OUTSIDER ART IN ITALY
PIETER AND RITA BOOGAART

In the Introduction of ouExplorations in Italyin Journal 16 we said that we couldn’t includeomp of

all our experiences in the field of Italian outsidet in that journal. A number of outsider art gom-
ments were just not architectural enough for memig in the report, which was of course mainly abou
follies. Outsider art often crosses the borderiitn follydom, however, or at least blurs it. Treatvhy

we did put a lot of environments in Journal 16sdinebody (always a he, never a she for some reason
we’re unable to fathom) transforms his house intastle, we tend to think of him as a follybuildiis

only natural. All the elements of a folly are reggated: individualism, decoration, idiosyncracymiowr,
architecture, open-air, frivolity, passion, constron and physical effort, sometimes for years wene
decades. It's a world-wide phenomenon. Italy haaitr share of it.

The anthropologist Gabriele Mina, a youngish champared to us, has for years been fascinated by
outsider art environments and their creators. 1h12Be edited a book about his studies, published by
Eléuthera. It is callecCostruttori di Babele which | translate as Builders of Babel. It's ialian of
course. We wrote to him in English and got a frigndtter back, giving us tips on how and whergto

in Italy.

He also created a website on his area of expeviig&.costruttoridibabele.netwhich we used extensive-

ly before we set out on our travels, especiallgsithe Home page and the simple-to-Babel Index of

that website were also translated into English.aGr€ompliments and many thanks to Gabriele for the
execution of the website and for making it easdgessible.

Another source for us was the very valuable webateut (mainly continental) Europ@utsider En-
vironments Europe by Henk van Es (also in Englishjww.outsider-environments.blogspot.nl.Ex-
cellent, also the largeish section on Italy. If yan’'t know it yet, go and visit.

And we have gratefully utilized the websites of mamdividual artists of course. Nowadays we tend to
work with the internet more often than not. For r@ddes, details about the life of the artist anerpd
information about the environment or artwork.

For the sake of completeness we are going to iecluaur list all the architectural outsider arvieon-
ments in Italy that we talked about in Journal $6vell, with the page number. The order in whictyth
will be discussed is alphabetical per artist.

Antonelli, Guerrino Villino Antonelliano Botticin&era Lombardia p 66
Bartolucci, Orfeo Il Mappamondo della Pace Apeochiolombara Marche p73
Bonini, Umberto Museo della Galassia Calice al @wiglio, Valdonica Liguria p 61
Bottini, Osvaldo I’Annichetta Annicco Liguria p 66
Brizi, Domenico Il Grottino Piansano Lazio

Capra, Enrico Decorated house San Daniele Po Lombardia p 72
Cerpelloni, Angelo La casa delle Conchiglie Quimzaverona Veneto

Ciccioli, Mario Ephemeral structures Tuscania Lazio p 61
Ferrari, Franco La Casa-Castello Corte Franca gohie Lombardia p 68
Galzerano, Guerino | Monumenti di Pietra CastelmuGuento Campania p 54
Guatelli, Ettore Museo Ettore Guatelli Ozzano Taro Emilia-Romagna
Lineri, Luigi La Cattedrale di Sassi Zevio Veneto 8®
Manca, Bonario La Casa dei Simboli Tuscania Lazio

Moschini, Pietro Casa-Museo Pietro Moschini Tusaani Lazio

Ricci, Girolamo | Santuari in Pietra Pievelung@drano Umbria

Stagnaro, Angelo  Parco delle Bombosculture Cadagae Liguria



Guerrino Antonelli: Villino Antonelliano , Antonelli’'s small villa, inBotticino Sera, Lombardia

