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BURROUGHS: I don't know about where fiction ordinarily di-
rects itself, but I am quite deliberately addressing myself to the
whole area of what we call dreams. Precisely what is a dream?
A certain juxtaposition of word and image. I've recently done a
lot of experiments with scrapbooks. I'll read in the newspaper
something that reminds me of or has relation to something I've
written. I'll cut out the picture or article and paste it in a scrap-
book beside the words from my book. Or I'll be walking down
the street and I'll suddenly see a scene from my book and I'll
photograph it and put it in a scrapbook. I've found that when
preparing a page, I'll almost invariably dream that night some-
thing relating to this juxtaposition of word and image. In other
words, I've been interested in precisely how word and image get
around on very, very complex association lines. I do a lot of
exercises in what I call time travel, in taking coordinates, such as
what I photographed on the train, what I was thinking about
at the time, what I was reading and what I wrote; all of this to
see how completely I can project myself back to that one point in
time.

• Extracted from the 1966 interview by Conrad Knickerbocker in Paris Review;
reprinted in Writers at Work, 3rd Series (New York, 1967).



INTERVIEWER: In Nova Express you indicate that silence is a
desirable state.

BURROUGHS: The most desirable state. In one sense a special
use of words and pictures can conduce silence. The scrapbooks
and time travel are exercises to expand consciousness, to teach me
to think in association blocks rather than words. I've recently spent
a little time studying hieroglyph systems, both the Egyptian and
the Mayan. A whole block of associations—boonf!—like that!
Words—at least the way we use them—can stand in the way of
what I call nonbody experience. It's time we thought about leav-
ing the body behind.

INTERVIEWER: Marshall McLuhan said that you believed heroin
was needed to turn the human body into an environment that
includes the universe. But from what you've told me, you're not
at all interested in turning the body into an environment.

BURROUGHS: NO, junk narrows consciousness. The only benefit
to me as a writer (aside from putting me into contact with the
whole carny world) came to me after I went off it. What I want
to do is to learn to see more of what's out there, to look outside,
to achieve as far as possible a complete awareness of surround-
ings. Beckett wants to go inward. First he was in a bottle and
now he is in the mud. I am aimed in the other direction: outward.

INTERVIEWER: Have you been able to think for any length of
time in images, with the inner voice silent?

BURROUGHS : I'm becoming more proficient at it, partly through
my work with scrapbooks and translating the connections between
words and images. Try this: Carefully memorize the meaning of
a passage, then read it; you'll find you can actually read it with-
out the words' making any sound whatever in the mind's ear.
Extraordinary experience, and one that will carry over into
dreams. When you start thinking in images, without words, you're
well on the way.

INTERVIEWER: Why is the wordless state so desirable?
BURROUGHS: I think it's the evolutionary trend. I think that

words are an around-the-world, ox-cart way of doing things,
awkward instruments, and they will be laid aside eventually,
probably sooner than we think. This is something that will hap-
pen in the space age. Most serious writers refuse to make them-
selves available to the things that technology is doing. I've never
been able to understand this sort of fear. Many of them are afraid
of tape recorders and the idea of using any mechanical means
for literary purposes seems to them some sort of a sacrilege. This
is one objection to the cut-ups. There's been a lot of that, a sort
of superstitious reverence for the word. My God, they say, you
can't cut up these words. Why can't I? I find it much easier to
get interest in the cut-ups from people who are not writers—
doctors, lawyers, or engineers, any open-minded, fairly intelligent
person—than from those who are.

INTERVIEWER: HOW did you become interested in the cut-up
technique?

BURROUGHS: A friend, Brion Gysin, an American poet and
painter, who has lived in Europe for thirty years, was, as far as I
know, the first to create cut-ups. His cut-up poem, "Minutes to
Go," was broadcast by the BBC and later published in a pam-
phlet. I was in Paris in the summer of 1960; this was after the
publication there of Naked Lunch. I became interested in the pos-
sibilities of this technique, and I began experimenting myself. Of
course, when you think of it, "The Waste Land" was the first
great cut-up collage, and Tristan Tzara had done a bit along the
same lines. Dos Passos used the same idea in "The Camera Eye"
sequences in U.S.A. I felt I had been working toward the same
goal; thus it was a major revelation to me when I actually saw
it being done.

INTERVIEWER: What do cut-ups offer the reader that conven-
tional narrative doesn't?

BURROUGHS: Any narrative passage or any passage, say, of
poetic images is subject to any number of variations, all of which
may be interesting and valid in their own right. A page of Rim-



baud cut up and rearranged will give you quite new images.
Rimbaud images—real Rimbaud images—but new ones.

INTERVIEWER: YOU deplore the accumulation of images and at
the same time you seem to be looking for new ones.

BURROUGHS: Yes, it's part of the paradox of anyone who is
working with word and image, and after all, that is what a writer
is still doing. Painter too. Cut-ups establish new connections be-
tween images, and one's range of vision consequently expands.

INTERVIEWER: Instead of going to the trouble of working with
scissors and all those pieces of paper, couldn't you obtain the
same effect by simply free-associating at the typewriter?

BURROUGHS: One's mind can't cover it that way. Now, for ex-
ample, if I wanted to make a cut-up of this [picking up a copy of
the Nation], there are many ways I could do it. I could read cross-
column; I could say: "Today's men's nerves surround us. Each
technological extension gone outside is electrical involves an act
of collective environment. The human nervous environment sys-
tem itself can be reprogrammed with all its private and social
values because it is content. He programs logically as readily as
any radio net is swallowed by the new environment. The sensory
order." You find it often makes quite as much sense as the origi-
nal. You learn to leave out words and to make connections. [Ges-
turing] Suppose I should cut this down the middle here, and put
this up here. Your mind simply could not manage it. It's like
trying to keep so many chess moves in mind, you just couldn't do
it. The mental mechanisms of repression and selection are also
operating against you.

INTERVIEWER: YOU believe that an audience can be eventually
trained to respond to cut-ups?

BURROUGHS: Of course, because cut-ups make explicit a psy-
chosensory process that is going on all the time anyway. Some-
body is reading a newspaper, and his eye follows the column in
the proper Aristotelian manner, one idea and sentence at a time.
But subliminally he is reading the columns on either side and is

aware of the person sitting next to him. That's a cut-up. I was
sitting in a lunchroom in New York having my doughnuts and
coffee. I was thinking that one does feel a little boxed in in New
York, like living in a series of boxes. I looked out the window
and there was a great big Yale truck. That's cut-up—a juxta-
position of what's happening outside and what you're thinking of.
I make this a practice when I walk down the street. I'll say,
When I got to here I saw that sign, I was thinking this, and when
I return to the house I'll type these up. Some of this material I
use and some I don't. I have literally thousands of pages of notes
here, raw, and I keep a diary as well. In a sense it's traveling in
time.

Most people don't see what's going on around them. That's my
principal message to writers: For Godsake, keep your eyes open.
Notice what's going on around you. I mean, I walk down the
street with friends. I ask, "Did you see him, that person who just
walked by?" No, they didn't notice him. I had a very pleasant
time on the train coming out here. I haven't traveled on trains in
years. I found there were no drawing rooms. I got a bedroom so
I could set up my typewriter and look out the window. I was
taking photos, too. I also noticed all the signs and what I was
thinking at the time, you see. And I got some extraordinary juxta-
positions. For example, a friend of mine has a loft apartment in
New York. He said, "Every time we go out of the house and
come back, if we leave the bathroom door open, there's a rat in
the house." I look out the window, there's Able Pest Control.

INTERVIEWER: The one flaw in the cut-up argument seems to
lie in the linguistic base on which we operate, the straight de-
clarative sentence. It's going to take a great deal to change that.

BURROUGHS: Yes, it is unfortunately one of the great errors of
Western thought, the whole either-or proposition. You remember
Korzybski and his idea of non-Aristotelian logic. Either-or think-
ing just is not accurate thinking. That's not the way things occur,
and I feel the Aristotelian construct is one of the great shackles



of Western civilization. Cut-ups are a movement toward break-
ing this down. I should imagine it would be much easier to find
acceptance of the cut-ups from, possibly, the Chinese, because
you see already there are many ways that they can read any given
ideograph. It's already cut up.

INTERVIEWER: What will happen to the straight plot in fiction?
BURROUGHS: Plot has always had the definite function of stage

direction, of getting the characters from here to there, and that
will continue, but the new techniques, such as cut-up, will involve
much more of the total capacity of the observer. It enriches the
whole aesthetic experience, extends it.

INTERVIEWER: Nova Express is a cut-up of many writers?
BURROUGHS: Joyce is in there. Shakespeare, Rimbaud, some

writers that people haven't heard about, someone named Jack
Stern. There's Kerouac. I don't know, when you start making
these fold-ins and cut-ups you lose track. Genet, of course, is
someone I admire very much. But what he's doing is classical
French prose. He's not a verbal innovator. Also Kafka, Eliot, and
one of my favorites is Joseph Conrad. My story "They Just Fade
Away" is a fold-in (instead of cutting, you fold) from Lord Jim.
In fact, it's almost a retelling of the Lord Jim story. My Stein is
the same Stein as in Lord Jim. Richard Hughes is another fa-
vorite of mine. And Graham Greene. For exercise, when I make
a trip, such as from Tangier to Gibraltar, I will record this in
three columns in a notebook I always take with me. One column
will contain simply an account of the trip, what happened: I
arrived at the air terminal, what was said by the clerks, what
I overheard on the plane, what hotel I checked into. The next
column presents my memories: that is, what I was thinking of
at the time, the memories that were activated by my encoun-
ters. And the third column, which I call my reading column, gives
quotations from any book that I take with me. I have practically
a whole novel alone on my trips to Gibraltar. Besides Graham
Greene, I've used other books. I used The Wonderful Country by
Tom Lea on one trip. Let's s ee . . . and Eliot's The Cocktail

Party; In Hazard by Richard Hughes. For example, I'm reading
The Wonderful Country and the hero is just crossing the frontier
into Mexico. Well, just at this point I come to the Spanish fron-
tier, so I note that down in the margin. Or I'm on a boat or a
train and I'm reading The Quiet American; I look around and
see if there's a quiet American aboard. Sure enough, there's a
quiet sort of young American with a crew cut, drinking a bottle
of beer. It's extraordinary, if you really keep your eyes open. I
was reading Raymond Chandler, and one of his characters was
an albino gunman. My God, if there wasn't an albino in the room.
He wasn't a gunman.

Who else? Wait a minute, I'll just check my coordinate books
to see if there's anyone I've forgotten—Conrad, Richard Hughes,
science fiction, quite a bit of science fiction. Eric Frank Russell
has written some very, very interesting books. Here's one, The
Star Virus; I doubt if you've heard of it. He develops a concept
here of what he calls Deadliners, who have this strange sort of
seedy look. I read this when I was in Gibraltar, and I began to
find Deadliners all over the place. The story of a fish pond in it,
and quite a flower garden. My father was always very interested
in gardening.

INTERVIEWER: In view of all this, what will happen to fiction
in the next twenty-five years?

BURROUGHS : In the first place, I think there's going to be more
and more merging of art and science. Scientists are already study-
ing the creative process, and I think the whole line between art
and science will break down and that scientists, I hope, will be-
come more creative and writers more scientific. And I see no
reason why the artistic world can't absolutely merge with Madison
Avenue. Pop art is a move in that direction. Why can't we have
advertisements with beautiful words and beautiful images? Al-
ready some of the very beautiful color photography appears in
whiskey ads, I notice. Science will also discover for us how asso-
ciation blocks actually form.

INTERVIEWER: DO you think this will destroy the magic?



