The Landscapes of Judea Speak Among Themselves About the Worthy House 

(from The Aeropoem of Jesus, F.T. Marinetti)


-O mountains that gird the noble plain of Esdraelon with passion I know I know why you open so amiably a wound of jagged flesh in your rocky brawn


Surely the fantasy pinches you of making the roving and disinherited taste like a basket of ripe figs the fresh Jewish village of Nazareth which offers to the divine lips four thousand unstained souls obedient stone cubes each one in its emerald embrace of intoxicating vines trunks twisted from remorse
 and tender braids of water on rocky paths of sins absolved in grass which fleeing the lambs’ appetite the eyes of Jesus behold

If the heat incites in your lungs a desire for mountainous crests of hovering wind unfasten beautiful migratory horizon unfasten the striped strawberry pistachio currant silken tunic

At 4 days’ march there’s something better go in a tousle of rays insects swallows sparrows and douse your face in the gurgling of a spring


Your eyelashes will pearl the horizon with trembling undulations


There’s Mount Herodium pearlescent whitish cone


The Moab range twists purplish and behind blue cape the Dead Sea


-I’m Bethlehem the chosen landscape and I’m the propitious center of the caravans of Judea

I respond in the Syrian Chaldean tongue to the livestock that call me Bethlehem the milky dawn dew gold threads honeyed dawnlight it’s all yours eat it


St. Paul advised me to transgress the Judaic law pedantic suffocating formalism of emotion and I am leafy with love


I thank you Heaven because you encircled me with fresh valleys and the most fertile Uadi el Karubeh knows how to elegantly descend with its earth boxed up in amphitheater rows grapevines olive carob almond fig trees oleanders


I thank you Heaven because you dug out a grotto in my limestone side that serves as a refuge for sheep and oxen comfortable stall with a manger


Since the caravanserai was packed full Mary and Joseph sanctified me


I entrust it every night to the angels and they murmur it to the shepherds that watch in the barley fields and have oak staffs and a long black veil on their heads


Many days of marching then smooth with your eyes the lovely shoulder of Mount Carmel that curves round until it points an elbow of chastity against the evening snares of the Evil One

O redhot plains of Mageddo Sechem Gilboa Tabor Shulem slake your thirst at your personal little pot
 of the river Jordan and you’ll then be able to sleep on the high couches of the Perea on sumptuous cushions of burgundy clouds


-Clever the Safed mountains which in order to better refresh themselves hide behind the sea one after the other all the snowy houses of St. John of Acri and then douse there the sinuous cobalt mouth of the port of Khaifa


They’re your holy feet O Jesu that precisely mark the lustrous oval of Lake Gennesaret
 and stretch out six long leagues of pain on four of abundant indulgence


It isn’t a mirror but a well-drawn mouth and in listening to it looking at it you’ll see His tame breath quiver unstained crowds of lilies and asfodels and even the thoughtless lifestyle of the birds


-I am the blessed lake almost a basin of holy water when I froth on the shoals of the bank it’s the fringe of his garment that shines


They drink me out of a little pot the scholars enveloped in the tallith with crossed legs on the rushmats and cushions around the seat of the synagogue

Every night with the Beduins encamped in the tall grass of the Sidr and the fellahin that market the dried fish gutted by the fishermen I make music and my liquid kinnor cords vibrate to the names of my lost cities


Enchanted the caravans carrying women and children on rolled tents veer from the burgundy hills and come to quench themselves in me


The harsh path dug carved by his holy feet in the granite frames me


O my freezing waters let yourselves be leavened by the dwindled names of Gamala Bethsaida Kufeir and let them resound with the beautiful name of Capernaum

Mingle and kiss each other hands arms fingers lips green and pink of oleanders wild figs cactus agaves reeds

Don’t content yourselves with beautifying but perfume us and nourish us and since down there that solitary meter of shadow invites us to eat a mouthful of you with half-closed eyes soon soon we’ll reach it with scalded steps


-When you’re restored turn to the waters of the Jordan and cry to them to be moved and to open in the guise of a crystalline mane of melted snowdrift to flood this already voluminous silvery meeting of fountains Enon

Thus in a fracturing delight of rainbowed foam the most spiritual transluscences of glassy architecture
 amass themselves

-I am an Arabian landscape and I’m called Bir Ayub calcified throat of an old caravan chief now the guardian of sliced mausoleums Assalonne Josafat Zaccaria and bowing to Him “Et faddal kalam arabi aies ex nebis culla sana enta tayeb”
 


I instead will speak to Him in his Syrian Chaldean tongue and the thousand thousand thousand sparrows I lodge in my tree with monstrous branches of eternity will invite him and I’m called El Tell

-When on the Acri Lake Gennesaret road you discern Uadi el Hammam right away you see me Diebel Horum Hattin high in an ocean of wheatsheafs then the old Galaad and like a white cloud the Hauran chain

These words of mine wake up my fountains and drape with the chiming of gems gravel happy to soon brush against the baptizing hands of John
 


-Press close for you’re adept at boxing a hundred and a hundred and a hundred demons and at breaching their backs furry with embers and soiled with rust o you feral Fortress of Machero closed fist of a barbaric militarism o you that weigh on the by now yours all yours famished bony wadi with the yellowish tongue drooling with torturous regrets and thieves in flight from membranous bats digging up basalt boulders forgotten by the Flood

O Capernaum you are the most adoring name of a city continuous in soliciting thanks go ahead go ahead
 not like a village but like a stream’s lapping word repeated to satiety in the doze of a pigeon feather bed that loves you and I’d bring you with me with me always


-I’m already in your hand and I want to dissolve in the oval water of Lake Gennesaret lozenge of purifying oblivion

-May you be blessed like the quills dipped in the black and bluish ink of the prophets or the long lashes of the good mule that you shelter from the sun turned eyes of transparent rubber and I praise you because you paint on its nostrils damp arabesques of benign shadow


-I am the most amusing and festive landscape and I even have the certainty that he will return to me and they call me the Great Rural Festival and I take place on the farm of Simon his chosen friend

From dawn I wreathe myself with the most ductile and miniaturized filaments of the little sapphire voices of angels like a mandola

What are you doing loitering on the paths for by now the sun declining with its massive bronze horses of clouds all low with slack reins of shadows and forked branches o you olive trees that behave like actors and athletes dramatizing the paths to the point of making water plants grass roots insects and birds guffaw in sonorous amusement?


