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Dear Guest,
over the past year Naples International Airport has once again handled an
increasingly large number of passengers - mostly international tourists who
chose the beauties of Campania as their travel destination.
In line with its passenger-centred approach, GE.S.A.C. – Naples Airport
Management Company – has made the airport a functional and comfortable
place to be, in order to provide an enjoyable travel experience to all its users.
We aim at being a virtuous airport management model recognized by the
community as an asset and a driver of socio-economic development. In
keeping with this commitment, we have adopted corporate policies aimed at
managing airport activities in an ethical, responsible and efficient way, while
providing a positive impact on the territory.
Our achievements published in this Service Charter make us proud, as
we focus our attention on issues such as quality, environment, safety and
security, protection of the territory and valorisation of persons above and
beyond the legal and statutory requirements.
The 2019 edition of our Service Charter features a selection of tales chosen
from the book Airport Tales, the result of a literary competition open to
passengers and airport users.
The airport is depicted as the starting or ending point of a trip, a place where
stories and adventures take place, an imaginary place par excellence where
people, lives and souls meet, come close and get intertwined. You can get
a taste of this through the three tales we’ve chosen for you from the book
Airport Tales.

We wish you an enjoyable read
and a pleasant journey!
GE.S.A.C. S.p.A. Quality Management Team
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AIRPORT MANAGEMENT ACTIVITIES
The main tasks of an airport manager include: the design, maintenance
and development of airport infrastructures; the planning, coordination and
development of commercial activities; the airport security; the customer service
and the operational management of the airport

NAPLES AIRPORT TRAFFIC DATA

In 2018 Naples Airport served a network of

99 DESTINATIONS

The shareholding structure of GE.S.A.C. - Gestione Servizi Aeroporti Campani S.p.A., is the following:
• 2i Sistema Aeroportuale Campano S.p.A. 87.0%
• Metropolitan City of Naples
12.5%
• Municipality of Naples
0.5%
The majority shareholder, 2i Aeroporti SpA, in accordance with art. 2497-bis
of the Italian Civil Code, performs management and coordination activities
over GE.S.A.C. Spa. 2i Aeroporti SpA is 51% owned by F2i – Italian Funds for
Infrastructures, and 49% by a consortium comprising Ardian (a private equity
company) and Crédit Agricole Assurances (a leading European insurance
company).
2i Aeroporti Spa also holds shares in other Italian airports, including Milan,
Turin, Bologna and Alghero.

INCLUDING 84 INTERNATIONAL DESTINATIONS
AND 6 NEW ROUTES
In 2018 a new record number of passengers was registered, amounting to
9,932,029 with a +15.8% growth compared to 2017, distributed as follows:
35% domestic traffic and 65% international traffic, which confirms the Airport’s
international vocation.
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SUSTAINABILITY AND OPERATIONAL EXCELLENCE
Airport sustainability, environmental protection and the attention given to the
territory, together with quality of services and safety and security, are top
priorities for GE.S.A.C, which uses an Integrated System for the Management of
Quality, Safety and Security, Environment, and Energy.
Naples Airport closed 2018 with an important
accomplishment in terms of environmental sustainability:
in December it achieved the Neutrality level - the highest
level in the International certification programme Airport
Carbon Accreditation, which certifies it as a CO2-neutral
airport. Since 2012 we have reduced our carbon dioxide
emissions by more than 20% in absolute terms. Our goal is to cut emissions by
a further 10% by next year.

QUALITY, SAFETY, ENVIRONMENT
AND ENERGY POLICIES
The attainment of levels of excellence in the airport
management is the ultimate goal of all our efforts, and
ensures that any need or expectation of passengers and
airport users is totally met, and their safety guaranteed.
This is achieved through an eco-friendly approach, and the
compliance with all the laws and regulations governing our
sector.
Our commitment is aimed at a continuous improvement, by:
• providing top quality services, aimed at meeting and even
surpassing passengers’ expectations, as they are the focus
of our activities;
• guaranteeing maximum safety levels in all the airport
processes, reducing accidents and safeguarding the health
and safety of passengers and all airport users;
• a sustainable development integrated in the territory,
involving energy saving and reduction of GHG emissions as
well as minimizing the impact of airport activities on the
environment;
• an effective and efficient management ensuring
profitability for shareholders and generating value for the
territory;
• maintaining effective relationships, marked by a shared
approach in the modus operandi with Airport authorities
and operators, airlines, suppliers as well as with the
neighbouring communities.
Our Management System is inspired by these principles.
It is based on our vision and our mission, as well as on
our innovation, accountability and essentiality values, and
complies with the best International Standards for the
management of quality, safety, environment and energy.
We are all required to operate according to this Policy, to
commit ourselves to implement it in our daily practice, being
always on the lookout for improvement opportunities.
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MAP OF THE TERMINAL
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QUALITY OF SERVICE
Excellence in the quality of services is a top priority for Naples Airport. GE.S.A.C.
operates according to a Total Quality Management approach, striving to
continually improve its services. GE.S.A.C.’s Vision and its Mission define the
reference framework for the quality management system. Our Management
System is certified according to ISO 9001:2015.
The quality of the services provided is constantly monitored through a series of
systems, including:

THE QUALITY OF SERVICE MONITOR (QSM)
Since 1997 Naples International Airport has adopted a passenger satisfaction
monitoring system, called QSM, building on the know-how of the then majority
shareholder BAA (world leader in airport management). The Quality of Service
Monitor, based on daily interviews made to a statistically relevant number of
passengers, is a tool used to monitor passengers’ perception of the quality
of airport services, identified through 75 indicators. Based on face-to-face
interviews to passengers, it uses a rating scale with 5 levels of satisfaction:
1 = very poor, 2 = poor, 3 = fair, 4 = good, 5 = excellent.
The surveys cover all airport services, provided either by the Management
Company or by other airport operators and they are carried out by a specialised
independent company.