BURROUGHS: Not at all. I would say it would enhance it.
INTERVIEWER: Have you done anything with computers?
BURROUGHS: I've not done anything, but I've seen some of the

computer poetry. I can take one of those computer poems and
then try to find correlatives of it—that is, pictures to go with it;
it's quite possible.

INTERVIEWER: Does the fact that it comes from a machine
diminish its value to you?

BURROUGHS: I think that any artistic product must stand or
fall on what's there.

INTERVIEWER: Therefore, you're not upset by the fact that a
chimpanzee can do an abstract painting?

BURROUGHS: If he does a good one, no. People say to me, "Oh,
this is all very good, but you got it by cutting up." I say that has
nothing to do with it, how I got it. What is any writing but a
cut-up? Somebody has to program the machine; somebody has to
do the cutting up. Remember that I first made selections. Out of
hundreds of possible sentences that I might have used, I chose
one.

Question: "Inspector Lee, how can one
be sure that you are a nova officer and not
an impostor?"

WILLIAM S. BURROUGHS, Nova Express

1. While the history of painting and the plastic arts shows them
generally to have been a collective affair in their conception and
their realization—even after the notion of the artist-paradigm
came to dominate every other mode of representation—literature
has been a solitary practice, an ascesis, a withdrawal, a prison of
words. Collaborations in this domain were rare. If we except cer-
tain accidental associations, the value of which is open to ques-
tion, we find that few works have been composed as the result of
a joint effort.

Works thank you for your collaboration,
but they can also create themselves on their
own; thus:

Come to free the words
To free the words come
Free the words to come
The words come to free
Words come to free thee!

9



The possible permutations are
5x4x3x2x1= 120 lines. There-
fore a 120-line poem without an author.
Where is the poet Brion Gysin?

BRION GYSIN

2. In other civilizations—like that of ancient Japan (from an-
tiquity to the dawn of the Meiji restoration, or in other words
about ten centuries)—poetry was one of the most important social
occupations, particularly because it created an imaginary universe
that had deep repercussions on the reality of power.

The oldest example of a "'collective poem''
that Japanese literature affords us is to be
found in the Manyoshu anthology, in which
most of the poems were probably written
between A.D. 600 and 750. Neither by the
number of participants nor by the detailed
precision of rules does this primitive "duo"
of the Nara period prefigure what was to
become the later flowering of the renga.

CLAUDE ROY1

In composing verbal chains subject to extremely strict rules that
provided not only the sophisticated entertainment suitable to an
evening of leisure but above all the expression of the political and
aesthetic formalism of an empire that had invented its very reli-
gion, the coauthors of these linked poems (renga) established the
organic and ideological connections on which their privileges were
founded. This kind of scriptural contest was based on a poetic
scheme that alternated pentasyllable and heptasyllabic rhythms.

1. Quoted in Octavio Paz, Jacques Roubaud, Edoardo Sanguineti, and Charles
Tomlinson, Renga (Paris, 1971).

It forced each participant to push his erudition, his sensitivity, and
of course his mastery of the language to their outermost limits.
He was expected to attain a degree of personal perfection and at
the same time to merge in the associative whole. By integrating
himself in it, he disintegrated himself in it. It was thus the dissolu-
tion of uniqueness that was the goal, and from this stems the
paradox of the Yamato poiesis: to possess one's own language
within the sphere of language that possesses us so that we can
finally be dispossessed of it—to work toward being to achieve
nonbeing—to offer oneself as a sacrifice to the language of the
sovereign authority.

3. Such experiments were rare in the West and have remained
so. One of the most successful was undoubtedly the collaboration
between Joseph Conrad and Ford Madox Ford when both signed
their names to Romance and The Inheritors at the beginning of
the century. In the same spirit, Christopher Isherwood and W. H.
Auden joined in writing a travel book, Journey to a War, in 1939.
The curious collaboration between Robert Louis Stevenson and
his wife, Fanny Vandergrift Osbourne, should also be mentioned,
It is doubtful, however, that these attempts indicated anything more
than a desire to nourish an endeavor with two subjectivities work-
Ing at the same pitch. In any case, they had little effect on literary
methods.

4. In 1860 Lautreamont wrote: "Poetry should be made by
all, not by one." This sentence, a veritable watchword, was taken
as his own by Tristan Tzara, then reinterpreted by the Surrealists,
who aimed at a collective creation with the "exquisite corpses,"
a party game that led during the 1920s to such publications as
Breton and Eluard's L'immaculee conception and Breton and
Soupault's Les champs magnetiques. But since the "exquisite



corpses" did not depart from the exacting laws they were meant
to escape, they were rapidly abandoned—as was automatic writ-
ing—in favor of a literary art that was individual and deliberate.
The ultimate sublimation of subjectivity, the automatism extolled
by Andre Breton in his Manifestos of Surrealism, led to no new
perspective; it did not give form to the principles of the discourse
of the unconscious, which had become known in France through
the translations of Sigmund Freud's books. The analytic model
based on a mystification—the alleged Socratic exchange of the
two elements of the therapeutic relation—led to no literary ex-
tension capable of crossing the frontiers of the individualism that
connects the work and its producer.

5. In its beginnings after World War II, the Beat Generation
was no more than a couple of students who gravitated around a
man ten years their senior—William Seward Burroughs, a gradu-
ate of Harvard. These "students" were Jack Kerouac and Allen
Ginsberg. Desperately in search of adventure and notoriety, eager
to create a new "lost generation," they agreed to collaborate on
works of fiction that would mark the arrival of a new literary era.
These yearnings were to remain more or less unfulfilled. There is
no trace of And the Hippos Were Boiled in Their Tanks, which
Kerouac and Burroughs were to write together in 1945. Never-
theless, much later, as he came more and more under the influ-
ence of the Eastern arts, Kerouac collaborated with Albert Saijo
and Lew Welch in 1954 on a collective poem entitled "This Is
What It's Called."2 The literary communism of the Beat writers
was, however, limited to a community of goods and interests; in
the final analysis, it in no way differed from the currents that had
preceded it, whether those of Bloomsbury or of Futurism.

2. In Elias Wilentz, ed., The Beat Scene (New York, 1960).

No, I do not agree. They thought they had
come to change the world. And to a great
extent they succeeded. When in 1959 an
English-language edition of Naked Lunch
was published in Paris, neither one of us
thought we would ever see it appear in the
United States of America.

BRION GYSIN

Brion Gysin's chance discovery of the cut-up was to have un-
foreseen consequences. Though at the very beginning Gysin had
seen in it nothing more than a new method of writing that would
allow literature to catch up with painting, William Burroughs,
who had not played any part in the original invention, immedi-
ately understood its importance. Burroughs' first important novel
—Naked Lunch, written in Tangier in 1957—already contained
all the principles of a total and systematic deconstruction of the
novel. Its author, however, still lacked a tool, an efficient tool
capable of dismantling all the mechanisms of fiction. And again,
it was no accident that Brion Gysin immediately informed William
Burroughs of his discovery. Gysin was aware that his friend
(whom he had just run into in Paris after a long time) had just
written one of the most startling works of the century after Joyce's
Ulysses, Wyndham Lewis' The Childermass, Pound's Cantos,
and Gertrude Stein's How to Write—already the ancestors of the
modern era. He also knew that Burroughs was still looking for a
new optic capable of giving form to the accumulation of notes that
were to have figured in Naked Lunch but had finally been aban-
doned. The cut-up was this "new optic."

7. The cut-up, that mechanical method of shredding texts in a
ruthless machine ("Take a page of text and trace a median line
vertically and horizontally./ You now have four blocks of text:



1, 2, 3, and 4./ Now cut along the lines and put block 4 alongside
block 1, block 3 alongside block 2. Read the rearranged page"),3

a machine that could upset semantic order—that method has a
history that goes back to Dada. In his Manifestos Tristan Tzara
set down the principle of cutting up the pages of a newspaper,
throwing the words into a hat, and pulling them out at random.
Shortly thereafter, Marcel Duchamp, in his Rendezvous du Di-
manche 6 fevrier a 1 h 3/4 apres-midi, placed four apparently un-
related texts in four divisions of a square. Such are the ancestors
of this technique, but they are distant ancestors, exemplary in
their own way, yet they made no attempt to establish a new form
of readability.

8. Initially, cut-ups were used only with short texts taken from
newspapers or letters. In these cut-ups phrases were broken apart,
mixed, and combined; the business of disarranging and redistribut-
ing the meaning of the message was left to chance. All possibilities
of this message were explored. Two—or more—messages, once
assembled according to this strategy on the page, revealed an-
other message, which its components were careful not to com-
municate. The use of this systematic method, uncontrolled by the
intelligence, to relate divergent sources of information demon-
strated the close interdependence of these sources. In addition,
the fragment arrived at as a result of this operation automatically
presented itself as a work of fiction. It made no difference if what
was being associated were two essays on mathematics or two
articles of popularized science. The resulting texts always took a
narrative turn, enigmatic at first but ultimately explicit and often
premonitory. The semantic distribution of these basic elements
diverted them from their original meaning, thus revealing their
real significance. Henceforth, every form of writing will consist

3. William S. Burroughs, Les techniques litteraires de Lady Sutton-Smith (Paris,
1967), p. 125.

of an operation of decoding, of contamination, and of sense per-
version. All this because all language is essentially mystification,
and everything is fiction.

9. In 1963, noting the general incomprehension that followed
the publication of each of his works, Raymond Roussel wrote a
little treatise—Comment j'ai ecrit certains de mes livres—in which
he succinctly but clearly explained the elementary principles that
ruled the composition of his poems, his stories, and his plays.
There is an absolute rule that a writer must carefully hide the
means by which his effects are achieved. Even Louis-Ferdinand
Celine4 was unable to escape this rule: "The reader is not sup-
posed to see the work involved . . . he, the reader, is a passenger,
right? . .. He's paid for his ticket. . . He's bought his book . . . In
other words, he's paid for his ticket. . . Fine, he's paid for his
ticket... He doesn't worry about what's happening in the engine
room, he doesn't worry about how the ship is run . . . He wants
to enjoy himself . . . There's pleasure to be had . . . Fine . . . He's
got his book and he's supposed to enjoy himself .. . And my duty
is to see to it that he does enjoy himself . . . And I work at i t . . ."5

Roussel was one of the first to transgress this rule, though he
separated the books themselves from the explanation of them.
Burroughs, however, includes in the texture of his fiction the key
definitions that rule its production, definitions themselves sub-
jected a priori to the randomness of the cut-up: "A writing ma-
chine that shifts one half one text and one half the other through
a page frame or conveyor belts—(the proportion of half one text
and half the other is important, corresponding as it does to the
two halves of the human organism) Shakespeare, Rimbaud, etc.,

4. "A legendary meeting took place in Celine's home when Allen Ginsberg—
without fear and without reproach—led Burroughs to Meudon, where they braved
the ferocious watchdogs of a no less ferocious master."—Brion Gysin
5. Louis-Ferdinand Celine Vous parle (recording).



permutating through page frames in constantly changing juxta-
positions the machine spits out books and plays and poems."6

The writing machine, or typewriter, mythological since Heming-
way—who did not realize that the instantaneous nature of the
articulated keyboard he used was going to play the same role the
camera did in pictorial architectonics (concerning this special
problem see Konrad Klapheck's painting Volonte de puissance,
1959)—was destined to function in an almost autonomous and
subversive way.