This house is extremely fanciful, in the Via Cayiand done by an expert, together with his wifeigelv
He was Guerrino Antonelli (1925-1995), a buildexinper and decorator who worked on it from 1958 to
1993. The main structures are still in remarkaldpdy shape, ™=
considering that it was last worked on more thary@érs ago. & §
The paint is flaking off and some of the cemerthipped, but g
nothing too bad. It needs a bit of patching upliska say. Al-
though the three-storey house stands in a normesdtsit first
sight it looks a bit like a Swiss chalet, half-tienbd with the
landscape falling away behind it. But you soon iseathat
there is much more to it than that. Every squardrene F
decorated and there is an almost incredible vanain the
techniques that Antonelli used. Mosaics, sculptwaodwork, |
rocaille, wrought-iron, brickwork, you name it,gtall there.
And it was all painted in glorious colours, butytrere fading
now. | am going to mention some of the detailshst you can |
get an idea of what
there is to be seen o
the outside. On th
right going down is a
garage, the door prog
tected by ropes with
some knots in them*’"
balconies with lots of =
wood and paintings in panels in between decorat@nsthe left
down the descending path is a chimney stack, a logebear-
type barbecue, a little shelter for firewood; aroragéd low
roofed wall with reliefs and openings for sculptjra well-
head; a mosaicked shed; the virgin Mary in a nichanother

low wall with openings; railings with musical notesnciful
turrets; more chimneys; more descending walls; st t@x
looking like a villa; a wooden panel carved witfea faces and
signed ‘lode alla vita’ (ode to life); gargoylesgnse miniature
castles and houses on top and a miniature wingatd bbe wall

to the left is mosaicked representing the Madomuhchild and
other things and among other elements a wooden | pane
celebrating the whole

house. There are iron

grills or shutters for all
the windows and doors,
so it is well protected.
A good thing too.




Orfeo Bartolucci: il Mappamondo della Pace the World Map of Peace, iApecchio, Colombara
Marche

We had seen pictures of a giant globe (planet eantithe
landscape and we thought it would be fun to lookpt We
also knew who had constructed it: viz. Orfeo Bartol
(1924-2011). But finding it didn’'t prove easy. Thmbe is
the most impressive feature of an art park credtedhe |
former carpenter and bricklayer Bartolucci. Thenugter is
10 metres, it weighs 180 tons and is largely madeand
with fibreglass as the skin. He called it the Wolklidp of
Peace because he wanted to spread the messageef ged
it has been the object of strife ever since thallacithorities
saw it rotating (!) on the hills when it was fineghin 1988.
They closed down the whole art park. Nowadays yoly G
get to see it with special permission from onehd tmany
relatives that live there in the village of ColoméaWe F i
couldn’t find any of them. We got as far as thetnwévate F*
road that leads up to the park. This narrow drivewsa

L

smooth and adorned by sayings
in pebble stones, like Benvenuti |
Buoni and Arrivederci | Bravi

(Welcome, to the Good and See
you later, to the Bold). We felt

. both good and bold, so we drove
farther on it as far as the gate.
Closed. So we missed almost all

of it. There seems to be a lot. Gabriele Mina’s sieb
puts it this way: ‘e.g. a fountain-tower, the moartree
made up of 150.000 buttons, an amazing undergrog
museum where Bartolucci had placed its infin
collections of objects (farmer’'s tools, calculato
musical instruments, bottles, etc.)’. There is allse
tiniest of globes, 5 mm in diameter.
We had to ask ourselves the question: an enor
representation of planet earth (for a time it whs
greatest ever), visible from a road in the hillsl duilt 8
by one single man — is that a folly? The answer. wés

course it is. Even his house is: he adorned it vaths
of rocket-like poles and a pinnacled belvedere toae ¥
is it an observatory for his Mappa in the hills?



