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air is not so heavy,  
sky is so healthy – 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



1. a sentence is intelligence. a man is a 
man. this feels pretty good: testify it. 
but explain why it matters so much. 
 
2. hunger and thirst do come. the 
coloured screen is open. look now: this 
man was widely a child, and calling 
«mother mother», his daughter will be 
about to come, light after hooves and 
tears and shrieks and all. 
 
3. GOD sees the dappled scene: closed 
rooms and treasures; friends, friends; 
or players and actors, and voices, and 
they simply run.  
 
4. air is not so heavy, sky is so healthy: 
with expulsion and killing, bees against 
bees: simple attacks, leaving people 
with plague – 
 
5. the lines are disengaged. the lines are 
disengaged. see: intellectual courage is 



dignity. explain why it matters so 
much. 
 
6. a novel is entanglement: warp and 
weft; law is an entanglement too. 
sometimes grammar goes by, but 
grammar does not sing. 
 
7. the styled veil is moved by air: a day 
invokes a friend, a sister, a pet, not in 
vain. it invokes a work too – 
 
8. no tranquillity but extasis, if possible, 
and jokes and large smiles – neither 
Adam’s weight; nor Eve’s estate. the 
plague is coming. 
 
9. cooking, seeing, stretching the eggs – 
but fingers are before, in an action. 
cooking seems contempt: a hindrance, 
or the strange face in front of the 
evening (the screen, the machine). dead 
people do not articulate words and 



whispers. birds are in the morning two 
seraphim – no sound of rain is heard, 
and the rain subsided, passed. 
 
10. no curtain no pillow no sound 
competes with the little: they’re two, a 
quick action is this, quick departure is 
done. 
 
11. the smell is known in the air; air 
itself is ours; and mud is ours. You say: 
I, I want. I, I want, I. What I want, you 
say. but ALL! in a green meadow, in 
the real ground of living people – this 
is ALL. Milan.  
 
12. love is not here, beauty is not to 
think it longer. mother calls and son 
answers. it’s like a  show. the air is thin 
in all directions and flowing. «you’re 
great» he says, whispers, and he’s 
ignored. he, the stem, she, the rest, they 



act strangely. «I’m always – always – 
with you». read me again. 
 
13. reading Plath, listening to Chinaski;  
and to music too (it’s meaningless).  
this was the parents’ house, wasn’t it? 
and you left it. books taught: parents 
do and rest, sons go. can you say «what 
am i doing», really? baby, be quiet. 
neither author nor writing, now. no 
human nature wanted this disease. 
 
14. «beautiful sleeping, at night: the 
best!», and vanguard vanguard dulling 
dulling. mother has sons, citizens; 
biters teeth; childish shoes and riddles. 
She is so nice, hidden between noise 
and noise. 
 
15. while rain is crawling, while rain is 
falling, you don’t love this house, it is 
said, you don’t love Milan. 
 



16. there’s a crash!, here pieces shine. 
water blurs the painted room: where 
husband and wife, two lovers sleep, 
not brothers.  
 
17. this was in the inner heart, loved as 
well: you, beloved; love, where are you? 
beloved, i miss you i miss you I MISS 
YOU – 
 
i really miss you… 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



18. Warhol was shot and treated. The 
private garden downstairs is the view: 
what, what do you love more? more 
than anything else? show it below.  
 
19. mother is sleeping, facing the table 
he is writing on – she sleeps, he writes 
in late Summer, quietly. his tongue 
excites a high child voice: be glad, be 
kind, be good, and where, and when, 
and why, and get, go; on the balcony, 
too, playing. the plague comes upon all 
this life, the rain is falling too. 
 
20. in a room the childbirth is artificial, 
caused by drugs, a fortnight in advance 
– done to exist, fifteen days early. the 
babe may die at once, unborn to die 
here, or not. his mother lives, 
goodloking, and her son lives too and 
follows, looks alive, will study, learns, 
can do, goes out. 
 



21. male youth overwhelmed youth 
with offences: did not tame it. love was 
talked about, not tamed at all. changing 
did not spell ruin – the scattered 
seminal roots seeds drops «of virtue».  
 
22. suddenly, suddenly, sweet reaction 
to an action. players and toys exeunt. 
thrice, three times death may come by 
night, sleeping, from asthma, and death 
is defeated, the sleeper gets up. 
 
23. no human kind made this hand, its 
weight hugs a shoulder under sunlight. 
now, to the friend, who looks for food: 
let’s eat good things, let’s go, and come 
again, see friend and friend, together – 
no human eye can see: the sunny calm 
high shape, who goes to work, and 
really works now and after in the street. 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
24. nothing – but devoted hope.  
here the entanglement is, where the 
white drop takes place, trembling – 
AND «I don’t know», it is said, «I’ve 
never known…». you’re so shy, entirely 
on the floor; you are but a male, a man; 
the victim; not the mob; and you’re 
alone. a plague is growing between 
Arcadia and up-to-date world. joy is 
unprompted. there’s massive water 



here, water from high heaven, whose 
rain hits body and leaves.  
 
25. noise is on a plain road. mind may 
keep remote blue steel lights, or eyes: 
eight years, nine, ten. ten? there are 
more: decades.  
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Perhaps there are only two ways to measure 
oneself with History. Either to sublimate it, 
channeling it to the grotesque; or by 
destroying it and restructuring the phases 
by taking possession of its motifs to begin 
to have personal access to the mystery of 
its labyrinths. 
The latter coincides with how artists Ariel 
Soulé and Simon Toparovsky have 
conceived the arresting and epic installation 
La Colonna Infame. In it, conceptualization 
remains sovereign; abstraction is explored, 
but latent in a seductive ambiguity. The 
ability by which the artists relate to a 
significant moment in the world experience 
is a reflection of the world we each know, 
not an alternative reality. The installation 
lives with laws of its own. It has its own 
alphabet. The resonance of this artwork, as 
Walter Benjamin wrote about History, is 
the indispensable dialog with Memory. 
The artists involve more than an intelligent 
reflection of the effects of the past on the 
present involving the values of justice, 
dignity and human rights. Their work 



should not be understood as nostalgic 
longing, but rather can be explained as a 
demonstration of belonging to our time. 
They re-establish, through reference and 
staging, an invitation to see the balance of 
ourselves and the past, more in a 
philosophical than in an historical sense. 
In the hands of Ariel Soulé and Simon 
Toparovsky painting and sculpture create 
an evocative instrument through which the 
original context of the artwork and its 
universal significance arouse personal 
reflection. Their ‘palette’ is a poetic 
association of painting and sculpture and 
found objects used as a single whole to 
describe the complexity of the «chiaroscuro 
of existence». Ariel Soulé and Simon 
Toparovsky reveal to us that each time 
History repeats its dynamics, it moves by 
combining the next set of articulated 
similarities. On the broader critical plane it 
is clear that the artistic intuition that 
unfolds in the installations tells us that they 
are conscious of the repeated whims. We 
are lured into our own inevitable rhythm, a 
cyclical returning, not least by the vibrancy 
of what is portrayed – both what is hard 
and what is beautiful. The whole 
installation is, for this reason, an imposing 
and solemn mirror. 
La Colonna Infame of Ariel Soulé and Simon 
Toparovsky establishes the meeting point 



for the intersection of a number of 
considerations, including the relevance of 
the psychological but also the political in 
art. The work of these two artists 
comprises a map with which to navigate 
some of the next aesthetic and cultural 
issues of our time. 



 