10. Of all the "bachelor apparatuses" that so haunt our cen-
tury, the one imagined by Franz Kafka in "In the Penal Colony" is
certainly the most frightening and therefore the most effective:
" 'Yes,' said the officer with a laugh, putting the paper away again,
'it's no calligraphy for school children. It needs to be studied
closely. I'm quite sure that in the end you would understand it
too. Of course the script can't be a simple one; it's not supposed
to kill a man straight off, but only after an interval of, on an aver-
age, twelve hours; the turning point is reckoned to come at the
sixth hour. So there have to be lots and lots of flourishes around
the actual script; the script itself runs round the body only in a
narrow girdle; the rest of the body is reserved for the embellish-
ments.' . . . 'Can you follow it? The Harrow is beginning to write;
when it finishes the first draft of the inscription on the man's back,
the layer of cotton wool begins to roll and slowly turns the body
over, to give the Harrow fresh space for writing.' "7 An attraction-
repulsion operates where mechanical gears are concerned (the
clock has often been taken as a literary model), where the manu-
factured object moved by steam of electricity is concerned.

Burroughs assigns his writing machine a pluralistic finality, in-
sofar as it demands a plurality not only of readings but also of
writings and of functions. This writing machine is no longer an

6. William S. Burroughs, The Ticket That Exploded (New York, 1968), p. 65.
7. Franz Kafka, "In the Penal Colony," Selected Stories of Franz Kafka, trans.
Willa and Edwin Muir (New York, 1952), pp. 102-3.

apparatus with a single use, a more or less complex automaton
that greatly amplifies certain human techniques, but an entire
battery of apparatuses, most of which are sophisticated products
of advanced technology (from neurophysiology to nuclear physics,
from surgical practice to the Nova ovens, by way of all the means
employed by the media)—but they all depend on that pair of scis-
sors, on the analytical gesture transformed into a movement cas-
trating the continuum of meaning, on the breaking up of the
Hegelian structure, which has been changed by the needs of our
societies into a mechanical dialectic or into cybernetic architec-
ture, on the abandonment of all discursive forms.

11. The Burroughs machine, systematic and repetitive, simul-
taneously disconnecting and reconnecting—it disconnects the con-
cept of reality that has been imposed on us and then plugs nor-
mally dissociated zones into the same sector—eventually escapes
from the control of its manipulator; it does so in that it makes it
possible to lay down a foundation of an unlimited number of
books that end by reproducing themselves: "The machine that
exploded—the nova ticket—the soft express/the nova machine—
the soft ticket—the express that exploded/etc: we are dealing with
a false trilogy, and the three books actually form a whole. Not a
single book repeating itself, but rather a book that completes it-
self in the form of three versions, each envisaging a certain num-
ber of problems under a different angle."8 This major trilogy,
constructed between 1961 and 1964, could have come about only
as a result of the laboratory experiments undertaken with Brion
Gysin and assembled in The Third Mind.

12. The Third Mind, for which I provided the French title,
Oeuvre croisee,9 represents the experimental stage of this tech-

8. Philippe Mikriammos, William S. Burroughs (Paris, 1975), p. 77.

9. When I gave Brion Gysin a presentation copy of his novel Desert devorant,
he eliminated the article before the translation of The Third Mind as "une
oeuvre croisee."



nology. It is not the history of a literary collaboration but rather
the complete fusion in a praxis of two subjectivities, two subjec-
tivities that metamorphose into a third; it is from this collusion
that a new author emerges, an absent third person, invisible and
beyond grasp, decoding the silence.

The book is therefore the negation of the omnipresent and all-
powerful author—the geometrist who clings to his inspiration as
coming from divine inspiration, a mission, or the dictates of lan-
guage.

It is the negation of the frontier that separates fiction from its
theory.

It is, finally, the negation of the book as such—or at least the
representation of that negation.

13. The first cut-ups were put together in a pamphlet entitled
"Minutes to Go";10 Sinclair Beiles and Gregory Corso joined in
the collaboration, but these authors quickly withdrew from the
game, since they considered that all forms of literary activity, even
exploded and depersonalized ones, were based on intellection and
imagination. They had not been able to free themselves from the
subjectivism fought against by Burroughs and Gysin.

Shortly after, Burroughs-Gysin published some fragments of
their mutual efforts in The Exterminator!',n a book in which were
assembled not only cut-ups but also additional permutations and
—something new—graphics by Brion Gysin, who until then had
illustrated only the dust jackets of Burroughs' novels.

In some ways these two small, almost private, works can be
considered as the matrix of the great treatise of deconstruction
they were working on.

10. William S. Burroughs, Brion Gysin, Sinclair Beiles, and Gregory Corso,
"Minutes to Go" (Paris, 1960).
11. William S. Burroughs and Brion Gysin, The Exterminator! (San Francisco,
1960; New York, 1973).

14. You and Brion have described your collaborations over the
years as the products of a "third mind." What's the source of this
concept?

BURROUGHS: A book called Think and Grow Rich.
GYSIN: It says that when you put two minds together. . .
BURROUGHS: . . . there is always a third mind . . .
GYSIN : . . . a third and superior mind . . .
BURROUGHS: . . . as an unseen collaborator.
GYSIN: That is where we picked up the title. Our book The

Third Mind is about all the cut-up materials.
The book is a statement, in words and pictures, of what the

two of you have achieved through your collaborations?
BURROUGHS: Yes, exactly that, from the very first cut-ups

through elaboration into scrapbook layouts, cut texts and images.12

15. In truth, though it wasn't a collection of art reproductions
—very much the contrary—The Third Mind initially included al-
most as many collages and graphics as texts. As the dummy of
the original edition took form, the difficulties grew and diversified.
The book defied the normal criteria of modern printing. In fact,
the first dummy was finally abandoned because it challenged a
certain Western conception of what a book should be, in its pre-
sentation as well as in its internal functioning and goals.

16. Curiously enough, the French translation of The Third
Mind was the occasion of its first publication. That book is not
the definitive version but a given moment in its collective con-
struction. Six months earlier it would have been very different.
The Third Mind is perpetually rebeginning, in perpetual contesta-
tion. It is never ending—not that it remains forever unfinished but
that it is open to all optics, to all possibilities that can bring about

12. From an interview by Robert Palmer, Rolling Stone, May 11, 1972, p. 53.



the interaction of texts and graphic and scriptural inventions, of
texts and texts, of photographic montages and calligraphies.

17. To say what this book is made of is already to point up the
principle on which it is based, because there are no directions for
its use. The reading of it is not linear but inscribed in the space
of its multiplicity: "Nothing remains but an immense web of read-
ing and writing, folding, unfolding, and refolding indefinitely. The
reading of it is no longer external to the writing, its adventitious
substitute, what comes after the writing and necessarily presup-
poses that the writing itself is the exterior and transitory substitu-
tion of a thought already always identical with itself before any
substitution."13 In other words, the succession of pages is only a
convention that the reader can disregard.

In a way, metaphorically speaking, Duchamp's Grand Verre is
helpful in understanding this: The eyes move along the page,
obliterate it, and perceive beyond it—with the support of its con-
stitutive traces—a series of windowpanes on which are printed,
pasted, designed, and scattered the other elements of the book,
placed not in a monist perspective but in a pluralistic perspective
obeying an unknown logic. In addition, one must take into ac-
count the factor of time and the continuous permutation of the
significant and therefore of the sense.

18. The book's field of vision takes in a full 360°. The main
intention of Brion Burroughs and William Gysin has been to free
the text from the page, to free the word from the surrounding
matrix. Not actually, but by placing the text and graphics at the
extreme limit of readability. Not so that these elements are un-
readable in an absolute sense—in other words, so that they escape
comprehension—but that, within the confines of the printed
book,14 they reach a point indicative of unreadability.

13. Jacques Derrida, La dissemination (Paris, 1972), pp. 217-18.

14. Cf. Marshall McLuhan, The Gutenberg Galaxy (Toronto, 1962).

19. Of what, then, is this book made?
First, of texts that are cut, folded, and "spliced," texts that

progress by accumulation as the original texts integrate themselves
with the texts that follow. The cut-up perverts scriptural practice
in the sense that the space-time of the text is distorted. There is an
impression of deja-vu, as well as an indication of what's to
come.

Acting as an agent of simultaneous integration and disinte-
gration, the cut-up imposes another path on the eyes and on
thought.

20. Next, of permutations.
Gysin discovered a system founded on a geometric progression

( 5 x 4 x 3 x 2 x 1 ) that inverts all the elements of the requisite
verbal chain—for example, / am that I am, rub out the words,
junk is no good baby, etc.—inverts them until the meaning is ex-
hausted and used up, because there is not one line that doesn't
carry a message. The ensemble of these contradictory messages
explores all the potential sounds and meanings of the sentence.
Permutations have been adopted and utilized in several of Bur-
roughs' works, especially The Ticket That Exploded.

Brion Gysin immediately made recordings of permutations. If
we had been consistent and carried the experiment further, we
would have needed not only texts-scores, but also their realization
—in other words, tapes and/or records that give the true dimen-
sion projected into space.

21. In any case, the first deliberate and systematic attempt at
permutation was undertaken not by Anglo-Saxons but by a Dada-
ist group in Paris. In answer to a peevish literary critic of L'ln-
transigeant, who said of them: "Yes, rules must be violated, but



in order to violate them you must first know them," Dada replied
as follows:

"Yes, you have to know rules, but in order to know them, you
must first violate them.

"Yes, you have to rule knowledge, but in order to rule it you
must first violate it.

"Yes, you have to rule violations, but in order to rule them,
you must first know them.

"Yes, you have to know violations, but in order to know them
you must first rule them.

"Yes, you have to violate knowledge, but in order to violate
it, you must first rule it."

This is the only known experiment of this kind in French.
Obviously it would be necessary to go far back into the English

oral tradition to find its historical foundations, and such is not our
purpose here. The Limericks and nonsense poems that we know
from the works of Edward Lear in particular, but were over the
centuries also created both by well-known writers (Eliot happily
devoted himself to this pursuit under a pseudonym) and by
anonymous authors who never otherwise set hand to pen, were
in the form of puns and spoonerisms, which to all intents and
purposes carried within them the principle of permutations.

Gertrude Stein, uncontested master of the corrosion of syntax,
was the first to make a specific use of permutations, without, how-
ever, carrying her idea to its logical conclusion:

Money is what words are.
Words are what money is.
Is money what words are.
Are words what money is.15

15. Gertrude Stein, The Geographical History of America (New York, 1973),
p. 201.

22. During the period we discussed previously, Brion Gysin
made a great number of sketches and ink drawings that drew on
his experiments with calligraphy. These works are first of all
characterized by a desire to abandon the traditional mode of read-
ing pictures as though they were entirely subordinated to the text.
The drawings and paintings can be looked at from any point of
view. Another distinguishing character is their association of the
verticality of Far Eastern writing and the horizontality of Arabic
writing; Brion Gysin went from this to tracing calligraphic grids
in which are inserted signs, contact prints, and bits of sentences
or fragments of newspapers. The grid can be latent as well as
manifest, linear as well as scriptural. Finally these grids played
a part in an experiment dominated by the permutation of graphic
signs. Though this is not comparable to the permutation of alpha-
betical signs or of morphemes (the code of the one can in no
way be assimilated to the code of the other), it puts the same
presuppositions in question. Like the texts, the graphic and/or
photographic works are subject to a bombardment of messages
that divert them from their original function and meaning; they
are subject to a contamination and a dismemberment that link
them to the process of the textual discourse, processes that are
themselves simultaneously modified and perverted.

A certain number of these works, as is the case in The Third
Mind, were done jointly by Burroughs and Gysin—for example,
those integrated into the chapter titled "Hieroglyphic Silence,"
which conveys Burroughs' interest in the pictograms of the Maya
and the ancient Egyptians.16

23. How in the final analysis is the book to be defined? It
eludes definition just as it eludes itself; a prey to unfathomable
anamorphosis, it rubs itself out and rewrites itself; it allows itself
to be read, only to slip away. The Third Mind jumbles the

16. Cf. William S. Burroughs, The Book of Breeething.



linguistic network, simultaneously revealing and antagonizing it.
It is a strategic device for confronting semiotic assaults. But for
it to do so, it calls on a fourth author—yourself—to establish the
operational field of another book, an invisible book that you can
make visible.

