Text by Chiara Gatti
Space and solitude

There is an “ancient” work by Luca Vernizzi that contains the origins of his thought. Il bicchiere della staffa (The Nightcap), a large canvas dating from 1963, seems to be meant as a self-evident tribute to Édouard Manet. This can be inferred from the synthesis of the shape, from the black contour that makes the figure stand out against the background, from the colour - spread in a “spot-like” manner – as well as from the language, of a velvety, quickly made painting, boldly simplified and indifferent to details, as it is rather focused on the picture as a whole. And also from the value of black, a marvellous abyss that swallows the look down into unfathomable depths. The same black that Manet used in his Fifer’s jacket, in Berthe Morisot’s  cape, in Lola’s raven hair, as well as in the fur of the goring bull depicted in his Bullfight. Luca Vernizzi does not openly declare his debt, yet this is quite obvious. 
As Alberto Giacometti said, “the art of all ages stands before me.” In front of Luca Vernizzi stands the epic of the humble, immortalized at the dawning of modern painting. In fact, it is the noble father of this painting of the truth, of the feeling of everyday life sublimed in waiting, to ideally show him the way. To him, still at a very young age, in his early twenties. He takes the direction of a search made of universal shapes, of a kind of plasticity capable of digging space into the canvas, in full respect of wide voids, extensive pauses, breath of composition, and concreteness that becomes abstract. Then the scene depicted in that beautiful picture from 1963 loses its portraiture nature; it is not just the freeze-frame of a fraction of authentic time; on the contrary, it breaks down the perception wall to capture the weight of the ether whirling around the immobile body. 
Once we have understood the root of this mechanism of representation of life and things, we can fully grasp the point of landing, Luca Vernizzi’s recent work, i.e. how the dead natures, fruit baskets suspended in a nearly dazzling light, were born; where his portraits come from, thus inserted at the bottom of vertical and untouched surfaces, in which the value of unpainted space compensates for the gravity of the figure. A beat and a pause. All this helps us understand the genesis of his cotton chairs, chairs covered with white sheets in the painter’s studio or on the beach. Faces, objects, vegetables are nothing but a pretext revealing his search for another dimension. Luca Vernizzi remains unmoved in front of the possibility of rendering a vibrating atmosphere.  Indeed, his investigation of  facts, of circumstances, ultimately of what Elena Pontiggia referred to as “a phenomenology of everyday life”, has a purely conceptual purpose: to demonstrate the existence of a system of relationships between an empty field and a solid presence. Now, they justify and reinforce each other. It is the typical sculptor’s attitude. It is no coincidence that Alberto Bevilacqua, in an article on the subject of self-portrait, wondered whether Luca Vernizzi would have ever held a chisel in his hand. Such doubt is instilled by his sixth sense for the solitude that isolates shapes in the abyss of space. Just like a kouros in the silence of the agora. 
Needless to say, Il bichini nero (The Black Bikini), another masterpiece dating from 1964, shows a clear reference, maybe unconscious, to Olympia. Once again, simplification, annihilation of the perspective, overturning of the body in the foreground, all together contribute to sharpen the sudden sinking into the image, which escapes all classic canons to drag instead the glance into a spherical room, where the edges are smoothed by the shading colour. In his portraits from the early 90s or in his umbrellas, boxes, and bowls dating from these last ten years of his production, the lesson contributed with bikini borders on the achievements of a painting in purity. There are no remains of a didactic narrative, there is no indulgence of the pleasure of details, no yielding to the temptation to exhibit technical excellence (which Luca does possesses, although, as a man of thought, he eludes virtuosity and rhetoric). There is rather theoretical elaboration, a programmatic intention of testing the potential of an absolute painting. 
What Luca today wants to forget about his neorealist past (investigated by Rossana Bossaglia in her nice essay published in 1996) or about a certain “return to order”, absorbed during his academic education, is the feeling of time. Nothing flows, nothing passes between palm leaves and basil tufts. The solitude of paper rolls, of beach umbrellas open in the sun, is a perpetual solitude. That is why Elisabetta Sgarbi also pointed out his distance from Morandi’s or Ferroni’s metaphysical dust. There is no dust on Luca’s tables (which are absent...), but plenty of light. There is so much light that it rules out the shadow. And even when the shadow is outlined sharply on the plane (as in Pesche e merendelle / Peaches and White Nectarines), it is almost motionless. There is no sunbeam to move it. This is indeed another pretext to calculate the weight of vacuum. Here we can also perceive a veiled memory of the British, of David Hockney’s pop art (Giovanni Testori mentioned Peter Blake...). Along the edges of Hockney’s swimming pools, the shadows of deckchairs seem to be engraved in concrete. In California, it is always one in the afternoon. 
However, when it comes to discussing the poetics of fixity, we had better go further back, namely to the origins of the genius. In fact, it was Paul Cézanne – who, not by chance, travelled hastily to Paris to meet Manet – to teach to the art world of that century as a whole to become aware of the importance of sculpting space. “I want to astonish Paris with an apple,” he said, adding: “I gave up flowers, flowers wither at once. Fruits are more faithful, they stay there, as if apologizing for fading.” Suspended time. 
Luca aspires to a similar interruption and amazes everyone with a bunch of celery. Why? Because it does not certainly represent a cross-section of domestic truth, but the mythical stature of the ordinary. Manet himself had managed to transform a small asparagus into a masterpiece of rarefaction. Luca takes potatoes and leeks and turns them into the iconic presences of an extra-sensorial world. The space expands around them, the lines of force radiate against the opalescent white or the bottomless black. Black and white are, however, unfathomable, while the vegetables stand out, dignified and solemn, in the presence of a cosmos that orbits it. 
In the canvas entitled Destini (Destinies), from 2003, he had projected the same spatial conception in the monumentality of an image where it was the turn of the man with his back turned to orient himself in the immensity of the room blowing up right in his face. As tiny as Friedrich’s monk standing on the seashore, the man’s body took the measurements of his own weight in the box of existence. In 1977, Marco Valsecchi first tackled Luca’s intuition of “individual space”, which has now, more than then, achieved an exact definition, in the transposition of each figurative element within an open cage, broken down by the quantity of compressed air that, at some point, breaks the banks. 
Individual space thus becomes the one that is physically necessary for every body – whether object or person – to acquire self-consciousness. It is the space (of theatrical origin) of representation, where the absence of time amplifies the sense of solitude. 
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