Umberto Bonini: Museo della GalassiaGalaxy Museunfor rather Galaxy Garden) (@alice al
Cornoviglio, Valdonica, Liguria

Fod

This somewhat pompous name reflects the iliness
of Umberto Bonini (1926-2002). While hospital-
ized for a nervous breakdown he had a coma in
which he had certain visions. He later built hisnow
‘universe’, consisting of a castle-like house and a
garden, surrounded by some towers and walkways.
The boundary along the roadside shows his bright
imagination. It is an artful iron fence showing mes
sages in letters and symbols on a low wall made of
white-ish river stones. The same type of rounded
stones he used as the material for his buildings, e
bellished by stone faces, looking sad or studious,
and other sculptures here and there. He shows him-
self particularly fond of arches and round openings
On one platform in the open air in the grounds he
built his galaxy: a large stand of coloured balls,

planets, interconnected by spirals and raised oalspo a height of several metres. Seriously evdirke

the name of the place. Museum it aint. The placattger difficult to find, but easy to recognizerd the
Strada Provinciale south-east of Valdonica once githere. We parked the car and walked up the
driveway, on one side flanked by a wall with laig®es in it. At the house we found someone responsi
ble and this young man gave us the freedom of kheepafter we had professed our innocence and ex-
plained our business (we can look moderately hashlé&evertheless it felt like trespassing.




Osvaldo Bottini: I’Annichetta, the Annichetta, a boat, Annicco, Liguria
The Annichetta is a remarkable feature jof
the little town of Annicco, or rather, it is

just outside it, in the Via Battisti. It is a ce-
ment ship, which is to say: made of rein-
forced concrete. Looks very lifelike too,

sail any minute. Railings, funnels, port3
holes, lifeboats, anchor, the lot. It is

metres long and lies parallel to the road in thasgrand
"f can't help looking rather forlorn there. It is wedlken care
of by the heirs of the builder, Osvaldo Bottini {191964).
He was a manager at a steel mill in Milano andhloaight it
would be fun to build it in the birthplace of hisfex The
ship is hollow. It used to be a stable for catbket nowadays
electrical equipment is stored inside.

A cement ship. Whatever next?

Domenico Brizi: Il Grottino , the little grotto, inPiansanqg Lazio

At one of the southern edges of the village in @ava street is a small.«
gate after which a staircase leads to Domenicoi'Bliigtle plot of land
where he keeps his chickens and grows things kead. We were glady.
to have an interpreter handy in the shape of ttist &dario Ciccioli, for i
Domenico, born in 1925, is not a great conversatisn(or simply shy). &
He lets his work speak for itself, shall we sayhi§TMario Ciccioli, by §
the way, was recommended to us by the author obdlo& and website
on outsider art in Italy, Gabriele Mina. Mario shesvhimself an excel
lent host and a friend. He accompanied us for alevday in Tuscania
and surroundings.) But back to Domenico Brizi. Hedito work as a
famer and in Cinecitta, the film-town in Rome, lrefde retired. He
lives in the centre of the village, but walks ts piot every day, literallyjgs
up and down, maybe a bit slow and a bit scruffyt, i is ninety, for &
God’s sake. Domenico has a grotto originally fer Wine, that you en- |

: ter under a roof of various sheets of corru-
gated iron. This grotto is embellished inside
and out with human figures, animals and
numerous heads. Very colourful. He has
carved many wooden statuettes and after-
wards painted them. He also worked in the
tufa, and afterwards painted it. The whole
site is pretty small and a tad slovenly, but
who would blame him? We came away sat-
isfied, laden with beans and with an invita-
tion to have dinner together at his flat in the
village, when we would come back: he
would do the cooking. And we would if we
could.




Enrico Capra: decorated housethe unfinished worksite i8an Daniele PpLombardia

After having made enquiries at the town
hall, we were sent help from a female
relative (niece) of the creator of this dec-
orated house in 44, Via Cantone. Shé
showed us the inside as well as the outy
side. She told us that the place was
sale, and was probably disappointed t
we didn’t intend to buy it. But with good
grace she guided us round. It is a prop
ty that will be virtually impossible tof#
sell. A new owner would have to be 4§
fanatic and artistic as Enrico Cap
(1934-2014)was, or | fear it will all be
lost, for he died before he could finis
the job he had given himself.