THE QUALITY CONTROL SYSTEM (QCS)
The Quality Control System, based on objective measurements of specific
indicators, consists in monitoring the actual quality of the services provided
by the various airport operators. The QCS includes the monitoring of critical
waiting times, carried out on statistically relevant samples. The QSM and the
QCS, together with the complaints and the Quality Management System tools,
are the source of the data published in the tables below.
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OUR VISION
To become the main gateway to the South of Italy from the rest of the world
and an important driver for the development of the transport and tourism
industries, and for the economy of the territory as a whole

OUR MISSION
To facilitate and improve passengers’ experience through the engagement
and the passion of our human resources with a view to achieving
excellence in the Italian airport industry

The following Authorities and Handling Companies operate at Naples Airport:

NATIONAL AUTHORITIES
–
–
–
–

–
–

E.N.A.C. the Italian Civil Aviation Authority (Campania Airport Directorate),
governs and oversees airport activities.
ENAV Ente Nazionale per l’Assistenza al Volo – is the Italian air traffic
control service provider.
The State Police perform border control activities and ensure that public
order and security are maintained
The Customs is responsible for safeguarding the State’s rights by
controlling the flow of items and goods in and out of the Country, also when
carried by passengers.
Guardia di Finanza perform several institutional tasks, including customs
supervision and law enforcement activities against illicit trafficking.
Carabinieri, Forestry Corps, Municipal Police, Airport and Veterinary
Health Unit, ASL Napoli 1, Fire Service.

HANDLING COMPANIES
At Naples Airport the ground handling of passengers, cargo, mail, luggage
and aircrafts is performed by the following companies:
- Aviation Services
- GH Napoli

11
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QUALITY INDICATORS

THE AIRPORT IN FIGURES
data referring to 2018
passengers
movements (takeoff and landing)
cargo + mail
aircraft parking stands
check-in counters
scheduled airlines

INDICATOR

9,932,029
78,931
11,691 tons
32 (2 are overlapping)
61
38

UNIT OF MEASUREMENT

PERFORMANCE TARGET
2018
2019

TRAVEL SECURITY
Overall perception of security screening of
passengers and their carry-on luggage

% of satisfied passengers

98.3

98

% of satisfied passengers

99.1

99

SAFETY OF PERSONS AND PROPERTIES
Overall perception of the level of safety for
persons and properties at the airport

REGULARITY AND PUNCTUALITY OF SERVICE
Overall punctuality of flights

% of on-time flights out of the
total number of departing flights

78.57

78

Total bags mishandled on departure (not
delivered on the baggage carousel at destination
airport) falling under the terminal’s remit

No. of bags not delivered
at destination airport /
1.000 departing passengers

0.64

0.6

Waiting time prior to delivery of the first baggage
since the aircraft block-on

Time in minutes calculated
from the aircraft block-on
to the delivery of the first
baggage in 90% of cases

25:26

24

3. email us at feedback@gesac.it

Waiting time prior to delivery of the last baggage
since the aircraft block-on

Time in minutes calculated
from the aircraft block-on
to the delivery of the last
baggage in 90% of cases

31

31

DATA PROTECTION

Waiting time on board prior to disembarking
the first passenger

Waiting time in minutes since
block-on in 90% of cases

6

5

Overall perception of regularity and
punctuality of services provided at the airport

% of satisfied passengers

99.9

99

Perception of hygiene level and
working order of toilet facilities

% of satisfied passengers

94.7

95

Perception of the cleanliness level
in the terminal

% of satisfied passengers

99.1

99

Perception of the availability of
baggage trolleys

% of satisfied passengers

93

95

Perception of the efficiency of
Passengers transfer systems (escalators,
elevators, people movers, etc.)

% of satisfied passengers

99.6

99

Perception of the efficiency of air
conditioning systems

% of satisfied passengers

97.9

98

Perception of the overall level of comfort
experienced in the terminal

% of satisfied passengers

95.2

95

PASSENGER’S RIGHTS
Passengers willing to inform GE.S.A.C. about any disruption or any damage they
suffered have the following options:
1. Complete the Report form attached to this Service Charter
2. Complete the online form at:
www.aeroportodinapoli.it/info-and-services/complaints-and-suggestions

Naples International Airport combines the quality and efficiency of services with
the protection of privacy, in compliance with the Italian Data Protection Code
(art. 13 of lgs. decree 196/2003) and with the European Regulation 2016/679
(GDPR).
For any information or request about the exercise of your rights go to:
www.aeroportodinapoli.it
or email our Data Protection Office at privacy@gesac.it

CLEANLINESS AND HYGIENE

COMFORTABLE AIRPORT EXPERIENCE

View and download our service guide on:
www.aeroportodinapoli.it

12
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INDICATOR

UNIT OF MEASUREMENT

PERFORMACE
2018

TARGET
2019

ADDITIONAL SERVICES

INDICATOR

UNIT OF MEASUREMENT

PERFORMACE
2018

TARGET
2019

FRONT-LINE AND CHECKPOINT SERVICES

Perception of wi-fi connectivity at the airport

% of satisfied passengers

94.3

95

Perception of ticketing service

% of satisfied passengers

90.3

92

Perception of availability of cellphone/laptop
charging stations in communal area, if any

% of satisfied passengers

87.8

90

Waiting time at check-in

Waiting time in minutes in
90% of recorded cases

16:18

16

Matching opening hours of the airport and
its coffee shops

% of incoming/outgoing
passenger flights matching
with the opening hours of
Coffee shops in relevant areas

100

100

Perception of waiting time at check in

% of satisfied passengers

92.4

95

Waiting time at security checkpoint

Waiting time in minutes in
90% of recorded cases

6:26

7

Perception of adequacy of smoking lounges,
if any

% of satisfied passengers

58.1

80

Perception of waiting time at passport control
checkpoint

% of satisfied passengers

92.2

90

Perception of the availability of free drinking
water dispensers, if any

% of satisfied passengers

100

95

% of satisfied passengers

95.7

93

Perception of the availability /quality/prices of
shops and newspaper stands

% of satisfied passengers

96

97

Perception of clarity, comprehensibility
and efficacy of external signage

% of satisfied passengers

84.8

85

Perception of the availability /quality/prices of
coffee shops and restaurants

% of satisfied passengers

93

95

Perception of adequacy of airport/city centre
connections

Perception of the availability of stocked-up
snack and drink vending machines, if any

% of satisfied passengers

92.5

93

Updated and user-friendly website

% of satisfied passengers

92.7

95

Perception of efficacy of operating info points

% of satisfied passengers

98.8

99

Perception of clarity, comprehensibility and
efficacy of internal signage

% of satisfied passengers

99.2

99

Perception of staff professionalism
(infopoint, security)

% of satisfied passengers

98.4

99

Overall perception of the efficacy and
accessibility of customer information
services (screens, announcements, internal
signage, etc.)

