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Foreword



It is a great pleasure to introduce Storm, the eleventh volume in the series of Prix Pictet publications, which began with Water in 2008.

Storm as a theme resonates in all sorts of ways with the most urgent issues of our time – above all with the environmental and social consequences of the accelerating climate crisis. Among the images in this new edition you will find powerful visual statements on the most topical, often controversial, subjects of today.

Pictet founded the Prix Pictet not only to assert our own commitment to sustainability in our investment, corporate and social practices, but also to draw global attention to the threats the natural world faces. Every cycle of the Prix Pictet has included work depicting environmental as well as social and political topics, as there is an intricate relationship between nature and human struggle. The geopolitical turmoil reflected in this cycle no doubt has a profoundly negative effect on the environment and, at the same time, is at least partially driven by questions of access to natural resources.

While Pictet provides the financial support for the award, the nomination of artists is undertaken by an external panel of 350 specialists in the visual arts, and the selection process is the task of an independent jury. The firm is separated from all decisions on shortlists, winners, exhibition curation and the like. Artistic choices are left exclusively to experts, and this undoubtedly contributes to the reputation of the prize.

Over the past nearly two decades, the Prix Pictet has become the leading global photography prize for sustainability, some would say even for photography as a whole. None of this would be possible without the extraordinary role of the photographers themselves. Much of the work in this book was made over long time periods and is a testimony to their artistic vision and courage.

Nor would the Prix Pictet be a reality without its distinguished independent jury, chaired for fifteen years by the indomitable Sir David King, nor the nominators, all of whom give their services for no material reward. I must also mention the eminent members of the Advisory Board, drawn from the ranks of business, media, the arts and philanthropy, whose wise counsel over the years has been instrumental to the progress of the prize.

We thank them for their contributions, as we do the independent secretariat who manage critical aspects of the Prix Pictet with exceptional skill and aplomb.

Laurent Ramsey

On behalf of the Managing Partners, Pictet Group
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[image: The cover of the book Earth shows a photograph of people sitting at a table on a rocky shore under the large green pillars of a bridge.]
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[image: A book cover titled growth shows a photograph of densely packed, tall apartment buildings.]
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[image: The cover of a book titled power features a vibrant abstract image of green, blue, and red topographical forms.]
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[image: The cover of a book titled consumption shows a doll-like woman in a black dress leaning over a large pile of shoes and purses on a wooden floor.]
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[image: The cover of a book titled disorder shows a weathered red pole with a metal clamp placed over a surreal landscape painting.]
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[image: The cover of the book Space, featuring a photograph of a person lying in a very cramped and cluttered living area.]
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[image: An embroidered book cover titled hope depicts a young child walking in profile while balancing a large, round, magenta bundle on their head.]
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[image: A light green book cover titled human, featuring a black-and-white photograph of a young woman in a floral dress sitting and looking into a hand mirror.]
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Breaking the Rules



For a 200-year-old Swiss private banking partnership to enter the world of professional photography with a prize on sustainability must have looked presumptuous. Could private bankers and fund managers rub along with campaigning photographers who have devoted their careers to documenting the crisis of climate or the ravages of human agency on the planet?

This was 2008. Even amateurs needed an SLR or a compact digital camera to take a decent snapshot. To show others, you might print copies and send by post. Or laboriously upload them to your laptop and send by email, one by one. Today half the world has a megapixel camera in their smartphone, and half of those have an Instagram account. It trembles in your pocket, a digital Pandora’s box promising access to all the world’s thrills and ills.

We wanted to do something new. After looking at other prizes – especially those with corporate sponsors – we mostly did the opposite, breaking rules of the game in doing so.

One ‘rule’ was that since photography fell into different genres, a prize should be limited to one of documentary, photojournalism, landscape, nature, that kind of thing. But photographers had long broken free of these boundaries. Practitioners brought up in the Düsseldorf School founded by the Bechers had been exploiting the emerging possibilities of technology since the 1980s to create complex, large-scale, high-definition images that defied categorisation and pushed into the fine art market.