Capra was born and had always lived
the house in question. He was a brick® .
layer by profession, but developed into a DIYer;c
penter, interior decorator, handyman and buildst,
pecially after his retirement in 1994. It is diffi¢ to

say when he started — the earliest date on theisva
1974, set in a decorative flowery pattern of testtc
tiles, which he sculpted. An ornamental little s&aof
the Holy Virgin is nearby, surrounded by artfuld
work in memory of his mother. That whole wall i
covered with flower patterns and shells in betwe

the windows, ending in a rounded corner. A bit
further is a flat wall with starkly contrasting eol
our patterns in the tiles, that encloses the outer
courtyard together with an iron and brickwork
fence. Pure artistry in brick. In this courtyare ar
other fanciful elements. The back garden of the
house is characterized by a jumble of walls, tur-
rets and peeling paintwork round a complicated

brick tower on a cupola, inspired by Russian ar-
chitecture, according to the niece. Inside, %e
house is devoid of furniture apart from architec- F
tural elements such as benches, bas-reliefs, stue-

co and a hearth, and the whole looks as if Enricog.
Capra will come back next week to finish what:
he had started. Dust is swept into a corner
and there. Tools lie around waiting to be usg
Capra underestimated his self-imposed task
was over-optimistic about his own health sit
tion. It makes you sad in spite of - or rather |
because of - the appreciation of the passio
workmanship. It has lasted at least forty years



Angelo Cerpelloni: la Casa delle Conchigliethe House of Conch-shells, Quinzano, Veneto

We read about Angelo Cerpelloni’s house in the Baimex compiled by Gabriele Mina. Cerpelloni liv-
ed from 1923 to 2008 Just north of Verona is tillage of Quinzano. So we went there knowing that

; the creator of the three-storeyed shell house had
died already, but there might be somebody at home
so that we could maybe have a look inside at the
shells and souvenirs that are supposed to be there.
There wasn’t, more is the pity. Maybe it is all gon
The beer-drinking group of neighbours couldn't tell
us anything either..
But from the outside|
the house looked
nice enough. The cegs
ment walls are inlaid}
with mostly white &
pebbles in playfu
patterns, and in be
tween those pebble
shells are pressed i
to the cement, also™
in patterns. It looks
more like a pebble
house with shells=
than a shell housepm
But we don’t know
how many shells were removed when the house w&sredsrecently by
unrelated new inhabitants. It is on a corner wigighbouring houses s
we could only see two sides. All done by Mr Cerpeilafter his retire-
ment as a bricklayer.

Mario Ciccioli: ephemeral structuresinTuscania Lazio #—
Ciccioli is an artist in his own right, in paintirrgnd making «==
three-dimensional structures. Many of these strestare
designed to make sounds; they are eolian harpsg, trume-
verberating strings between buildings. On the béhind
his house part of Pasolini’'s 19&&cellacci Uccelliniwas 3§
filmed. In memory of this Mario builds little hutsf sticks §
there every year, just as shown in the film. Budf@rably

he calls this windy plot with an old ruin

his experimental garden of sound. Wind
sound, mind-blowing, in accordance with
the genius loci. Beautiful shapes, often
sheets of bent wood, sometimes with bat-
teries of plastic bottles. When they deteri-
orate in six months of wind and weather
they are moved to ‘the cemetery’, a silent
room full of mementos of experiments

and festival performances.
Left: hut, eolean harp with light ©Mario Ciccioli



Franco Ferrari: la Casa-Castellg the Castle-House i@orte Franca di Nigoline, Lombardia

As is the case with too many of these outsidestartthey are either very old or have died alre&dyit is
with Franco Ferrari (1923-2009) and his beautifdtte-house in 17 Via Tito Speri. | call it an ateb-
tural tour de force because he built it himseldagery able bricklayer and foreman. A big fat rouow-

er, embellished by battlements, Gothic frills amdlgtures, other smaller square towers, also adorne

