ROSELLA PREZZO
WORK IN PROGRESS

The passion which drives a daughter to publish part of her father’s diaries, a journalist and union man, derives from a gesture of love, thanks and commemoration. But when the daughter in question is an artist, notably a painter like Maria Morganti, it is much more than this: it does not just salvage a memory, it searches for it poetically. It does not overlap or vanish in face of the diary but stands alongside her father’s daily endeavour, taking it by the hand while continuing along its own path. Through the intimacy of silent dialogue a duet of voices take shape, calling forth others, a counter chant from words to colour, from writing to signs, calling out to each other, seeking each other and questioning each other, rediscovering themselves in the same form: a diary.

The diary form is perhaps the most distant and vulnerable (protected and, paradoxically, exposed) kind of writing. But a diary is, first and foremost, given form by being used, by its sense and feel for time and, sometimes, by conflict or the friction it causes.

A person writing a diary does not rely on the distancing force of narration or the retrospective faculty of an autobiographical story, which is inevitably set in its own temporal order. On the contrary, it displays the passing of time and its words are written across time, an intricate weave of historical time and everyday life. It is completed as it is written in the present tense. The tense in which a diary is written actually coincides with that of the story being told, as the chronological series of dates seems to constantly point towards its inevitable incompleteness. Maria Morganti is well aware of this and, above all, she shows it in her art. Not just her collection of works explicitly entitled "Chromatic Diary" (2008) but all of her painting, constantly open to experimentation reintroducing its hidden dimension: the temporal unfolding of the process in relation to a story totally focused on the finished outcome. 

In one of her previous works, Maria Morganti created a book-painting, which is almost a manifesto of her art.

The book has coloured pages, all worth looking at and admiring; it is simultaneously a painting to be flicked through in its entirety and read in its day-to-day unfolding. This object-book presents itself here as a trompe-l’oeil of an object-painting. The front cover simulates a small quadrangular canvas,  showing its taut, white face; the reverse (back cover) shows the stretchers onto which all canvases are clipped, almost brutally nailed on, folded over, frayed and threadbare. On one side the precise and clear printed letters of a name and title ("Story of a Painting"); on the other side, between the light and shadow of the stretchers on the canvas, a signature, a place (Venice) and a date (2006) written in longhand.

And so, almost as if by magic, we slip into the painting. We move into its layers of experiences, into its most intimate life, life before it was displayed which negates time. And the painting opens up into works and days. In a similar way as happens with the serigraphy of “Leporelli” (2007), folding up like an accordion and ironically named after Don Giovanni’s servant, who drew up an up-to-date catalogue of the master’s amorous conquests.

What the painting-book tells us by showing it are the ups and downs of a painting and its raw material, colour, how it is envisaged and enlivened, but also how it independently comes to life. Every page is a painting or rather the pages are backgrounds which overlap, backdrops which blend together and, at the same time, re-emerge in the next colour, which takes over but never completely because the margins resist its monochromism. It is the secret life of a painting, of all of Maria Morganti's paintings. The displaying of their shady side, generally hidden from view: what it actually experiences and goes through day by day, what that blank canvas feels and suffers before it decides to show itself of, announcing "here I am", ready to look into the eyes of the people looking at it.

Each page marks the start of another day through a trace of yesterday, which becomes a quotation, dedication and recollection today of a colour which just yesterday was to the very fore, predominant. And each sheet flicked through in the story of the canvas extends and transforms to become a memory of the one that preceded it (because it comes from it and takes over from it), but it is a creative memory because it is open and ready to turn page, to embrace a new beginning and offer itself up for something else, for the arrival of the unexpected through the improvising of the present moment. The present which arranges the past and does so in relation to the imminent future, in view of the immediate after, in which it is colour itself which forces us to see that elsewhere, that further thing which it alone carries with it as implicit and unexplored possibilities or some reality still lying dormant.

