

40.

41.

40 x 60 cm

40 x 60 cm

40 x 60 cm

73 x 110 cm

110 x 73 cm

73 x 110 cm

110 x 165 cm
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Masks. 199642. 110 x 165 cm
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Captions Size3) CRISIS & PAIN

After argument. 2003

First tears over another man. 2002

Guilt. 2002

Love. In spite. 2003

Will it feel the same? 2003

And if i don’t get enough attention. 2002

43.

44.

45.

46.

47.

48.

40 x 60 cm

73 x 110 cm

73 x 110 cm

73 x 110 cm

73 x 110 cm

110 x 165 cm
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Cherry I ate by myself. 2003

Pain #9. 2003

Pain #5. 2003

Pain #8. 2003

Pain #11. 2003

Pain #12. 2003

Pain #21. 2002

49.

50.

51.

52.

53.

54.

55.

110 x 165 cm

73 x 110 cm

60 x 40 cm

40 x 60 cm

40 x 60 cm

40 x 60 cm

40 x 60 cm
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INSTALLATION VIEW
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