~ Y
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stairways (covered and uncovered), arches, pergotas
umns, chimney stacks, a tiny bell tower and sopbums an
enormous acorn on an artful pedestal, which muste ha
meant something special to him. The house itsethise
stories high and shows funny details, such as dloe bell, a
metal monk ringing a big bell when pushed in arhaad-
joining the gate. For building materials he usddKks, natur-
ally, but more often stones, and there are bité widrrugated iron and
wood that only a skilful carpenter could have sigghl Compared with
older photographs some things had changed wherawatslike the tall
cone made of stones that used to stick out ofabad tower, which was
supposed to support a propeller for electricitysiit there anymore. Evi-
dently people had been working on the castle-hdBiseunfortunately we
couldn’t get closer to the place as the gate wased and there was no-
body around. We would have loved to go inside. iflberior promises to
be ingenious and inventive too. Maybe one day vggtithe chance.




Guerino Galzerano:l Monumenti di Pietra, stone monuments f@astelnuovo Cilentq Campania

Guerino Galzerano was 80 when he died (1922-204i2).
biography reads like so many life stories that & $n
Lausanne in the Outsider Art museum: poverty letads
crime leads to psychiatric treatment leads to datsart.
Only his has a relatively happy ending. He got medrto a
girl called Teresa and for quite some time he live&Ger-
many as a labourer. He came back and out of jealkilis
led his wife’s friend (after which Teresa returriedserma-
ny) and was imprisoned in a psychiatric hospitarnsa-
ples. We were told about this life story by a fdeof his,
who had also been in Germany and spoke a few lgegua
After Galzerano got out, he lived alone in Cileata start-
ed to decorate his house with pebbles. Countlebblge
which he pasted to the walls like monochrome mas&iot
only that, he constructed also arches, arcadeds,wall-
umns, terraces, tables, chairs et cetera. Mosteoimaterial
he carted home from the beach; remarkable, if walise
that the nearest beach is ten miles away and Gasigd
Cilento is a fortress on a mountain top.

p B— _ After the visit to his house and
: the talk to his friend we went
to see what he had made in the
churchyard his sepulchre,
bulging out of the neat rows.
Pebbles, pebbles and again
pebbles. For twenty-five long
years he pasted pebbles to sur-
faces. A one-track mind, one
would say, if it wasn’'t so pe-
culiar and attractive and im-
pressive. There’s nowt so
queer as folk.




Ettore Guatelli: Museo Ettore Guatelli, museum, irDzzano Targ Emilia-Romagna

Our curiosity was aroused by what we had seenisfrtiuse-
um both on Gabriele Mina’s website and the websitelenk
van Es, mainly because of the orderly and inventag in
which the exhibits were arranged. This was all dop¢he pri-
mary school teacher Ettore Guatelli who not onlynted to
collect objects of traditional peasant life (mo}ktlyut also took
the trouble to present them in an aestheticaligfyatg way. It
is the beauty of the patterns he created with bitection
rather than the possible interest in the objeatsnelves that
makes his museum a fascinating one. I'm going totioe just
a few examples from the huge variety in his iteBgckets,
baskets, clocks, horseshoes, tools such as hampiecgrs,

nails, axes, bradawls, bellows and in-

comprehensible little instruments, fit-

tings, iron bits and pieces, but also lit-

tle figurines, dolls’ houses, dinky-toys,

a complete orchestra of dolls and what

not. The museum is in a big barn a bit

off the Via Nazionale 562, next to the

house at nr 130 and is well taken care

of. We were received by an elderly

lady who spoke surprisingly good, al-
most accentless English, but the secret of thatthaisshe
had lived in England for a time. She took the timeshow
us the over 60.000 objects in store and shared wather
enthusiasm for the man Guatelli himself (1921-20009y-
be she had been one of his pupils, we later thought
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Luigi Lineri: La Cattedrale di Sassi, The Cathedral of Stones, Zievio, Veneto