Surely you have fallen in the swollen pockets of hurrying merchants o little pearl fountains and as for you sugary juices careful careful a tattooed hand will steal you stretching out from the kitchen window used to eating directly through its shutters carrots celery fennel and salad greens

Like an ideal rural festival they adorn me with the most monumental tendrils of luxuriant grapeleaves upholsterers that roll up their green brocade sleeves to make the aged columns of the temple drunk with new hopes

Beneath a vault of camerus branches the Priests whisper and in cheeks darkened by the scribbling of wrinkles their brown eyes envy the flying and diaphanous goldworks of the butterflies


More than six flowerbeds of children little nose in the air and celestial teeth


Already all the peasant-girls are sitting in their garments of beautiful colors long saved throbbing in their coffers now they straighten up to duel with the most ardent beam

All accomodated in the invisible fleshy seats of the survived maternal bellies and the pathetic brides with their flowered eyes differ from them in casual spirals while the skirts boil hemmed with babies that quicker than swallows everywhere whip the slowing muttering tempo

On the terrace of cloths waving like flags and of the rushmats where the tomatoes perfect their blood a little girl’s most delicate voice creates a swaying song of her own that Jesu Jesu Jesu seduces the acoustic nerves of the entire vineyard


The newborns at the breast consider it their bagpipe
 to juggle and squeeze out fecundity make it sound

A sapling in ecstasy sighs that it has no other flower and it’s sour but it will sweeten if the dogs will no longer howl drooling and biting the feet of the camel-riders with their sand-wringing eyelids against the ghibli

Enter
 please enter sailors with your blue wavy satchels where you’ve placed compressed bottarga enough to be able to repopulate the seas with fish and speak to us please about certain golden gills that the whales of the pole use

O sick o lame o blind beggars cease your glances like funeral trappings


Enter camel-riders and customs-men
 and you too petty thieves


And may you too be welcome leaved and branching yogis and you ascetics and rabbis dressed in dromedary skins and you madmen and those possessed by demons and you exorcists living in the sepulchral caves


Enter nazirim of abstention and you pagan moneychangers fed on locusts that whisper if you give to the poor you lend to God


You’ll have a coffee with kaimac o you lilies risen up from the recent rain o revolutionary flowers of purity

For the impending wedding of Simon’s son there will be many people to wave palms shouting hosanna hosanna and everyone will bring their lamp lit so that the farm from the top of the mountain of Esdraelon will appear like a great pilgrimage of giant fireflies

You will have not only the magnificent gaze of Jesus but from his lowered eyelashes proverbs aphorisms maxims and parables of charity will spread


Enter for the guest is superior to the master Salaam Salaam Salaam

You o rejuvenated cripple adopt the refinement of healthy gestures in the ivory curves of this polished air that preens like a luxury shop-window no longer rough felt but a weaving that pretends to be silk and more than velvet rivals the cheeks of a ripe musky vanilla-fragranced peach in flavor color scent and tactilism

O how noble is the fringe of the trees on the sky’s white forehead pure of every bothersome thought and everyone knows that underneath it no longer wants to hide a special spring of little ripples the elixir of a long march


Enter o vagabonds all bristly from the hay that lodged you


Enter little shepherds smelling of the bleating fold


Enter milk-varnished cowherds and you jugglers hunched with lizard-filled sacks


The legs of the little girls are stems anxious to perfume


Enter o footdragging Pharisees porters of the Law and if someone feels that he’s in a state of sin let him go to the fireplace to cover his hair with ashes


O Jews take off take off from your left arms the metal sheets and vellum
 for they aren’t pleasing to Jesus


The little fingerholes of the flutes rave and we dance to the rhythm of a warm lute-strummer breeze and an almond tree that harps its blond hair joins in chords of narcissus jonquils hyacinth rain down

I’m sure that you present and hasten his steps o most agitated undertow of village children and there you all fly away to whiten green distances like pigeons but well-behaved already you return and coming home your disappointed chirping searches for the brilliant undulation of His tunic of light


-Without worrying yourselves o my disciples and without sternness let them come to me
 for it’s the hour of imperishable beauty


Lighthearted lighthearted play and don’t get serious affectionate undertow of children life can be joyful even for reptiles don’t persecute them anymore for they love to absorb in up-and-down cadence the dreaming essence of a sunbeam


Did you hear?  Did you hear that harmonious chiming of the cobblestones of the path?

Trembling of the touch-me-nots they alert the air’s nerves and these hurry to call back wandering chicks at their pull and tear of sonorous tendons all the more for the fragrances pile up at the farm’s hedge and it chants murmurs metamorphosing into a spinnery of angels’ wings flesh nerve-clusters of corollas painted and embroidered in nickel and silver


When will he come?  When will he come?  When will he come?
  by now the music of fragrances with its spools of pizzicatos entrusts itself unwinding to the spinning spindles of the throats of turtledoves that ten four two meters of green shadow separate us from the burning velvet of the feet of Jesus

The conviction circulates that He will be present at the great exhibition of the hatcheries of the fish of Lake Gennesaret

Let St. Paul maker of tents prepare a thousand thousand thousand scarlet ones for all the people


Let Muhammed send
 us as his ambassador the angel Gabriel


How amusing is the squawking of the curl-covered birds swimmers in the water limpid and without mire laughing glaze of shells


On the shore March and April decorate horizon and clouds with pomegranates nuts apples cherries palms and tamarinds

But because sunset flames are never such idolatrous roasters of bloody holocausts we obey you theocratic stars


These old sybilline waters are fast fast fast and they may even decide to raise their braids of prestigious gems to impose a stranded glowing Persian monotheism on the most delicate frills of cloudlets

It’s the soft soft hour of the most vivacious turtledoves they flow they flow with lightest blackbirds of dark-blue plumage and with larks proud to feel crested with violet orange


Right away they might go strolling pearls gracious waters all the fish each at its whim darting and they die at the bottom of the shredded nets


Jocose the feast on the lagunal poles that proudly support like shawls and wedding veils the nets of locked knitting of Simon Peter Zebedee’s hatcheries


Storks solemnly tower there to mirror themselves in the splendid pavement formed from the pink brown tortoises all with their little heads down and fishing boats rock themselves gently abstracts of sails oars mess tin grater vat of oil and wineskin

Funny doltish justice yours o little tile of the checkered pavement of the Bima
 o you that act as advrtising mirror of the open air tribunal scored with errors that presumes to judge God father of Jesus sent to earth to save the miserable judges and the less miserable criminals


-Leave in the east the Mount Of Olives that attempts to screen with a fabric of peace the descent in musical steps into the valley of Kedron every evening and in order to forget iniquity it sinks into sleep


