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Rä di Martino and the postcards from Mars
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There is talk of women, there is talk of art.
Peo​ple talk, spread ru​mours and whi​sper a
bit (thou​gh there is al​ways so​meo​ne who
shou​ts), you read things and hear voi​ces,
gran​di​lo​quent or un​po​pu​lar; you even end up
thin​king that bit​ter​ness and rain​bo​ws coe​xi​st
only in the least li​ke​ly sce​na​rios.

And then fly​ing is so beau​ti​ful, when you
donʼt even need an air​pla​ne to do it, when
the thou​sand oc​ta​ne fuel is an in​tui​tion that
te​le​tran​sports us who knows where, in the
scor​ching de​sert, thou​gh far away on ano​‐
ther pla​net.
Where the light dazz​les, when it doe​snʼt in​to​‐
xi​ca​te or con​fu​se, from sun​ri​se to sun​set
since here the night is just beyond the ho​ri​‐
zon, where Rä di Mar​ti​no flits here and there
and gra​ce​ful​ly comes to rests; and we see
th​rou​gh her but​ter​fly eyes the sandy ruins of
an an​cient Mar​tian ci​vi​li​za​tion, a dry and bar​‐
ren place of pas​sa​ge, where the (often im​‐
mo​bi​le) air is thin and the ear​thy dust burns
the th​roat.

The spell is not bro​ken even when you di​‐
sco​ver that the shoo​ting was done in Skou​ra
and the Val​ley of the Drâa, Mo​roc​co.
You ap​pre​cia​te the pla​cid cla​ri​ty of the
(never too) long audio post​cards, you ap​pre​‐
cia​te the ru​stling of the lea​ves from the palm
gro​ves, and even more so when the wind
whi​stles, whirls and whips up the rub​ble of
the rui​ned old Hol​ly​wood film sets for​got​ten
over time, and crum​bling into aban​don​ment.
You per​cei​ve the ma​ster​ful yet you​th​ful tone
of an exe​cu​tion that is mo​no​to​nous and con​‐
si​stent with the na​tu​ral set​ting, the dream-li​‐
ke de​so​la​tion car​ved in the hard yet crum​‐
bling sand​sto​ne, the vi​si​ble sec​tion that both
binds and se​pa​ra​tes ar​chi​tec​tu​re and geo​lo​‐
gy, ci​ne​ma, drought, re​mo​te​ness and pho​to​‐
gra​phy.

Rä di Mar​ti​no re​veals all the an​gu​lar poe​try
of the Ma​gh​reb – the lands cros​sed by end​‐
less ca​ra​vans of ter​re​strial or spa​tial Ber​bers
– in a me​lan​cho​lic and sta​tic short film that is
not ex​ces​si​ve, and which do​cu​men​ts and
pain​ts land​sca​pes both real and in​ter​nal.

A pink dust fills the air that tran​sforms all the
ho​sti​le music into so​me​thing har​mo​nious. It
may be just a fig​ment of our ima​gi​na​tion, but
we donʼt mind: it is the de​li​ca​te sound of a
fe​mi​ni​ne score.
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