
GALLERIA MASSIMO MININI 

Via Apollonio 68 – 25128 Brescia tel. 030383034 info@galleriaminini.it www.galleriaminini.it  
 

 

 

 

MAURIZIO DONZELLI 

immaginàle 
 

All we need to do sometimes is shift the stress… 

 

Imagine that the title of a story, of a press release, of a fairy tale is “immaginàle” (imaginal in English), with the stress on the 

third syllable. 

Imagine now that another narrative is entitled “immàginale” (imagine them in English), with the stress shifting to the second 

syllable. 

 

The former, immaginàle, relates directly to an image, it could be defined as: “evoking images” or “laden with images”. 

Surely, a single word, not exactly a common one at that, indeed truly unusual, placed right in the middle of a blank page, 

suggests that the author (just like the writer of this arts feature) may want to show off their erudition as well as their familiarity 

with the difficulties of writing (and, of course, of reading). 

Actually, it is not on to throw a word like this in your face, more or less like Latin exceptions or the Greek hapax legomena, 

words very rarely used (or used just once in the whole history of literature).  

 

In secondary school, we used to spend hours on end studying Latin questions that we would never come across again in 

our listless students' careers.  

A bit like what happened with French or English, with all the potential exceptions of their verb systems that -luckily- we 

would never use again.  

Then, when ordering a drink in the pub, of course we wouldn't know what to say or how to say it.  

 

In contrast, the imperative of the latter, immàginale, affords no way out, forcing or strongly encouraging us to set our creative 

imagination in motion, to close our eyes and think of an alternative, imagined reality. (“Imma” in the Sufi culture means 

seeing through the heart). 

Imagination means continuous birth, therefore the rebirth of images. 

A bit like Ian Wilson explaining his work: open and not closed to sensory experiences, which allow you to attain 

enlightenment while walking in the forest, through the fields or in a museum in front of a painting. Or else the root of Robert 

Barry's work, a very limited selection of words that open and do not close, pointing to distant and all-encompassing horizons 

and not to the palpable reality, the relentless evidence of an object. 

 

This learned dissertation concerns the title and not the content of the exhibition or of the works, pseudo-paintings created 

by cooling the original oil paintings through the technical intermediation of photography.   

The artist paints large surfaces with gold, black and various gradations of gray; the effect is a decoration where the 

brushstroke traces continuous curves that tend to occupy the entire background of the canvas. Gold and black are 

somewhat antithetical, gold is light, black is darkness. 

From one day to the next, from life to death, from alpha to omega, from yin to yang, endlessly.  
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PAOLO NOVELLI 

il giorno non basta 
 

A determined and, in some ways, intransigent photographer (more intransigent to himself than to “others”), Paolo Novelli 

pursues his own certainties, rather than his phantasms, through a course of research aiming to give form to an imagery-

based organism planned in advance. This is his third solo exhibition in our gallery.  

The photographs come out of his mind as small, close-knit families that are conceived well before they are taken. 

It could be said that they are projections of his own will and not mere trouvailles. They are figures that exist and live in 

seclusion, waiting for our artist to disclose them. 

 

Enclosing, unclosing, disclosing... the art of the twentieth century has often hidden things in order to make them more 

visible. From Man Ray's objects wrapped in plastic and string; through Christo's wrapped rivers, coastlines, buildings; to 

Burri's Cretto di Gibellina, which hides an entire town under the concrete. This habit had been widespread for centuries: 

the wafer-thin veils of the sculptures in the Nereid Monument from Xanthos, in the British Museum now, or the drapery 

blowing in the wind in the Lamentation over the Dead Christ in Bologna. 

 

Those who veil knowingly arouse in the viewer the desire to see more clearly. 

 

For instance Ulysses, who never missed a chance, glancing at a veiled Calypso, unveils her to get a better look at what 

could be already imagined and unmistakably glimpsed.  

The Apocalypse (apò Kalipsos) is a revelation of the thing desired, dreamed up, intuited;  then, after St John, it shifts 

meaning and starts referring to the revelation of humanity's secret fate. 

 

Well, Novelli projects out of himself the images of “his” desire and then goes looking for them in tunnels, cemeteries, the 

mists of the night and, more recently, in the double search for meaning, behind closed shutters or bricked-up windows. 

Yet, this research is not merely formal. Photography has gone through the Caudine Forks of the form (the images of 

Bauhaus come to mind) to the point that, even today, “form” is tantamount to symbol, a name good enough for 

magazines, galleries, museums, books.  

The form exists and trying to get rid of it is pointless, but the form should serve an idea, it should help interpret reality, it 

should afford a glimpse of what lies under the thin film that the developer baths and the printing process have deposited 

on the paper, a transparency similar to the layers of an oil painting. 

Here the layers are the gradations of grey that analogue photography enhances, while the brand new digital is like acrylic 

painting: colder and sharper. 

 

Certainly, the “form” is necessary, be it beautiful or unsightly, but let's not forget that content should prevail and cannot let 

Her, the form, steal the show just because she is wearing fake eyelashes. 

Surely, because if the problem is neither the form (ornament) nor the matter (richness), then all that remains is the 

content, the ideas, the hyperuranion. We, poor mortals who wonder about our fate, are being watched from the seventh 

heaven as we while away our life in sad rooms waiting to pay off the mortgage for that brown house with the blind 

windows behind which mysteries lie in hiding. 
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