Undoubtedly it’s right to lay down to rest in the garden that encircles the oil refinery of Gethsemane
 while the heap of sludge diffuses its incense to witness the bitterness of the sinful sunset so rent in its humanity and oppressed by the red pepper of daily lusts


Since the litanies of cloudlets have repented and burn to console the confessional of the night it’s comfortable thick beneath the heat-withered palms

Barely refreshing but how benignly oily with gratitude is this air intimate friend of all my pores one by one it opens opens them smooths moisturizes closes again


-Let’s enter with Jesus beneath the forty meters of the gigantic cedar’s green roof this free inn of pigeons employed in cooing that even a little every once in a while disturb the sparrows in search of a better place or bed or railing to speak watch sleep


The monstrous trunk is joyful about its little mirroring lakes among so many roots pretending to be boas and serving as pallets shopwindows multicolored pitchers explored by the children


Though nobody frightens them there they are away away all with whirs whirs whirs to shaft the skyblue circle of the zenith with risk but they are magnetized to come home come home come home with a plunge into the protecting foliage and the sought-after melopoeia of the turtledoves wraps wraps wraps itself in it happy to roll roll dewy dewy volumes of nocturnal delight 

Greedy greedy the waters are greedy
 for it and they mutter mutter about it with the polished leaves intent on reading only the last scarlet characters they punctuate with dew in an uncertainty of dawn star evening or nothing

O Jerusalem I bury your troglodytic tombs dug out of the rock


You already demonstrated the ingenuity of the greatest sculptors architects musicians gardeners in provoking in the middle of your sound a collapse that opens obliquely between too most humiliated sterile lands the awful destiny of the Dead Sea


Bizarre poets will compare you to that sinning nun that showed to the demon outside her black garment the pink snowy warm overflowing of a breast that prefers to damn itself rather than wither

O Jerusalem in vain you surround yourself with an outgrowth of colonnades birthed from the palaces of Herod beneath the surveillance of authoritative terraces gushing with devotional and perishable merchandise and they will die since they aren’t opulent buildings but petrified dromedaries overburdened with hubris philosophy chemistry and revenge


O gates of the temple of Jerusalem polyphonize
 your sonorous galleries with cedar ceilings even in the guise of an enormous marble accordion since you’ll have to resound also with the hard voice of Jesus when he condemns the arrogance of the priests


Unbind unbind like a screen of aged books soiled by eagles


Slope and gutting
 make my gaze flow into an abyss until it wakes up the blaring tombs of the terrible prophets

Like a crowd with arms raised and agitating hands affectionate palms it’s satisfying to go from Bethany to Jerusalem and every step is an artist fingertip that closes reopens closes reopens all of the silvery fingerholes of the stately and yet secret flute of perfumes


Ecstatic truly ecstatic they all declare themselves to enjoy an orchestra of this kind


O Mount of Olives who faces Mount Moria and its declining mass of staircases balconies steel laminate roofs sentence even its ephemeral destiny and you blond curly-headed sun of the holy feasts distract your sleeping rays in the false vivacity of abstruse theologies and denigrate the squabbling vendors of scientific truth and of nauseating pleasures for his ‘Voice’ has resounded for a long time you see those buildings well I declare to you all that of them not one stone on another will remain
 and know that with faith and prayer man has absolute power over nature and know that ardent prayer is the basis of Art


O melody that the ringing hooves of the donkey bedecked in pink compose when she turns her tender gazes at the foal trotting to nose grasses roots toads and spirals of gnats over the water


It’s natural even praiseworthy that her long furry ears should grab pocket flies bees and whirring wings of swallows to slip away away but careful careful lovely donkey bedecked in pink of the choleric black horseflies that are the stingered sweat of noon


Now the street turns and from the summit of the Mount Of Olives the explanation of the city with its streets so long thatch of a rare fabric of branches of palms juniper lilies honeysuckle and geraniums offers itself repentant and blessed is he who comes in the name of the Lord


O uppercase T of the Cross with your wooden beam you sustain the holy feet fused by cruelty with a bolt and the penitent steel weeps red I know you have another suffering and penitent beam fatigued by supporting with pain the pain of his divine trunk so that please they don’t disintegrate from the weight while so tormentedly the poor bolted hands do the impossible to pull up closer to God Jesu and the great words dripping separate “Father forgive them for they know not what they do”


-Landscape of landscapes o you that had the duty of the greatest universal spectacle split split in one hundred thousand in a billion declivities outcrops cliffs and fragments of wreckage when the other words drop down red that forgiving put on wings “Father into your hands I commend my spirit”


O Golgotha
 approximate but eternal bald sterile but divine skull of the earth-and-water globe you can well be proud of your polished surfaces that so many turns of cruelty refined

How do you expect that I be able to quench my thirst with this wine flavored with the vanity of the women of Jerusalem?


I would have preferred a warm wine of sincere affection


And since I don’t want to fight but to forgive and to love it’s absurd that you offer me the vinegar water that the legionaries drink before battle


Like cannon-bombarded bells the burning metallic waters of the Dead Sea shatter and its shores of orange leather crumble at the edges

Hordes hordes hordes of jackals employed in night cleaning have fallen asleep muzzle to back muzzle to back infinite barbarous carpet of muddy paws o dusty hygienically prepared beneath the suffering feet of the Marys who behold the Cross distributing around mobile eyes of charitable black rubber
 and the urns brimming with sunbeams sparkle with it on their shoulders


While the baptizing Jordan freezes more and more with chastity the great dying gaze of Jesus on the cross steams like bluish transluscent velvet almost fattening the rickety skeletons
 of the Asiatic mountains with human sweetness


Simultaneity of a cloud similar to a rectangular gold shroud 


A trail of thistles and naughty daisies used to playing with the drooling lusts of the marshy rivers leads up there where the Cross with forgiving hands protects thieves of tightened bolts


O Zaccheo chief tax collector
 you will no longer need to climb up your baobab to contemplate Him and his heroism in offering to all beauty greatness goodness


Odor of the yeast of seriousness


Frivolity of a terrestrial fragrance


O you that walk toward Boi Jacub like the Samaritan arm yourselves with a kalam
 since you won’t find thrones of honor nor the chazan of the Synagogue to give you the open book to debate against the Galilean objections and the Pharisean abstruseries 


These thoughts sting all of the scattered streets


O you granite irongray Cinnoro Mountain so worthy of Him it’s you that direct the construction of the House Worthy of Him


