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1995 – Arnaldo Romani Brizzi

The first time I saw your works it was in a collective exhibition organised by Ludovico Pratesi: in a generally very strong tinkering with installations and various concepts (also in a perfect representative power and quality), your paintings sprung from an irony and a pleasure of living which constituted their uniqueness. Your giant vegetables (which added up to the previous and equally huge dishes with pasta, to the cycle of cocks and hens which I saw successively in your studio) invited, with discretion and joy nevertheless, to a love for nature’s wonders, just as nature has the generosity to offer us the spontaneity which is the strong point of the wonderful miracle constituted by life on our planet. And, therefore, I knew you through the lens of irony, of joy, so rare in the stories of our most recent art, and maybe of art in general. Then, one day and already after the beginning of our preparation agreement for the exhibition that this catalogue will bring evidence of over time, you came and see me to my gallery (with that gust of enthusiasm which always accompanies you) and picked up from your brief-case a little art work, its frame like a casket, which narrated of an island seen from far away by a sailor (not present in the paintings), in the wonder of the open space of sea and sky. The technique was that of vegetables, of pasta and hens, but the colour languished in the sandiness of a sirocco breeze one could almost feel on the skin of one’s face. That sailor not present in the composition, but very plainly the author of that adventurous sight potential and therefore even more present than if visible, offered me the acknowledgement of another aspect of yours, of another facet of your invention. It gave me the signal of a taster of loneliness, of a man who conquers through loneliness the adult sense of human actions, plunged in nature and equalled by the substance of nature. In your islands I didn’t feel a painful loneliness, rather loneliness close to meditation and transcendental moments. And this - as it is not possible in any another way- creates a sense of serenity, almost of appeasement (serenity and appeasement which, besides the present and inevitable daily distress, make up the quality of enthusiasm, of joy and of the style of light irony which I always appreciated in your work). And all this is confirmed, at best, by your lines, in which you say literally "The sea is nature and plunging into it is an action of new birth: it is baptismal". 
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