
Le pitture e le stanze- italiano inglese
R icordo bene, anche se p i ù  d i  qua l che anno è trascorso, l a  pr ima v i s ita a l lo stud io d i  S i mone B uttur i n i :  m i  co lp ì  l a

conc i s ione de i  suo i  l avor i, e, ne l l a  s i ntetic ità, l a  percez ione d i  u na strisc iante cond iz ione d i  a l l arme; m i  affasc i nò l a

sua  p ittura  scabra,  per  certi  vers i  “strisc iata”  abbandonata  l ì  su l l a  tela,  come  abrasa  da  u na  l uce  radente,

capace  d i  “passare  a i  ragg i ”  l e  i mmag i n i  proposte;  m i  sorprese,  i n  u n  g iovan i ss i mo  qua le  a l  tempo  era,

l’intens ità rea l i st ica de l le  sue scene quotid iane e a l  tempo stesso i l  r imba lzo v i s ionar io che le  co i nvo lgeva i n  u n

g ioco  d i  presenze-assenze,  d i  fantasm i  che  avevano  u n  corpo e d i  corp i  che  svan ivano  ne l l a  l u ce.  U na  l u ce

artif ic ia le,  pera ltro  segna lata  da  u na  l ampad i na  che  pendeva  da i  soff itti  de l l e  stanze  rappresentate.  Però

lampad i ne spente, precar ie, per così d ire ma le avv itate, i ncener ite ne l  tempo.

D i  fatto, le  opere ritraevano soprattutto i ntern i, letti sfatti e d i sab itati, armad i  aperti ma  vuoti, tavo l i  d i  tine l l i

“minori ”  con  sed ie  senza desti no messe l ì  non  per crearc i  u na  qua lc he  fam i l i are s ic urezza, ma  per turbare lo

sguardo, per i n nestare ne l l’occh io che guardava i l  dubb io e i l  tormento de l l a mente che pensava.

M i  res i  sub ito conto, sempre que l l a  vo lta, quando v i s ita i  i l  suo ate l ier che S i mone  non  deduceva i l  suo mondo

poetico e i l  suo l i n g uagg io da l le  man iere e legant i  che l’arte ita l ia na  g l i  poteva porgere a p iene man i ,  né  da l le

man iere sgraz iate, ma  p last iche,  che  con  a ltrettanta generos ità poteva offr irg l i .  No. L u i  guardava  casoma i  a

certi  i ng les i  d i menticati.  Forse  non  conosceva  ancora  S i ckert,  ma  forse  i nvece  s ì.  E ,  perché  no,  a lc u n i

“prodotti”  strep itos i  de l  “pittoresco”, i n  cu i  l a  l u ce s i  aggrappa a l le  tele e a l le  carte e s i  ritrae ne l l a  tana de l

tessuto: sorr idente, ma con iron ia; pa lpab i le, ma non senza u n  qua lc he risch io per l’epiderm ide.

E  po i  a l  d i  l à  deg l i  i ng les i ,  ecco appar ire, sotto scorta d i  u na  g ià  matura e persona l i s s i ma  metabo l izzaz ione, l a

M itte leuropea, i  v iennes i  pr ima d i  S c h ie le; e po i  ancora i  nord ic i : M u nc h, ma non so lo. E  i  frances i ?  bè g l i  umor i  e

i  l i n guagg i  de l le terre d i  Franc ia erano quas i  assent i: que l l a  è terra d i  amb igu i  “fantasm i ”  de l l’anima so lo i n  zona

s imbo l i sta. M a  sono schegge v i s ionar ie  che  avrebbero a l i mentato i  surrea l i sm i ;  e forse aveva rag ione  S i gmund

Freud a non cap ire cosa da l u i  vo lesse Breton.