GERARD-GEORGES LEMAIRE

Introductions

Not much time left on se t . . .
.. . officer sitting there in the attic room, late-afternoon shad-

ows against his back. He is sitting at a desk on which we see a
portable tape recorder, a portable typewriter, ledgers, photos and
notes. A window shade drawn down serves as a screen for magic-
lantern slides.

The officer addresses an audience of any two cadets. It is
enough. The voice is tired: on his face the last, almost invisible
scars of war . . . dim jerky faraway:

"Why am I here? I am here because you are here . . . and let
me quote to you young officers this phrase: 'No two minds ever
come together without, thereby, creating a third, invisible, in-
tangible force which may be likened to a third mind.'* Who is
the third that walks beside you?"

The third mind is there when two minds collaborate. Brion
Gysin and I are collaborating on this manual of elementary il-
lusion techniques which traces a series of such collaborations.
Operation Rewrite . .. Maya . . . Maya . . . Illusion . . . Illusion. Do

* A quote from Think and Grow Rich by Napoleon Hill, who says about his
book that it contains a secret mentioned no fewer than a hundred times: "It has
not been directly named," he adds, "for it seems to work more successfully when
it is merely uncovered and left in sight, where those who are ready, and search-
ing for it, may pick it up."



you begin to see there is no officer there in the darkening room?
"Reality" is apparent because you live and believe it. What you

call "reality" is a complex network of necessity formulae . . . as-
sociation lines of word and image presenting a prerecorded word
and image track. How do you know "real" events are taking
place right where you are sitting now? You will read it tomorrow
in the windy morning "NEWS" . . .

Twister in:
Primrose, Nebraska . . . Tornado dead 223 . . . Street crowds in
Baghdad rising from the typewriter . . . Mr Martin smiles . . .
The Morning Maya . . . paper reality . . . photo bodies . . .

You will recall Experiment with Time by Dunne. Dr Dunne
found that when he wrote down his dreams the text contained
many clear and precise references to so-called future events.
However, he found that when you dream of an air crash, a fire,
a tornado, you are not dreaming of the event itself but of the
so-called future time when you will read about it in the news-
papers. You are seeing not the event itself, but a newspaper pic-
ture of the event, prerecorded and prephotographed.

Now, the picture and account of events in a newspaper may
not correspond to the "actual" event. Remember the Russo-
Finnish War covered from the Press Club in Helsinki? Remem-
ber Mr Hearst's false armistice closing World War I a day early?

the other hand it
now appears quite
possible that the
entire Crimean War
was a journalistic
hoax perpetrated by
the same whisky
klatch of reporters
who some years
previously were to

boast of covering
the entire Russian-
Finnish War from
the Press Club in
Helsinki. "End
Run" Granger,
veteran war
correspondent on
The Bad News,
stated flatly at the

time: "I have never
seen a battlefield
and I never intend
to." You see, it's
more humane that
way. It's the old
army game, kid,
now you see it, now
you don't.



Maya . . . Maya . . . Illusion . . . Illusion . . .
However, there are precise techniques for producing illusion,

as any stage magician will tell you. When the audience sees the
magician hauling a rabbit out of his gimmicked vest, throwing his
Indian rope over an almost invisible wire, then the picture and
pattern of events may not correspond to the "actual" event.. .
Always need a peg to hang it on . . . an angle . . . a gimmick . ..
old photographer tricks and tricks don't always work. (My jujitsu
instructor used to say: "If your trick no work, you better run.")

That old dead hand has lost its touch, that old patter no longer
distracts . . . the bare, radioactive bones shine through paper moon
and muslin trees. I am here to show you young officers a few
tricks that you call "reality" . ..

The first step in re-creation is to cut the old lines that hold you
right where you are sitting now . .. fade-out to a screened porch
in Cambridge, Mass., 1938—year of the '38 hurricane, if my
memory serves: Kells Elvins and I are writing the first appearance
of Dr Benway, acting out the scene with a kitchen knife . . .
("Gave Proof Through the Night," page 127, Nova Express.)
Dr Benway, ship's doctor, drunkenly added two inches to a four-
inch incision with one stroke of his scalpel. . . windy here now . ..
He was looking at something a long time ago . . . fade-out to #9
rue Git le Coeur, Paris, room #25; September, 1959 . . . I had
just returned from a long lunch with the Time police, putting
down a con, old and tired as their namesake: "Mr Burroughs, I
have an intuition about you . . . I see you a few years from now
on Madison Avenue . .. $20,000 per year . . . life in all its rich
variety . . . Have an Old Gold. Returning to room #25, I found
Brion Gysin holding a scissors, bits of newspaper, Life, Time,
spread out on a table; he read me the cut-ups that later appeared
in "Minutes to Go."

W.S.B.

At a surrealist rally in the 1920s Tristan Tzara the man from
nowhere proposed to create a poem on the spot by pulling words
out of a hat. A riot ensued wrecked the theater. Andre Breton
expelled Tristan Tzara from the movement and grounded the cut-
ups on the Freudian couch.

In the summer of 1959 Brion Gysin painter and writer cut
newspaper articles into sections and rearranged the sections at
random. "Minutes to Go" resulted from this initial cut-up experi-
ment. "Minutes to Go" contains unedited unchanged cut-ups
emerging as quite coherent and meaningful prose.

The cut-up method brings to writers the collage, which has
been used by painters for fifty years. And used by the moving and ,
still camera. In fact all street shots from movie or still cameras
are by the unpredictable factors of passersby and juxtaposition
cut-ups. And photographers will tell you that often their best shots
are accidents . . . writers will tell you the same. The best writing
seems to be done almost by accident but writers until the cut-up
method was made explicit—all writing is in fact cut-ups; I will
return to this point—had no way to produce the accident of
spontaneity. You cannot will spontaneity. But you can introduce
the unpredictable spontaneous factor with a pair of scissors.

The method is simple. Here is one way to do it. Take a page.



Like this page. Now cut down the middle and across the middle.
You have four sections: 1 2 3 4 . . . one two
three four. Now rearrange the sections placing section four with
section one and section two with section three. And you have
a new page. Sometimes it says much the same thing. Sometimes
something quite different—cutting up political speeches is an
interesting exercise—in any case you will find that it says some-
thing and something quite definite. Take any poet or writer you
fancy. Here, say, or poems you have read over many times. The
words have lost meaning and life through years of repetition.
Now take the poem and type out selected passages. Fill a page
with excerpts. Now cut the page. You have a new poem. As
many poems as you like. As many Shakespeare Rimbaud poems
as you like. Tristan Tzara said: "Poetry is for everyone." And
Andre Breton called him a cop and expelled him from the move-
ment. Say it again: "Poetry is for everyone." Poetry is a place
and it is free to all cut up Rimbaud and you are in Rimbaud's
place. Here is a Rimbaud poem cut up.

"Visit of memories. Only your dance and your voice house. On
the suburban air improbable desertions . . . all harmonic pine for
strife.

"The great skies are open. Candor of vapor and tent spitting
blood laugh and drunken penance.

"Promenade of wine perfume opens slow bottle.
"The great skies are open. Supreme bugle burning flesh children

to mist."

Cut-ups are for everyone. Anybody can make cut-ups. It is
experimental in the sense of being something to do. Right here
write now. Not something to talk and argue about. Greek philoso-
phers assumed logically that an object twice as heavy as another
object would fall twice as fast. It did not occur to them to push
the two objects off the table and see how they fall. Cut the words



and see how they fall. Shakespeare Rimbaud live in their words.
Cut the word lines and you will hear their voices. Cut-ups often
come through as code messages with special meaning for the
cutter. Table tapping? Perhaps. Certainly an improvement on
the usual deplorable performance of contacted poets through a
medium. Rimbaud announces himself, to be followed by some
excruciatingly bad poetry. Cut Rimbaud's words and you are as-
sured of good poetry at least if not personal appearance.

All writing is in fact cut-ups. A collage of words read heard
overheard. What else? Use of scissors renders the process explicit
and subject to extension and variation. Clear classical prose can
be composed entirely of rearranged cut-ups. Cutting and rear-
ranging a page of written words introduces a new dimension into
writing enabling the writer to turn images in cinematic variation.
Images shift sense under the scissors smell images to sound sight to
sound sound to kinesthetic. This is where Rimbaud was going with
his color of vowels. And his "systematic derangement of the senses."
The place of mescaline hallucination: seeing colors tasting sounds
smelling forms.

The cut-ups can be applied to other fields than writing. Dr
Neumann in his Theory of Games and Economic Behavior intro-
duces the cut-up method of random action into game and military
strategy: assume that the worst has happened and act accordingly.
If your strategy is at some point determined . . . by random factor
your opponent will gain no advantage from knowing your strategy
since he cannot predict the move. The cut-up method could be
used to advantage in processing scientific data. How many dis-
coveries have been made by accident? We cannot produce ac-
cidents to order. The cut-ups could add new dimension to films.
Cut gambling scene in with a thousand gambling scenes all times
and places. Cut back. Cut streets of the world. Cut and rearrange
the word and image in films. There is no reason to accept a
second-rate product when you can have the best. And the best is
there for all. "Poetry is for everyone" . . .

Now here are the preceding two paragraphs cut into four sec-
tions and rearranged:

ALL WRITING IS IN FACT CUT-UPS OF GAMES AND ECONOMIC BE-

HAVIOR OVERHEARD? WHAT ELSE? ASSUME THAT THE WORST HAS

HAPPENED EXPLICIT AND SUBJECT TO STRATEGY IS AT SOME POINT

CLASSICAL PROSE. CUTTING AND REARRANGING FACTOR YOUR OP-

PONENT WILL GAIN INTRODUCES A NEW DIMENSION YOUR STRAT-

EGY, HOW MANY DISCOVERIES SOUND TO KINESTHETIC? WE CAN NOW

PRODUCE ACCIDENT TO HIS COLOR OF VOWELS. AND NEW DIMEN-

SION TO FILMS CUT THE SENSES. THE PLACE OF SAND. GAMBLING

SCENES ALL TIMES COLORS TASTING SOUNDS SMELL STREETS OF

THE WORLD. WHEN YOU CAN HAVE THE BEST ALL: "POETRY IS

FOR EVERYONE" DR NEUMANN IN A COLLAGE OF WORDS READ

HEARD INTRODUCED THE CUT-UP SCISSORS RENDERS THE PROCESS

GAME AND MILITARY STRATEGY, VARIATION CLEAR AND ACT AC-

CORDINGLY, IF YOU POSED ENTIRELY OF REARRANGED CUT DETER-

MINED BY RANDOM A PAGE OF WRITTEN WORDS NO ADVANTAGE

FROM KNOWING INTO WRITER PREDICT THE MOVE. THE CUT

VARIATION IMAGES SHIFT SENSE ADVANTAGE IN PROCESSING TO

SOUND SIGHT TO SOUND. HAVE BEEN MADE BY ACCIDENT IS WHERE

RIMBAUD WAS GOING WITH ORDER THE CUT-UPS COULD "SYSTEM-

ATIC DERANGEMENT" OF THE GAMBLING SCENE IN WITH A TEA

HALLUCINATION: SEEING AND PLACES, CUT BACK, CUT FORMS,

REARRANGE THE WORD AND IMAGE TO OTHER FIELDS THAN

WRITING.

W.S.B.



Cut-Ups Self-Explained

Writing is fifty years behind painting. I propose to apply
the painters' techniques to writing; things as simple and
immediate as collage or montage. Cut right through the pages
of any book or newsprint... lengthwise, for example, and shuffle
the columns of text. Put them together at hazard and read the
newly constituted message. Do it for yourself. Use any system
which suggests itself to you. Take your own words or the words
said to be "the very own words" of anyone else living or dead.
You'll soon see that words don't belong to anyone. Words have
a vitality of their own and you or anybody can make them gush
into action.