We praise you we stray poets for your elegant form of an immense harp with crossed cords of rain rays lashes and blond curls and also for your valleys in the shape of bagpipes
 that fluctuate melodious lowing dense like perfume


Your caves are too similar to the tedious Synagogue and to its sciassar
 that repeats little verses of the scripture to the already degraded stone benches suitors of a high-benched lecternwritingdesk
 friend of a cabinet of herbs that’s carrying on instead with the scrolls of the law


One must use the red fluvial clay fit for making tiles if you knead it with paschal wine blended with oregano


O how good you are landscapes of Judea motorized by the ghibli to work at the factory


The Worthy House will have one part higher than the other by two stairs for the women and children the other part will be reserved for good beasts


Fidelity of breaths that will paper the walls and floor with a padded docility variegated by the crackling of the fireplace used to blackening windows that frame with brown to the nearfar
 golden fluctuation of the grains



To losing sense of smell a chorale of fragrances genuflected in encampments of repentant shadows

Splendid the manufacture of the rays woven with vegetal linen garments to form garden and orchard

Torturous benign tactilism of the rosebushes that beg for advice


-Don’t forget the crosses at the top of the rise res saluberrimi exempli


-No no it isn’t right after all that sinning women and sinning men should go down first to sin



-And we that don’t forget to guffaw with joy we descend for the little street that turns in a spiral a thousand steps decaying and dipping
 down to draw the oily water of the redhot shallows of the Dead Sea


The Worthy House contemplates the temple of Jerusalem through its windows


Bluish and darker blue windows winged like pigeons and like emotions they fly better than ideas and they are to accelerate make precious never to kill


The Worthy House will be brimming with reality and transfigurations


Regal the door drinks light and chases smoke away

Not of copper nor of chalk but of shining ingot pans millstones stools grain tiles pails lamps wine olive oil jars

The winter night is all for sleeping on covered rushmats they roll up suddenly and I fly all the way onto the flat roof for the summer night


The hornets that harmonize with the groans of the little dogs barks and brays muffled by distance compose a muted orchestra


In flight of the snowy Esdraelon in the little window veiled by the swirling of gold gnats


The snow melts in the sun on the summits and implores the landscapes to follow it into the voracious garden that aromatically takes them all by the neck white chamomile flowers yellow red tulips pink flax nuptual gauze of purple harebells


Umbrella-shaped plants promise


-We will become pines of Italy


Choir added with closed lips of strident bees and breezes stems crickets larks yellow tuneful buttercups in the guise of violins

Since too many moralist writings are heavy a geranium throws open its tuneful fragrance


-Messenger peppered by the sugars of life I invite you to take the steep little lane that plunges among the deceptive slippery lichens of the rocks

To descend in an amphitheater brilliant with the claylike balconies adorned with sunken windows 


Arid mountains on the march preceded by fervent peoples of scarlet anemones


The air is a fiery erupting resin of pitch sulphur at 400 meters below sea level


Fleeing of coastal plants with rapacious jewels

Redhot collapse of fatigue over a semicircular outcropping of tenacious memories

Right away the redhot stones declare themselves conservators of the daytime heat to use in the night and pervert it


A juniper bush declaims


-Blond and I was bored of being blond near a myrtle of Venus and I like the flint needles of the Kedron’s gravel riverbed 


Struggling of remorse in the earth’s convulsive chest especially as a tangle of crocodiles flash viscous and stinking with water mud nude women’s thighs intertwined with nauseating filigrees in webbed acquatic filth

A drunken olfactory words-in-freedom table
 of smoke goat dung acid wind igneous odors and pecorino cheese


I ought to dive down to explore better but a delightful cosmic respiration calls me back to the urgent re-ascension of the thousand steps and I won’t slip and the giant sapphire amenity of windows touches itself with its own visual rays sublime anarchy lined with stellar sweetness

From this most pure observatory an adamantine threshold presumes to be already an altar and tosses vainly like the sea beneath the knotted panting voices of nomads Beduins camels stonecutters sumptuous and trapezoidal
 street benches

These in competition with the arrowing swallows the cymbals of the smiths and the hot wind that strokes the harvest into waves want to perfect the Worthy House make a racecourse a school a temple out of it or hot springs


Listen to the sleepy dew-couched bees’ murmurs and they’re instead the skyblue golden burgundy threads of gold spinners gold weavers eager to serve mead among the palisades of fruit-bearing cacti pink lamps on spiderwebs rich with their looms all talk about the donkey sprinkling diamonds from the puddles onto the garment of the Baby Jesus


Since the House judges itself Worthy here’s a bizarre electricity makes it all throb

Zeal of Mt. Esdraelon
 that approaches the windowlet and wants to mirror itself in the pavement snowy headfirst

So bright it decants like a sweet blond wine


Urgency of the rushmats that rolling up give a turtledove cooing

Angst of the chairs and the stools each and each correcting its direction toward the door


There three coils of smoke from the fireplace stir troubled by not knowing how to hide certain lascivious thighs of pink flame


On the ceiling and on the walls a smoothing stroke of breaths that extend soft draped mantles from the fold

Breathlessnes of the stairs that propose to descend ascend as long as the will of God be done


But it’s difficult to describe the sweetness and the tremulous abandon of the bleats that weave tender hammocks such that flattered I would lay down there my melancholy of a kneeling writer


But I am not Worthy myself of the House


A whistle crash like in a glass crusher and it’s the adversity of the infuriated ghibli chewer of sand


Immediately it begins boldly yellow like an obelisk and sometimes smooth soft harmonious the bellydance of the dunes


Orange slap of the wind exterminating the borders

All the dunes as far as the eye can see are anxious to gallop and in piles of crumbly embers on the edges they try to dim and blur they’ve already squeezed and they must dry out that immense gem up there

Noble habitable sapphire nothing can disturb your will to remain liquid transluscent pure

The sublime refuge is pierced by seven currents of fiery air but opposes seven oak radios
 with long whitish faces wrinkled by carbon that will speak in the manner of prophets nourished on locusts and dessicated kilometers


They pretend to be voluble spirals of incense the sinuous fleshy rotundities of the dunes raised artistically from revealing their fascinating nudities like this like this if you cover yourself I’ll know how to expose that which you have that’s most beautiful and that smooth pink declivity shadowed by velvet delectable to the finger and to the hungering tongue

Great stripping of a dune erect but languid with spellbinding back of light flanks of shadow beacon 


