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Travel doesn’t merely broaden the mind. It makes the mind.
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Twenty years from now you will be more disappointed by the
things you didn’t do than by the things you did do. So throw off the
bowlines. Sail away from the harbor. Catch the trade winds in your
sails. Explore. Dream. Discover.
Attribuited to Mark Twain

PREFACE

This new photographic book is devoted to Patagonia and the Tierra del Fuego. Unlike my previous books – Deserts,
China 1985, Nature and Man, Andean Highlands – which were for the most part a search for aesthetic themes found
in images, lines, colours, textiles, people and so on, this time I have chosen to follow a chronological progression. In
effect, this is a photographic account of two journeys into the most remote extremes of South America in order to give
some idea of the multi-faceted beauty of these places.
So as not to appear like an illustrated guide, I have prioritised the most important images with no text. However, I
would like to describe here the routes we followed in our trips in 2016 and 2017. At the end of the book you will find
an index that provides more details about the places we visited.
As with almost all our journeys to date, over many years, we preferred to travel on the ground. It gives us a better
appreciation of the regions and the gradual yet continuous changes as we progress. So there have been no internal
flights. Given the challenges of the territory, we have taken to the water at times, by sea or on lakes, and we did take
one flight, around the Beagle Channel.
Our first trip in February 2016 [Map 1] began with a superb flight, in cloudless skies, from Buenos Aires to El Calafate
and the first photographs of Patagonia came while approaching El Calafate. Having rented a car we travelled north,
skirting the shores of Lake Argentino with its marvellous colours, to spend two nights at the Estancia La Estela, a
magical overlooking of Lake Viedma, with the Cerro Torre mountain range and Mount Fitz Roy in the background.
Sunrise and sunset was amazing each day. The lakes in Patagonia have a very particular colour, largely derived from
the glaciers that feed them; then the sun, clouds, wind and crystal clear light complete the magic. We followed the
shoreline of Lake Viedma to El Chalten in the Los Glaciares Northern National Park [Photo 1], which encompasses
the Cerro Torre and Mount Fitz Roy (which is also called Cerro Chalten; Chalten comes from a Tehuelche word
meaning ‘smoking mountain’). The Mountain was renamed Mount Fitz Roy in honour of Robert FitzRoy, captain
of the HMS Beagle that, in 1834, sailed up the Santa Cruz River and the length of the Patagonian coastline in the
company of Charles Darwin. The Cerro Torre and Mount Fitz Roy are almost mythical mountains that have attracted
mountaineers from all over the world, with Italians in the vanguard [Photo 2]. The stunning panoramic views are
enriched by the gliding black Andean condors, with their characteristic white ruff. Overall these are the largest living
birds, even if some albatrosses and pelicans can achieve a slightly greater wingspan.
Then we returned to Lake Viedma, where sailing from Tunel Bay allowed us to observe the beautiful Viedma Glacier
from close quarters. The lake is fed by the calving of the glacier and is green and milky because of the minerals that
the glacier carries. There were several icebergs of varied colours – black and blue ones, and even transparent ones – and
strong winds. We went very close to the mouth of the glacier.
We returned to El Calafate as a base camp for our visit to the Los Glaciares Southern National Park, which encompasses
the extraordinary Perito Moreno Glacier – named in honour of the explorer Francisco Moreno who was nicknamed
Perito, the Expert – opposite the Magallanes peninsula; the glacier melts into Brazo Rico, the southern extension of
Lake Argentino. This is a sight that has been photographed and filmed times without number and yet to see Perito
Moreno (more than once – we in fact went back there again during this same trip) up close and ‘in the flesh’ is truly
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unforgettable, both visually and aurally, because of the sound of the glacier’s inexorable motion and the noise of its
calving, crashing into the lake. Today, unlike the past (and here I bring to mind the writings of Walter Bonatti), Perito
Moreno is easily reached by car and explored on foot. And you can get incredibly close by boat. The other side of the
glacier is even visible from a convenient walkway with several observation points. The sight is fascinating and it was
difficult to leave… The road back to El Calafate hugs the shoreline of Brazo Rico and Lake Argentino, between the
beauty of the lake and the snow-capped mountains.
From El Calafate we headed south, sticking to the legendary National Route 40 (Ruta 40, RN 40). From Esperanza
we turned west towards the Chilean border. We were completely alone on a dirt track in most beautiful countryside,
amongst mountains and flowers, with peaks and glaciers in the distance, with not a soul in sight. Crossing the border
between Argentina and Chile is both demanding and fascinating. We entered Chile to reach the equally legendary
Torres del Paine National Park from Cerro Castillo. We spent two nights in the park, within sight of the three famous
granite towers. The grandeur of Paine did not disappoint our expectations. Majestic views, mountains, lakes, glaciers,
rivers, animals – especially guanacos, flamingos, condors, etc. – frequent brisk squalls when we could hardly stand. We
visited whatever we could access. We could not go onto Lake Grey to admire the eponymous glacier because of the
bad weather, but we shall return…
We slipped back into Argentina and rejoined RN 40 travelling north. The goal was Cueva de las Manos, a Unesco
World Heritage site, which is not far from the small town of Perito Moreno. But our first goal for the night was
Estancia La Leona, between Lake Argentino and Lake Viedma [Map 2]. The Estancia is a historic roadhouse built in
1894, with its own small museum. It has been named as a site of Historical and Cultural Heritage in the Province of
Santa Cruz and there are photographs of Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid who stayed for several months in 1905,
after robbing the Banco Londres y Tarapacá in Rio Gallegos and en route to Chile [Photos 3-4]. And the museum
had photographs of Father Alberto De Agostini (who stayed at the Estancia several times and after whom a large
Chilean National Park is named) and of several Italian mountaineers, among them Cesare Maestri, Glauco Mauri and
Casimiro Ferrari [Photo 5].
We continued north on the RN 40, which was at times only a dirt track, for almost 400 kilometres (250 miles) until
we reached the junction for Cueva de las Manos in Bajo Caracoles. The cave is a vast cavern in a beautiful canyon,
more than 150 km long, in the valley of the Pinturas River that can be reached by a 44 km unmade track from the
main road. Such a unique place is well worth the lengthy detour. The place is famous for rock carvings and paintings
representing an enormous number of hands belonging to the indigenous Patagonian people, dating back 9,300 to
13,000 years. Almost all of the images are stencil prints of left hands of varying sizes that have been sprayed with a
colour applied using the right hand.
From the cave we continued to travel north, through a lunar landscape and red earth, towards the small town of Perito
Moreno and, from there, towards east on RN 43 along the valley of the Deseado River. We made our way past Las
Heras and Pico Truncado, an area where oil is drilled. From Fitz Roy we took RN 281 to reach Puerto Deseado on
the Atlantic Coast, a small town with a thriving trawler fleet and fishing port. The area along the coast is beautiful and
easily travelled along a dirt track, with small promontories jutting out into the ocean, long beaches, small islands and
a vast population of birds.
From there we turned south along RN 3, for a monotonous journey towards Puerto San Julián. This is the first point
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