S i mone  B uttur i n i ,  i n somma,  senza  i m itare nessuno, aveva però comp i uto u na  sua  sce lta d i  campo.  Po i,  s i  sa,

c’è la  v ita,  con  i  suo i  prob lem i,  con  qua lc he  l u s i nga  e mo lte amarezze;  c’è la  d iff ico ltà de l  panorama  d i

prov i nc ia,  i  v iagg i  sognati  e non  tutti  comp i ut i,  l e  mostre. Però, rivedendo le  sue opere d i  tanto i n  tanto m i

accorgevo sempre che  qua lcosa  conti nuava  a  crescere e mo lto s i  andava  conso l i dando.  Qua lc he  parentes i  d i

paesagg i smo  troppo  do lce  e  “per bene”  ven iva  presto cance l l ata  da l l’urgenza  d i  espr imere  a ltro,  c ioè  d i

r imanere dentro d i  sé  e con  se  stesso,  d i  co lt ivare i  propr i  mag ic i  “viz i ”  p i uttosto d’insegu ire  artefatte

“virtù”.

I n somma, i l  suo “mal d i  p ittura” S i mone conti nuava a co lt ivarse lo, e se non trascurava i  maestri fuor i  a l le  mura

non  d imenticava que l l i  dentro a l le  porte, come ad esemp io u n  S i l vano G irarde l lo, que l lo  de l le  recenti  stag ion i  d i

forte matrice  “esistenz ia l i sta”.  I ntanto l a  sua  p ittura  maturava  es it i  p i ù  vertig i nos i  e  u na  l i bertà  espress iva

s i ngo lare,  i n  u na  cu ltura  ita l i a na  comunque  i n namorata  d i  e leganza  e  forma l i smo.  Orma i  l’ “ine leganza”  d i

S i mone B uttur i n i  è u n  dato certo, e credo che, per sua buona sorte, non lo l ascerà ma i  so lo.

R itorno a l  suo ate l ier qua lche settimana fa, appunto per rivedere l a  sua opera e per scopr ire l e  u lt ime tele, i n

v i sta  d i  questo scr itto e  de l l a  mostra  a  cu i  è  ded icato. Due  opere m i  co lp i scono:  u n  ritratto d i  Raffae l lo



Bassotto (una vo lta tanto se ne sta i n  posa i l  fotografo ), u na recente ser ie d i  “stanze”, che dunque non  è…
per  l u i  u n  “tema”,  ma  u n  “incubo”  pos it ivamente  creativo,  e  i nf i ne  de i  paesagg i  che  fanno  centro

su l l’archeo log ia  i n dustria le  e su  acquedotti  tanto consueti  a l  nord, costru it i  i n  ferro e matton i  e datab i l i  ann i

C i nquanta. Tra que l  ritratto e i  paesagg i  non  c’è d i stanza d i  sti le,  ma  soprattutto non  es i ste lontananza d i

sp ir ito,  se  così  s i  può  d ire.  I nfatti  l a  p ittura  è  vo l utamente profondamente sc iatta,  bana le,  a-sti l i st ica.  Non

spaventino né stup i scano i  term i n i :  questa assenza d i  superf ic i  be l le, questo ostrac i smo che emarg i na l a  penne l l ata

e legante e “colta”, rappresenta i nfatti u na sce lta co lt iss i ma e profonda d i  B uttur i n i , que l l a  sce lta che com i nc iava

ad aff iorare ne l le  pr ime opere d i  cu i  pr ima  v i  par lavo e che adesso s i  riconferma ed esp lode con  tutta l a  sua

f i losof ica e s i ncera autentic ità espress iva.

S i mone  c i  sugger i sce  che  certi  pr i nc i p i  d i  modern ità  sono  stati  fra i ntes i  e  che  a ltri  sono  stati

sottova l utati. C i  d i ce che Duchamp “luc idava” i l  suo “giovane n udo che scende le  sca le”, perché i n

que i  p i gmenti  trionfasse i l  “legno”  sotteso a l l a  forma  e ne l l a  p ittura esp lodesse que l l’anartistic ità

che era secess ion i sta e m itte leuropea ancor pr ima  che cub i sta e dada. Que l le  sue terre, guardavano

a l l a  v ita attraverso l a  morte: ecco l a  ver ità de l le  cose. E d  ecco, pera ltro, i l  senso de l  l i n g uagg io d i

S i mone B uttur i n i ,  que l  suo fare sch ivo, que l l a  sua  aspra iron ia  e i n s ieme que l  senso u n  po’ stoico

de l  v ivere l e  fatiche quotid iane:  que l  suo modo d i  cons i derare i l  propr io stud io d’artista come u na

non ricercata avventura quotid iana.

