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L’appuntamento è in Piazza Mazzini, ore 
10.30. Taxi in ritardo, brevi convenevoli, 
un caldo già africano in una Roma di 
inizio maggio. “Prendi tu l’auto, guidala 
tu …”. Graziella sorridente ma perentoria 
mi porge le chiavi mentre simulo disinvol-
tura1. Dentro invece mi sento esplodere, 
di emozione, di responsabilità.
Partenza. Direzione Chia. Ma bisogna 
prima uscire da Roma: il Foro Italico e 
Ponte Milvio, poi il Ponte Flaminio di 
Armando Brasini; quello su cui Nanni 
Moretti in un episodio di Caro Diario 
deve patologicamente passare in vespa 
almeno due volte al giorno. Scena che 
precede di pochi minuti  l’altra deriva, 
accompagnata dalle note di Keith Jar-
rett, verso “il posto dove è stato ammaz-
zato Pasolini”. Forse l’omaggio più bello: 
asciutto, straziante, non retorico e che 
con ingenuo spirito di emulazione ho 
compiuto anch’io, ovviamente in vespa, 
ai tempi del mio anno vissuto a Roma.
A questo penso mentre seguo le indi-
cazioni di Graziella per prendere l’Auto-
strada del Sole. Un altro pellegrinaggio 
dunque e frammenti sparsi di memorie e 
turbamento; ma al contempo la coscienza 
di dover rimanere laicamente lucido: do-
potutto non stiamo andando a Lourdes. 
Cos’è dunque questa infantile emotività 
che a stento domino? Un inconscio de-
siderio di un miracolo? L’aspettativa di 
qualche rivelazione o profezia?
Il lunotto anteriore ci rivela intanto l’in-
taccato profilo di Orte, uno dei set de 
“La forma della città”2. Il condominio 
incongruo che allora tanto turbava Pa-
solini si è inevitabilmente moltiplicato 
e trasformato in quartieri finto-rustici di 
villette dotate di tavernette d’ordinanza, 
in schiere di capannoni industriali pre-
fabbricati che aggrediscono la collina e 

la piana sottostante. Eppure è ancora la 
Tuscia più arcaica e remota quella che ci 
accoglie. Nonostante i troppi sfregi edili-
zi, quel paesaggio è per noi -ipersensibili 
viandanti autostradali- ancora quello de-
scritto nel finale del poema-confessione 
Poeta delle Ceneri3. 
Il fiume Giordano ed il Medio Oriente 
del Vangelo secondo Matteo si trovano 
difatti lì a pochi chilometri di strada, in lo-
calità Torre di Chia: l’antica fortificazione 
altomedievale acquistata da Pasolini nel 
1970 per farne eremo di scrittura del suo 
romanzo definitivo. 
Penso fra me e me che effettivamente 
sia un po’ difficile non pretendere da 
questa escursione un’esperienza sacra 
o come minimo un altro rito battesimale. 
Dopotutto ci stiamo dirigendo verso la 
Palestina di Viterbo, conosciuta grazie a 
quel film ed alla relativa mitologia con la 
quale siamo cresciuti4.
Ma prima una sosta in autogrill, con un 
po’ di tensione nell’aria. Non si riescono 
a trovare le chiavi di casa, conseguente-
mente la paura di un viaggio a vuoto che 
svanisce solo all’arrivo, una volta oltre-
passato il cancello che separa il bosco 
dal vasto spiazzo interno al giro di mura. 
Una compagnia teatrale vi prova musi-
che e canti. Provengono dal padiglione 
in legno prossimo al nucleo medievale 
ristrutturato da Pasolini assieme al gio-
vane Dante Ferretti5. In quel padiglione il 
poeta disegnava.
Il sole è alto, l’aria rovente, la luce è 
troppo forte e le ombre troppo scure; 
sicuramente la più sfavorevole delle ore 
per fare fotografie. Ma queste conside-
razioni adesso sono inutili. Il problema è 
un altro. Come documentare ragionevol-
mente l’essere lì? Come poter pensare 
di scattare altre fotografie dopo quelle di 