The permutated poems set the words spinning off on their
own; echoing out as the words of a potent phrase are permutat-
ed into an expanding ripple of meanings which they did not seem
to be capable of when they were struck and then stuck into that
phrase.

The poets are supposed to liberate the words - not to chain
them in phrases. Who told poets they were supposed to think?
Poets are meant to sing and to make words sing. Poets have
no words "of their very own." Writers don't own their words.
Since when do words belong to anybody. "Your very own words,"
indeed ! And who are you?

Now I shall read across in the normal way the text ACB, and
it says:

Text ACB

Writing is fifty. I propose to apply ears behind painting. The
painters' techniques as simple and use to writing; things immediate
as collage through the pages or montage. Cut right of any book
or newspr example, and shuffle into. . . lengthwise, for the
columns of text. Hazard and read them. Put them together are
newly constituted meself. Use any system sage. Do it for yours
which suggests itself, own words or the words to you. Take your
own, said to be "the very else living or dead own words of any-
one." You'll soon see that anyone. Words have words don't be-
long to a vitality of their o can make them gush on and you or
anybody into action.

The permutated punning off on their ems set the words spin
own; echoing out as phrase are permutate he words of a potent
ped into an expanding which they did not seem; ripple of mean-
ings which to be capable of when then stuck into that they were
struck and phrase.

The poets are suwords—not to chain posed to liberate the them
in phrases. Who supposed to think? Told poets they were Poets
are meant to sing. Poets have ng and to make words snow words.
"of their wit own their words very own." Writers don. Since when
do words "ur very own words," belong to anybody. "Yo indeed!
And who are you?

Text BAC

Writing is fifty y
ears behind painting, the painters' techniq I propose to apply ues
to writing; things immediate as collages as simple and or montage.
Cut right of any book or newsprt through the pages int. .. length-
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wise, for the columns of text, example, and shuffle Put them
together at newly constituted meshazard and read the sage. Do
it for yours which suggests itself elf. Use any system to you. Take
your o said to be "the very n words or the words own words" of
anyone You'll soon see that else living or dead, words don't
belong to a vitality of their o anyone. Words have wn and you
or anybody into action, can make them gush

The permutated po
ems set the words spin own; echoing out as tning off on their he
words of a potent ped into an expanding phrase are permutat-
ripple of meanings whito be capable of whench they did not seem
they were struck and phrase, then stuck into that

The poets are sup
posed to liberate the them in phrases. Who words—not to chain
o told poets they were Poets are meant to si supposed to think?
ng and to make words snow words 'of their ving. Poets have ery
own." Writers don Since when to words ('t) own their words,
belong to anybody. "Yo indeed! And who are ur very own
words," you?

TextA + CB

Writing is fifty the painters' technique, immediate as collage of
any book or newspr the columns of text. Newly constituted mess
which suggests itself said to be the very. You'll soon see that
a vitality of their into action.

The permutated poem, echoing out as ted into an expanding
to be capable of when phrase.

The poets are sue them in phrases. Poets are meant to sigh
now words of their. Since when do words indeed! And who are I
propose to apply ears behind painting., as simple as use to writ-
ing; things through the pages or montage. Cut right example and
shuffle into lengthwise for hazard and read the put them together
ourself. Use any system sage. Do it for your words or the words
to you. Take your own else living or dead; own words of anyone,

anyone. Words have words don't belong to one and you or any-
body can make them gush.

Set the words spin phrase are permutate. The words of a potent
they did not seem, ripple of meanings then stuck into that they
were struck. And words not to chain. Posed to liberate the sup-
posed to think? Told poets they were Poets to make words own
their words. Very own. Writer's "very own words" belong to any-
body. You and you.

TextB + CA

Ears behind painting; use to writing; things or montage. Cut
right into . . . lengthwise. Put them together are sage. Do it for
yours to you. Take your own words of anyone. Words don't
belong to own and you or anybody aims to set the words spin.
The words of a potent ripple of meanings whin they were struck
and posed to liberate.

The O told poets they were NG and to make words "very own."
Writers don't belong to anybody. You, you?

Writing is fifty. I propose to apply the painters' techniques as
simple and immediate as "collage" through the pages of any book
or newspr example, and shuffle the columns of text. Hazard and
read the newly constituted mesself. Use any system which sug-
gests itself in words or the words said to be "the very else living .
or dead. You'll soon see that anyone. Words have a vitality of
their o can make them gush into action.

The permutated poems running off on their own; echoing out
as the phrases are permutated into an expanding which they did
not seem capable of when then stuck into that phrase.

The poets are sup words—not to chain them in phrases. Who
supposed to think? Poets are meant to si ing. Poets have now
words of their own words. Since when do words your very own
words, indeed! And who are you?

B.G.



the hallucinated have come to tell you that yr utilities
are being shut off dreams monitored thought directed
sex is shutting down everywhere you are being sent

all words are taped agents everywhere
marking down the live ones to exterminate

they are turning out the lights

no they are not evil nor the devil but men
on a mission with a spot of work to do

this dear friends they intend to do on you

you have been offered a choice between liberty and
freedom and No! you cannot have both

the next step is everyone into space but it has been
a long dull wait since the last tower of babel
that first derisive visit of the paraclete

let's not hear that noise again and again



that may well be the last word anywhere

this is not the beginning in the beginning was the word
the word has been in for a too long time
you in the word and the word in you

we are out
you are in

we have come to let you out

here and now we will show you what you can do
with and to
the word
the words
any word
all the words

Pick a book any book cut it up
cut up
prose
poems
newspapers
magazines
the bible
the koran
the book of moroni
lao-tzu
confucius
the bhagavad gita
anything
letters
business correspondence
ads
all the words

slice down the middle dice into sections
according to taste
chop in some bible pour on some Madison Avenue
prose
shuffle like cards toss like confetti
taste it like piping hot alphabet soup

pass yr friends' letters yr office carbons
through any such sieve as you may find or invent

you will soon see just what they really are
saying this is the terminal method for
finding the truth

piece together a masterpiece a week
use better materials more highly charged words

there is no longer a need to drum up a season of
geniuses be your own agent until we deliver
the machine in commercially reasonable quantities

we wish to announce that while we esteem
this to be truly the American Way
we have no commitments with any government
groups

the writing machine is for everybody
do it yourself until the machine comes
here is the system according to us

B.G.



William Burroughs and I first went into techniques of writing,
together, back in room #15 of the Beat Hotel during the cold
Paris spring of 1958. Naked Lunch manuscript of every age and
condition floated around the hermetically sealed room as Bur-
roughs, thrashing about in an ectoplasmic cloud of smoke, ranted
through the gargantuan roles of Doc Benway, A. J., Clem & Jody
and hundreds of others he never had time to ram through the
typewriter. "Am I an octopus?" he used to whine as he shuffled
through shoals of typescript with all tentacles waving in the
undersea atmosphere.

It looked, in those days, as though Naked Lunch, named so
long before its birth by Kerouac, might never see the light of day
outside room #15. The appearance of extracts was only hors
d'oeuvres laid out on "Big Table." A pal, back in New York, was
said to be willing to edit to conformist standards more fragments,
which their author had scattered from Texas to Tangier, Venice,
Paris; Mexico, too, probably. There was said to be a whole suit-
caseful in a Tangier bar or in some junky's villa—anyway, it
never got printed and where is it now?

"The cut-up method was used in (on?) Naked Lunch without
the author's full awareness of the method he was using. The final
form of Naked Lunch and the juxtaposition of sections were de-

termined by the order in which material went—at random—to
the printer," he writes in "The Cut-Up Method of Brion Gysin"
in A Casebook on the Beats.

Well, those were troublous times. Sinclair Beiles flipped in and
out with scraps of galley proof even as more packets of old
manuscript flowed out into the space Burroughs was trying to
clear out in order to kick his habit right there, as soon as the
book was out of the room. The raw material of Naked Lunch
overwhelmed us. Showers of fading snapshots fell through the
air: Old Bull's Texas farm, the Upper Reaches of the Amazon
("Yage country, man. See the old brujo."); Tangier and the
Mayan Codices ("Ain't it almost too horrible. Dig what they
really up to and you wig."); shots of boys from every time and
place. Burroughs was more intent on Scotch-taping his photos
together into one great continuum on the wall, where scenes
faded and slipped into one another, than occupied with editing
the monster manuscript. ("Am I the Collier brothers?") When he
found himself in front of the wrecked typewriter, he hammered
out new stuff. There were already dozens of variants and, if
something seemed missing, slices of earlier writing slid silently
into place alongside later routines because none of the pages was
numbered.

What to do with all this? Stick it on the wall along with the
photographs and see what it looks like. Here, just stick these two
pages together and cut down the middle. Stick it all together,
end to end, and send it back like a big roll of music for a pianola.
It's just material, after all. There is nothing sacred about words.

"Word falling. Photo falling. Breakthrough in grey room."
Naked Lunch appeared and Burroughs disappeared. He kicked

his habit with apomorphine and flew off to London to see Dr
Dent, who had first turned him on to the cure.

While cutting a mount for a drawing in room #15, I sliced
through a pile of newspapers with my Stanley blade and thought
of what I had said to Burroughs some six months earlier about



the necessity for turning painters' techniques directly into writing.
I picked up the raw words and began to piece together texts that
later appeared as "First Cut-Ups" in "Minutes to Go." At the
time I thought them hilariously funny and hysterically meaningful.
I laughed so hard my neighbors thought I'd flipped. I hope you
may discover this unusual pleasure for yourselves—this short-
lived but unique intoxication. Cut up this page you are reading
and see what happens. See what I say as well as hear it.

I can tell you nothing you do not know. I can show you
nothing you have not seen. Anything I may say about Cut-Ups
must sound like special pleading unless you try it for yourself.
You cannot cut up in your head any more than I can paint in
my head. Whatever you do in your head bears the prerecorded
pattern of your head. Cut through that pattern and all patterns
if you want something new. Take a letter you have written or
a letter written to you. Cut the page into four or into three
columns—any way you may choose. Shuffle the pieces and put
them together at random. Cut through the word lines to hear a
new voice off the page. A dialogue often breaks out. "It" speaks.
Herrigel describes such an experience in Zen in the Art of Archery
when "It" shot the arrow.

This took Herrigel six years to achieve and demanded his
complete submission to a "Master," who said to him in farewell:
"Even if broad seas lie between us, I shall always be with you
when you practice what you have learned." Creepy? Very. That
is how the Masters get around and stay around. To hell with all
monopolies. As Burroughs wrote me on a card for the New Year,
1960: "Blitzkrieg the citadel of enlightenment!" Painters first
suggested the means were at hand more than fifty years ago.
About the time they got horses off the streets and planes in the
sky, we freed ourselves from the animals and got the machine
on our hands.

The means are our machines. These prime agents of the ex-
plosive force, Nova, are factors of geometric progression to the
Count Down and we better catch up on their methods, but quick.

I do not mean atomic piles—Hands off! I do not mean spaceships
—mere Iron Lungs. I mean machines in the hands of anybody
can push a button. Take your own tape recorder. I can tell you
nothing you do not know. I can show you nothing you have not
seen. Record your very own voice on a length of tape. Better
read something you consider important. Allen Ginsberg says,
in his blurb for Soft Machine by Burroughs: " . . . Methods which
would be vain unless the author had something to cut up to start
with. . ." In other words, you need words. I made my "Poem of
Poems" on the tape recorder; cutting the sonnets of Shakespeare,
Anabasis by St John Perse in the Eliot translation, and fragments
of Huxley on mescaline into the Song of Songs. As Burroughs,
later, had occasion to answer Spender: "It all depends on the
results."