The onlooker-reader finds himself inside transformation in motion, he is part of it. He shares the same time: the now, the staging of painting in its continuous present, experiencing it progressively like incomplete life. But just like in those books which, if flicked through quickly, generate amazement and joy due to the animating effect of the drawings, here it is colour which takes on its own life as it turns into motion. And when you close the book you go back to the beginning, to the blank page of the canvas, to its prosaic daily fatigue, but also its promises and expectations, its imaginative possibilities.

In Maria Morganti's art we can feel the secret resonance through which our own finiteness opens up to the multicoloured nature of the world and turns into art. Is not that what the creative act consists in? Paul Klee put it poetically: “The creation lives as genesis beneath the visible surface of the work. All intelligent people see this after the fact, but only the creative see it before the fact (in the future)”. 
Nevertheless, because the artist is not God, he never really knows deep down what will appear on the canvas with which and on which he is working. He does not have a perspective or projective approach, he does not have an overall idea based on which he plans every single detail of his work. The work is never predetermined but actually surprises the artist himself, whose decision-making mainly lies in deciding when the process ends or, rather, its momentary interruption. This is why a pictorial event is richer than the intentions of the person who created it.

As her very personal pictorial technique shows, Maria Morganti does not paint what she thinks she is painting but responds to what she has made happen on the canvas. She reacts in response to what has been painted in the opening move, following the colour in one of its many possible (but not infinite) directions. She assists rather than causes the subsequent act, grasping what has emerged on the canvas and drawing its implications.

This means we find ourselves in a complex generative loop: a pictorial act is produced and the resulting painting, in turn, becomes the material to be drawn on, but also to be responded to through further pictorial acts. Each subsequent act, each colour added on dialogues with its predecessor (as they explain themselves to each other); defining and redefining after the fact the significance of the acts preceding it and, at the same time, giving sense to those that follow. So it is what has already been painted which allows a new beginning, a change of direction, a series of possible outcomes. In this way the context is constantly recreated as the work is in progress.

The context is constricting in the sense that the first act in a sequence imposes itself on those that follow. In turn the second act in a series underway actually becomes an emerging context, backdrop or prop itself, which the ensuing pictorial act must respond to or gauge itself to in some way, so that it may be acknowledged as an element in a series taking on a certain shade of meaning. After all, here it is not the series which bestows meaning on the pictorial act, because the act forms the series (up until that moment) as much as the series (up until that moment) is the meaning of the act. It will be the actual appearance of the subsequent pictorial act which gives meaning to the fact it comes later (retrospective value of the series) just as it will be the circumstance which sets an expectation for a future element - an expectation of the still-to-be-seen or glimpsed – assigning some perspective value to the series.

Page after page, canvas after canvas, colour after colour, studied and searched for, Maria Morganti always does justice to the "support" and its suffering, to that vital backdrop of pulsating time and contact with material, to the experience of the work, which lies in both discipline and the unpredictability of the final result, something worked for and thought out but also expected, glimpsed and re-awoken through work impressed with time in which light turns into colour as it enters.

I have always thought that what is referred to as abstract is, in painting, simply the figurative side of a more delicate and more difficult kind of reality, less visible to the naked eye. An invitation to look deeper into physical and mental places where the triumph of the obvious encourages us not to dally. But the experience of art is this: the completion of what cannot be completed, the realisation of what is always something other than reality.

One day I went to visit Maria Morganti's studio in Venice, the place where her painting takes shape. After showing me and commenting on the various works she was working on, moving from wall-to-wall, table to table, just before we left she pointed to an almost dark and separate corner of the studio, rather like a large cubbyhole. It contained a painting which will never be displayed. It is a canvas on which Maria is gradually placing all the colours in her works. "One day it will collapse...", she told me with a smile. "A sort of Picture of Dorian Gray...", so I thought at the time. But I was wrong, it is more like a painting concealed in the hidden heart of time, a painting of all paintings, the one that takes charge of the endless work of painting. 
(traduzione Martyn John Anderson)