Andrea Volpe

Cronaca di un’emozione
In viaggio verso l’eremo di Pier Paolo Pasolini

Il ponticello d’ingresso scarta per salvare una 
quercia esistente

Firenze Architettura (1, 2015), pp. 16-25
ISSN 1826-0772 (print)
ISSN 2035-4444 (online)
CC BY-SA 4.0 Firenze University Press
www.fupress.com/fa/





18

Gideon Bachmann, Deborah Beer e Dino 
Pedriali, ultimo testimone dell’intimità del 
focolare di Chia6? 
E poi le presenze, così forti nell’as-
senza: quarant’anni sono passati dalla 
morte di Pasolini, pochissimi da quella 
di Vincenzo Cerami. 
La casa è ancora chiusa, celata dal grande 
muro della rovina che la protegge. Inac-
cessibile nonostante un ponte in legno 
dal sorprendente carattere giapponese la 
colleghi, superando il vallo antistante, al 
pianoro dove ora rimaniamo in silenzio. E 
poi lo stretto varco di ingresso. 
Ricordi precisi di fotografie in bianco e 
nero attentamente studiate per compren-
dere quel luogo: Pasolini in posa davanti 
alle mura, davanti all’alta torre di Chia, in 
attesa davanti alla porta d’ingresso come 
un ospite enigmatico che ancora ci acco-
glie benevolente; genius loci che abiterà 
per sempre quella soglia. Trasfigurato 
nella sua casa e nel paesaggio che essa 
traguarda, incornicia, protegge. 
Tornano in mente alcuni suoi ultimi versi 
in dialetto tratti da La nuova gioventù; 
quelli dove la nostalgia della civiltà con-
tadina friulana, la sua umile bellezza è 
tramutata con sapienza cinematografica 
nel profilo dei monti di Chia. Inquadrati 
dalla sequenza di finestre che, al pari di 
fotogrammi di un lungo piano sequenza, 
si volgono a Nord seguendo la traccia 
delle antiche mura, quasi abbracciando 
il lontano appennino.
“I) Il soreli a indora Chia cui so roris rosa, 
e i Apenins a san di sabia cialda ch’al 
torna vuel sinq di Mars dal 1974 ta un dì 
di fiesta […] V) Contandìns di Chia! Zà 
sentenàrs di àins o zà un moment, jo i eri 
in vu. Ma vuei che la ciera a è bandunada 
dai timp, vu i no séìs in me.”7

Ecco, la porta si è finalmente aperta. 
Negato, desiderato, si compie infine il 
miracolo di oltrepassare la soglia di que-
sta casa che è al contempo una poesia 
e un racconto filmico fatto di spazio, di 
luce, di ombra. Dunque un puro fatto 
architettonico. Pensato da P.P.P. quale 
dimostrazione apodittica della possibilità 
di costruzione del nuovo in virtù del pro-
fondo dialogo con la tradizione. Un’ar-
chitettura che si appoggia letteralmente 
all’antico, alla forza del passato. 
È tempo di partire: ci allontaniamo da una 
casa il cui carattere “più moderno di ogni 
moderno”8 in ultima analisi è, per noi ar-
chitetti troppo inclini all’entusiasmo, uno 
dei più autentici autoritratti di Pasolini.

1 Queste brevi note cercano di descrivere l’atmo-
sfera del viaggio compiuto a Torre di Chia lo scorso 
9 Maggio, reso possibile grazie alla gentile dispo-
nibilità della cugina di Pier Paolo Pasolini, Graziella 
Chiarcossi Cerami.