The Divine Tautology came up at me off a page one day: I AM
THAT I AM, and I saw that it was lopsided. I switched the
last two words to get better architectural balance around the big
THAT. There was a little click as I read from right to left and
then permutated the other end. AM I THAT AM I? "It" asked
a question. My ear ran away down the first one hundred and
twenty simple permutations and I heard, I think, what Newton
said he heard: a sort of wild pealing inside my head, like an
ether experience, and I fell down.

Burroughs looked grave. "Unfortunately, the means are at
hand for disastrous success," he finished the quote from his New
Year's card when he heard the first permutated poems speak up
for themselves out of the tape recorder. "Come, come!" I pro-
tested, laughing. "Surely this is, at last, the 'artless art' the Zen-
zooters are pushing. You can't call me the author of those poems,
now, can you? I merely undid the word combination, like the
letter lock on a piece of good luggage, and the poem made itself."

Who reads a newspaper can answer the conundrum of the
Ages: What are we here for? Man is here to go. But it will take
more than the resources of energy in matter to keep him up there



as long as he insists on being that animal, Man. "Am I THAT?
Am I? Am I? Am I? . . ." If I ask that I am more than THAT.
Kick that Man Habit, Man. The Biological Film, now showing
on Earth, can and must be rewritten. It is a lousy movie to be
withdrawn Now from the dimensional screen and sent back to
Rewrite. If, indeed: In the Beginning was the Word, then, the
next step is: Rub out the Word.

I was helped by the BBC, who broadcast my poem "Minutes
to Go." I took my tape experiments to them in London and the
BBC loaned me their experimental studio with all its machines
and technicians for three days. We put together a program that
was later broadcast but the most interesting material remained
unfinished. "Unusual sights leak out," the cut-ups had announced
one day, and unusual sounds, too. Back in our Beat Hotel, Bur-
roughs and I went on making the machines talk for themselves
and broadcast Rimbaud's "disordering of the senses" through the
walls.

The Exterminator, on which we collaborated, appeared at this
time. In it are some Permutated Poems, faced by a page of sym-
bols that are immediately legible as are, in a fashion, the drawings
that follow. Who runs may read my drawing. Run faster to read
better. I will show you this again when I make a picture with the
words as they come back to me out of the tape recorder. After
all, if you could look at the magnetic particles inside this plastic
tape, you would see that my voice has translated them into a
series of repetitive patterns. Word symbols turn back into visual
symbols—tilted back and forth through this "me," my very own
machine. Every thing, at that moment, is one. I am the artist
when I am open. When I am closed I am Brion Gysin.

Science is near enough ready to tell me who he is for me to
be much less interested than formerly in him. I could not care
less about his so-called talent or lack of it. Brion Gysin is a drag.
I am not interested; I am his soul. Yet, as long as he is one with
matter in hand, I am bound to a vital interest in the pattern of
his activities and patterns of the matter in which he is so des-

perately involved. Science and Art are two branches of the same
investigation. Within the last fifty years both Science and Painting
have overhauled their concept of Matter. Sand on the canvas;
e = mc2.

One of the easy ways the human mind, probably owing to its
structure, can best conceive Space is in the limitless projection
of a multidimensional grid through which progressive movement
can be plotted, an infinite variety of form conceived, etc. It
makes, in fact, a space picture rather like a cellular scaffolding—
the bright jungle gym of mathematics; an exercise for controlling
matter and knowing space.

Now, Magic calls itself The Other Method and, as my limited
education permitted no venture through maths, and as Brion Gy-
sin had led me into a maze of Moroccan adventures, I had to
content myself with what he stewed in for eight years after the
war: Moorish fleshpots and the misery of the Moors. Magic is
practiced more assiduously than hygiene in Morocco, though ec-
static dancing to music of the secret brotherhoods is, there, a
form of psychic hygiene. You know your music when you hear
it one day. You fall into line and dance until you pay the piper.

My own music was the wild flutes of the hill tribe Ahl Serif.
Their secret, guarded even from them, was that they were still
performing the Rites of Pan under their ragged cloak of Islam.
Westermark first recognized their patron, Bou Jeloud, the Father
of Skins, to be Pan, the little goat god of panic with his pipes.
From an account of their dances, he gathered they must still be
running the Roman Lupercalia, which had attached itself to the
principal Muslim feast of the lunar year to survive.

I went into business with these people; opening a restaurant
with Pan music in Tangier, called the Thousand and One Nights. It
was well named, for some unforeseen, complex, cataclysmic ca-
tastrophe occurred every night.

Burroughs was in Tangier, practicing to be El Hombre Invisi-
ble and doing little writing, I believe, in those days. He spent his
month staring at the toe of his shoe in an underground room of



the Casbah, filled with thousands of empty Eukudol boxes. On
remittance day or in the company of visiting Venetians like Alan
Ansen (now in exile), he would materialize at my restaurant.
"That Gysin's probably a Swiss innkeeper with a phony 'von' to
his name," he used to snarl, "but I dig his pigeon pie and danc-
ing boys the greatest." He really needed the couscous in those
days: he was thin, very thin.

I fell out of business, not over money but magic. My Swiss
banker never objected to items marked MAGIC that appeared in
the bookkeeping done by his bank. He just raised an eyebrow
and asked: "Are you running an ethnographic museum, perhaps?"
In a way. I kept some notes and drawings, meaning to write a
recipe book of magic. My Pan people were furious when they
found out. They poisoned my food twice and then, apparently,
resorted to more efficacious means to get rid of me.

During a routine kitchen check, I called for a ladder to see if
a ventilator had truly been oiled. There was the Mare's Nest un-
der my nose: a treasure trove for an ethnographer, I suppose.
Seven round, speckled pebbles; seven big seeds in their pods;
seven shards of mirror surrounded a small square paper packet,
barely dusted over with soot. The charm stuck together with goo,
probably made of newts' eyes, menstrual blood, pubic hair and
chewing gum. Inside was the text, written in rusty ink from right
to left across the square of paper, which had then been turned
on its side and written over again to form the cabalistic grid. The
invocation, when I got it hazily made out, called on the Jinn of
the Hearth: "May Massa Brahim [Brion] leave this house as the
smoke leaves this fire, never to return .. ."

Several days later, on January 5, 1958, I lost the business over
a signature given to a friendly American couple who "wanted to
help me out." I was out with the shirt on my back.

I barely made it to London, where I sold my pictures of the
Sahara and then crossed to Paris, which I have lived in off and

on for the last thirty years. Ran into grey-green Burroughs in the
Place St Michel. "Wanna score?" For the first time in all the
years I had known him, I really scored with him.

Hamri and I had first met him in the hired gallery of the Rem-
brandt Hotel in Tangier in 1954 when he wheeled into our ex-
hibition, arms and legs flailing, talking a mile a minute. We found
he looked very Occidental, more Private Eye than Inspector Lee:
he trailed long vines of Bannisteria Caapi from the Upper Ama-
zon after him and old Mexican bullfight posters fluttered out
from under his long trench coat instead of a shirt. An odd blue
light often flashed around under the brim of his hat. Hamri and
I decided, rather smugly, that we could not afford to know him
because he was too Spanish. Obviously he would soon pick up
with Manolo, Pepe, Kiki.. . whereas; "Henrique! Joselito!" Bur-
roughs whinnied—sort of South American boy-cries, for all we
knew.

I cannot say I saw Burroughs clear during the restaurant days
that followed. Caught a glimpse of him glimmering rapidly along
through the shadows from one farmacia to the next, hugging a
bottle of paregoric. I close my eyes and see him in winter, cold
silver blue, rain dripping from the points of his hat and his nose.
Willie the Rat scuttles over the purple sheen of wet pavements,
sniffing. Burroughs slices through the crowd in the Socco Chico,
his raincoat glinting like the underbelly of a shark. He dashes at
Kiki with a raised knife of rain-glitter running off his chop-finger
hand. Burroughs lives chez Tony Dutch. He pokes a long, quiver-
ing nose out of calle Cristianos, picking up on: Is Kiki around?
He plucks Kiki out of the Mar Chica with his glittering eye. When
you squint up your eyes at him, he turns into Coleridge, De
Quincey, Poe, Baudelaire and Gide . . . Now, wherefore stoppest
thou me?

Hamri and me we waggle our beards—everything just like we
always say. Meester Weeli-yam. (Weeli, weeli! What Arab women
cry in alarm. Hamri's joke.) Meester Weeli-yam lives in a room



Hamri and I know well, and we can imagine him down there, or
so we thought, but we never could, really, because we never went
to see him in all the years and really could never have imagined
the celestial number of empty Eukudol boxes he had stacked up;
we never knew. We never heard Kiki say: "Quedase con su
medicina, Meester William," and shut the door to go away and
be killed by just such another knife. But that was in another
country and the boy is dead.

So, when Meester Weeli-yam show in St Michel, I pause; hear-
ing Paul Bowles: "I really don't know; they're all so taken up
with madness and drugs. I don't get it. But you'd like Burroughs
if only you'd get to know him." We make a meet. He lives in
"Heart'sease Street," rue Git le Coeur, where I lived 1938-39.
But "Must hurry to my doctor—yes, my analyst; recommended
by a rich junky friend with whom I goofed on my apomorphine
cure with Dr Dent, unfortunately." Later, I make it up to room
#15. Where are the alumni of room #15 today?

Naked Lunch served at all hours in a dark, airless, transitional
room full of transformations and metamorphoses. Kafka's cock-
roach fled in terror. Seeing and hearing new. Burroughs bought a
stainless-steel dowsing ball from a magic shop and hung it up for
decoration. We learned to scry. He was tossing back whole boxes
of Eubispasmes to keep his habit up but his nose clean until he
could kick Naked Lunch. Then, the All-time Home Cure with
Mr Summerface in attendance. The All-time Grizzlies out of Bill,
too. Horror bears in all disguise. Cosmic Hoods. Agents rampant.
Bone-cracking crustaceans. Mister Ugly Spirit. "Ah feel Ah'm
about to give birth to some horrible critter," he moaned in front
of the pulsing mirror. "Ah don't feel rightly hooman!" Like the
Old Man of the Sea, he dissolved into all the scaly-green mon-
sters of legend, right there in a puddle of ectoplasm, there on his
bed.

Later, much later: "I suppose, Brion, you know the story about
the two great magicians who had a meet to prove who's tops?

First one goes through his scary-faces routine and settles back,
real confident: 'Now, you show Me.' The second magician leans
over and whispers: 'Boo!' "

I look around at the pictures, which he was the first to dig:
"See the Silent Writing of Brion Gysin, Hassan-i-Sabbah, across
all skies!" I write across the picture space from right to left and,
then, I turn the space and write across that again to make a
multidimensional grid with the script I picked up from the Pan
people. Who runs may read. I have, I think, paid the pipers in
full. Within the bright scaffolding appears a world of Little Folk,
swinging in their flowering-ink jungle gym, exercising control of
matter and knowing space. Writing is fifty years behind painting.
Painters have been doing this sort of magic for years. They sprung
words on canvas before World War I. Surely, this is the "artless
art." You can't call me the author of these images come trooping
out of the colors, now can you? Catch up on your writing: make
with the words.

I roll you out a bright, new cellular framework of Space and,
in it, I write your Script anew. Light writes in Space. Art is the
tail of a comet. The comet is Light. We aim to rewrite this Show
and there is no part in it for Hope. Cut-Ups are Machine Age
knife-magic, revealing Pandora's box to be the downright nasty
Stone Age gimmick it is. Cut through what you are reading. Cut
this page now. But copies—after all, we are in Proliferation, too
—to do cut-ups and fold-ins until we can deliver the Reality
Machine in commercially reasonable quantities.

