Nico Vascellari
Bugada & Cargnel, Paris

Speaking to Nico Vascellari on the day of his opening,
he enumerated an impressive liscof great minds and
internationally renowned amists from Venero, the
region of northern laly where he comes from. As if
there was something abour that place thar pushed
people into escaping physically, mentally, or both,
Vascellan, however, still lives and works in Vitoorie
Venens, 8 remote provincial cicy of the region, which
15 {according wo him) boring and alienating encugh 1o
get him inspired and yer somehow Fascinating, as it is
at the very core of his am.

The spaces, the energics, the sounds of the harsh
namural environment of the ciry's surroundings are the
main material of the sculprural insallatons he has
combined with sound performances for his Parisian
sodo show ar Bugada Cargnel. Emering the gallery
feli like penetrating a parallel dimension where
one would be in nearly shamanic communion with
nature, As a sfarting point, the artiss explored twa
mysterious Places surrounded by legends of evil the
“Bus de la Lum® or hole of light, and *Darvaza,® the
gate af hell; boah underground cavities wncannily
produce diffuse lights,

The resul is overlapped vidzos of the rwo
places filmed upside down, projecied onito delicate,
shimmecring glass scolprures and reflected all over
the gallery space, creating a poetc ballet of light and
shadiww in a dissurbing owilight, The myssical tension
builds b 3 climax -.]m;ugh an endless chomus of voices
Vascellari compased with Turkish musician Ghedalix
Tazzrees. The music brings a jerky rhychm typical of
punk ar black metal, a chythm abso present in che
arrist’s pracuice as well as — im this pamicular show in
the form of a series of abstract repetitive collages thag
convey the same urgent rempao,

Vascellan proved once again 1o be unclassifisble.
He lcmp: J'Fimmi:ing the halkshaman, haltshowman
artiss Egﬂﬂ‘ described h:,r A I:'p_;ﬂ e B ﬂm\mnrl}'
on the vN'I'E‘l-r rmrl:,rm shillt from one mode to the
ather, ulring the viewer with him. T Im;mgh his
hands, modse is mrned into sound, darkness inoo lgh,
matter into shadow, rigor into chaos, instnce into
thought. His vertiginous dualicy and the pluraliny of
means he wses o express in creane a perfect synthesis
of an unfathomably heavy dark energy and a very
particular poetic delicacy all his own. Punk is not
dead, apparently.
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