2 Ci riferiamo a “Pasolini e … la forma della città”, 
breve cortometraggio girato da Paolo Brunatto 
nell’autunno 1973 per la rubrica Rai Io e … curata da 
Anna Zanoli, già allieva di Roberto Longhi. In merito 
all’attribuzione di questo piccolo film anche allo stes-
so Pasolini si confronti Roberto Chiesi, Lo sguardo 
di Pasolini la forma della città, un film di Pier Paolo 
Pasolini e Paolo Brunatto in www.parol.it/articles/
pasolini.htm, dove sostanzialmente si sposa la tesi 
sostenuta da Naldini, Contini e dal Laurencin della 
concreta possibilità di inclusione nella filmografia 
ufficiale di P.P.P. dell’episodio della rubrica Rai che 
aveva in Brunatto il suo stabile regista. 
3 “Ebbene ti confiderò prima di lasciarti che io vorrei 
essere scrittore di musica, vivere con degli strumenti 
dentro la torre di Viterbo che non riesco a comprare, 
nel paesaggio più bello del mondo, dove l’Ariosto 
sarebbe impazzito di gioia nel vedersi ricreato con 
tanta innocenza di querce, colli, acque e botri, e lì 
comporre musica l’unica azione espressiva forse, 
alta, e indefinibile come le azioni della realtà” Pier 
Paolo Pasolini, Poeta delle Ceneri, Archinto editore, 
Milano, 2010 (edizione riveduta e corretta sull’origi-
nale dattiloscritto).
4 “Le riprese di ‘Medea’, che inizialmente si intitolava 
‘Le visioni della Medea’, iniziarono alle ore nove del 
1 giugno 1969 a Ųchisar, in Cappadocia […] il 27, la 
troupe, ritornata in Italia, effettuò le riprese presso il 
fiume di Chia, non lontano da Viterbo, sottostante 
un’antica torre medievale …” Roberto Chiesi, Dossier 
Pasolini 1969-1972, I. Le visioni barbare di Medea, in 
Pasolini sconosciuto, a cura di Fabio Francione, Edi-
zioni Falsopiano, Alessandria, 2008, p. 243
5 “Ho aiutato Pasolini a costruire una casa di cristallo 
perfettamente trasparente e col tetto in erba, in lo-
calità Chia in provincia di Viterbo: non si sa che fine 
abbia fatto …” in “Intervista a Dante Ferretti – Scatti 
corsari nel paese svelato da Pasolini”, Laura Lauren-
zi, Il Venerdì di Repubblica, 21 Ottobre 2011. Per 
altre notizie circa l’intenso rapporto che legò Pasolini 
alla Tuscia si confronti l’agile ed appassionato libro 
di Silvio Cappelli, Pier Paolo Pasolini: dalla torre di 
Chia all’Università di Viterbo, Vecchiarelli Editore, 
Manziana (Roma), 2004.
6 Per un’esaustiva presentazione/interpretazione del-
le foto scattate da Pedriali su richiesta di Pasolini si 
legga di Elio Grazioli e Marco Bazzocchi “Pasolini ri-
tratto da Dino Pedriali” http://www.doppiozero.com/
materiali/recensioni/pasolini-ritratto-da-dino-pedriali 
7 “I) Il sole indora Chia con le sue querce rosa e gli 
appennini sanno di sabbia calda. Io sono un morto 
di qui, che torna oggi 5 marzo 1974, in un giorno di 
festa. […] V) Contadini di Chia! Centinaia di anni o 
un momento fa io ero in voi. Ma oggi che la terra è 
abbandonata dal tempo, voi non siete in me …”, da 
Ciants di un muàrt dalla raccolta La nuova gioventù, 
Einaudi, Torino, 1975.
8 Cfr. Pier Paolo Pasolini, Poesia in forma di rosa, in 
Garzanti, Milano, 1964. Questi versi, letti da Orson 
Welles doppiato da Giorgio Bassani, compaiono nel 
celebre episodio La ricotta del film collettivo RoGo-
PaG poi Laviamoci il cervello, 1963.

