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I. How can you attack a city today, and particularly such an ungraspable, disintegrated city, if not 

by counting on an inadvertent dissemination, on a non-sensical explosion? I have written a trace 
of spiderwebs, of distractions, of shadows from these Initiatives of IIs made for the capital 
between 20th and 30th December 1977.#!

II. Marco del Re and Cecilia Nesbitt started us off, inviting us all to the countryside, in 
Orte, for an imperious sentimental test: the two of them slide into the tender green 
of the hills, down a slope which seems to melt towards a light blue, amongst sheep 
and shepherds, their steps suspended, quotidian; we are bound to watch them, in a 
first instance, observing by inertia… and then we’re fed and watered in a solid, 
domestic, reassuring setting, as if it were some sort of compensation for our passive 
and splendidly superfluous day out. But the couple’s imperiousness seemed to resist 
the convivial atmosphere, seemed to condition everybody’s behaviour, dominating it 
impeccably; and their sentimentality obliged us to a certain formality, to consider 
their presence not because it was natural but because it was art. Approssimando la Sera 
(“Appoximating the Evening”) was a dissemination of the quotidian and of the 
altered, in equal measures, and opened the way to the rest of the proceedings.$!

III. In two movements at 259 Via Flaminia – on the rooftops and in an apartment – the 
performers from La Gaia Scienza paid homage to their anguish and their candour. 
They displayed a life of gestures and broken words, in the presence of an old man 
whose web of speech was devoid of sense but rich with words, they moved across the 
blue walls of a naked room, across knots of bricks and terraces, TV aerials and forced 
passages, punctuated by the light of a tragic neon. In the apartment, Giorgio and his 
partner established an impossible contact with a sweet despair, made up of minimal 
gestures and tiny transgressions of movement, on a line made up of silences and odd 
sounds, shards of disconnected actions… on the rooftops, Alessandra and Marco 
shouted out at each other from one level to the other, falling and waiting under a 
devouring sky. And the whole thing seems to be the result of years of work, whether 
in the private space of that apparently found (but in fact very personal) room or in 
the open, unwalled and unceilinged space of the terraces – it looked like a search for a 
light, for a sky, able to melt the performers’ shadows. From here, the city seemed to 
limpidly refract the theatrical action. (…)$!!!!

!
� $1



!
!
IV.  Dino Giacalone had it all planned: he would throw himself off the Tor di Quinto 

flyover as a truck driving at 40 km/h passed underneath; then he would calculate the 
difference between the speed of his fall and the speed of the truck so as to land on 
the truck and not crushed on the road. In fact, something generous and at the same 
time cruel happened: dressed in a military tunic and standing still in the middle of 
the road, Giacalone refused to jump. Perhaps, in the end, he didn’t have the strength 
for it. Perhaps the speed of the traffic flowing by made it hard for him to see. 
Perhaps, after having obsessively wanted to do it and after having meticulously 
planned it, he thought it was useless to perform such an insane gesture. Around him, 
in the audience, both anxiety and disinterest had begun to circulate. The TV people 
kept filming him as he stood with his hands clutching the guardrail. Friends and 
comrades were telling him not to worry too much and to go for it, inciting him to 
exhibit a false authority. And all the artists standing on the stairs up to the bridge 
were killing time and talking loudly, waiting simply for the whole thing to end so they 
could forget about it all. When Giacalone returned amongst us he really did seem like 
his strength, and his reason, had left him. Many attempted to soften the shock with 
laughter and jokes. We all returned to the city cold and discomforted. $!

V. The Neopolitans switched venue last minute, choosing the Number One nightclub 
instead of a studio in Cinecittà. The place is clad in fake silver, so densely furnished 
and so intellectually low you feel like you can hardly breathe or communicate. Here 
they are, Teatro Oggetto, and they’re shining light on a marble triangle after a long 
darkness of footsteps and slowly uttered sentences. And they give off a sort of air of 
casual grace, given by mentality more than by experience: it is an easy, yet clear, 
contribution to conceptual theatre. Spazio Libero, on the other hand, seem to weave 
a sort of web of founding fathers, images reappearing on the background of the past, 
romantic music, mechanical toys, an exercise in memory but without emphasis nor 
obscurity. The first group staged a cold intelligence; the second a subterranean 
sadness.$!

VI.  During the halftime of the Rome-Genoa football match Mario Romano had the 
courage to come out of the tunnel (which is like an enormous slug) and face the 
40.000 spectators. He marched out (almost automatically, to deal with the mass of 
people), planted his pole into the grass without the slightest hesitation, turned round 
and marched back into the tunnel he came from, disappearing amongst the 
comments of the startled spectators who really had no idea of what just happened 
and why. Three minutes from the second half of the match and out he comes again, 
plucks his pole back out of the ground and returns into the belly of the slug in perfect 
order. The action is only comprehensible from the performer’s point of view: the 
choice to face the enormity of the audience and the terror of the architecture, the 
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choice to subvert the stadium by making it the locus of a non-spectacular show, the 
choice to disseminate that doubtful hesitation in the audience, which was planned, 
desired, and carefully thought through.$!

VII. Fabrizio Del Bosco and Fabrizio Varesco chose to work by subtraction and spend 
four days in a room of the Beat 72 basement theatre, which they progressively bared 
of chairs and of sound and light equipment. Over time, the space became only a dark, 
empty room, an undetermined space of inertia, in which the two performers were 
both those who waited and those who produced minuscule variations. Their 
intervention appeared less and less corporeal, and the room more and more like a 
living thing, like a dying organism. The whole thing happens with patience, with 
regularity, with a flushing out of passions, with a geometric division of time and 
landscapes – the mechanism makes them appear to lose all subjectivity while at the 
same time remaining deeply alive. The meaning of the action was a progression of 
emptinesses and fullnesses. The result was a fragile, precise display of presence-
absence.$!