Prickly tactilism of poisonous bark


The first radio unleashes its voice

-I know you well beautiful salty mouth and I know that you aren’t my beautiful sea of boats and fish in joy 


The second radio clarifies


-I know you well o you necklace of jolly glancing touches cheeks corollas elbows green and blond hair and an apple tree in bloom


I know that you’re the enraged malice

The third radio is fluent

-I know you well o facsimile of saints’mouths and alpine springs and instead you’re a toothless satanic bile


All of you listen to His words


“Let anyone among you who is without sin cast the first stone”


Laughter laughter ironic and indulgent of the dunes cartwheeling down legs in the air in a carnival of ample skirts of sand with growling little feet flashes of thighs that seep cruel joy all the way into the boiling ash pit of the Dead Sea


-You see you see that we’re the ones who are right yes us and not you presumptuous sapphire from the moment He absolves us all and abolishes sin absolving Humanity so they’re right our innocent offers of pleasure


The fourth radio picks up


-Jesus says “Neither do I condemn you go forth and sin no longer” 


A dune twirls its tapered khaki body and above the strawberry lips with sidereal little teeth decide and above the eyes’ double night of lustful spasm

If sin consists in the will to sin we who are supple sashes and always indecisive never sinned and now sapphire ideal lover of all the snowy summits come to us with us for we’re charitable dunes


The fifth radio proclaims


-Jesus says “Much will be forgiven you for you have loved much”


-…She has saved this perfume for the day of my burial
 


The sixth radio recounts


-Jesus having seen her weep inconsolably and with Her even the Jews weep quivered and was dismayed

Clumsily the dunes burst into rain and with a spray of dust and gravel caricature weeping


-We are women and we understand about tears and fainting and our dirty wadi knows something about it itself used as it is to cleaning rinsing out filth from our most pure slender bodies the color of tiles made from the soil of the Jordan


The seventh radio facets time and space 


-I am the voice of the Perfect Star


Our architects teach


Art is an original prayer and like the religion that wants no intermediaries it rises in direct connection with God the Father


The heroic travails of the artist poet find repose in the bosom of God


The Eucharist is the first masterpiece of poetry painting sculpture architecture music


O poets of the earth a peninsula exists so named because it aspires to insulate itself to fly in the guise of a pier and aerolanding and springboard launching toward the infinite


With purity of heart and forgiving brotherhood create Italian words of geometric almost abstract simplicity celebrate love poetically in a poem denuded of the exuberant earthly bloody springtimes


Abnegation in the fusion of hearts and of artistic ideals


-Linearity and hardness with yourselves and with the sensuous mania of your paintbrushes nerves pens


Upward-floating and light filmy delicate grace of childish ornaments


Cheerfully marry your daughters the machines and they become multiplying consorts


The Law must not endure


The Idea surpasses reality


Art can thus do without earthly weight and sensuality


Jesus said to the royal officer of Capernaum

“If you don’t see signs and miracles you don’t believe but truly I tell you that you look for me because you’ve eaten bread and you’ve been satiated”


Create untiringly because “you don’t repair the old with the new and you don’t put new wine in old jars”


22 Silences of Judea reunite around the 1st Radio in which unfolds


A drama between eleven kilometers traversed by Saint John the Baptist in the desert and eleven steps of Jesus in Jerusalem


A dialogue between an hour of nocturnal silence in the Garden of Olive Trees and a minute of taciturn dawnlight in the Jordan with a rinse of one second and eight silent hours on the nervous peak of Esdraelon with three bleats


The seventh Radio


I expect eleven baskets of rose petals to construct the flooring and twenty-two lambs to erect the right wall with their breaths


Tonight the nightingales will come at least 47 and they’ll raise the enchanting left wall for me


The ceiling is secured by the plumage of my guardian angels and they are thirty-eight


Thus the comforting and habitable Silence will be prepared for Him
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� Marinetti immediately launches into the prosopopoeia of the Judean landscape, which, more than simply making it speak, gives it a human-like fleshly body, one that will be sexualized as well as brutalized in the course of the poem.  This opening looks forward to the opening of the third section, the first part of which is entitled “La carne dei vulcani” and gives the volcano a palpable body much like the one here.  Rather than being voracious like the volcano, however, the mountains of Esdraelon in Judea are welcoming, fertile.  As has been amply noted, Marinetti will use “prosopopoeia of natural phenomena and inanimate objects” (Blum 1) throughout his ouevre.


� Renan describes Nazareth: “Nazareth was a small town in a hollow, opening broadly at the summit of the group of mountains which close the plain of Esdraelon in the north.  The population is now from three to four thousand, and it can never have varied much…” (Renan 85).  He goes on to describe the houses of the town as “cubes of stone…surrounded with vines and fig-trees…no place in the world was so well adapted for dreams of perfect happiness.” (Renan 86).  Renan establishes here for the first time the link between the landscape and Jesus’ eventual philosophy.  Marinetti conveys this nurturing quality by making the town itself an offering from the landscape to the divine, but also by folding into the passage the concepts of sin, repentance and absolution, giving it the flavor of religious discourse.


� Marinetti traces an imaginary path, guided by Renan’s description, from Nazareth to Bethlehem.


� By calling the Jewish law “pedantic suffocating formalism of emotion” Marinetti links it with his characterization of tradition in the early Manifesti as confining and suffocating; Jesus will be set up here as the incendiary antidote to this limitation.  


� Marinetti uses the term “gargoletta” here; according to Salaris’ note, it comes from the “termine francese gargoulette: orciolo” (66, n.7).  I opt here for “little pot” because it retains the diminutive as well as recalling the English term “chamber pot,” which is one of the meanings of “orciolo” as well.  


� As Salaris points out, “questo brano é scritto sulla falsariga della descrizione di Renan a proposito dell’orizzonte conosciuto da Gesù nella giovinezza” (66, n.8).  Again, Renan presents the landscape as beautiful and highly textured.


� Also known as the Sea of Galilee, Lake Gennesaret provides the setting for much of Jesus’ preaching and performing of miracles in the Gospels.  Capernaum, the town in which Jesus made his home for much of that part of his life, is on the shore of the Lake (see for example Matt 4:12-14).