Il primo livello della torre mozzata, fulcro
del nucleo più interno del complesso





Il varco di accesso alla corte del Castello e 
l’attacco fra la torre e l’ala est della casa
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La corte del Castello e l’ala ovest della casa
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Lo studio di Pasolini nell’ala est ed il 
soggiorno nell’ala ovest

Foto di Andrea Volpe
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two wings (build at different moments during the Seventies). Direct access 
from the courtyard gives the sense of rooms of passage, one within the 
other, recalling an ancient, perhaps rural or peasant way of life.
A cursory wooden bridge with bayonet railings – boundary between the flat-
land and the private space of the poet – serves as entry into the stone parallel-
epiped at the base of the broken tower. There, as in fairy-tales, are four doors: 
two placed at the axis of the castle and the house – the spaces at the interior 
and exterior of the walls: north and south – the two other opposite doors are 
at the centre of the dwelling spaces: to the east the bedroom, the bathroom 
and the studio; to the west his mother Susanna’s bedroom, divided from the 
spacious living-room by a bathroom and a kitchenette. In contrast to the rest 
of the structure, which is placed against the wall, the living-room presents a 
sudden break: taking advantage of an existing breach, it distances itself from 
the base of the wall to invent itself as a wall-less pavillion, between the court-
yard and the trees, in which the space is dominated by a large fireplace.
The rooms stand on a stone base which accommodates the uneven nature 
of the ground; in the interior spaces the flow of the narrative of the stone 
walls is punctuated by narrow gaps which allow the sunlight from the south, 
whereas towards the languid northern light the wooden walls are character-
ised by large windowpanes which dilate space towards infinity.
The CASTLE/HOUSE is a sort of theorem of light: nested within the eternal 
shadow which originates in the walled concavity, it assumes the role of 
the Lucretian spectator faced towards the full light of faraway landscapes, 
when “[the first ray of mere sun] distributes... to the buildings... the appear-
ances of inhabited shells, which they are, of gesture and of life”2. 

The “house like myself” which PPP wanted, pursued, that he “de-
signed” together with a very young Dante Ferretti, and realised with the 
same mastery with which they dealt with the demanding set designs for 
his films, is characterised by a timeless modernity.
In the rooms that the prophet loved one can still breathe the silence of fara-
way gazes, of readings and words written in industrious quiet; of skillful brush 
strokes on a thousand white sheets of paper, of presences and absences.
His visage absorbed, the hands busy correcting a ream of texts typewritten with 
letter 22, the body defenseless in rooms of Franciscan simplicity: subjects im-
mortalised, in the second week of October, 1975, by the camera of Dino Pedriali3.
In his room/studio, facing infinity, PPP had placed a wooden table, Scarpa’s 
Valmarana, and a comfortable leather armchair, “(...) next to the fireplace, on 
an uneven stone made flat by a glass pane, Pier Paolo would gather some 
books, those necessary, because – Graziella Chiarcossi Cerami recounts – 
he would bring from Rome only those that he needed for writing”4.

Translation by Luis Gatt

1 “in September, with Bassani at the wheel of his automobile, he went on a wonderful trip around 

Central Italy, following the footsteps of Giotto and Piero della Francesca: Florence, Arezzo, Perugia, 

Todi, Spoleto…” in Nico Naldini, Pasolini, una vita, Tamellini edizioni, Albaredo d’Adige (VR), April 

2014 [Einaudi, Torino, 1989], p.208.
2 Roberto Longhi, Piero della Francesca, 1923 
3 Dino Pedriali’s photos are published in: Pier Paolo Pasolini, Fotografie di Dino Pedriali, 

John&Levi ed, 2011.
4 A fragment of Graziella Chiarcossi Cerami’s stories during our journey from Rome to Chia. A heart-

felt thank you to her for giving us the opportunity of visiting the rooms that her cousin PIER PAOLO 

loved, and for allowing us to consult precious documents.