VIII. This attempt of Gianni Dessi’s to construct a story and then strip it of its causality 
happens in two stages: firstly, the form of the letter is chosen as a mode of telling 
which highlights the making and unmaking of a narrative; secondly, a passage takes 
place through the St. Peter’s railway tunnel, a passage akin to the secret labyrinth of 
writing itself, an imaginary real-isation. You walk along the tunnel and observe lit-up 
fragments of writing, and as you emerge your eyes are full of clear, bright words – but 
at the same time, we are unaware of the thread of the story and as such in no way 
touched by it: all we have is a series of gestures, lights, footsteps, glances. This time 
we encounter an impossible description of the subjective, a series of remedies of the 
I, a description of actions which refuse to give in to evidence. The trick works 
because it is so personal: the form of the letter and then its literalisation, which the 
spectators witness through this heartbreaking itinerary in the tunnel, in the freezing 
cold, in the dead of the night. The audience is frozen by the atmosphere and by the 
action; they think about the letters they themselves have received as they watch 
language appear and disappear on the roof of the infinite tunnel. $!

IX.  The girls’ action at the Olympic Stadium swimming pool was so impossible to carry 
out that it immediately gave way to a whole string of suspicions: the first, that these 
girls had taken the idea of shadow so seriously that they had literally drawn them 
along the perimeter of the pool; the second, that the desired movement of 
accumulation and subtraction was only partly seen by the audience because of the 
shadows; thirdly, that perhaps distraction (which, in itself, is a positive thing), had 
overridden the event – for it was an event that didn’t consider itself as artistic and 
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which didn’t desire to be expressive. When the lights came back on, the audience was 
shocked out of its inertia… (…)$!

X. Anonymous action, which proceeds by sectors: staircase of the Basilica of Santa 
Maria Maggiore, then Beat 72 basement theatre. An internal provocation is at work, 
as is clearly stated – but this is also given by the actions themselves, which are 
impossible to grasp because they are so gratuitous, and because everything happens at 
the same time. At the beginning, a letter given to the spectators gives instructions on 
how to detonate a bomb, and then a series of jumps takes place on the background of 
the city; then they return. There are no surprises, no critical edge. Can you 
anonymously remember something and then fire up a memory just like that? We left 
this itinerary of sirens, flashes, bedtime stories, with a sense of inhibition. This 
anonymous intervention is without nostalgia and without reality: it is suspended, 
depressed, and only produces residues of identity. The only trace the piece left is a 
crossroads of human non-existence.$!

XI.  The company Il Carrozzone begin with a reflection on absence and on the image, 
taking advantage of the space of a huge abandoned pasta factory in Via degli Ausoni 
(a place with a dark, Dickensian feeling). The company distorts rhythm: they create 
the marvel of an image projected onto a white wall from the belly of a naked woman 
lying on the floor, and the echo of a sentence repeated, again and again, always the 
same, from one room to the other. We had to traverse a line of light which, from a 
door, divided the corridor into two – then we were let into the rectangle of the 
action’s movement. The action slowly began to display a certain violence, to reveal 
certain contradictions… the bodies in the space seemed to be in search of 
destruction, of negation, their movements becoming sharper and wider, a triptych of 
bodies invested in mimicking, overpowering and eventually overtaking each other. It 
was a violence which somehow asked the moon to fuel its sentiment; and from the 
moon, it turned to our gazes: the three performers, still slightly burnt by their 
complicity in an action which had overcome and disoriented them, seemed to desire 
some sort of revenge on us, the audience – as if we had to pay for our inertia, because 
we had refused to help them, to take part in the form of participation. The next night, 
the group tragically exhibited the fruits of their collective depression, of their 
mimetic consciousness… two blocks of ice were placed before our eyes, lit in a pale 
blue hue, reflected in a video whose words appeared to seek to mitigate the events of 
the night before. As such, the group took over the space to possess it, to refuse it, to 
make it into a place of atrocities and of analysis, but at the same time, the next night, 
took up the invitation and the obligation to respect the collective sensibility (…).$!

XII. Seeing all these actions slowly made us all neurotic instead of liberating us. It exposed each and 
every tendency in a sort of public massacre. (…) This search for spaces in the city was not an 
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elegiac description of exceptional moments; it was the tragic connection of a series of invented 
spaces. The city appeared burnt out, dissolved into the remainder the performances left behind: 
elements of work, incredibly fast seconds and moment which appeared infinite, indescribable and 
unobtainable spaces, or spaces as specific and as practical as possible. Meanwhile, this neurosis 
gripped us all, makers and spectators, connecting us in a chain reaction of difficultly controllable, 
and difficultly remediable, events. The city, this city invaded by pale blue lights and glassy 
breezes, seemed to uselessly attempt to blow into the performances the feeling of a landscape; the 
natural invitation of the city seemed so marginal, deprived of its humanity, of its 
communicability. Its dreams filtered cruelly through red cheeks and green gardens, its spaces all 
invaded by the dimension of representation. #!!

• #!!
Published in Bartolucci, Giuseppe. Testi Critici 1964 - 1987. Ed. Valentini, V. and 
Mancini, G. Rome: Bulzoni, 2007. pp. 261 - 267. Translated by Flora Pitrolo. 
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