B.G.



(September, 1959. A collage from the New York Herald Tribune,
European edition; The Observer, London; the Daily Mail, Lon-
don; Life magazine advertisements.)

1

It is impossible to estimate the damage. Anything put out up
to now is like pulling a figure out of the air.

Six distinguished British women said to us later, indicating the
crowd of chic young women who were fingering samples, "If our
prices weren't as good or better, they wouldn't come. Eve is
eternal."

(I'm going right back to the Sheraton Carlton and call the
Milwaukee Braves.)

Miss Hannah Pugh the slim model—a member of the Diners'
Club, the American Express Credit Cards, etc.—drew from a
piggy bank a talent which is the very quintessence of the British
Female sex.

"People aren't crazy," she said. "Now that Hazard has banished
my timidity I feel that I, too, can live on streams in the area
where people are urged to be watchful."

A huge wave rolled in from the wake of Hurricane Gracie and

bowled a married couple off a jetty. The wife's body was found—
the husband was missing, presumed drowned.

Tomorrow the moon will be 228,400 miles from the earth and
the sun almost 93,000,000 miles away.

"Ahead, ahead, ahead!" they chanted in EWYORK, ONO-
LULU, ARIS, OME, OSTON. "Tobacco is our middle name."

No flat OS ANGELES taste—AN FRANCISCO so friendly,
effective, gentles the smoke makes it unmade in the sanctity of a
joint. We can't do that yet. You can light either end, beat your
mother to death with a beaded bag. A surprise. Good for a gift
with special discount and dispensation.

We have seen the future in willow and rattan, manila, Malacca,
bamboo and hemp. These are materials for which we have a
passionate weakness.

The attraction here is tea. It would be forced on the Federal
Parliament, the Parliaments of the ten states, the Catholic, Prot-
estant and Jewish communities, the association of employers and
the trade unions. The national network would summon policemen
and private spokesmen.

Such basketry is too big to be on a regional basis and occupy-
ing authorities would remain in existence. Next year we will have
delegates to ENEVA as the stock is enormous.

Hume gets Halard the stocky, black-haired who struts when
the moon wanders. He stood silent and flushed. He nodded curtly,
considering the wide spaces where past crimes high-lighted a So-
viet-sponsored bid to make Short Time. The Iron Age, six months



short, was convicted of killing a cabbie who had crossed the At-
lantic in the balloon Small World.

There seemed little doubt, however, that Mr Eisenhower said,
"I weigh 56 pounds less than a man," flushed and nodded curtly.

Asked whether he had had a fair trial he looks inevitable and
publishes: "My sex was an advantage."

He boasted of a long string of past crimes high-lighted by a
total eclipse of however stood in his path when he re-did her
apartment.

Rich because beautiful bought brain. I said, "Bravo!"
She got excited and came at me and I slugged her. I tried to

create illusion but, You're wrong, you're always wrong. It's known
the world over.

She gave no indication of trouble at the time but "Old Bill"
returned to war. Then she settled down just to "chat." Since the
conversation touched a lot of bases it was both fascinating and
frightening. But because I don't go for individual tastes I became
her lover on a long voyage from the Orient.

To think that a million men were fitted into long slots in an ab-
surd position for the highest products of creation. Crowds stopped
the traffic and it took more than 30 police to disperse them.

In Hollywood, Rita Haywo in the ground facing another mil-
lion in their slots, said: "When I started this thing I had sideburns
and a guy but the authorities didn't want to mix rock with poli-
tics. The crowds stopped the traffic and it fell to Mr Van R in
the line of duty to think that a million men were fitted into the
ground in their slots."

The finding of Mr Van R's uniform in their slots seemed so
absurd in Flanders where he served in the sky like a comet and
crashed. For the first time in history a woman presided over the
Lower House.

Captain Bairn was arrested today in the murder at sea of Chi-
cago. He is one of the great Americans to see people from the
front and kept laughing during the dark. His use of sweeping color
last night claimed his lover on a long trip from the Orient. He
streaked across the sky like a comet and crashed.

Witnesses, from a distance, observed a roaring blast and a bril-
liant flash as the operator was arrested. A petite blue-eyed blonde
streaked across the sky and clashed with Glasgow police. She had
wielded the gavel with a walrus mustache and was thrown over-
board. Her father, a well-known Artist until a bundle of his ac-
cented brush-work blew up in the sky, said, "We can't do that
yet. The reason I'm not buying a new couch is to save money.
She should have known better."

Keep up AMBOURG, USSELDORF, Police riots.
They can't turn—this keeps the front of the game either to have

been left out or taken.
Breakfasts in OS ANGELES are anybody's spiritual home now-

adays. Think they are never seen higher up. Left. Right!
I adore him because he is so lovely with the seesaw motion.

She has a way of looking at things that turns even the rear end
of bars in years.

"If I'd known you were coming."
Some looks are simply good right there. You hit her in this

new revised edition of "AFTER THE GREAT AWAKENING" in
a car that's almost as steady as he claimed in an exclusive drag.
It's tail when it stars. You go around it yourself. The sure way
is with arrangement and also military appeal. Deep-eyed features
and the rapt faces of discursive charm come from the sheer, shin-
ing color of police.

To protect this art the right way, clout first Woman and be-
lievers in their look of things. Fourteen-year-old boy has many of
her belongings.



Swiss boys were absolutely free from the producers of out-
board spiritual homes.

I, Sekuin, perfected this art "along the Tang dynasty."
Might be just what I am look.
Aurelius would have approved you favorite smoke.

B.G.

• (Cut-up of prose poem "Stalin" by Sinclair Beiles)

(fight fight talk talk . . . talk talk fight fight)

shift l ingual. . . free doorways . . . pinball age tangles . . . free cone
agent dim blot. . . scribble electric voice eyes . . . voice of c cone
. . . out of doorways . . . tangles voices . . . tata Stalin . .. carriage
age tar . . . vibrate tourists . . . cover Zen terminals . . . pinball ma-
chines led streets . .. with elect of doorways . .. doorway grind
enclosures of hatch . . . frozen wet hot tourists .. . scribble electric
voice eyes . .. voice of cone eye hatch dim blots . . . age agent
dim vest o f . . . terminal electric voice of C . . . All Ling out of
agitated . . . terminal electric voice of C . . . all ling out of agitated
. . . terminal electric voice of C . . . all ling out of agitated . .. ter-
minal electric voice of C . . .
shift lingual. .. vibrate tourists .. . free doorways . . . shift lingual
. . . vibrate tourists . .. free doorways . . . tata Stalin . . . carriage h
ta . . . ta ta Stalin . .. carriage age ta .. .

W.S.B.

• (Time and New York Herald Tribune, European edition)

Solemn Accountants are jumping ship, sir . . . All of them, sir . . .
In the last skimpy surplus, s i r . . . "Room for one more outside,

sir" they said and plunged Seventh Teen Age Future Molotov
Cocktails . . . Last seen swimming desperately in sewage . . .

Allies wait on knives .. . Valiant Crowns drew a short 22 and
Heavy Commitments . .. The Caribbean swells to a roar . . . A
Negro snapped the advantages . . . Street Gangs Uranian born up
from a headline of penniless migrants in the face of appalling
conditions:

"Out Show window and we're Proud of it."
Her 'Fourth Grade Class screamed in terror when I looked at

the dogs and I looked at the pavement. .. decided the pavement
was safer . . . Stale streets of yesterday policemen back from shad-
ows to embrace his assailant. . . pretty familiar. Talk to my me-
dium . . . Remember my medium of appalling conditions condi-
tions?:

Suicide by teen ager . . . ice food . . . same day . . . Blue Note
wherever you go . . . Dietary delusion of death in Tanganyika or
was it?

Only this should have been obvious from Her Fourth Grade
Class: Only live animals have write door . . . distant. . .

Secure it firmly with steak sized chunks of cripple drug and
throw it in a Liz replica synthesized from cabbage . . .

Who was Rape and Idleness? Anyone over homicide big enough
to take Punishment Wisconsin . . . Milwauki convicted of later
and lesser crimes pudgy and not pretty . . . The Words included
assault murder stratosphere and his feet devoid of reality.

Will Hollywood never learn?
Unimaginable disaster .. . Royal Rights Teen Age Future Time.
Cut-up articles on Juvenile Delinquency

W.S.B.

• (Cut-up from "Minutes to Go")

black boy flanks by the usual means offered every convenience—
he is moved say from one place to take the trip with him—



Lee The Double calculated to impose morphine past peevish
tissue swept out by an old junky in backward countries.

"My whippets are dying." at home . . . piles of an agent. . .
murmuring over and over "One ounce," said the druggist of shit
burned down the city . . . black fuzzz .. . empty eye films .. .

For years he earned his hallowed look of forcible colectomy
chewing people around in Timbuktu. We may assume Timbuktu
without the return con.

Sabe shit??? The return they don't make with mother raw and
bleeding. . .

Had a book he gave out. .. Ich sterbe . . . They were drafted.
Marks fourth day. .. English governess for child exuding charm
Service Chairman restated his agency lacks the kidnap rapist at
that stage of the case .. . imprisonment without function; "We
just dropped in to see some friends" a population of patrols . . .

"I have no enemies I turn them all into friends" Sheldon
Thomas . . .

Pillars of smoke premature Sir James said in the biological My
Flyn seeks position in rigged quiz show "Yeah but why?" Posi-
tion Monday in the house . . . Good job it's got such a soft mouth.
How intimate sciences are nowadays . . .

Swedish unwelcome visitor to the warren?
Talent was gone .. . The temple reeked of Time principal and

agency in force . . .
Transport and lodging to another is not done abruptly we have

to be in on every moment by the usual means . . .
No riots like injustice directed .. . between enemies "City Hall?"

Broadcaster living in Paris . . . such activity offense tape cold floks
more i n . . . Boy the home? Start French met. Have you seen
Sick City? . . . freezed forever that station the centipede hyp . ..
dead finger of flak braille . ..

Bobo has attractions . . . more fun than barrel of keys . . . He
makes a pig of ice . . . tomorrow is always white and blue . . . "A
fine vigorous failure," all members are worst a century. Predict-

ing the dock men to walk officially to a green forest "like a bunch
of animals."

A sixteen-year-old boy in the Bronx "Might Burn" . . . in con-
tinuous operation . ..

"everyone" has left Paris The Sixth Government named High
Authority 1961 Future Time which is said to be as its name
implies . . . typewriter mimic Chartered . . . Exists without mili-
tary . ..

I dislike facts . . . come around to the light so we can study
your features in some detail and arrive at the French system of
identification . . . not premature? We think perhaps under the uh
circumstances not inadvisable to say Spanish flu would not be
again the rage of next years hats in green neon "Not four in a
row . . . You don't understand preliminary questioning."

Survivor survivor. . . Not the first in her childhood. Where
have you been family of espionage? . . . cooking beggards . . . un-
born not ye t . . .

Mongols with smooth copper fish heads . .. jostling innocent
people may be time junkies .. . with time to square . . . young
boys need it special window dressers scream through . . . blast of
iron for worker?

Have you seen Rose Place? rusted to flak braille .. . contagious
in sheltering tribes . . . passes body and race . . . citizens of your
bed in a crowded cafe . . . beyond the barrier of fog eggs. Stale
streets of yesterday patrolmen . . .

Professor killed Accident in US . . . "Don't let me die this way."
As regards transport and lodging is done abruptly in grey

hounds proclivities to run together into one by the usual proce-
dure . . .