% of satisfied passengers

98.1

98.6

MODAL INTEGRATION

CUSTOMER INFORMATION
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SERVICES FOR PASSENGERS WITH REDUCED MOBILITY
INDICATOR

UNIT OF MEASUREMENT

PERFORMANCE TARGET
2018
2019

REGULARITY AND PUNCTUALITY OF SERVICE
For pre-notified departing PRMs:
Waiting time before receiving assistance, at
one of the designated points in the airport,
if pre-notified

Waiting time in minutes in
90% of cases

5

5

For not pre-notified departing PRMs:
Waiting time before receiving assistance, at
one of the designated points in the airport,
after notifying one’s presence

Waiting time in minutes in
90% of cases

5

5

For pre-notified arriving PRMs:
Waiting time on board before disembarking
PRMs, after disembarkation of the last passenger

Waiting time in minutes in
90% of cases

7

5

For not pre-notified arriving PRMs:
Waiting time before receiving assistance,
at the gate point/on the aircraft, after
disembarkation of the last passenger

Waiting time in minutes in
90% of cases

4:22

6

Perception of the state and functionality of the
available equipment

% of satisfied PRM passengers

94.2

98

Perception of the adequacy of staff training

% of satisfied PRM passengers

98.3

100

Accessibility: quantity of essential information
accessible for people with visual, hearing and
motor impairment, compared with the total
amount of essential information

% of accessible essential
information out of the total
amount of essential information

100

100

Completeness: quantity of information and
instructions on provided services available in
accessible format, compared with the total
amount

% of information/instructions
on services in accessible
format out of the total amount
of information/instructions

100

100

Perception of efficacy and accessibility of
information, communications and internal
airport signage

% of satisfied PRM passengers

95.7

100

Number of responses provided in due time
compared with the total number of information
requests received

% of responses provided in
due time out of the total
number of requests

100

100

Number of complaints compared with the
total PRM traffic

% of complaints compared
with the total PRM traffic

0.02

0.02

INDICATOR

UNIT OF MEASUREMENT

PERFORMANCE TARGET
2018
2019

COMFORT AT THE AIRPORT
Perception of the efficacy of the assistance
provided to PRMs

% of satisfied PRM passengers

99.1

100

Perception of the level of accessibility and
usability of airport infrastructures: Parking areas,
intercoms to call for assistance, dedicated rooms,
toilet facilities, etc.

% of satisfied PRM passengers

96.1

97

Perception of dedicated spaces for PRMs
(e.g. Sala Amica)

% of satisfied PRM passengers

96.3

98

Perception of personnel courtesy
(infopoint, security, special assistance
dedicated staff)

% of satisfied PRM passengers

98.3

100

Perception of professionalism of personnel
dedicated to special assistance for PRMs

