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2003 – Giacomo Pirazzoli - Dear Catalani, 

I'd like to make the most of this futile message – I mean, your text is more focused, more accurate and far better than anything I could write - to put down some uncollected thoughts in writing, this time.  

The fact is, your works on architecture, at bottom, make me a little suspicious, or at least that's how I see it.  But, mark my words, it is not that I don't take to them in terms of their overall or specific quality, or in terms of your choice of subject, or because of this brilliant idea of describing YOUR ROME (of which we once idly discussed the possibility of showing together with the works of Marco Petrus and HIS MILAN, an operation that would still intrigue me). Perhaps what intrigues me a little more is that you claim that this marks a return to your old love, architecture, of which you say you suffered a kind of rejection.  

Well, I don't know. Last summer, when I was able to fill my house in Umbria with about thirty of your works (tomatoes, squash flowers, zucchini, yellow pumpkins, bunches of grapes, roses and pears, all in colour, some of them huge, others small and precious), I enjoyed it very much. Now and again, someone would drop by and, quite rightly, would start touching your works.  Indeed, a few years ago, you yourself came up with the idea of a series of works for the blind, tactile works.  Anyway, to tell the truth I rather liked that somewhat dirty idea of touching those paintings of nature, blown up at times to huge proportions.  I don't know, it seemed to me to be a healthy dose of primitiveness, in this era of virtuality and technological coldness, in which people think they can make love with a screen, by chatting, instead of with their bodies, or by telephone or by SMS, which amount to the same thing, i.e. there are no bodies involved…

Or perhaps your painting is even now - or all the more so now that the subject is architecture  - a kind of painting that is tired of only two dimensions and thus leans towards three-dimensionality, acquiring depth through the material used  - so that the zucchini or the roses or the pears become a kind of low bas-relief? 

 In effect, compared to your previous works – the ones with natural subjects – the paintings of YOUR ROME are artificial, or unnatural, or manufactured; that is to say, they are profoundly different. They are no longer still lifes – indeed they perhaps go beyond life and death to become metaphysical icons of this late descriptio urbis Romae of YOURS.  It is for this reason too that the paintings are almost devoid of colour, thereby creating, as if under a small spell, a sense of discovery of the unexpected and extraordinary beauty of some of the Eternal City's buildings or fragments of spaces?  

Well, I don't know.  I may be mistaken, but to me this relationship of yours with architecture, my dear Massimo, seems a little like an unresolved love - abandoned but only so as to be able to go back to it in a renewed way, as you are doing with passion and skill.  The fact that you continue to play hide-and-seek, or more to the point you pretend you are playing, almost as if you were performing a circus act  - you write "Roll up! Roll up! The show's about to begin..." - this again intrigues me and amuses me.  And it resembles you, there's no denying that. It is you all over.

Anyway, you have been in the trade for a while now, and you can allow yourself - albeit from within the glamorous world of art, which seems to reserve more and more attention to the cleansing of consciences of this tired Western world given over to fashion - the privilege of saying things as you see them, throwing another stone in the pond, should anyone by chance remember, for example, that quality in urban architecture could still have grounds to resist, as a public interest, in Italy too.  

And what if instead this presentation of YOUR ROME in Milan were also a little bit like a mysterious and dubious attempt at dialogue with the Milanese Gadda's  "PASTICCIACCIO BRUTTO..."*?  And what if it were your version of "Modernità Romane" the follow-up to Piranese's wonderful "Antichità Romane"?  Or of Paul Letarouilly's  "Edifices de Rome Moderne" – in which Modern means Renaissance?

Translator's note:  "Quer pasticciaccio brutto de Via Merulana" by Carlo Emilio Gadda – novel published in 1957 and set in Rome's Via Merulana – in which the writer expresses his resentment and indignation over the obsessive fascist mythology surrounding fecundity and virility.  
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