M i  p iace l’atel ier d i  S i mone. Non poss iede artefaz ion i, sembra u n  depos ito, e d i  fatto lo è; i nfatti v i

s i  depos itano i dee e forse que i  do lor i  e que l le  g io ie  che non  ti avv i sano ma i  ma  che entrano da l l a

f i nestra  e  pr ima  o  po i  escono  da l l a  porta  tras locando  a ltrove,  i n  s i lenz io,  i  propr i  i mprovv i sat i

bagag l i . S fog l io tele e scartabe l lo carte. Appogg iate qua e l à, le sue i mmag i n i  creano u n  mondo, e i n

que l  mondo m i  accorgo che  c i  sono vasti  spaz i,  ma  manca  l’aria:  l u i  l’ha sottratta, l’ha p iombata

su l l e  superf ic i  e l’ha fatta v i brare ne l le  ce l l u le  de l l a  p ittura:  a l l’interno e non  a l l’esterno. Po i  m i

accorgo che  qua lcosa  d i  s im i le  succede  ne i  riguard i  de l l a  l u ce.  L a  p ittura,  come  u na  spugna,  l a

nasconde e l a  custod isce ge losamente. L a  l uce è u n  va lore che non va sperperato. L a  l uce è i nter iore

oppure è so ltanto u n  i nganno. L a  l uce non i l l u m i na ma sorge da l l’il l um i naz ione.

Questa  mostra  è ricca  d i  l avor i  e  per  certi  vers i  è  u na  p icco la  anto log ica.  M a  c iò  che  ho  i nteso

ev itare è l a  no iosa e ped i ssequa es i b iz ione d i  cu ltura. Non ho i nteso segu ire i l  suo l avoro opera dopo

opera,  anno  dopo  anno,  i ncroc iando  le  righe  de l  sapere  tra  i  penne l l i  de l l a  p ittura.  Ho  i nteso

sottol i neare c iò  che  d i  p i ù  vero ed  autentico  B uttur i n i  cerca  d i  trasmettere a l l a  nostra cosc ienza.

Perché questo conta. B asta ri usc irc i . E  l u i  c i  riesce.

 G iorg io Cortenova

Paintings and rooms

I can remember pretty well, even if some year has passed, my first visit to the atelier of Simone

Butturini: I was hit by the concision of his works and the feeling of a slithering condition of alert in

its conciseness. I was fascinated by his rough painting somehow “crept” and left on the painting as

the abrasive action of a shaving light has “beamed” the images. I was surprised by the realistic



intensity that such a young man, as in that time he was, gave to everyday scenes and at the same

time the visionary bounce that involved them into a play of presences and absences, of ghosts with a

body and bodies fading into light.   But it was electric light: bulbs hanged down from the ceilings of

the rooms. What’s more, it was about switched-off, shaky, incinerated, bad screwed light bulbs.

Actually  paintings  reproduced  interiors  mainly,  unmade  and  deserted  beds,  opened  but  empty

wardrobes, small dining room tables with chairs without any usefulness: they aren’t there to give us

a sense of familiar safety but to disturb our view, in order to insert the doubt and agony of the

thinking mind in the onlooker’s eye.

Visiting his atelier that time, I realized immediately that Simone was deducing his poetic world and

his language neither from the polite manners offered by the italian art nor from its unfortunate  but–
plastic  manners equally offered with generosity.–
It’s not like that. He may have looked at some forgotten English. Perhaps he already knew Sickert,

perhaps not. And why not, also some roar “products” of the “picturesque style”, where the light

clings to paintings and papers and hides in the hole of the cloth: laughing but with irony, being

palpable but with some risk for skin.