% of satisfied PRM passengers

98.3

100

RELATIONAL AND BEHAVIOURAL ASPECTS

PERSONAL SAFETY

INFORMATION AT THE AIRPORT

COMMUNICATION WITH PASSENGERS
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AIRPORT
TALES

The tales are taken from the book AIRPORT TALES published by Homo Scrivens

AIRPORT TALES

[ UN’ATTESA] by Eliana Arpaia
It’s nice to wait.
I sit on the faux leather sofa, and I cross my legs. It takes some effort, since I’m
not as young as I used to. I have to breathe deeply, and to curse a little, but then
I finally manage to sit against the seatback, the way I like it.
Whoever’s going to pass through will see me waiting the whole day, so I have to
look my best.
I close my eyes.
People, and that’s something I’ve learned in my time here, have strange ideas
about pauses, about breaks. They sense waiting as an interruption of life, a
useless time they’re ensnared in, bound to. They feel trapped, forced between
wefts of threads they cannot shrug off until someone else rips them off the poor
body struggling underneath.
There they are, these desperate souls, with their tired eyes gliding between the
clock on their left wrist and the smartphone in their right hand.
I don’t want to say it, but they almost seem like they’re being consumed each
moment more. But, yes, I will say it: they’re getting old, like the time passing
between the look at the clock hands and the time what they’re waiting for will
finally happen, is ripping off all of their youthfulness, all of their life. What a
bunch of idiots.
I sigh, moving a hand inside of the pocket of my grey coat. A curse manages to
escape from my lips: I’ve forgotten my pipe.
I’ll have to be content with my cigarettes, which upsets me quite a bit: they
smell, they’re not elegant at all, and they attract too much attention. And
the idea of moving, towards the terminal centre where they’ve just opened a
smoking lounge, is just terrible, for me and my arthritis both.
No, it’s decided: I won’t smoke at all today.
Let’s be clear: it’s not something I do to kill time. Actually, time almost killed me,
once, some time ago…
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I uncross my legs, and I open my eyes again.
A screen tells me all about destinations and times of trips I won’t take. A trolley
comes to a stop after a long way on its rickety wheels; women in uniform look
on couples of hugging people with sceptical frowns.
“They’ll break up anyway” they say through their gritted teeth.
I smile. Yes, it’s really nice to wait.
The first time I saw her coming out of the plane, I was giddy.
I wanted to ask her to marry me, right in the place I was sure was going to mean
everything to us.
We had met in Capri.
She was visiting an island way too beautiful, I was living in an island way too
cramped.
There’s nothing new, nothing interesting, in this story, I know. It’s just one of
those old-fashioned love stories in which two young people fall in love, without
even knowing the same language; one of those love stories you watch on a
screen in black and white, thinking between a dialogue and the next: “These
things happen only in movies”.
And it happened, in my movie.
With the only difference that the ending credits started scrolling past a little bit
too early.
With the effort only an old man like me can truly understand, I stand up and I fix
my hat.
There’s not a single thing that’s not old-fashioned, in me, I know that: I even
have a walking stick that matches up with my tweed suit! I’m exactly one of
those nice old men that smiling ladies call ‘distinguished’; the most audacious
ones, ignoring the ring, walk by shamelessly, but then they leave angry and
disappointed.
I walk a little, unsure.
I can very well be distinguished, but I’m still quite old.
I move in the waiting room a bit earlier than usual, since I’m already hungry.
A group of youngsters, students I guess, are pressed near the conveyor belts,
feverishly hoping their luggage doesn’t exceed the maximum weight allowed.
I like to watch them while the escalator helps me to the first floor: I raise up,
seeing less and less of them, but they stay there, not caring a little bit about the
gaze of a stupid old man.
I mean, this is the way youth works, isn’t it?
I’m at the first floor, near the boarding area.
Natalia is behind the desk. It’s her turn today. She smiles at me, like she always
does, while I sit at the glass table, built around a tree.
The good-looking waitress comes to me, asks the same questions she always
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does, even though there’s really no need to. She assures me that in ten minutes
I’ll be able to eat the best lunch of the whole week, like it’s common when she’s
the one to take my order.
I obligingly nod.
I can’t tell her that on Tuesday, when Marco’s the one to take my order, my pasta
has more flavour.
She said yes even before I gave her the ring, all trembling.
It would have been a bad move to refuse after the standing ovation of all the
passengers, that’s true, but I’m sure she would have said yes either way.
We hadn’t known each other for long, but in those years, you had the feeling
things happened faster, swifter, almost like we all were anxious to move onto
the next scene, actors in our own life.
I’d reached her in France a little before a month after our first meeting and
between a ride on a Vespa and a stolen kiss, I promised her we’d lived in Naples,
the city she had fallen in love with.
She hadn’t believed me, not even when I reached her in France a second time.
But the sixth time, she and her strict parents finally accepted I was not joking,
and that I wasn’t that bad for a husband.
My father, together with some business partners, was the owner of a franchise
spanning Naples and Capri. He had always left me free to do what I wanted…
Including going to France every single month, even though the plane tickets
weren’t that cheap.
On the 3rd of March 1957, for the first time in forever, I reached the airport of
Naples without any luggage.
But still, I was keeping in my pocket a little box that was way heavier than any
luggage I’d ever brought with me.
“It was perfect, like always!”
I offer Natalia the small plate I put the bills on, and she thanks me with a small
movement of her head, knowing that a nice tip is waiting for her.
“It’s always so nice to have you here!”
I bid goodbye and I walk away, weighted down by the lunch.
A little kid with a hat and a striped shirt whines: he’s hungry, too. The mother
scoffs, yanking him away from the tantalizing view of restaurants and cafés. It’s
half past one, judging by the sun filtering in from the windows.
I’m in the departures area, but I’m not going anywhere.
I gaze through the windows that look upon the landing strip, I press my fingers
against the airplanes in the air.
I’m way too old to stand up on my feet for such a long time, so I sit my tired body
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down on a new couch.
I cross my legs, just like I did this morning, but slower.
It’s nice to wait, and finally I can enjoy the passing of time.
From that moment, there was nothing in our life that didn’t seem fated in some
way.
She went back to her family every other month (a compromise her possessive
father had imposed when he accepted to give me his daughter’s hand). I worked
hard to enrich my father’s franchise in the city, opening up two more restaurants.
I wasn’t displeased by those separations, because they started a sort of ritual
that was completely ours. I wanted each time she came back home to be even
more beautiful that the time before.
That’s how I started to spend the whole day in the airport, when I knew she was
coming back to Naples, with the most beautiful bouquets I could find, always too
delicate not to be ruined until I could hug her again. I suffered waiting for her,
enjoying the sweet pain that comes just before the great joy of meeting again.
Soon, the airport became a sort of second home for us, a home that housed all
of our stronger emotions.
I still see her, yelling angrily at me from the plane; and I still see her, hugging me
and crying because her sweet dog Argent is dying; and I still see her, asking me
to open her leather trolley because she has a gift for me.
I still see her, her eyes glowing because she has something she needs to tell
me, right now, she cannot wait to be home; I still see her, whispering that I’ll be
a father. I still see her. I still see her.
The sun is slowly setting down.
This November has been incredibly warm, I wonder why.
There’s a family sitting on the couch in front of me. The oldest daughter has her
earphones in, the younger brother’s sleeping. The mother’s on her smartphone,
her finger tapping angrily on the screen; the father scoffs, looking up at the
timetable. They want to leave, it’s clear.
I’d like to tell them that they’re making the biggest mistake of their whole life,
throwing away like this such a perfect moment of waiting; but they wouldn’t
understand. Waiting is your enemy only when you’re waiting for something.
Waiting. I find it to be such a beautiful word.
In Latin, aspectare means “looking in a certain direction”.
It’s a paradox, maybe, but it’s in the moment of waiting that you’re really
traveling, in whatever sense you want. It’s in the moment of waiting that you
truly understand where you want to go, who you want to be, to whom will you