A story of emotion. Travelling towards Pier Paolo Paso-
lini’s hermitage in Chia by Andrea Volpe
(page 16)

The appointment was in Piazza Mazzini at 10.30. The taxi was late, brief 
pleasantries were exchanged. It was early May in Rome and there was al-
ready hot African weather. “You get the car, you drive it ...”. Graziella smiled 
but decisively handed me the keys while I feigned nonchalantly1. Inside 
however I felt like exploding, from emotion, from the responsibility.
We departed. Direction Chia. But first we had to get out of Rome’s Foro 
Italico, and Ponte Milvio, then the notorious Ponte Flaminio designed by Ar-
mando Brasini; the bridge on which Nanni Moretti in an episode of Caro Diario 
must pathologically pass over on his Vespa scooter at least twice a day. It’s a 
scene that precedes a few minutes before another scene, which is accompa-
nied by the music of Keith Jarrett’s Köln Concert. As Nanni Moretti says in this 
scene, it is a journey towards “the place where Pasolini was killed”. 
Perhaps it’s the most beautiful homage to Pasolini: dry, heart-breaking, 

without rhetoric and in jealous naivety I even did it myself, obviously on a 
Vespa, during those days of my life in Rome.
I was thinking about this while I followed Graziella’s directions for the Auto-
strada del Sole. And so another pilgrimage with scattered fragments of 
memories and disorder but at the same time there was a conscious effort 
of having to stay morally clean. After all we were not going to Lourdes.
Why then was this childish emotion trying to dominate me? Was there an un-
conscious desire for a miracle? Was I expecting some revelation or prophecy?
In the meantime, the windshield revealed the damaged skyline of Orte, one 
of the set on “La forma della città”2. The incongruous condo that troubled 
Pasolini so much was inevitably multiplied and turned into faux-rustic 
neighbourhoods with neat rows of industrial prefabricated buildings, which 
assaulted the hill and plains below. Yet it is still the most ancient and remote 
Tuscia that welcomed us. Despite the building of so many scars, that land-
scape for us hypersensitive motorway travellers is still the one described in 
the finale of Pasolini’s confessional poem Poeta delle Ceneri3.
Indeed, at the River Jordan and the Middle East’s Gospel according to St. 
Matthew one can find a few kilometres from the road at Torre di Chia the 
ancient early medieval fortification bought by Pasolini in 1970 where he wrote 
his final novel as a hermit.
I thought to myself that it was actually a bit difficult not to expect a sacred 
experience from this tour, or at least another baptismal rite. After all, we 
were heading towards the Palestine of Viterbo, renowned thanks to the 
movie and the mythology on which we grew up on4.
First though, with a little of tension in the air we stopped at a motorway service. 
Graziella couldn’t find the keys to the house, which consequently lead us to 
the fear of a wasted trip. However, once past the gate that separated the for-
est from the large open space inside the ring of walls the feeling disappeared.
A theatre company warmed up on music and songs. They came out of the 
wooden pavilion next to the medieval castle restored by Pasolini along with 
the young Dante Ferretti5. The poet used to drew in the pavilion.
The sun was up, the air hot, the light was too strong and the shadows were 
too dark, surely the worst time to take photos. But these issues were now 
irrelevant. The problem laid elsewhere. How could you reasonably record 
being there? How could you think of taking more photographs after those 
shot by Gideon Bachmann, Deborah Beer and Dino Pedriali, the last witness 
to the intimacy of the home of Chia6?
And then there was a presence, an absence so strong. Forty years have 
passed since the death of Pasolini and very few from that of Vincenzo Cerami.
The house is still closed, hidden by the great wall that protected the ruins. 
It was inaccessible despite a wooden bridge with surprisingly Japanese 
characters, past the front rampart, on the plateau where we silently stood. 
And then there was the passageway to a narrow entrance.
To understand the place we carefully studied detailed records of black and 
white photographs: Pasolini posing before the walls, before the high tower 
of Chia, waiting at the front door as an enigmatic guest that still benevolently 
welcomed us. His spirit will live forever over that threshold. Transfigured in 
his home between the landscape, he is framed, protective looking.
Some of his last verses in dialect from La nuova gioventù (The New Youth) 
came to my mind. They illustrate nostalgia for rural culture in Friuli, where a 
similar humble beauty was turned into cinematic experience in the style of 
Chia Mountains. Caught in a sequence of windows, like frames of a long 
sequence shot, they turn north following the trail of ancient walls as if to 
embrace the distant Apennines.
“I) The sun gilds Chia with its pink oaks and the Apennines know of hot sand. 
I am a dead man here, who returns today in a day of celebration March 5, 
1974. [...] V) Peasants of Chia! Hundreds of years or a moment ago I was in 
you. But now, from the time the land is abandoned you are not in me ...”7

