
This has been my studio for a dozen years or so  

in a small mountain village 

I live here at some distance from the frenzy of modern daily life 

My studio is a room on the second floor of an old house  

that was abandoned twenty, maybe twenty-five years before 

My studio is an essential place for me 

because my vocation is the most precious thing I have 

This studio is where I spend most of my time 

It’s filled with all kinds of stuff 

things that made their way in here because they serve some purpose  

because they’re useful or because they do something for me 

But I always try to put them away, keep them in place  

arrange them in some way that gives a visual gratification 

So my studio is a place I tend to decorate in one way or another 

Sometimes when I finish sculptures  

I’m not ready to let them go yet, because at a certain point 

they’ve assumed positions of their own inside the studio 

I’ve been living here and using this room for years now 

but it was years before I got to know the people who live nearby  

This means there was an even deeper layer of anonymity 

It became a place that offered me better shelter than others 

a place where it was easier for me to find the concentration to dedicate to my work  

I never felt I was stealing time from other necessities or activities here  

In this sense, even if it’s not very big  

this place let me dedicate long-term attention to the smallest things 

The fact that my studio is on the second floor makes things a bit harder  

and increases the fatigue of bringing tools and materials up and down  

This also makes it something of a filter 

We’re constantly bombarded by stimuli, responsibilities, distractions  

In a certain sense, I could say that life “pollutes” 

Sometimes it fills us up so much we don’t even know who or where we are  



We’re even capable of living for years and years  

miles away from who or what we’d like to be 

The fact that I chose to live in such a secluded place, far from the metropolis  

was evidently an expression of my need to feel silence around me 

and acquire greater possibility to stay in touch with myself 

and what interested me most 

That doesn’t mean there’s no stimulation 

The area around me is all mountain, sea, and quarry  

surroundings that never leave my mind  

Even when I’m enclosed in these four walls 

I never forget the territory outside  

I get glimpses from my windows  

but all the rest that I don’t see is still inside me 

This landscape, and the energy that fills it…  

In some way, it’s as if all this somehow seeped into my work 

as if those sunbeams squeezed in, 

as if the hushing leaves in the woods around me  

continue reflecting inside my work 

It’s a little as if my studio were this enormous territory itself 

As if my studio didn’t end inside these four walls, these three floors 

but extended far beyond, unbounded 

This is the sculptor’s habitat 

Those marble quarries are where the material comes from 

the same material sculptors have always used forever 

Just being here is like going backstage  

For me, living in the Apuan Alps means  

going back to the roots of every sculptor’s work 

Even when I’m back in the studio, it’s as if everything outside 

– the landscape, the tops of the mountain, the quarries – 

is filling my awareness: I’m always aware of everything that surrounds me 

My studio is just where I go when it rains 



When it’s nice outside, I go back outdoors to my bigger studio 

the marble and granite quarries 

the places where you can understand what the material really is 

commune with the mountains and feel what we’ve done to them 

I started visiting the quarries years ago out of curiosity  

I wanted to see where the rock came from, how they yanked it from the mountainside 

It’s an incredibly intriguing combination of the beauty and power of nature  

and – no doubt about it – the power of man 

It seems like a perfect match  

These quarries are undeniably works of art themselves 

Abandoned quarries suggest almost a variation of Pompei:  

the people having suddenly and mysteriously vanished from the scene  

leaving tools and trinkets behind them 

As in Guido Morselli’s novel, the human race disappears without warning 

everything else just hangs there, suspended 

And I’m the only survivor 

I show up and look around 

Yeah, in your studio, you’re never alone.  

In your studio, your company is the tools you need, the objects you like 

the things that help you being into the world a little more simply 

with a little less exasperation 

You’re in the company of a part of yourself, 

the part you’d always like to see  

that part of you with which you’ve somehow found a way to live  

with more harmony, less friction 

A studio might just be the place where being alive is more beautiful 

This territory, filled with beautiful places for me, 

is nothing less than an enormous studio 

 