The term cathedral of stones may lead to confuionhis is
not a building, but in some ways it looks like ofiteis a col-
lection, and an incredible one. It is an exhibitamwell. Luigi
Lineri (*1937) is the man responsible. He was daratant and
nurse in a local hospital but devoted almost alldpare time to
prehistory and collecting stones from the gravel bkthe river
Adige nearby. He was struck by the similarity oftam shapes
of the stones. Animals such as fish, ducks, hedgebat also
breasts, vulvas, phalluses and elegant little iicps. He devel-
oped the theory that these shapes had been cayyathbtive,
ancient people and left in the river as a sort lphabet in
forms. All these recognizable shapes he put upeclogether
on dark cardboard and wooden panels so that ttzd stut
and literally thousands of these panels make ugpestacular
collection. All catalogued as well. The walls o§luge sheds
are full of them and the spaces are further filath planks
and constructions with river stones. Some pyraneisn. In
his garden are more walls and little towers witbnss. One
cannot but venerate the dedication — there is dungesacred
about it.
We had come prepared. We had brought him informadiacd
photos of the work of the Belgian artist Robert ¢&&srwho had
developed similar theories of ancient peoples agr¥iint into
little sculptures. and who had built a huge fliotver in Eben
Emael. We talked about it over drinks in the hodse Luigi
and his wife are very kind, hospitable folk. He gaws a book
about his
work and
to me a
choice of
objects.
We came
away with
some phal-
luses. Aha.
How about
that? They
have join-
ed my tiny
collection
of  river
stones
from all
over the
world.
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Bonaria Manca: la Casa dei Simbolj the House of the Symbols, Tuscania, Lazio

One of Italy’s heroes, or rather heroines that ve¢ am our peregrinations there, is Bonaria Maistee
was born in Sardinia in 1925 and soon moved to laaghltaly to escape the feuds and narrow-minded-
ness. But the countryside, the animals and thedatraditions have always remained a major parteof

memories and her work. First in the clothes
and embroideries that she made and later in
mosaics and paintings. She later gained an
international reputation as outsider artist.
She was particularly interested to hear that
we had come from the Netherlands, for she
had attended an exhibition of her work in
our country some 20 years ago. She even
remembered liking or not liking certain of
the organisers. Once she started painting she

couldn’t stop. There are lots of paintings in franie her house, a farm building on the Viterbo rpasd
outside Tuscania. But most impressive is the way sdinted all the walls inside, parlour, bedrooms,
kitchen etc., even the loo, and the ceilings ad.Wéith colourful allegorical and religious characd,
symbols, fantasy figures, visions, houses and dsimnegpecially goats, because as a girl she wasn’t

12

lowed to be a shepherdess, or rather goather-
dess: that was a man’s work. It is all very prim-
itive, these murals, typically amateur, but most
of it is in bright colours. She showed us round,
half hanging in a walker, Mario Ciccioli trans-
lating into English all the time, until she sat
down, tired, and then she surprised us all by be-
ginning to sing! In a steady voice, amazingly
strong and clear for a lady of 90 years of age. A
very remarkable woman. (By the way, when |
first looked her up, Google translated the Italian
name Bonaria Manca (which they hadn't recog-
nised as a name) as ‘benevolent ailment’.)



Pietro Moschini: Casa-Museo Pietro MoschiniHouse-Museum, iffuscania, Lazio

Mario Ciccioli proved to be a keyholder of the muiseof Pietro

Moschini. Moschini (1923-2011) used to work as a stewardafto-

cal landowner and carved things out of wood andesfor almost all

of his life. Only at the end of it he also had ai$®in the Via Poggio

Barone of which he sculpted the doorposts. Buththese-museum is

in the Via della Scrofa and it

was set up thanks to his heir

Rosaria Moschini, our friend

Mario himself and the book

Costruttori di Babele i.e.