The door was finally opened here. Feelings of denial, desire, were fulfilled by 
the miracle of crossing the threshold of this house, which is both a poem and 
a narrative film made of space, light and shadow. It was therefore a pure archi-
tectural fact. P.P.P. believed it to be an apodictic demonstration of the possi-
bility of construction of the new by virtue of the profound dialogue with tradi-
tion. It was architecture literally supporting the old, to the strength of the past.
It was time to go. We moved away from a house whose character “more 
modern than any modern” house8 was ultimately for us architects, too 
prone to enthusiasm, one of the most authentic selfportrait of Pasolini.

translation by Michael Phillips

1 These brief notes seek to describe the atmosphere of the journey made to Torre di Chia last May 9, 

made possible thanks to the kind availability of Pier Paolo Pasolini’s nephew Graziella Chiarcossi Cerami. 
2 This refers to “Pasolini e...la forma della città”, a short film directed by Paul Brunatto in the autumn of 

1973 for Rai, an episode of I and .... tv show, curated by Anna Zanoli, a former student of Roberto Longhi. 

Roberto Chiesi includes this short film in Pasolini’s body of work, Lo sguardo di Pasolini la forma della 

città, un film di Pier Paolo Pasolini e Paolo Brunatto in www.parol.it/articles/pasolini.htm, where he es-

sentially puts together the suggestion by Naldini, Contini and Laurencin of the real possibility of inclusion 

in PPP’s official filmography of Rai’s episode which employed Brunatto as their established director.
3“Ebbene ti confiderò prima di lasciarti che io vorrei essere scrittore di musica, vivere con degli stru-

menti dentro la torre di Viterbo che non riesco a comprare, nel paesaggio più bello del mondo, dove 

l’Ariosto sarebbe impazzito di gioia nel vedersi ricreato con tanta innocenza di querce, colli, acque e 

botri, e lì comporre musica l’unica azione espressiva forse, alta, e indefinibile come le azioni della realtà” 

Pier Paolo Pasolini, Poeta delle Ceneri, Archinto editore, Milano, 2010 (revised edition based on the 

typewritten original document).
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4“Le riprese di ‘Medea’, che inizialmente si intitolava ‘Le visioni della Medea’, iniziarono alle ore nove 

del 1 giugno 1969 a Ųchisar, in Cappadocia […] il 27, la troupe, ritornata in Italia, effettuò le riprese 

presso il fiume di Chia, non lontano da Viterbo, sottostante un’antica torre medievale...” in Roberto 

Chiesi, Dossier Pasolini 1969-1972, I. Le visioni barbare di Medea, in Pasolini sconosciuto, curated 

by Fabio Francione, Falsopiano Edition, Alessandria, 2008, p. 243
5“Ho aiutato Pasolini a costruire una casa di cristallo perfettamente trasparente e col tetto in erba, 

in località Chia in provincia di Viterbo: non si sa che fine abbia fatto...” in “Intervista a Dante Ferretti 

– Scatti corsari nel paese svelato da Pasolini”, Laura Laurenzi, Il Venerdì di Repubblica, 21 Ottobre 