And then, in addition to the English and after a very mature and personal assimilation, there are

Central Europeans, the Viennese before Schiele and then the Nordics: Munch and others. And the

French? Well, the moods and languages of French lands were almost absent: that is a land full of

“ghosts” of the soul only in the Symbolist zone. But those were visionary splinters that would have

foster the Surrealisms; maybe Sigmund Freud was right when he didn’t understood what Breton

wanted from him.

Simone Butturini, without copying anyone, had chosen his field. Then, as it’s known, there is life

with its problems, with some satisfactions and many bitternessess. Provincial overview as well as

travels  dreamed but left undone  and art exhibitions, were troubles for him. But looking at his– –
works, every now and then I realized that something continued growing and many things were

strengthening. Some digression on an excessively sweet and “respectable” landscape painting has

been soon erased by the hurry to express other things. That is to say the will to remain inside of him

with himself growing his own magic “faults” instead of chasing unnatural virtues.

Therefore, Simone continued growing his “painting sickness” and if he didn’t neglected masters out

the town walls, he didn’t forgot those inside them, for example Silvano Girardello, with the recent

season of strong “existentialist” roots.   In the meantime his painting was reaching gradually dizzy

results and a particular expressive freedom, in an italian culture fond of elegance and formalism

anyway. By now the “lack of elegance” of Simone Butturini is a certainty and I think that, for his

fortune, it will never leave him.

I’m back to his atelier some week ago, in order to see his work and to discover his last paintings,

because of this piece of writing and the art exhibition. Two works struck me: a portrait of Raffaello

Bassotto (for once,  it’s the photographer who sits ), a recent series of “rooms”:  they aren’t a…



“topic” for him but a positively creative “nightmare”, and at last some landscapes whose subject is

industrial archaeology and aqueducts of the Fifties, built with iron and bricks so usual in the North.

Among that portrait and the landscapes there isn’t such a distance of styles, but most of all one

would say there isn’t a distance of soul. Actually painting is deliberately deeply slovenly, banal and

without style. Don’t be afraid or astonished by this terminology: this absence of beautiful surfaces,

this ostracism that excludes the elegant and “cultured” brush-stroke, represents indeed Butturini’s

real deep and cultured choice. That choice started to appear in the first works I said before and now

it is confirmed and explodes with all its philosophical and sincere expressive genuineness.

Simone suggested us that some modernity principles have been misunderstood and some others

have been underestimated. He says to us that Duchamp used to “polish” his “naked boy getting

down the ladder”, because in those pigments “wood” tinged with form could triumph so in paintings

could break out that secessionist and Central European unartisticity before being Cubist and Dada.

Those lands of him looked at life trough death: that’s the true. And what’s more, there is Simone

Butturini’s sense of language, his shy behaviour, his rough irony together with his stoical way to

live everyday fatigues: his way to consider his own atelier as a non-wanted everyday adventure.

I like Simone’s atelier. It isn’t artificial, it seems a storehouse and it is indeed. He stores there both

ideas and maybe those kind of sorrows and happinesses that enter from the window without letting

you know and then go out the door moving quietly somewhere else their improvised luggage. I turn

out the pages of paintings and skim through papers. His images, placed here and there create a

whole world and in that world I can realize that there are vaste lands, but lacks air: he has taken it

away, he has sealed it with lead seal in the surfaces and had made it vibrate in the cells of the

painting: internally and externally. Then I realize that the same happens with light. Painting, as a

sponge, hides it and keeps it jealously. Light is a value that hasn’t to be wasted. Light comes from

inside or is only a fraud. Light doesn’t lights up but comes from lighting.

This art exhibition is full of works and somehow it’s a small anthology. But what I’ve surely tried to

avoid is the boring, slavish culture exhibition. I didn’t wanted to follow his activity work by work,

year after year, crossing knowledge lines between paintbrushes. I wanted to underline the true and

authentic aspects Butturini wants to transmit to our conscience. Because this is what matters. To do

it is enough and he succeeds in doing so.

 Giorgio Cortenova