offer your gaze in the billions of people you’re going to meet in your life. You
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grow up by standing still, not by walking.
The father can’t take it any longer, he stands up and it almost looks like he’s
going to make a scene.
I really feel for him, throwing away this waiting…
But I understand, I’ve had to walk quite a bit before I could learn to appreciate
the stillness.
When my wife used to talk about France, she glowed.
I knew very well how much she loved that place, bounded to it by her roots, and
by all the myths of that historical moment.
But she always swore she didn’t regret leaving it.
She was the one to enlighten me about the true meaning of waiting. Of course,
I didn’t understand her, back then. I couldn’t understand how she could stay
strong in front of all the time wasted between check-ins, flights, packing and
unpacking. But she seemed always so happy. She swore, every time she came
back, Naples looked even more beautiful than before. I don’t know if it was
something she said just to comfort me, since I couldn’t travel with her but once
a year, because of my job (I wasn’t a carefree young man anymore).
I don’t know, but thinking back about it, I don’t think it matters at all.
When my daughter was born, for the first time in our marriage, I was at the
airport not for her, but for her family.
“I want her to be born here, where the most beautiful things of my life happened.
Or maybe I should let her be born at the airport!” She had said with a laugh,
when she had told me about her choice. I was the happiest man in the whole
world.
And I was even happier when my 4-years-old daughter took her first plane trip
to go visit her grandparents with her mother, even though they were both sad
about my absence.
“We’ll go all together for your birthday, I promise. The three of us… Or maybe
even someone more”. I’d winked at my wife, her belly was starting to grow again.
She’d smiled at me, knowing how hard was for me not be with them for my
daughter first trip. “We’ll be here again soon” she said.
I never saw her again.
The sunlight has been replaced by the cold neon lights. The sky is changing to a
darker blue, the tiredness of the airport bystanders is each moment clearer and
clearer. I look at my watch, for the first time since I came here.
It’s half past five, Gerard will be here soon.
I wear my hat and my scarf. I don’t think outside will be a very warm evening.
“Mister Giordano, good evening!”
And here he is, Gerard, with his French accent and his timeliness.
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He helps me stand up, and waving his arm around mine, helps me toward the car.
He asks me how I’m feeling.
“Tutt’ buon’!” I answer, underlining my Neapolitan accent. I always use my
regional language when talking with him, hoping he’ll finally learn it and use it
instead of his horrible accent.
The car is parked right in front of the main entrance of the airport. Gerard helps
me in it.
I can hear him enter the car, but he doesn’t start the engine yet.
I roll down the window, looking at the black writing on the entrance glass.
“Aeroporto Internazionale di Napoli”, it says; and behind it several small iron ‘x’s.
I lay against the seatback, just like this morning.
I was the happiest man in the whole word, it’s true.
Until my wife and my daughter died, run over by a truck while they were crossing
the street.
They were going to the airport. They were coming back to me.
Gerard, the driver who had taken them to the airport, had been the last one to
see them.
When I retired, I did all that I could to find him; I wanted to offer him a job in
Naples.
“It’s going to be a very simple job” I told him. “You’ll only have to take a poor
old man to the airport every day. My wife and my daughter should arrive by a
quarter past five”.
Gerard had simply nodded. And accepted.
“We can go, Gerard”.
I nod at him, a message of our own.
He starts the engine, and then he begins with his usual questions. Like Natalia,
but his questions sound a little more sincere.
“Have you seen her today, Mister Giordà?”
He’s getting better at it, maybe he’ll be able to learn how to talk like God intended
to.
I smile at him.
“Yes, Gerard. I always see her”.
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[ LOST&FOUND] by Marco Chiappetta
She said she’d be here around 8 pm today. Where is she coming from? Who
knows. I’ve received just a message: “I’ll be in Naples at 8 pm”. I didn’t ask
her anything more. I took a whole day off, just for her, but last night I couldn’t
sleep. I dozed off and then I woke up: panic attacks, nightmares, twisted visions
in the twilight sleep, and that awful sound of the drill in the apartment over
– it’s empty right now, but they say they’ll build a school, there, one of those
continuation school for good-for-nothing teens that have failed school again and
again. I couldn’t wait to see her again, my sweet angel from heaven, she who
lives between clouds and dreams, and sometimes, like a miracle, sets foot on
earth, for the joy of all humanity. Up in the sky, flying above foreign lands and
the deepest seas, she asked if I wanted a coffee – and even though I hate coffee,
and I don’t drink it, and it drives me anxious, and it burns in my mouth, in my
stomach, in my conscience – I said yes, because I couldn’t say anything else.
And she smiled at me, so heart-wrenching, like the opening up of an accordion;
she set the coffee cup down on a napkin; and she did the same with another
passenger. I could have been jealous, but only at me had she gazed so intently,
creating such a perfect and unique geometry between her cheekbones and her
eyes. They say the best part of a journey is the journey itself rather than the
destination, and surely those two hours in the sky – sitting in an uncomfortable
second-class chair, beside a chubby girl who kept on burping – had been way
more intense than my staying in Paris, where my business deal went badly, the
weather was awful, the food mediocre and way too high-priced, and I had a sad
and embarrassing meeting with an ex of mine, by that point married and fat.
I’d hoped I could meet her again during my returning trip, to ask her for more
coffee, more of her good favour. But it didn’t happen: I’ll be damned, but I fled
back with another company. I kept on thinking about her for weeks, then I put her
away in the drawer where I keep all of my illusions and my regrets. She was in
good company, there. And then, just last month, I was flying once again, to Berlin
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– where the business deal went well, the dinners are still mediocre but have
more reasonable prices, and I have neither old nor new women – with the same
company, in first class, paid by my company, and that angel from heaven came
to me in a dream, caused not by sleep, but by the particular alchemy created by
lack of oxygen and high pressure; and she wakes me up to ask if I care for coffee.
I’m so confused, and enthralled, and entranced (because of the high pressure?)
that I say yes (I’ll end up loving coffee, or just hating it more) and she smiles at
me, coy and not surprised in the slightest (destiny, I’m sure, has already told her
we’d meet again, smile at each other again) and it’s not just the coffee that burns
inside of me, from throat to belly. Finishing up the coffee, I find out that there’s
a message on the napkin: “Toilette. Now”. I’m so surprised I let a little of coffee
drop on the message. I wake up my neighbour, a German old man that’s sure to
be reactionary and furious, who murmurs something harsh under his breath,
and I walk down the aisle with the speed a sprinter like Mennea would use, and
I reach that half-open door, those heels just inside, those legs like scissors that
seem to cut in pieces the whole universe. And I reach Wonderland. Occupied.
There’s not much space, but it’s enough for two people to be happy together.
She still doesn’t talk, but she opens up her pretty mouth to offer me a kind of
love I’d never knew before. She smells like spring when it’s just been uncovered,
her skin like clouds; her touch can make me tremble, have an heart attack, God
only knows what’s happening, and even before I’m able to take off my belt, and
touch her, and free the fierce animal I’ve hidden under the mask of the bland and
respectable passenger, she says…
“Sugar?”
I’m flabbergasted, I don’t understand.
“Sugar?” She asks again. “In the coffee”.
She’s still standing in the aisle, with the cup of hot coffee almost exploding. She’s
smiling, but she’s not happy nor in love, she’s just polite, maybe sympathetic
for a poor man like me, confused by such beauty, such useless dreams. I say
yes, because I wouldn’t be able to say anything else. Still, the coffee was bitter,
but it prevented me to go back to sleep and dream an impossible happiness.
I stopped trying to talk to her, smile to her, exchange glances, feelings – all
these things that kept on getting returned to sender. I brought this melancholy
home with me and I tried to clean it up, but I couldn’t, and following I don’t
know which crazy idea, I developed a vice, a strange vice, like most of them:
I started to travel, always with the same company, always at the same hour,
always to the same destination, cities I never even visited, cities I never had a