2011. Others interesting news concerning Pasolini’s intense relationships with the Tuscia region are 

reported in Silvio Cappelli, Pier Paolo Pasolini: dalla Torre di Chia all’Università di Viterbo, Vecchiarelli 

Editore, Manziana (Roma), 2004.
6 For a comprehensive presentation / interpretation of photos taken by Pedriali at the request of 

Pasolini and read by Elio Grazioli and Marco Bazzocchi “Pasolini ritratto da Dino Pedriali” http://

www.doppiozero.com/materiali/recensioni/pasolini-ritratto-da-dino-pedriali 
7 From Ciants di un muàrt in La nuova gioventù, Einaudi, Torino, 1975.
8 Pier Paolo Pasolini, Poesia in forma di rosa,Garzanti, Milano, 1964. This verse read by Orson 

Welles and voiced by Giorgio Bassani, appear in the famous episode La ricotta in RoGoPaG later 

known as Laviamoci il cervello, 1963.

Toshiko Mori
Thread - The Sinthian Center: the Albers Cultural Center 
and Artists’ Residency by Michelangelo Pivetta.
(page 26)

The Ariadne’s thread
“Thousand steps always start by one.” 
San old tribe proverb.

Africa holds the secret of man, hiding, at least in its most original part, eve-
rything that humanity is, every beauty and every tragedy. Anyone who had 
access to the knowledge of this secret will never be the same as before.
Architecture, which everywhere is the most obvious and viral of man expres-
sion, it is not in Africa; there Architecture, the original one, loses any iconic 
value to magnificently reduce itself just into a necessity. It leaves the role of 
regulator at the case and the role of function to solve minimum problems: 
to protect from the rain or defend against other men or animals. The African 
history gave us memories of ancient and vast empires and the knowledge 
of their heroic architecture but, the regressive evolution imposed, in the last 
three hundred years, by the white man blocked the road to the hundreds of 
millions of people natural growth path.
As part of a kind of pitiful - in the sense of the latin piety concept - path of 
mending and rapprochement between white and black civilizations some 
valuable collaborations occur. The realization of many architectures capable 
to contain these operations is necessary. Sometimes these architectures, 
especially recently with roles that are beyond the simple functionality, be-
come parameters of a cultural and social renaissance, accompanied in the 
same time by a synchronous awareness of their unique self-identity value.
Senegal between many countries in sub-Sahara Africa can be considered 
among lucky supporters of a miraculous balance, suspended between tribal 
tensions and geopolitical - and now religious - dynamics. The thick intellectuals 
and artists substrate that this country has over time cultivated and encouraged, 
certainly helped to reach and maintain this positive situation. The Ecole de 
Dakar, the Festival Mondial des Arts Nègres, the Biennale de Dakar are some 
fulcrums around which, since the sixties, collective experiences of expression 
materialized, allowing the trans-tribal and trans-religious sharing, plumping a 
particular and substantial consciousness of freedom and people communion. 
Thread fits as a part of this social and cultural capitalization. The main goal of this 
work is to welcome and to strengthen the local artists community that otherwise 
would be dispersed over the vast and difficult territory of the African country.
Toshiko Mori, after a intense activity during which she has been involved in 
a lot of realizations immersed in the mellifluous landscapes of the USA East 
Coast, has dedicated itself to that project with an unprecedented design effort 
with a renewed and propulsive ability. Certainly this assignment could make 
a concrete commitment from always made, as a member of the World Eco-
nomic Forum Council, under the theory that the architecture is, everywhere, 
one of the most appropriate responses to solve the social problems.
The realization of a Cultural Centre for the arts and artist in a rural area in Senegal 
appears as one of the themes to which every architect should aspire. To devise a 
functional architecture for the activities related to the arts in an inconvenient place 
for a community thirsting for culture and in need of places from which to evange-
lize it, it seems to enclose each key of the intimate idea of ​​making Architecture.

