{
1
i
40
41
)
‘(
L

8
3
=
-
o
[ E30
& -.lrb‘l( m1:m

| 3o
b

-

) %
(2

e

P

<
O

q ,\\'\K\‘\)

i

4(/ l//T

OGRAPHY BY TOLG

\

(S ) 2K
Ty

i

Dreamin

’y’/) ‘i\\' sy

SR

N eapo LS

by Tolga Avan

EE R

v
{

RS

i

srater
i

OO

AUt AueLereL el blen

oy

RAAAN,

5
"

ASAAAANN AN,



You arrive by way of a
street, paved and
pulsating with scooters, fruit
stalls, voices. It’s easy to keep
your head down, watching
your step, avoiding the blur
of cages, stray dogs, snatches
of dialect. And then - a name
whispered, like a
secret too precious to share:
Casa D’Anna.

I had first met her daughter,
Sara, weeks earlier. There was
already a trace of something

narrow

almost

unusual in the way she
moved, the way she looked at
things - carefully, almost

ceremoniously. Later came
the mother, Alessandra. And
then everything made sense.
Some women don’t resemble
anyone else. Alessandra is one
of them. She carries the kind
of elegance that escapes eras,
that doesn’t need to explain
itself. You sense it in her
voice, in her silence too. In
her ability to make you feel
like you’ve entered not just a
home, but a vision. Casa
D’Anna is no ordinary
guesthouse. It’s a portal. It
was originally created by
Davide D’Anna, a Neapolitan
architect, and his partner
Pierre Vercoustre - a Franco-
Italian couple whose

lives moved gracefully
between Naples and Paris.
Together, they imagined the
house as a cultivated retreat,

a maison d’hotes that
whispered rather than
boasted. Years later, in a
moment of quiet

synchronicity, Alessandra was
invited for tea at Casa
D’Anna by the French consul
of Naples, after they had
toured the Ipogeo together.
Something clicked. And not
long after, Alessandra took
over the house - becoming its
yes, but
guardian. Its voice. Its soul.

Perched on the second floor
of a noble palazzo in the heart

owner, also its

of the Sanita district, a
neighborhood long
misunderstood, too often

forgotten. It offers a rare kind
of refuge. The walls are deep
red. Art books tumble across
antique  tables.  Classical
music hums softly beneath
ceilings that Ostrich
eggs, 19th-century busts,
porcelain, coral, paintings
from other centuries and
other lives. Everything here
feels chosen, not collected.
Loved, not displayed. And yet
this isn’t about style. Not
really. It’s about

soar.

vision.

About how a single space,
guided by a woman with
clarity and instinct, can shift
the energy of a street, a
neighborhood - even a city.
Because just a few doors
down, beneath another
palazzo, lies the true heart of
this renaissance: the Ipogeo

dei Cristallini. A  Greek
hypogeum carved into
volcanic stone more than

2,300 years ago, it had been
hidden, then forgotten, then
quietly guarded by
generations. When
Alessandra’s husband
inherited the building, it
might remained just
another  mystery  locked
beneath Neapolitan ground.
But Alessandra does not let
beauty sleep.

She opened it. Not only
physically, with the necessary
restorations and permissions
—but poetically, spiritually,
to the public. To us. The
hypogeum 1is a wonder -
painted tombs from the
Hellenistic era, delicate lines
and colors still breathing
across the stone. A rare and
almost untouched fragment of
ancient Neapolis, preserved
like a secret in the depths of
Sanita. What she and her

have

family have done here is
nothing short of an offering.
A return. Not to the past, but
through it -  towards
something more rooted, more
essential. Naples has always
carried layers. But rarely are
they made this visible, this
accessible, this refined.

There is something intimate,
almost clandestine, in the way
the experience unfolds. No
grand signs or polished
lobbies. No dramatics. You
walk through a doorway,
descend a narrow staircase,
and suddenly, you're in a
room where time paused
twenty-three centuries
It’s quiet down there. Sacred
without being sanctimonious.
Ancient, yet tenderly alive.
The frescoes, but
breathing, reveal stories that
stretch beyond language. The
walls don’t shout - they
murmur. And in that hush,
you begin to feel a different
rhythm, one where history
isn’t something distant or
dusty, but tactile, sensuous,
present. And above it all,

ago.

worn

literally and metaphorically,
Casa D’Anna continues to
glow. As a guesthouse, yes,
but more as a sanctuary for
the senses. A place where

everything (tea, silence,
shadow, scent) conspires to
slow you down To ask you to
look, and feel, and remember,
that life can still be composed.
That the world, if tended to
with enough grace, can be
lived with elegance again.

It takes courage to believe in
slowness. In refinement. In
offering culture, not content.
But that’s precisely what the
Martuscellis are doing: not
just preserving, not simply
restoring, but daring to live as
though beauty and depth still
matter. That Naples, for all its
noise and contradictions, still
has room for stillness, for
vision, for wonder.

There is no manifesto here.
No branding. No buzzwords.
Just a house. A hypogeum. A
mother and daughter who see
clearly and act with care. And
that is where the
renaissance lies - not in grand
declarations, but in the quiet,
consistent act of choosing
something better. Day after
day. Gesture by gesture.

In Sanita, rebirth doesn't
come with fireworks but
rather like a door left slightly
open. You step through - and
something shifts.

true