reason to reach. I’d reach some European city, then another, and I’d never leave
the airport, I’d just sleep on those chair that your back hates; I would depart just
after arriving, taking the same exact plane in which the angel showed what to
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do in case of disasters, and served coffee, and walked on her heels like she was
waltzing. During my days off and during Sundays, I took planes to go somewhere
in Europe and come back the same day: I spent a lot, it’s true, and often I couldn’t
find what I was looking for neither during the trip nor after it. But flight after
flight, coffee after coffee, glance after glance, the angel from heaven finally
started saying other words aside from “coffee”, “sugar” and “you are welcome”:
she learnt my name, and I hers (even though I cannot say it, because its sound
alone saddens and excites me), what I do, what I dream… And during the breaks,
during the arrivals, during the meetings we gift each other every week since
a year and an half, we talk about life, about the future, about the past, about
small and useless things, but we also use a language without words, made up
by signs, and feelings, and abstract shivers, and just once in a while something
more concrete. Like her phone number. She has never seen Naples. She has fled
in the sky above it hundreds of times, but she has never set foot in the city. She
reminds me of Michael Collins, the astronaut on the Apollo 11 that never set
foot down on the Moon. So close and yet so far away. So, she gave me her phone
number and she told, around a week ago, that she wanted to stay in Naples
a couple of days, and that she needed a guide. I usually let my imagination
fly higher than she does for work, but still, I cleaned up my house and I used
colourful cover to make my king bed, always too big for one person alone – but
not too big for my loneliness. I took another day off, three with tomorrow and the
day after tomorrow, so I’m done, for this year. And I’m so scared. The transition
between theory and practice, between philosophy and life, between platonic
and physical, is still a delicate matter in my relationships with women. I so wish
for a stable relationship, just so I can be able to ignore the embarrassment and
the agony of flirting with a new woman each time. I’d be able to swear absolute
fidelity, just so I’d never need to approach, seduce, intriguing a woman any more.
She – I can’t say her name out loud – could really be the perfect woman: she’s
beautiful, well-read enough, smart, I think, and she looks like she knows how to
love, looking at her body; and if we had to live together, she works so much, and
so far away, that our fights would be sparse, and I wouldn’t have to sleep on the
couch, or walk for hours around the city waiting for her to calm down.
And she’s coming here, this evening at eight o’ clock. Where is she coming from?
Who knows. I looked at all the flights of her company, but they’re way too many,
and they reach Naples all at the same time, and there are also flights that are
late and reach Naples at that hour. I’ve been here at Capodichino from 8 am. On
the screen, cities I’ve only known the airports and duty free of, follow each other,
signalling warnings, delays, timeliness; and from the speakers, high-pitched
voices call for names that have a clear Neapolitan quality to them. Some people
are weighting their luggage, some others are packing them like placentas,
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there’s someone who drinks and eats, doesn’t matter the time. I’ve bought some
newspapers, even in foreign languages, but I haven’t read them, I’m so anxious I
cannot even understand the words, and the pictures don’t help at all. The white
noise created by carts and trolleys is an echo to my heartbeat, like an orchestra,
a chaotic, sped-up, discordant orchestra. It almost sounds like Stravinsky. I walk
back and forth between the check-in desks and the arrival area, hundreds of
feet, waiting for time to pass me by. I don’t think I’ve ever seen so many people in
my life. I studied them, their faces. In the end it’s all the same: they are different
models, they have different colours, like everything in the world, but they all
work the same way. They’re full of happiness, of hope, depending on if they’re
going or if they’re coming back. It’s the archetypical non-place, the diplomatic
border between sky and earth, where so many eyes look at each other, ignore
each other, forget each other. But still, in the last year and a half, this aseptic
place, this fresh and tidy place, has become more homely than my own house.
Everything has its own place, here, everyone has a name, a code, a place in
the world, a path to follow. No wait is in vain, there may be a delay, but you are
going to start your journey. And turbulences are just accepted, you only have to
tighten your seatbelt and the worse is over. Life doesn’t work like that.
I ate something, just a little, enough to survive; I wasn’t hungry, and I have to lose
weight for the next two days, full of pizzas and ice creams and, I hope, a little bit
of nightly exercise.
I watched the passing of time every way I could. I looked at the hands of my
clock, at the screens built everywhere, I listened to the opening and the closing
of the gates, the arriving and the departures of airplanes. I assisted to hugs
between friends and relatives, to meetings between people who had never met
before, names of passengers written on welcome signs, the chauffeur who
came for them. I’ve always dreamt of reaching an airport and pretending to be
Signor Rossi, or Mr. Moore, or Señor Sanchez, and letting someone drive me to
a hotel, to a conference, to a meeting, before being found out. With my luck, I’d
pretend to be a Mafia boss driven to an ambush, or the main speaker at the most
boring conference on beekeeping.
Between all the passengers I’ve seen today, all the hostesses, no one is
as beautiful as her, and with every passing hour, with the sky darkening, my
excitement has become static and stale, a state of my soul I can’t free myself
from. It’s 8 o’ clock, and all the planes that had to arrive at this hour, have in fact do
so, full of bland tourists, businessmen, normal people who defy categorisation,
so many luggage, so many hardships, and so many crew members, with their
different colours, forms, classes – but she’s never with any of them. I’m struck
by that awful feeling that oppresses you when you wake up from a wonderful
dream. That bitterness… that desperation. Has she made a mistake in her
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message, perhaps? Not 8 pm but 8 am? But I was already here at 8 am… Maybe
she came by train? She didn’t say she’d be in the Naples Airport. She said “I’ll
be in Naples”, just that, it could be anywhere, even at the main station, even if
it’s so unknown to her professional life. Did I dream it all up, even this time? No,
I pinched myself, pretty hard (I still have the red mark I left). I try to call her.
No voice, no answer. The planes keep on coming, they arrive, they go back. It’s
11 pm and I can feel my desperation pressing on me, like a dress that’s sticky
with sweat. There are only two flights left on the screen: from London and from
Paris. My last hope. They’re not even from the company she works for. Here
comes London. There are dozens of freckled faces, and more local faces with
their neapolitan words, and the crew staff, so British, so haughty. But not her.
Only Paris left. And then? Sleep, eternal, or just for one night, in the house I so
much despise. The sliding doors keep on opening and closing, just like I open
and close my heart at every joy, every pain. What is going to happen, now that
everyone has disembarked, pilots, hostesses, stewards, tourists, passengers,
whole families, all with their luggages, with their tiredness? Even the customs
agents look at me with a melancholic expression.
I’m almost walking away from this hell of a day, in this hell of a place, when
a stepping noise, steps from sneakers, not from heels, echoed by the noise of
a trolley, dragged tiredly, heavily, wakes me up. The doors slide open. It’s her.
She’s not like she was in my mind. There’s no uniform, just casual clothes (a
blouse, a skirt, sneakers), she doesn’t have that foreign, haughty aura around
her; and there’s something about her that’s so familiar and unique, something
I’ve always loved, that I’ve known my whole life, that I don’t need to imagine.
Her smile is like thousands of accordions opening up all together to play the
happiest tango. She kisses me and says: “I’m sorry, sweetie, I forgot my passport
on the plane. Luckily a hostess found it and gave it back to me. How long have
you been waiting?”
“The whole day. How was your flight?”
“I’ve slept the whole time. But you? Were you bored?”
“Yes, so much. I conjured up such a strange story, to make the time pass by
faster”.
“It’s always the same with you. Are you going to write it down, this time?”
“No, I don’t think so. It wasn’t that good”.
“I’ve missed you”.
“Missed you too. Let’s go, I’m so hungry, I could eat a horse”.
“Let’s dine out. We could finally try out that new Japanese restaurant near home.
You always say it looks more expensive than romantic, but I heard is exquisite. I
always say I want to go, but you never want to”.
“It’s just at the end of our street, we can go whenever we want”.