The newyorker architect shrewdly developed the theme, exploiting every 
problem to her advantage and introducing in the project an approach that 
is in balance between tradition and innovation, simplicity of implementation 
with indigenous technology and sharing of unusual material that the African 
way of building made available.
A great canopy made using the typical African thatch - a roof built by weav-
ing stalks of what we, in its African declination, would call sedge - performs 
the task of the main architectural object, but also is a water collector that 
supplies about half water need of the entire village. This cover embraces, 
protecting from the sun and rain, the spaces below that are divided in a 
seemingly random succession of solid and empty volumes around open and 
closed spaces, conceptualized not only according to a specific function but 
also according with an aspiration of indefinite utility.
Such as the geometry of interaction between the houses of any rural 
settlement in sub-Saharan Africa, even here, relations take place mostly 
outdoors, in those interstitial spaces that a thousands years old endemic 
wisdom of spontaneous urban planning can make the favorite places of 
socialization and life of tribal communities.
The building rules designed by Toshiko Mori follow a dynamic but soft, ar-
rhythmic but deliberately persuasive tensions progress that accompanying 
hand by hand the man without any hesitation. The composition critical run-
out is the planimetric proposal in which the Japanese architect plays with 
the traditional forms. She swaps usual hierarchies, emptying and discover-
ing the circular spaces that usually identify a full and covering the interstitial 
spaces that are normally opposed to the interstitial connective outdoors.
The references, used to create the roof structure and the wall portions for micro-
ventilation, are mnemonic resources intended to suggest the origin of techni-
cal choices declared as necessary. This practice, common in best architec-
ture projects, defines the possibility of reading a project through multiple layers 
depending by the scale of interaction that could be chosen by the observer.
The first of these resources it is the structure of the roof that, in reference to the 
Japanese origins of its creator, is achieved through the bamboo binding accord-
ing to something like the Gasshō of the Minka typical houses in the rural Japan. 
An act not withheld signing, almost undetectable, but clear and imperishable.
The second resource concerns the design of the ventilating walls that 
participates, together with the geometry of the large roof, the false image of 
precariousness that the structure seems to communicate. Not only that, it 
wants to expose the memory of the client, or rather the promoter, through 
the ideal reproduction of one of his Op-art graphics.
Roberto Filippetti recently well explicate the terms of modern hybrid sense 
about some part of contemporary African architecture. Here it seems per-
fectly able to be fitted instead the concept of a hybridization leaning towards 
the need to exist and proud bearer of that sense of pure poverty originated 
by an essential, but at the same time perfectly declined, architecture.
What is also important in projects such as Thread it is the collaborative as-
pect of the building, its growth within a social group or a geographic location, 
its use for that it will be able to do extraordinarily determining, once again, as 
the architecture is unique tool to create civilization.
Thread means wire, but not only. A thread could be the unitary element capable to 
generate more complex weaving. A thread has the ability to bind, weave, connect.
Thread is like an Ariadne’s Therad, it is able to weave the community using the 
significance of art in order to increase the awareness and culture. It could be a 
vector capable to lead out from the darkness of a poverty and radicalism labyrinth, 
reinforcing the relationship by the identity through the architecture language. 
This is the beginning of a long journey where Thread is the first essential step.

Aires Mateus
When building INEXPENSIVELY becomes a LUXURY
by Maria Grazia Eccheli
(page 34)

On Alberoni Beach, in Venice’s Lido – far from the overcrowded salons of 
the Hotel des Bains – Luchino Visconti designed a sandy courtyard, with 
simple wooden cabins set as a U; with white and grey/blue striped curtains 
supported by a slender structure he then amplifies the necessary shade for 
channeling the sea breeze in the sultry hours of idleness.
In Visconti’s most Proustian film, where Gustav von Aschenbach’s desire for 
young Tadzio is worn out, the sandy courtyard is inhabited by simple beach 
chairs and reeds, by the rustling of the white dresses of women protected by 
wide hats, by the solemn gait of an elegant, pale and silent Silvana Mangano.
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