� The lake’s waves become Jesus’ garment: Jesus himself appears only briefly and sporadically in the Aeropoema (mostly in the scenes surrounding the Crucifixion) and exclusively in this middle section, but the poet expresses his physical presence through the landscape.  As in Marinetti’s “quasi-romanzo” Venezianella e Studentaccio, in which Venezianella’s body is ephemeral and unstable but constantly being sought, here the body of Jesus permeates nature, manifesting itself in small flashes as Judea and its inhabitants long for him and continuously describe him.  Romano Luperini, describing what he sees as Marinetti’s and Futurism’s true innovations, points out the importance of the fleeting in his poetics: “L’originalità di Marinetti concerne piuttosto la teorizzazione dell’effimero…egli tende a fondare una nuova forma di Sublime: il Sublime dell’effimero” (in L’Allegoria del moderno.  Roma: Editori Riuniti, 1990.  126).  Luperini defines the power of the ephemeral as part of the chaos of the experience of the modern; Marinetti, in creating unstable identities expressed through the physical world, explores and exploits one of the challenges of modern existence and culture.  At the same time, and especially in texts with mythical overtones, like this one and Venezianella e Studentaccio, it brings the reader back to a pantheistic reality, one in which the divine presence is inherent to every object in the world.


� A passage reminiscent of the “glassy architecture” constructed in Venezianella e Studentaccio; thus the poet links the religious symbolism of the purifying waters of the Jordan to creativity. 


� According to Salaris, this phrase is a “formula augurale in lingua araba: “Voglio che tutti gli anni tu possa essere in salute.”


� The poet immediately follows the anticipation of John’s arrival with an invective against the Fortress of Machero, the scene of his imprisonment and death.  Renan describes its setting: “It was a wild and desolate country, filled with strange legends, and believed to be haunted by demons” (Renan 146).  Marinetti emphasizes its lonely quality, and its barrenness; John’s story as a precursor of Jesus ends abruptly, mercilessly left aside in the Gospels in the same way that it is here.


� The Italian here is fa pure fa pure, a difficult phrase to translate, but one that here I take to be one of gentle, friendly urging.  


� Marinetti characterizes the Priests (Sacerdoti in the original) as old and resentful of the beauties of youth; like the passatisti reviled by earlier Futurist work, they remain separate from the action of life, whispering, suspicious, and conservative.


� The word in Italian is zampogna, which is an instrument similar to bagpipes.  Although it’s not exactly the same instrument, I chose to avoid the necessary snag in the fluidity of the line caused by an unfamiliar foreign word (that is neither unfamiliar nor foreign to the Italian reader of the original), since the meaning of the line remains stable with the revision.


� Here the poet begins the assembly of the faithful, the audience to Jesus’ teachings exemplified by the Sermon on the Mount (see Matt. 5-7; Lk 4:20-22, 6:17-49).  In both the Gospel accounts and Renan’s description, the crowds approaching Jesus are vast and mixed, full of people of all walks of life, Jews and Gentiles, many seeking healing.  Here Marinetti uses this familiar image of the multitude to depict an inclusive story of his own; all the energy of the crowd lies in its anticipation, and as the plurality of human voices are added to that which we’ve already seen of the voices of the landscape, the poet creates the feeling of a mass movement, and emphasizing its ability to reach into all aspects of life.


� This seemingly incongruous reference to a modern context, doganieri in the original, serves to destabilize the setting, keep the temporal framework from settling too comfortably in the Biblical past. 


� See Proverbs 19:17 “Whoever is kind to the poor lends to the Lord, and will be repaid in full.”


� With this line the poet blurs the lines between human and material, but in the opposite direction from the usual prosopopoeia; the little girls (bambine) become like plants on the verge of sexual maturity.  This constitutes yet another way in which Marinetti incorporates a kind of lyrical instability into the poem, blending the material and human world in a variety of ways that defy conventional logic.  The poem becomes a kind of concrete dream, a palpable and complete version of a reality with no apparent rules.


� As Salaris also notes, this is a reference to phylacteries, little leather boxes holding pieces of parchment with Bible verses on them, worn on the left arm and forehead during prayer.  Jesus mentions them in the Gospels as one of the ostentations of the Pharisees (see Matt 23:5 “They do all their deeds to be seen by others; for they make their phylacteries broad and their fringes long”).


� “People were bringing little children to him in order that he might touch them; and the disciples spoke sternly to them.  But when Jesus saw this, he was indignant and said to them, ‘Let the little children come to me; do not stop them; for it is to such as these that the kingdom of God belongs” (Mk. 10:13-14.  See also Matt 18:10, Lk 18:17).  The inclusion of children and an emphasis on their lighthearted nature, is not surprising here.  As Graziella Sidoli points out, in a discussion of Marinetti’s “La simultaneità nella letteratura,” the poet’s energetic attempts at new genres typify a youthful energy that is not the same as the iconoclastic violence that grows up alongside it.  “Critics often forget this lighter, child-like…and joyful perspective in Futurist works…” (from “The Devouring Page: Marinetti’s 11 baci a Rosa di Belgrado.”  YIP 5-6(2001-2002).  126).  Playfulness is an essential part of Marinetti’s poetics, and here he continues to preserve it. 


� The poet here uses an avalanche of imagery that accumulates in such a way as to create a sense of vertigo, of the sense of the words slipping away.  These moments of lyrical dizziness emphasize the dreamlike-quality of the poem, but at the same time, through their involvement of multiple senses, retain a certain weight and concreteness.


� The accumulation of voices (see n. 20) reaches its point of highest tension here; Marinetti evokes the crowd waiting for its hero.


� Marinetti uses the subjunctive in this line and the one preceding (S. Paolo prepari and Maometto spedisca) to increase the questioning, anticipatory tension of the passage.  I don’t take them as formal commands, because Maometto spedisca is followed by the third person possessive suo (in reference to ambasciatore), and I feel it’s safe to assume parellelism here, because of the way the lines are set up, and because the subjunctive is relatively rare in the Aeropoema.  


� See Lk 5:6-11.  Jesus causes Simon Peter to catch so many fish they tear his nets and fill many boatloads.   Jesus tells him he will soon be a fisher of men, i.e. that he will become a disciple.  


� Renan, describing Jesus’ trial: “Pilate being informed of their presence, ascended the bima or tribunal, situated in the open air, at the place named Gabbatha, or in Greek, Lithostratos, on account of the pavement which covered the ground” (Renan 350).


� The well-known episode of the Garden of Gethsemane (Matt 26:36-46, Mk 14:32-42, Lk 22:39-46): in the Synoptic Gospels it is the place in which Jesus makes a final plea with God to spare him suffering.  The garden then also serves as the setting for the betrayal of Judas and Jesus’ subsequent arrest.  Marinetti avoids explicit depiction of this moment in Jesus’ human and emotional life, choosing again to express the presence of the divine indirectly through the place itself.  The bitterness of Jesus’ fate is exhaled physically by the “heap of sludge” (cumulo delle morchie) rather than being expressed in a more direct, verbal way.  Marinetti further destabilizes the narrative by placing Gethsemane here, an event after the Last Supper occuring before the entrance into Jerusalem (see n. 43 and 44)


� In this passage the nature surrounding the scene ignores the human and divine action around it, lost in self-contemplation.


