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Quf! KODYAANISQATS| has renewed me. | was about to take a dislike towards ecology.
Drivels, petty arguments, the breath of masterpieces and big goals was missing and
did not cause devotion anymore. Finally, | dive back into the big wave, unresistible
for so much beauty and evidence: the love for the world, the simple love...

God, our planet is beautiful as it seduces the photographer in love with it, and bhow
much technology evolved towards |ightness to reveal the working of the clouds, to
show the sand dunes smoking In the wind. Imagine a probe having coma from somewhere
else. How blg Tts joy would be, after having gotten bored in the void, to be enjoying
the body of the Earth, touching It Tightly upon its skin; gleaning over the waters
during days of bright sunshine similar to all other days. And its confusien inm front
of these creatures of metal and concrete, among which myriads of fleeting animalcules
are swarming: scrapers sucking the ground, planes with dreadful looks, skyscrapers
pumping the will-o'-the-whisps of the night.

Who is going to win, the human microbe or the interconnected engines? With the macre-
scope the answer becomes very uncertain, for the telephoto lens unveils so much of a
wild Boeing when it is not aware of being watched, because the slow-down and speed-up
motion pictures are able to blurr the provisional record of the evolution of species.

Towards which Leviathan do the escalators take us, the freeway interchanges, the
production limes carrying always faster their crumbs to the huge grinding? To which
majestic explosion, spreading out wonderful wreaths in an indifferent landscape,

could the race of modern cities take us? To the eyes of the probe, all of that is of

no great importance. The agony of the housing projects is not less fascinating than

the flicker of the business quarters. The napalm flowers come right after the tulip
fields. The wild fall of a rocket fragment spinning In the sky s as polignant as the
fall of Icarus. The artifice is as beautiful as the nature, The artifice is natural.
The apocalypse, too. But for the few faces floating out of this human stream--a street=
wise Pierrot, a granny overcome by her recalcitrant lighter, Dupont-la-Joie posing im
front of his jet bomber, for those two or three witnesses for the billions of you and I--
these guestions may probably be cruclal. Which guestions again? |t would seem that for
the Cubans, the movie denounces the United States; for the Russians, it celebrates
technology; for the Greens, it calls for Pacificlism,

KOYAAMISOATSI, suite for light and sound, & new birth of cinematography: no story to
recount, nor any events to report, but a poem of pictures im music. What a superb Field
open here for creators: weaving pictures, painting moving sound scenes for an hour and
a half, compasing illustrated symphonies!

The three authors (production by Godfrey Reggio, cinematography by Ron Fricke, music
by Philip Glass) needed 7 years to accomplish their movie. 1 hope that they are already
working on their next one.