Yet our award had a single subject – sustainability – addressable in manifold ways. Why limit the field? Some nominators were sceptical: as curators (as many were) they specialised by genre. The first shortlist exhibition, at the cavernous Art Deco Palais de Tokyo in Paris, put doubters to rest. The range and depth of photographic approaches to our first theme, Water, opened the eyes of a wide audience.

Another rule concerned juries. The temptation is to pack the jury with curators, photographers and the like: a recipe for discord, deadlock and political manoeuvring. We wanted an independent jury – no Pictet representatives, just one or two curators, the previous laureate and leading exponents in complementary fields. We’ve had film directors, architects, academics and journalists from diverse cultures. Our jury members respect each other for their own disciplines, and their shortlist choices are often surprising.

A third tendency is for prizes to add complexity as they evolve. The law of entropy tells us that any system becomes more complex without action to resist or simplify. So lifetime achievement awards, best young photographer prizes and other such accolades are rejected. It keeps minds focused on one big prize.

We haven’t got everything right. But after seventeen years and eleven cycles, in a world awash with the image, the Prix Pictet’s extensive worldwide audience still grows year by year. And for messages about what is perhaps humanity’s most daunting challenge, that is surely a great thing.

Stephen Barber

Chair, Prix Pictet








The Edge of Disaster sir david king




In many ways our planet is a more dangerous place to live than ever before. We have of course been storing up trouble for many decades. Now we are harvesting the consequences.

Everywhere the impacts of the climate catastrophe abound. Economies around the world are suffering huge losses due to storms that didn’t exist twenty years ago. We have already lost 200,000 species from the planet with untold consequences for the ecosystem.

Temperatures are 1.75°C above the preindustrial average. Last year’s minimum global temperature was the highest in 120,000 years, and while world leaders continue to insist that limiting global temperature rises to 1.5°C is achievable, it’s clear that something fundamental is broken and that we are living in a post-climate change world.

Our times are riddled with risk for us all no matter where we live.

Fires, floods, heat and drought are killing and injuring people and destroying both infrastructure and precious ecosystems. Already, parts of our planet are unliveable, and all the indications are that more will follow. The economic, social and political impacts of these changes are immense. As life in the desert regions becomes increasingly compromised, people are driven from their homes by drought and devastation. The psychological impact on the climate refugees living in these displaced communities is difficult to quantify.

The world’s wealthiest countries are not immune. Extreme heat has had a devastating impact on tourism, and the apocalyptic wildfires that engulfed parts of Hollywood earlier this year resulted in an estimated loss of $150 billion in infrastructure damage. Astronomical rises in insurance premiums have priced all but the mega-rich out of some areas.

In every part of the world, agricultural disasters born of extreme drought and flooding are increasing at an alarming rate. Frequently entire harvests are lost – a local financial disaster for individual farmers that fuels food-price inflation, which in Britain alone rose to almost 20% in 2023.

We can of course take steps to redress the situation. We can repair and refreeze, remove greenhouse gas – China, for example, installed more solar capacity last year than the whole of existing EU capacity – and increase our use of renewables. Kenya, for example, already draws 81% of its electricity from renewable sources.

We need to find ways of living with the perpetual expectation of disaster.

This much is possible. As Bangladesh has shown, there are steps we can take to prepare for the worst. Death rates in the Bay of Bengal have plummeted even though cyclones have dramatically increased in number and severity.

Yet the fact remains we are building a new world on the shakiest of foundations.

There really could not have been a more timely moment for the Prix Pictet to invite nominations on the theme of Storm.


Already parts of our planet are unliveable, and all the indications are that more will follow

Rarely has the jury reviewed so many nominations of such outstanding artistic merit. Arriving at a shortlist of twelve was a considerable challenge. There were many portfolios that could easily have made the list, but in the end, we selected a group of artists who have responded to the problems posed by the various storms we all face with skill and ingenuity.

The stories they present fall into three broad categories: the natural world, man’s inhumanity towards man and climate impacts – each of them riven with an impending sense of disaster.