Gabriele Mina. It consists of

only a few chock-full rooms,

but the fun begins outside al-

ready, on the walls and the

staircase. There we found tab-

lets and large blocks of sand-

stone which he used to carve

out in reliefs of all sorts of

heads, figures and objects. In-

side are individual sculptures

of animals, a breeze-block wall

carved with symbolic shapes

and forms, and a smallish plas-

ter high relief representing his living-room. Blietmajority of ob-
jects inside is made of wood. Sometimes arrandexdilarge group of chessmen, sometimes they are
smaller and used as decorations. Animals, tre@ggrgnposed heads on statuettes, what looks like-Spa
ish noblemen or cowboys with hats, busts of kings @ardinals, walking sticks, crucifixions and thpe
of heads that we had also seen in stone on thelwainearby as embellishments: threefaces, where th
eyes are shared left and right. The piece de aggistin my opinion is the chair, artfully carvedl amell
varnished. But above all what cannot escape yéeeitng of joy that he must have had in creatingsth
figures. They are fun and he had fun making theen®
rightly proud of his collection, he wanted the wintd be
preserved. And we should be happy that it is ndwegt
safe in this museum. | fear it will attract onlyranimum
of visitors, but it's a gem in all its modesty.
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Girolamo Ricci: | Santuari in Pietra, the stone shrines, Pievelunga di Parang Umbria

After his retirement as a farm@&irolamo Ricci (*1931) built a shrine to the virgin Mary, gratethat he
had survived working with tractors on the sometistegp inclines, all his life. The shrine look<li lit-

tle chapel and of course contains a statuette ofL@dy. But then, as so often happens, he develaped
taste for building and making things, and he cdwddlly stop in spite of his age. In the garden ihgiog

to his house, under a roof, and in the open aimhde small

sculptures of wood, cement and stone, which he petimted

in bright colours. And so there is this jumble igjufes in his

sloping plot of land, which you reach via some stdpwn, along a num-
ber of hand-painted signs in unpolished writingeTihain message on
these signs is that love is always victorious oeevy and hatred. But
other communications are about friendship or wherbailt things. An-
other shrine is for his late wife Liliana, whom &dored and misses a lot.
There is more. A major theme is couples: husbadldnafe, dancers, often
hand in hand, and Pimpo and Pimpa, whoever theyRamnitive paint-
ings abound. Little arches, turrets, decorated difitavall, crammed with
figurines and objects. The sloppy building stylemy proof of the devil-
may-care pleasure he has in creating things anctessipg his ideas — of
which he is very proud. A sympathetic mess, credigdan amiable,
warm-hearted man, and it’'s not ready yet. He wakiog his lunch when
we arrived but he told us to go ahead and look. Wime said good-bye
after our fruitless but cheerful attempts at speghialian, he

told us to give his love to Gabriele Mina, whomdeemed to

know very well.

14



Angelo Stagnaro: Parco delle BomboscultureCylinder Sculpture Park i@asarza Ligure, Liguria
A remarkable outsider
art sculpture park is in
the backyard of the
house in Via V. Annu-
ti 31, owned by Ange-
lo Stagnaro (b. 1940).
Inside the house is a
crammed museum of
minerals, Parma Gem-
ma, for which he tried
to interest us, but we
soon made our excus-
es and asked him to
show us his garden. It

is chock-full, difficult to move about in, for imanconsid-
erable space he has crammed since 2000 over 2[p@uscu
res, which he calldbombosculture bomb sculptures, for
they are made using gas cylinders that he founddidra
ed. As the website says: he sections, reassembigs a

paints them, enriching them with details of narscycled

materials and tools. He can use anything made ¢élmee

constructs things like leprechauns, knights, giadtagons,

but also biblical and mythological figures and dagm

bright colours. You can recognize Jesus and Mohammae

chicken run and an arbour among the countless spike

prongs, nails and barbs. These pointy bits try retb gyour

clothes and tear them to shreds. They had succewdtiedis

vest and trousers a few times when we saw him. mayu

little man, friendly, but we had some difficulty derstanding

him. He is relatively fit now, but what will happéa a place

like that when he is no longer there? In Italy tioewyld well

do with an institution like the Fabuloserie in Feanor the

museums for outsider art in Switzerland, Belgium tloe

Netherlands.
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