
To Marcello Mariani
by Sergio Zavoli

Illustrious and dear Maestro,
it is so wonderful to look at the paintings for the first  time and see them liberated 
from form, escaping it, slipping away from it like a snake from its old skin! To return 
to the nascent state, with the colours recreated on the canvas, the apparently 
chaotic freedom of their naked reappearance.
Dear Mariani, I believe I have understood this return to the origins of yellow and 
red, of green and blue, finally distended by the sweeping movement of the arm, 
along the patches of colour that invaded the solemn repository of the church of 
San Domenico. And that cross in the earth, only just deposed, which has been put 
before us as we enter, perhaps to indicate that everything, on the walls, would 
take place under the sign of agony and revelation, in the explosion of a painful 
and redemptive big bang, that ripped apart  and healed every time the wounds 
opened by the paint brushes, by the spatulas, by the tubes squeezed in some 
crucial point of the painting.
l have a vibrant memory of the lacerated and reunited forms, or vice versa, from 
the unavoidable vision that would guide your hand; along the path luminescent 
mineral possibilities of colour carne to life in a way that  I had never witnessed 
before, with so much violence born from the swelling of the matter, and the 
resolve of the sign was never as clear to me as then, with its geometries and its 
weaves, sewn and un-sewn, then tearing away the bastings once the choices had 
become irrevocable! I hesitated here and there, following his masterfulness 
through the mixed techniques that worked together, I entered and left as though 
authorised to know about his laboratory: the alembics, the vapours, the drippings 
and then the collages, the composition and the confusion, the contaminations 
and the purities, the risks and the prudence, the lightness and the hardremnants of 
the coagulations on the backs of the nerve-endings.
This was the formal and concrete aspect, of his painting; the expressive question 
did not subtract itself from the contents, which, after all, is always one with the 
linguistic instrument that  makes it possible. So, here is a terrain upon which criticism 
can practice since the first graffiti appeared. Here it  is absolutely fundamental to 
understand the shackles to which he decided to submit his art. I can push myself 
up to, with my paltry means an approximate imagination, taking refuge in the alibi 
offered to he who, deprived of specific instruments, can trust only in perception, 
the imprecise nature of which makes for deviances.
But I reflected upon you as man and painter, person and artist, and little by little I 
persuaded myself to have identified, in your paintings, a sort of a cross-check: I 
was cajoled by the idea that your art had been visited by a religious attitude, and 
that  you assigned a non-secondary role to this “interferente” within the complex 
world of your internai rules. I think I understood, right before that crucifix, that one 
kneels at  its foot not out of devotion, but to bring one’s persona1 kenosis, to 
recognise oneself in one’s own finiteness and, at  the same time, measure oneself 
against the risk of being that new man required by the psalmist to create that 
which he knows and can.
Forgive me if I have digressed in showing you, without  violating any limits I hope, 



the sole freedom which, as a simple observer, I hoped to be able to take away 
with me.