Marina Caneve’s Are They Rocks or Clouds? envisages a future catastrophe, a repeat of the floods and landslides that devastated the Dolomites in northern Italy in 1966. Tom Fecht's Luciferines draws beauty from the plight of cold-water plankton endangered by rising ocean temperatures, whose bioluminescence occurs when millions of them are exposed to oxygen on the turbulent surface of the sea. Roberto Huarcaya's Amazograma is a spectacular rendering of the wild brilliance of an Amazonian lightning storm – the moment when ‘nature took over’. This sense of nature as a wilfully independent character also pervades the work of Camille Seaman and Hannah Modigh. Seaman presents the awesome beauty of a supercell thunderstorm capable of producing grapefruit-sized hail, spectacular tornadoes and clouds that block out the daylight, creating an ominous space beneath. Uncertainty, fear and anger lie beneath the deceptively calm surface in Hannah Modigh’s images of domestic lives in Louisiana led on the cusp of the storm.

Tales of conflict and climate catastrophe march hand in hand through the shortlist. Starting with a historical outrage: Takashi Arai methodically circles monuments and sites related to the nuclear history of Japan, the United States and the Marshall Islands, capturing hundreds of six-by-six-centimetre daguerreotypes to produce a series of what he calls micro-monuments. Yet – as Balazs Gardi, Belal Khaled and Laetitia Vançon show – we have failed to heed history’s warnings about the hideous impacts of conflict. Gardi chronicles the post-election attack on the United States Capitol Building on 6 January 2021, while Khaled’s Hands Tell Stories began while he was living in a tent outside the morgue at Nasser Hospital, Gaza, after his house was destroyed. He documents hands that, through their scars, their stillness, their grip on life, tell stories no voice could carry. Vançon’s series is a personal tribute to the resilience and quiet defiance she encountered in Odesa, Ukraine, a city of both strategic and symbolic importance.

The final group of artists focuses on the rising of the waters. Alfredo Jaar’s The End documents the Great Salt Lake, Utah, which is being destroyed by excessive water extraction and has become what scientists have described as an ‘environmental nuclear bomb’. Created in a flooded basement, Baudouin Mouanda’s series recreates the 2020 lockdown floods in Congo-Brazzaville through a series of portraits of those who experienced them ... and finally, Patrizia Zelano’s theme is books – specifically the encyclopaedias, scientific treatises and literary texts she saved from the waters during one of Venice’s highest-ever recorded tides in 2019.

As Mariana Mazzucato writes in her perceptive essay (pages 12–15), ‘the cost of inaction could not be greater’. Time and again, the brave and brilliant work of the outstanding artists on our shortlist reminds us that such a cost is indeed something we can ill afford. ▪



[image: A wildfire sends large orange flames and thick smoke up the trunks of tall forest trees.]


james balog

Flame Front #9, 2015Series: Travels on a Burning Planet, 2007–22





sir david king is Founder and Former Chair of the Centre for Climate Repair at the University of Cambridge, and Founder and Chair of the Climate Crisis Advisory Group. He was born in South Africa in 1939, and educated at St John’s College, Johannesburg, and the University of the Witwatersrand. From 2013 to 2017, he was the UK Foreign Secretary’s Special Representative for Climate Change. He was formerly Director of the Smith School of Enterprise and the Environment at the University of Oxford. From 2000 to 2007, he was the UK Government’s Chief Scientific Adviser and Head of the Government Office for Science. He is a physical chemist who has published more than 500 scientific papers and has received numerous prizes, fellowships and honorary degrees. He was knighted in 2003 and made Officier de l'Ordre national de la Légion d'honneur in France in 2009. He has served as Chair of the Prix Pictet Jury since 2011.










Photography, Humanity, Indecency michael benson




In conversation with Sir Don McCullin, the supreme war photographer, still haunted by the horrors he has documented

The war children play in the skeleton frames of bombed-out cities. Running through broken streets, weaving their way through a maze of tottering buildings. So it is for the children of Kyiv, Aleppo and Gaza, and so it was for the young Sir Don McCullin: ‘I was surrounded by bombsites as a child, they became my playground. When the war ended, I was ten.’

But for McCullin, the detritus of war was only part of it. He readily admits to being fascinated by the storm itself: ‘Me and the boys, we’d make homemade weapons and take a tuppenny bus ride to Hampstead Heath and re-enact jungle battles. Little did I know I would end up covering so much conflict.’