� The frequent repetition of words in this passage makes the “melopoeia” live through the lines of the text even as it’s being described.


� In Luciano DeMaria’s phrase, “Il futurismo volle sin dall’inizio imporsi non come una tra le tante scuole letterarie, ma come un movimento provvista di un’ideologia globale, abbracciante i vari campi dell’esperienza umana..” (Intro., Teoria e invenzione futurista.  Milano: Mondadori, 1968.  XIX).  The scenery is constructed through the makers and arbiters of these “campi d’esperienza.”   In these lines, Marinetti makes clear the status of the created landscape as artwork, investing artistic meaning and intention into the “masterpiece” of Judea.  


� The Italian polifonizzate here doesn’t make it clear whether the word is a command or a past participle being used as an adjective to describe gallerie.  I take it here as a command, because of the word poiché (“since”) later in the line.  Poiché denotes a causal relationship between the two parts of the line; if polifonizzate were an adjective, the first pole of that relationship wouldn’t exist, rendering the presence of poiché apparently purposeless.


� In the Italian, sventratosi, marked [sic] by the editor.  Sventrato  means gutted or disembowelled, but does not fit grammatically into the phrase, nor is the presence of the reflexive –si oddly placed at the end of the participle have any explanation.  I have done my best here to translate the term, despite its apparent incongruity.  


�Human agency (in this case, the steps being taken) creates reality as it moves through time and space; perception forms the world, and also allows the seemingly alogical blending of the senses.


� For the first time in the Aeropoema, the voice of Jesus appears directly.  The lines come almost verbatim from the Gospels, and Jesus’ prophecy about the destruction of the Temple of Jerusalem: “You see all these, do you not?  Truly I tell you, not one stone will be left here upon another; all will be thrown down” (Matt 24:2; see also Mk 13:1-2, Lk 21:5-7).  Before the direct discourse, however, Marinetti undercuts it by putting ‘Voice’ (‘Voce’) in quotation marks; thus the immediacy of  Jesus’ speech is undermined before it’s even uttered.


� The procession into Jerusalem that forms the basis for Palm Sunday: “They brought the donkey and the colt, and put their cloaks on them, and he sat on them.  A very large crowd spread their cloaks on the road and others cut branches from the trees and spread them on the road.  The crowds that went ahead of him and that followed were shouting, “Hosanna to the Son of David!  Blessed is the one who comes in the name of the Lord!” (Matt 21:7-9).  Marinetti changes the chronological order of the Gospels here, since the preceding passage (see n. 36) occurs in the Gospels after Jesus has entered Jerusalem.


� See Lk 23:34.  The phrase is not present in the other Gospels.


� See Lk 23:46.  Again, the phrase is only present in this Gospel.


� “Skull-place”, the hill on which Jesus was crucrified according to all four Gospels (Matt 27:33, Mk 15:22, Lk 23:33, Jn 19:17)


� A reference to the wine flavored with gall offered to Jesus on the Cross.  Marinetti makes its bitterness a function of the social rather than the physical world.  


� This description of the Marys’ eyes as “black rubber” (gomma nera) recalls the passage on page 12 in which the eyes of the mule are described as “transparent rubber” (gomma trasparente).  With this connection in mind, the women become more passive, more like beasts of burden carrying their “urns brimming with sunbeams” (urne colme di raggi) than independent agents.  Marinetti also used the same phrase to describe the eyes of Mafarka’s steed Efrit in Mafarka il Futurista (31).


� The Italian term here is scheletracci; I’ve chosen to render the pejorative suffix –accio by adding the adjective “rickety.”


� In this clothing of an inanimate skeleton with humanity, Marinetti reverses the typical enrichment of early Futurism; that is, the fusing of man with machine, “the utopian metallized man” as Blum puts it (Blum 1).


� Not having found any other source for this character, I cite here Salaris’ note: “Il pubblicano che a Gerico, essendo piccolo di statura, per poter vedere Gesù tra la folla salì su un sicomoro.  Marinetti lo mette invece su un baobab, albero tropicale” (68, n.40).


� In these two chiasmatic lines, Marinetti creates a pause in the rhythm as well as in the more narrative dimension of the poem.  The rhetorical device braids the two lines together, creating a complex and contradictory concept, parallel to the blending of opposites (tragedy and joy, serietà and frivolità) embodied in the Crucifixion.


� According to Salaris, the word means “pen” (penna; 69, n.42)


� At this point in the poem, the title of the section begins to make sense; this is the first mention of the Worthy House whose contemplation and construction will take up the remainder of the middle part of the Aeropoema.  The question of a worthy house is brought up in the Gospel of Matthew, during Jesus’ speech as he sends out his disciples among the people: “As you enter the house, greet it.  If the house is worthy, let your peace come upon it; but if it is not worthy, let your peace return to you.  If anyone will not welcome you or listen to your words, shake off the dust from your feet as you leave that house or town” (Matt 10:12-14; The phrase in the Latin Vulgate is indeed domum digna).  The building of a new abode for the artist-prophet, and by extension, spirituality and art themselves, becomes the ruling theme at this point.  As in Venezianella e Studentaccio the edifice itself will be an amalgam of ephemeral ideas and concrete materials, a truly Futurist building which admits no boundaries to the possible, and gains part of its structure from a complete break with tradition, and part from the topoi of allegory.


� Zampogna.  See n.19.


� Another crux in the typescript; I again depend on Salaris’ note to the Italian edition: “Forse le parola “sciassar” è l’errata trascrizione di sciammasc…Sciammasc è un termine che indica colui che nella sinagoga ha funzioni di sacrestano” (69, n.45)


� The word in Italian is tavolinoleggio, a compound of tavolino, or writing desk, and leggio, reading desk or lectern.  Since the compound doesn’t commonly exist in Italian, I felt free to invent an analogous English version.


� The word I have translated here as “nearfar” is another invented compound in the Italian, lontanovicino.


� The word Marinetti uses here is infonscandosi, a neologism, as Salaris notes, from the French verb enfoncer (69, n. 46).