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[ L’AERONAUTA] by Gianmarco Giugliano
I’m here, in the airport of Naples, sitting in the café at the first floor, waiting for
history to go on, generation after generation. It’s a warm day of June 2017.
39 years ago, in 1978, my father told me: “Everything will be clear tomorrow,
at the airport”. I remember clearly my confusion and the curiosity those words
awoke in me. There’s not a single story that has ever been as thrilling as the one
he told me about on that day. During my trip there, I kept on wondering about
the coin he gave me: what was it? What did it represent? Why giving it to me the
day my first son Carlo was born? He didn’t say anything, just: “Keep it safe until
tomorrow, because tomorrow it’ll become so much more than a mere coin”.
That evening, at home, while the phone kept on ringing because friends and
family members wanted to congratulate me, my attention was all on the coin,
trying to understand something more about it. There was the year on a side,
1843, with a strange hot air balloon and a name: Antonio Comaschi; on the
other side, there was the name of Ferdinand II, King of the Two Sicilies, with his
portrait.
That was 39 years ago. Yesterday, my son’s wife gave birth to a cute little boy.
She gave him my name: Antonio.
Like my father did with me, I gave him the same coin, so unique, kept safe from
father to son, like it was decided almost two centuries ago. I told him: “Keep it
thoroughly until tomorrow, because this is so much more than a simple coin”.
Carlo was flabbergasted, he put the coin in his pocket and kept on watching me,
looking for some kind of explanation, while relatives and friends congratulate
him.
Yesterday, around 11:30 pm, he wrote me on WhatsApp: “Dad, what’s this coin
you gave me? I’m curious!” I answered: “Just trust me, tomorrow I will tell you
a fantastic story, but you have to join me at the airport of Naples: that’s the only
place the secret can be solved”.
We set a date for the morning after, at 9 am, and now I’m here, waiting for him,
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already an hour has passed, and I know that, also this time, history will go on,
like magic.
Everything started here, in this place the airport was built upon.
And while I’m here, thinking about how my family, and all the past generations,
wouldn’t even exist without this place, I see Carlo.
“Dad, come on, do you really think it’s okay for a man of your age to come here
alone? It’s the end of June, it’s so hot outside! I could have picked you up!” I stop
him: “No! You could have not: I had to wait, and you had to join me at the airport.
That’s the main point… Now sit down and listen to me”.
He sits down: “Dad, are you going somewhere? Why are we here? And this
beautiful coin? Why so mysterious?” It’s like a dam has broken. I lay my hand on
his arm, trying to stop him, calm him down.
“I’m going to tell you an incredible story: it’s the story of a fierce 1843 pilot, and
of a promise that was made right here. Put your coin on the table and listen to
me”.
“It was 1843. In Naples, capital city of the Kingdom of the Two Sicilies, King
Ferdinand II decided to try an aerostatic flight, on the 24th of June. In that
period, as you know, there were no airplanes, and flying shows were admired and
requested by all, they were so spectacular and innovative. Pilots’ endeavours
were written down in newspapers: it was the start of something new.
In 1843 there was no airport, obviously, only a flat field that was called ‘Campo
di Marte’, used in the Bourbon era for military training and shows.
For the flight, Antonio Comaschi was chosen. A 39 years old man from Bologna,
who brought with him the aerostat he used for other flights he was already
famous for.
Inflating the balloon was a very important and delicate moment, and to avoid
any kind of problem during the demonstration, Antonio asked for the help of
the Neapolitan chemist Domenico Mamone Capria, who helped him create the
flammable gas with a special device he created himself.
Helping out on the device, there was Capria’s niece, Anna, a 28 years old young
woman, not too eye-catching, but cute enough to catch Antonio Comaschi’s
interest.
They liked each other immediately and during the whole preparation they kept
on meeting each other, finally falling in love.
It wasn’t an easy love, though: her family didn’t approve of the relationship, and
forced her not to see Comaschi anymore.
But Antonio and Anna kept on seeing each other secretly.
The 24th of June 1843, at 6 pm, the moment chosen for the show, Campo di
Marte was brimming of people: a newspaper of the time, the Omnibus, said
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there were two hundred thousand by-standers.
The King, just before the flight, gave Antonio two coins: one of those is the one I
gave you yesterday, the one we can see here right now.
He said: ‘Mister Comaschi, for good luck, I asked for these two coins to be made:
on one of them there is your name and your aerostat, as a memento of this
moment; on the other there is a sky full of flying machines. The first one is the
present, the second one the future: they will bring you good luck, I can feel it, I
am sure of it…’
Antonio thanked King Ferdinand II and just some moments later he lifted up, and
all the people clapped, surprised beyond measure.
Someone tried to make a joke: together with Comaschi’s machine, a big paper
balloon full of hot air also lifted up. For a short period of time, there were two
balloons in the sky; but the paper one fell soon enough, near Ottaviano.
Anna’s heart was in her throat: she knew how dangerous this kind of endeavour
could be, too many pilots had died during flights like these, and she was so
scared she could lose Antonio.
The newspapers of that time talked about a flight lasting 1 hour and 17 minutes,
but it’s possible it lasted a little longer. It ended up in Quaglietta, in Salerno. 63
miles from Naples, in a straight line. The temperature Antonio Comaschi was
exposed to, at that altitude, reached 12,5 °C below zero.
The flight was unforgettable, and it was narrated by the most important
newspapers of that time: from Felsineo to Omnibus: they all were talking about
this incredible endeavour.
Antonio chose to stay in the Kingdom of the Two Sicilies even after the flight,
because he didn’t want to lose Anna, but also because he started receiving more
request for other shows. He was happy: Anna was the woman he had always
dreamt of, and his passion for flying was finally starting to give him something
back, after all the disillusions he had had to accept.
The two coins were a lucky charm indeed.
Because of some fails in the past, Antonio had some debts. He told Anna: ‘I have
to make some other flights: I will be in Palermo in July and then somewhere
else: I’ll be able to pay my dues, and I’ll also have some money left to stay here
with you…’
The flight in July 1843, in Palermo, went perfectly well.
After this success, Antonio, in the spring of 1844, decided to go to Constantinople,
capital city of the Ottoman Empire, where he could show his aerostat to the
sultan Abdul Medjid. There had never been an aerostatic flight, in Turkey, he
would have been the first, and he was promised a lot of money because of this.
This flight, made in the July of 1844, went well, too. Antonio went back to Naples,
to Anna, happy, knowing his financial problems were almost a thing of the past.
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Her family had also accepted their relationship, so the two of them could finally
dream of a future together.
In April 1845, Anna got pregnant. The piece of news arrived just after an invite by
the sultan Abdul Medjid, who asked Antonio to fly again, at his sister’s wedding,
in June.
Anna didn’t want Antonio to go: she really wanted to change his mind, and the
baby who was growing inside of her just worried her more.
So Antonio, trying to convince her to let him go, took her here, where we are
now, Campo di Marte, now airport of Naples.
He told her: ‘Anna, I brought you here because here is where we met, here is
where we fell in love. I promise: this is going to be my last flight. With the money
I’ll earn, we will live happily with our son. Do you remember the two coins King
Ferdinand gave me, two years ago? He told me they would bring me good luck,
and they did. Now I want you to have one of them’ he gave her one coin ‘and
I’ll keep the other one. A part of me lives in you, and I want my son to have the
same luck these coins give me. When I’ll come back, they’ll be together again,
but until my return you’ll be protected by this coin. I will always be with you: it’s
a promise’.
In the end, Anna accepted that last farewell and protected the coin.
The 12th of June 1845, Antonio Comaschi lifted up again, in honour of the
wedding of the sultan’s sister, starting from Haidar Pacha. The winds blew
harshly, pushing the balloon far and far away, until no one could see it anymore.
From that moment, all traces were lost of Antonio and his aerostat, even though
the sultan ordered immediately a search that lasted days.
Anna gave birth to a healthy boy in mid-January, and she called him Antonio.
She never fell in love again, and even though there was no hope to ever meet
Comaschi again, she waited for him until her very last breath”.