McCullin grew up an undiagnosed dyslexic – common among artists, who tend to express themselves better in images than words – in a home he describes as a ‘damp two-bedroom dump’. There were no books and the threat of violence was constant. He took terrible beatings from sadistic Dickensian schoolmasters who dismissed him as a hopeless failure. ‘I think my interest in human suffering comes from the time I grew up in. It was a life of deprivation, of people not having what they needed,’ he says. He took refuge in the images he discovered in the pages of Everybody’s Magazine and Picture Post on painful trips to the barbers: ‘Children were a bloody nuisance and they really ran those clippers up the back of your head without any consideration.’

But ...

‘They had some great photographers in those magazines and that’s where my sense of pictures comes from ... this environment gave me my very best start because when I got to the places where other people’s lives were the same as my own, I was prepared, I knew the smell of poverty, I knew violence and fear of violence.’


[image: A black and white photograph shows seven men in suits posing within the exposed, skeletal frame of a dilapidated building.]


sir don mccullin

The Guvnors, Finsbury Park, London, 1958





As a teenager, he hung out with a group of schoolmates, the notorious Finsbury Park Gang, whose tendency towards intimidation and acts of casual violence slowly descended into something darker. ‘Murder, they committed murder, they committed armed robbery, housebreaking was a regular conversation,’ he says. ‘I had to get away from those people, otherwise I would have wound up in prison ... and photography – which I believe to this day chose me – gave me my chance.’

With the help of his mother, he retrieved his camera from the pawnshop – where he had traded it for cash to buy a 500cc Norton Commando motorbike – and made The Guvnors, Finsbury Park. He took the pictures to The Observer, who asked him to do more: ‘And so, my love affair with photography began.’

Largely self-taught, McCullin readily acknowledges a debt to such luminaries as Bill Brandt, Edward Steichen and Alfred Stieglitz. He’s a great technician who will often work long hours in the darkroom until the image, complete with his trademark tones – deep blacks and glistening greys – is just right. As he modestly puts it:



[image: A person sits on the ground holding a blank sign, facing a line of police officers in a black and white image.]


sir don mccullin

Protestor, Cuban Missile Crisis, Whitehall, London, 1962





‘I'm a kind of devoted, struggling darkroom technician. I have no interest in the technical side of photography. I use a camera the way I use a toothbrush. All I'm interested in is the visual outcome. And I'm lucky enough to have these hungry eyes always searching out beauty and composition. When I have the chance to photograph, bang, it comes to me immediately ... automatically. Using black-and-white photography as a very powerful medium, coupled with the fact I develop my own work, gave me what I needed. ... You can't imagine the worry I put myself through. ... I go in my darkroom and I won't leave until I've got the essence of the very best print I can produce. ... My aim is always to hit you with one of my photographs, you can’t just walk by without paying attention.’

McCullin’s language is the language of art. His prints have a harmony and balance that many have compared favourably to the work of Ansel Adams, and his timing, even under the most appalling pressure, is spot on.

There is a well-known image of a protester in London during the Cuban Missile Crisis, sitting, placard raised against a wall of policemen, that nicely illustrates this exquisite timing:

‘It was so obvious you didn't have to worry about composition. You had the police, you had the man, you pressed the button. ... Photography is one of the quickest things in the world. You're dealing in a twenty-fifth of a second or a fiftieth of a second, or a 125th or a 250th. So, you are up against time. ... You have to do it. In the moment.’


I use a camera the way I use a toothbrush. All I'm interested in is the visual outcome

To be able do this while witnessing man’s inhumanity towards man is McCullin’s great skill. Tales of his calmness under fire are legion.

His first assignment for The Observer was to cover the civil war in Cyprus in 1964.

‘All the journalists had been taken up in a military helicopter. I instead got in a car and drove to Limassol and accidentally drove into an active warzone. I was immediately arrested by the Turkish police for my safety. They transported me back to spend a night in the cells. When I woke up, a bullet hit one of the bars, and I thought, “You’re in business” and then I set about photographing all types of mayhem. I was so overwhelmed by what I was seeing I couldn’t relax, and this was sort of my baptism of war. I knew this was for me. I wanted to inherit the Robert Capa crown – there was conceit and arrogance in me then.’
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