


  Volta owes  Galvani ever ything,  who,  with his  
fr og,  had intuitively s ens ed the electr ical for ce of 
the mus cles .  In or der  to incr eas e animal ener gy 
he cons tr ucted a batter y:  once upon a time,  ther e 
was  a batter y,  nowadays  we have s tep and fitnes s  
in ever y gym.  The Divine Comedy of the bum 
mus cles ,  the biceps ,  the tr iceps  together  with the 
fir ming up of the br eas ts .
   This  empty ener gy,  though,  “puffs  us  up” with a 
c er ta in em pty s ha pe,  without thought:  S t.  
Augus tine wr ote Contr a P neumaticos  agains t this  
type of her es y of s tupidity.
   B ut,  ener gy is   neither  cr eated nor  des tr oyed,  it is  
tr ans lated and is  for ever  the s ame as  Eins tein s aid.
  Ar t may,  indeed,  be bor n of the limb,  which is  
the hand that allows  us  to bend and flex,  as  well 
as  to take hold of objects .  
  The vampir e is  the ar tis tic  animal par  excellence.  
It is  he who knows  to s uck the ener gy of the 
other s  with ar t and gr eat elegance,  s ince mos t 
people do not much notice it or  els e they think that 
P r os titution is  jus t as  beautiful as  the M ona Lis a.

  In this  s ens e,  M anzoni’s  s hit has  given expres s ion 
to the gr eates t for m of ener gy,  while all the r es t 
is  dis per s ed jus t like the tr ickling of a  br oken 
toilet,  out of which comes  pis s .
 B ut s ince the fir emen and plumber s  and the 
par as ites  and algae and fungi and pimps  and 
br own-nos er s  a nd m iddlem en im m edia tely 
r ec ognis e when ther e’s  food to be downed,  
ever ything els e left after  all that s hit has  become 
pur e ener gy.
  Viva viva viva Cher nobyl.
  Gulp,  I gotta  ge t a wa y fr om  he r e  in m y c a r  to 
Duckbur g.