for him to come back, but it’s time for this coin to pass onto you. Your father said
it would protect us: it did, and it always will. You’ll be a father, one day. Well, I
want you to promise me something: when your son will be a father, too, you will
give him this coin. Tell him everything about Antonio Comaschi, the pilot, but
do it right there, at Campo di Marte, where he gave me the coin, to renew this
promise of protection’. Anna survived only a couple hours more”.
Carlo takes the coin back, looking at it creates something in him: his eyes are
wet of unshed emotions.
I tell him one last thing: “From generations, this coin has been part of our legacy:
our family has always had male children, and the name of Antonio Picone, son of
Antonio Comaschi, still lives, like his story still lives. It’s like Antonio Comaschi’s
protection keeps on watching us, as if his balloon got lost, on that June of 1845,
only because he had to accomplish a bigger mission, for all of his descendants”.
“Dad, now I understand why we’re here at the airport! Thank you: I’ll keep the
coin and the secret, until the son of my son will be born…”
We stand up, we hug, and we go back to the hospital together, to say hello to the
last addition of the family.

Antonio Comaschi’s aerostat has never been found, but his spirit and his promise
live on, in my family, since that 1843, from Campo di Marte, now the Naples
Airport.

I stop to take a breath, and Carlo suddenly asks: “Dad, that’s such a beautiful
story. But why do we have this coin?”
“Carlo, I haven’t told you Anna’s last name, have I?” I look him right in the eyes
and I say: “Picone!”
“But… It’s our name!”
“Yes, Carlo: Anna is our foremother. She never married Antonio Comaschi, so
her son kept her last name. The kid was called Antonio Picone, just like me, and
just like your child…”
“That’s unbelievable, dad, it seems so incredible, so magical…”
“I’m going to tell you one last thing: Anna never showed the coin to anyone.
Only on her deathbed did she tell her son the story of the coin and Antonio’s, his
father’s, promise. She ended her story saying: ‘I’ve hoped until my last breath
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