� The Temple of Jerusalem, the institutionalized center of Jewish life in the time of Jesus, is replaced (in the Christian view) by the teachings of Jesus, which free religion from a particular building and allow it to be practiced wherever Jesus’ followers assemble (“For where two or three of you are gathered in my name, I am there among them” Matt 18:20).  Marinetti here juxtaposes the Worthy House with the Temple, thus, in an echo of the Biblical framework, placing the Worthy House, the new construction of art, in opposition to the ossified institutions of the past.


� The placing of a winter and summer night in one line subverts the possibility even of a stable setting in seasonal time.  Marinetti continues to push the narrative outside of normal time and space.


� Even within its strong ideological framework, Marinetti keeps alive the fierce energy of his imagery, whether in his more lyrical or more rebellious registers; in this line he demonstrates a self-consciousness of this quality of his poetry.


� The short lines and rush of disparate environments described here keep create a sense of wild, inclusive openness within the construction of the Worthy House.  Just as in Venezianella e Studentaccio, where the glassy encasement of Venice forms a kind of sporadic backdrop to the movement of the characters, so here the building of the Worthy House unfolds outside the limits of chronology or logic, but as a line woven through the greater fabric of the work.


� Una ubriacata tavola parolibera.  The poet makes reference to his own generic invention, here also an example of “tactilism”, that is, expressing non-visual imagery.  This self-referential quality is common to much of Marinetti’s writing.


� In the Italian edition, the word here is trapezitai.  According to Salaris, “Nella copia manoscritta di Benedetta si legge: ‘trapezitai’; e la parola è sottolineata da una fila di puntini, che indicano un dubbio.  Il termine giusto è trapezoidali” (69, n.47).  Without having looked at that manuscript, I accept Salaris’ assessment and translate the term “trapezoidal.”


� The group contesting the use and construction of the Worthy House includes people, animals, natural phenomena and inanimate objects.  If the Worthy House can be seen as a metaphor for a flexible new temple of art, then Marinetti here dramatizes the radical universality of the spiritual power of art as he sees it.  Futurism, as mentioned above (see n. 39), was always portrayed in these universal terms.


� The first feature of the landscape to speak (see p.8), Mt. Esdraelon is here the first thing included within the Worthy House itself.


� The poet himself cannot enter the Worthy House; Marinetti separates the his own identity from that of the one for whom the House is intended. 


� Marinetti published a group of Parole in libertà poems entitled Dune in 1914.  Much of the imagery concerning the dunes in the following lines echoes that in the earlier collection.  His poetic returns to the desert will continue throughout his life.


� Here the Biblical model turns from the Gospels to Revelation; as the story of Jesus’ second coming, heralded by the vision of John of Patmos, it constitutes a second instance of the words and warnings of Jesus to those who prepare for him.  In Revelation, John sees seven lampstands and seven stars, symbolizing respectively the seven churches to whom he must direct his message and the spirits of those churches (Rev 1:12-20).  The language of Revelation is very much in keeping with the poetic spirit of the Aeropoema; it offers a wildly telescoping vision in which the boundaries of logic are deliriously assaulted and changed.  Marinetti, in true Futurist spirit, incorporates the framework of this vision into his own, and instead of stars gives us radios, each one of which will speak in its turn, just as each of the seven churches are addressed by the Son of Man in Revelation.  Marinetti doesn’t adhere to the content of the utterances in Revelation, just using its structure to recall that of the Bible’s final book.  The radios address the dunes as a group, and, like the Son of Man and his churches, each air their quarrels with the dunes.


	Revelation, as the Christian myth of the end of time, fundamentally constitutes the return to origins, and to the condition outside time in which death is rendered powerless.  Jesus himself, through his death and resurrection, is considered to be a precursor of this conquest of death.  Marinetti prefigures the domestication of death as early as the founding Manifesto of 1909, as Blum discusses at some length (2).


� Jn 8:4-11.  Marinetti refers here and a few lines down (“Neither do I condemn you..”) to the episode in the Gospel of John in which Jesus saves an adulterous woman from being stoned.  By going back to the Gospels for the sayings of Jesus within a framework coming from Revelation (see n.65), Marinetti emphasizes and exploits the status of mythic time as outside chronological time.  The theme of the conversation with the dunes in this passage also grows out of that of the Gospel citation; the dunes become lascivious women luxuriating in their sensuality and in the forgiveness offered by Jesus.


� Here Marinetti references another episode of female action in the Gospels, in which a woman pours an expensive ointment over Jesus’ head.  The disciples object, but Jesus praises her for two reasons: first (Lk 7:47)), that she loves much, and second (Matt 26:12) that the ointment is a preparation for his death and burial.


� This exchange between the radios and the feminized, sexualized dunes in some respects resurrects the Futurist opposition of the natural and technological world; but where in other writings it has resulted in battle, violence, and destruction, in this case it remains a conversation.  The Biblical episodes cited above (n. 66 and 67) demonstrate a kind of reconciliation with the feminine, a generosity on both sides.  While female sexuality is still linked in some passages to filth, in the end the imagery never devolves into the complete brutalizing conflation of sex and violence, war against the symbolic feminine as its only hygiene.


� Marinetti here makes explicit his connection to Jesus’ revolutionary legacy and the blending of the spiritual and the artistic we find in this poem.


� The first reference in the Aeropoema to the Italian peninsula which will be the setting for the third part of the work.  Italy as a priveleged landscape for artists is an important part of marinettian and Futurist production, beginning with the founding Manifesto “È dall’Italia, che noi lanciamo pel mondo questo nostro manifesto di violenza travolgente e incendiaria…” (in Saccone 27).


� The familiar Futurist theme of the fusion of man and machine rendered in a lighter key.  The poetics proposed here are a lyrical rewriting of the brashness and exuberance of Marinetti’s literary youth.


� Divorcing art from the constraints of earthly reality and its necessary logic, although perhaps not rendered so baldly or so broadly in Marinetti’s earlier work, is not a new concept for him.  He simply pares it down here, in the middle of a work full of sensuality but also free from the constraints of the Law.


� See Jn 6:26-34.


� See Matt 9:16-17.


� Marinetti thus sinks the entire saga of his artistic revolutionary and spiritual enterprise into a moment of peace, a welcoming silence before moving on to the third part of the Aeropoema di Gesù.  The lightness and restfulness of the ending of the quasi-narrative of Jesus’ life, in another illustration of his ephemeral Sublime (see n. 13), will be brutally interrupted by the relative violence of “La carne dei vulcani” which follows it.  Marinetti again proves the best keeper of his own law by disobeying it as soon as he creates it.
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