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Remembering
Vittorio Gregotti

Editor’s note: Vittorio Gregotti,
a modernist architect, theorist,
editor, and city planner, died in
a Milan hospital on March 15
of pneumonia, having contracted
the coronavirus. He was 92. This
remembrance is one of the many
tributes published by the Ordine
degli Architetti di Milano.

I only spoke to Vittorio Gregotti once, five or six years ago.
My office had published a small book and we asked him if
he wanted to present it. Then things did not work out (on
the day of the event, he had to go to the dentist, if I remember correctly), nevertheless, he invited me to his studio in Via
Matteo Bandello in Milan, across from the San Vittore prison.
When I visited him, the office was closed, someone was tidying up the archive; Gregotti welcomed me dressed in a suit
and tie. He was already well over 80. I don’t think he especially prepared to receive me, there was no real reason for
that, and yet he was impeccable. He had even gone through
our book and begun to list a whole series of perplexities. At
a certain point he quoted Horkheimer (not Adorno, but the
more difficult Horkheimer!). I thought I had gone back in
time, to a world where Italian intellectuals really existed and
read what other European intellectuals wrote, with which
they sometimes agreed and sometimes disagreed, but in every
case felt obliged to explain and reprimand all the unfortunate
people for whom they held themselves responsible (and they
held themselves responsible for everybody). For a moment,
we too were the object of that tireless work of cultural censorship, which as a student I had the opportunity to learn
about just before it disappeared – and for which I immediately had an instinctive sympathy, perhaps only because it
was by then unanimously despised. Gregotti reproached me
for I don’t know what, maybe for not being loyal enough to
modernism (as if, in 2015, it would have been possible even if
I wanted to be), but I thought with nostalgia of an Italy when
there was a decent elite, when one went to the studio properly dressed and one could spend the money of the state (a
shitload of money) to try to make (from scratch, and without the slightest irony) Silicon Valley in a valley of Calabria.
I was then thinking of other great old men I had met, all in
their fashion whining, all so wonderfully consistent in their
various projects of annihilation of the universe, all on the side
of reason, indeed possessing reason as if it were a chair that
at one point they had either bought or stolen, then sat on and
never got up again. And from their respective thrones these
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old men warned me, each in his own style: Gregotti scolding me, Giorgio Grassi taking the piss out of me, Enzo Mari
simply insulting me. And even in this it was clear to me that,
of the three, Gregotti was not only the politest but also the
most generous. This generosity, which was so little recognized
about him, meant that Gregotti took on all of the responsibilities that in a civilized country are the responsibility of the
high bourgeoisie. And he took on them all, from both a theoretical and a professional point of view. In fact, Gregotti wrote
about everything, extensively and meticulously: about design,
architecture, urban planning, landscape (when no one even
knew what it was), territory, aesthetics. And not only did he
write, he edited three beautiful magazines (Modern Building,
then Rassegna, and also the much maligned Casabella). With
Gregotti Associati, the company he set up in 1973 with Augusto
Cagnardi, Pierluigi Cerri, and Pierluigi Nicolin, he also
designed everything: chairs, lamps, council houses, buildings,
factories, schools, universities, museums, stadiums, theaters,
neighborhoods, cities. All with such an extreme voracity that
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only people radically convinced of their mission – and therefore radically innocent – know. And in fact, when he was
asked to transform the former Pirelli factories in Bicocca into
a new urban district, Gregotti designed it all, from the beginning to the end, square window after square window, without
leaving anything to anyone else, because that responsibility
was his, only his.
This anxiety to assume all of the responsibilities of a cultured bourgeois in a civilized country perhaps corresponded
to the fear (or was it awareness?) that this country might not
be so civilized. Yet Gregotti worked, stubbornly, as if a civilized Italy existed. In fact, perhaps he worked so hard just to
try to convince himself of it. So, Gregotti, the far from naïve
intellectual par excellence, the man of culture who knew he
also had to be a man of power, seems to me today above all
a paradoxically generous man, whom I would like to thank
not only for the beautiful magazines and the wonderful stadium in Genoa, not only for tirelessly assigning himself the
ungrateful and difficult job of the censor, but above all for
assigning himself the infamous job of the civilized Italian.
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