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Text

Not a word on stage, not an actor, only the pictures of the bell tower while drowning into
the artificial lake. And the music of Arvo Pärt. Filippo Andreatta delivers a work that you
wish it would never end.

SOUND AGAIN, BELL, PLEASE
It is rare that when sitting in a
theater, you think: “I wish it would
never end.” It happened to me at
the Auditorium in Rome by
attending Curon / Graun by Arvo
Pärt and OHT of Filippo Andreatta. I
was not there to write about it but I
am now, at the end of RomaEuropa
Festival.
But I have to clear my thoughts, I
have to read, I ignored too many
things. I start with the director. Born
in Rovereto, Filippo Andreatta
enrolled at the Milan Polytechnic to
become an architect. He studied
and worked at Jamaica, a historic
café in Brera, but at some point, he
began to think he made a mistake.
What he wanted was the theater.
He changed everything, went to
Edinburgh and learned English,
enrolled at the Iuav in Venice, at the
performing arts faculty. His recurring
idea was to make the abstract
concrete and he founded the Office
for a Human Theater in 2008, in
Rovereto, where it was probably
crucial the meeting with the one
who he defines as our magician-set
designer, Paola Villani. In turn,
Paola Villani was part of an avantgarde group, Pathosformel, active
from 2004 until 2014.
I don't know if she was part of all
the shows that preceded Curon /
Graun. There are five of them:
Delirious New York, from the 1978
book by the Dutch architect Rem
Koolhaas, in which (if I have not
misunderstood it) the abstract is
converted into concrete, by
meditating on the ways in which the
"culture of congestion becomes the
technology of the fantastic,” that is
what happened in New York during
its development. The other four are:
Squares and a trilogy on the theme
of failure, incapacity, impossibility,
also presented at Triennale in
Milan: Self-portrait with two friends,
Weaknesses (inspired by a poem
by Brecht) and Project Mercury (a
never realized NASA's project to
send 13 women into space: in the
show there are two).
But in Curon / Graun the ambition is
more radical, is to create a show

without actors. I know only one
precedent: the Self-defamation by
Peter Handke, with a more than
eloquent empty chair put by Simone
Carella in 1976. For Andreatta it is
difficult to say if the idea comes
from the music of Arvo Pärt or if it is
an almost fatal fulfillment (Andreatta
refers to it as the text). Among other
things, he says, "there is a
neglected theatrical tradition that
used the landscape not only as a
painted backdrop but as a detonator
of the human presence, of the
human: the immense Gertrude
Stein, but also Anton Chekhov,
Maurice Maeterlinck, Samuel
Beckett, Henrik Ibsen or Heiner
Müller have often used landscapes
and the set to bypass the limits of
anthropocene, of psychologism and
logocentrism. The point is not to
remove the actors from the stage
but to put the landscapes at the
center of the artistic and
dramaturgical matter. (...) The man
is only a part and like the others, he
is in a finite space which is the
planet.” The new show started on
these premises.
What is the story that is told to you
and that we learn from the texts,
p h o to s, a n d v i d e o s th a t a r e
projected while we listen to the
music for which we came here, to
the Auditorium? It begins in the
1920s. There is a need to build
hydroelectric power plants. There
are endless deferrals between the
different bureaucracies and the
M o n t e c a t i n i fi r m . W i t h t h e
consequent revolt of the small
towns of Curon, Resia and San
Valentino in Val Venosta, at the
border with Austria: only in 1950, a
dam was built to unify the Resia
and the Mezzo lakes, submerging
over 500 hectares of cultivated
land, with houses on it. The water
level rose 24, 20 and 15 meters,
and the appeal to pope Pius XII was
useless. The images of the bell
tower of the church of Curon that
gradually disappears from view are
heartbreaking, both those
reconstructed and those real: I

speak of real images because not
all the bell tower was covered by
water - as residents and
vacationers know it today. Just go to
Wikipedia and type ‘Curon’: the top
of the bell tower appears to you in
summer and in wintertime, when
due to the ice you can go near it:
while (we see it during the show but at this point the word show
appears a little improper) around
the snowy mountains rise and
circulate those few cars directed
towards the border or entering Italy.
Meanwhile, that thin bell-like sound
(the famous ‘tintinnabuli’ of the
Estonian composer) seem to shyly
appear to sound again, or rather is
the sound of the bell that no longer
rings. To play, or to speak, is the
solo violin by Francesco Peverini of
the Parco della Musica
Contemporary Ensemble. The violin
speaks, while all the strings
accompany it, support it, almost
contrast it: the descending scales
constitute the flow of a story that in
nothing is different (at least for us
theater lovers) from the inevitable,
almost silent, and permanent
struggle between who is right and
who is also right, between Antigone
and the tyrant, Creon.
But it is nothing more than the
music of Arvo Pärt, those rarefied
notes that I heard a hundred and
more times at my place and, for the
first time in a venue, the notes of
Cantus in Memoriam Benjamin
Britten and Fratres, of which there
are seven different versions written
between 1980 and 1992. They, says
Andreatta, "bring theatre back to its
core, of being a place able to
communicate through immobility
and silence. Only his music could
stage the story of a bell tower
castrated of his bell and make
human a show whose protagonist is
a bell tower, an object without
movement, which always remains
there, rooted in the world, still and
in silence.”