"He had to use junk somewhere." Mr Bradley Mr Martin. . .
slotless fade-out in sick streets of cry . . . colorless smell. . . after
cure sound eyes empty of hunger . . . flaking cripple drug . . . of
distant fingers . . . caught an uptown cold sore . . . over the white
subway . . . I told him you on tracks .. . couldn't switch iron . . .



down stale streets of score money . .. Hustle your own dawn "I'm
absolutely weak . . . I can only just totter home, dahling, the dollar
has collapsed."

"Nous attendons bonne chance." Last words written in diary of
Mr Shannon by Yves Martin after Shannon? Mr Armstrong, Mon-
sieur Pillu, Ahmed Akid Yves Martin found dead with the diary
. . . Mr Shannon .. . Mr Bradly Mr Martin Johnny Ynshe Yves
Martin Mr Beiles Mr Corso Mr Burroughs Meester William.

The razor inside, sir. Jerk the handle . ..

W.S.B.

• (Recorded and played at the Institute for Contemporary Arts,
London, December 1960, as I painted a picture 6 x 6 feet and
quietly disappeared.)

I talk a new language. You will understand.
I talk about the springes and traps of inspiration.
IN SPIRATION—what you breathe in. You breathe in words.

Words breathe you IN. I demonstrate Thee, the Out-Word in
action both visual and aural, racing away in one direction to
sounds more concrete than music and, in the other, to paintings
like television screens in your own head. I am better than Trans-
ducer for I show you own Interior Space.

In the beginning was the Word—been in You for a toolong
time. I rub out the word. You in the Word and the Word in You
is a word-lock like the combination of a vault or a valise. If you
love your vaults, listen no further. I spin the lock on your Interior
Space Kit. Prisoner: Come Out!

I sum on the Little Folk: music from the Moroccan hills proves
the great god Pan not dead. I cast spells: all spells are sentences
spelling out the word-lock that is You. Stop. Change. Start again.
Lighten your own life sentence. Go back to childhood. Throw
light on your little elves as they are in my magic picture 6 x 6 feet.



There will be projections in all dimensions while the recorded
voice of Wm. Burroughs reads an incantation spelled out by him.

You will understand. I talk new springes and traps of inspira-
tion. IN SPIRATION, what you breathe in. You breathe in
words. Words breathe you IN. I demonstrate Thee, the Out-
Word in words that breathe you in. Aural, racing away in one
direction to action both visual and music and, in the other, to
painting sounds more concrete screens in your own heads. I am
better than like the televisions—your own Interior Space. Trans-
ducer for Eye show.

Was the word, Been in you for a too long. In the beginning,
Word. You in the word and the word in You-Time. I rub out the
combination on a vault or valise. "IF" is a word-lock, like listen no
further. I spin the lock on you love your vaults. It; Prisoner:
come Out!

It's your Interior Space, folks—music from the Moroccan hills.
I summon little Pan: not dead. I cast spells. All proves the great
god spelling out the word-lock that is You. Spells are sentences
again. Lighten your own life sentence. Stop. Change. Start. Throw
light on your little elves as they go back to childhood. Are 6 x 6
feet. Are in my magic picturjections in all dimensions while the
record there will be proproofs read in incantation; spelled out by
the edited voice of Wm. Burro him.

Painting a picture re time and 6 x 6 during the act of an invoca-
tion for patient Moroccan to bow Chinese precede hills! Muto
hirion. (sic) From the disappearance Gysin is not dead. Pan.
Hurry. By the great god, Brion Gysin the torso of 1960. The mice
in Gregory C.

A talk about the gees of stress and traps. An hour's length on
sprint demonstrations of snouts and recorded visual sum of both,
with projections and audible word. A pell of words. Magic space
instead of sound pictures, shear peace. (Rub out the word and
give more space.)

I will make a bow to the picture between your ears. The au-

dience, too, appear into the picture. Visual words dye spells to
shorten painting sentence. Fainting accompanied by our Act; by a
spell from/of Wm. Burroughs . . . hm, spell cast by the voice of
Wm. Burroughs' pa during painting a picture 6 x 6 , the act or feat.
Me to high Moroccan music from the disappear in hills. Is not
dead. Hurry. Panrion Gysin.

By the great Go, Brion Gysin let Corso 1960 the mice in.
Gregory Corso, 1960 aten Gysin the mice in Gregory. Spell cast
by the ancient voice of Wm. Burroughs. Picture between your
ears. Sound pictures and the word made bow to the audience.

How to paint out the visual and the audible give more space
instead of spells for they shorten the picture. You will understand
at hour's length.

I talk a new langhand, Gregory. Gysin let the mice in. 1960. I
talk about the spiration guage. You will understand Inspiration—
who breathes in words. Springes and traps of words breathe in
you—breathe you In. He Out-Word in hat you breathe in. Your
action both visual and one direction. I demonstrate Thee. Racing
away In, like the television to sounds more concrete other, to
paintings aural. I am better than music in the Transducer for I
show screams in your own head.

In the beginning, You for a tool on your own Interior Space
Time. I rub out Thee and the Word in you was the Word—"been
in" is a word-lock like Tilt or valise. If word. You in the Word,
you love your vaults. Spin the lock on the combination on a vault
—your Interior Space K! Listen no further.

I summon the little Moroccan hills. Prisoner: come Out. It
proves the great god spells all the folk. Music from the spell-
sentence that is You. Pan not dead. I can stop. Change. Start own
life sentence. Spelling out the words, I go back to childhood. Lit-
tle elves as they again. Lighten your O, you are in my magic pic-
ture. Throw light on your hell. There will be pro-ons while the
records are 6 x 6 feet. Edited voice of Wm. Burroon spelled out
by jections in all dimensions. Ughs reads an incantation. Invoke



ancient Chinese precedent to bow three times and disappear into

my picture.
During the act of painting picture, re time to bow Chinese, pre-

invoked for a Moroccan potter (sic) said disappear in the picture.
Muto from the hirion hurry. Hill god Gysi and Gregorious

Caius both of 960. Length in the torso abounded in the home
sprint. Talk of it with Gees and traps forever audible word. Pro-
jected demonstration of snouts and wreck-pictures gives visual.
Magic spell instead of sand gives bow to the end of words.

Stricture between your ears. I will shorten the painting sen-
tence. The picture. How to paint and "e." The word is more shit.
Me too had the mice in the hills who are not dead but dance. In-
vocation for paint in these preceding hills. Gysin is not dead. I will
make an audience, too, snap at shortened painting sentence before
I disappear into the hills. Fainting accompanied visual words, you
will understand. A picture between the hills bowed to the Chinese
audience—made an aural bow. They shorten the picture cast by
an ancient voice between your ears. Demonstrations of little folks
mice magic. Demonstration of corporeal projection during the dis-
appearance. An ace instead of talk. Mirror magic and the writing

that is you.
I talk a new laugh 1960. I talk about the Inspiration who

breathes words in you. Your actions straight thee, racing away to
concrete other, to pain in the Transducer for Eye. In the begin-
ning, You Time. I rub out The. An "In" is a word-lock like Word.
You love your calf in a vault—your Interself.

I summon the little proofs of the great god sentence that is you.
Started own life sentence in early childhood. Little elves in my
magic picture.

I summon the Listener; come Out. It proves the great god
speaks from spell-sentence that is you. Stop. Change. Start own
life sentence. I go back to childhood. Little eleven year old, O,
you are in my picture, O, you are as they again. Light in my magic
picture. There will be harrowing light on your hell while the

recorded voice of Wm. are at your feet. Like a cool towel of air-
force over wrists and ankles. Burroons spelled out by Ons. Ughs
read objections in all directions of sole incantation. I invoke to
bow three ancient Chinese procedures to disappear into my pic-
ture.

The mice in, I will understand the traps of words in hat you
wave in my direction. I, demon onto sounds more err than music,
own your head. My own Interior Space a He word—been read.
You in the combination further. Near. Come out. It sick from
spells. Stop. Change. I go back to brighten you O you are. There
will be blighted voice of Wm. on and on. Ughs reads Dent to
bow three times and Gregory.

Gysin the Inspiration guage. He is you in words. You, he's in
words. Springes breathe you in. He Out—both visual and one
dimensional; You In, like aural televisitings. I am betting I can
show screams in your Owe-You for a tool. You're damned right;
the word in you was "t" for Tilt or valise. If volts spin the lock
on an interior space for K! Listen, O Moroccan hills.

Listen, O Moroccan hills! Poor prisohells, all the folk. Musta-
pha Pan hot dead. I can spell out the words as they again. Light
throw light on your hell.

I talk a new laugh at the mice In. I and Gregory. Gysin the
1960. I talk about the will understand spiration guages. You, In-
spiration—who bleats and traps of he's in words.

Springes words breathe in you—the word in that you breathe
in you. He Out breathe In.

He Out breathe In your auto-rection. I demonstrate both visual
and one dimension state thee. Racing away on sounds more Yin,
like the televisions concrete other, more painful than music and
things aural. I am better in the Transducer for I own head.

In the beginning, Your own Interior Spaced the Word in you. It
was T Time. I rub out Thee and He Word. Spin the lock on Word,
you love your veal, the combination on a vault, your Interior
further.



I summon the littler; come out. It proves the great god spick
from the spells. Pan not dead. I can speel the sentence that is you.
You will understand. In the beginning—You time, I rub out a
word-lock, like love your vaults. From the Moroccan can cast
spells. All lock that is You. Demonstrate breath you in life sen-
tence. I talk new springs of what you breathe the You in. Both
aural and visual are concrete screens in you-he television—your
own show.

Been in you for a toolong the word, and the word in a vault or
valise. If I, I spin the lock on you . . . Out!

Superior Space Folk. Music, little Pan, not dead. God spelling
out the words again—speeling out the hills. Light your own.
Throw light on your 6 x 6 feet.

I summon the god-lit sentence, that life sentence that is early, is
you. Started own childhood. Little structure of elves in magic pie.
Ten, come out. It proves I summon the lilies, the great god sen-
tence that is you. Speaks from the spell. I go back to childhood to
start life sentencehood. Little eleven, my picture, O you are as
year old! O, you are in they again! Light!

There will be harrowing in my magic picture. Light of hell and
the voice of Wm. are at your wrists and ankles through all the
recorded feet. Like a cool over wrists and ankles. Towels of air-
force hold you back. I, in Chinese calm, proceed to painting.

Pictures to disappear in will understand the traps. Eye demon
on to see you wave in my direction sounds more Her than He
word. My own Interior Space music own your head. You in the
corner, come out. It change. I go back sick from spells. Stop
brightening your O—be blighted voice of Wm. You are. You, he's
breathe you in. He Out in words. Springes both visual and one
dimensional. You things. I am betting on your Owe-You for a
Two. I can scream along. You're heard. I can hear you. Tit for
tat, damned right. If volts spin locks on Interior Space, listen, O
Moroccan hills!

Listen, O Moroccans; all the folk! In the hills poor prisoner

Mustapha Pan is hot dead. Words as he died. I can Spell them out
again. Poor prisoned, I can spell out your hell. And the mice in
it. I and thee will understand sporadic bleats and traps of his in
you—the word in thee. Your own interior spaced out the He and
Thee words. The combination on a word, you love your vested
interior further. Come out; you can. It proven Pan not dead. You
will understand. I word-lock, like love-you spells. All lock that in
life sentence. I talk new In. Both aural and visual your own show.
Too long the word and the lock on you.

Listen, O Moroccan; Mustapha Pan hot god again. Light throw
light. I talk a new laugh—the 1960. I talk about You—Inspira-
tion. Who springes words breathes you. He out breathe in.

He out breathe In. It prove more Yin, like the telly. I can that
music see no beauty in. You will understand me for I own head.
Word-lock like love-you in the beginning. All lock that I. I rub
life sentence. I talk new word.

I summon the little spick from the spells for the lock on you
. . . the sentence that is you. You-time I rub out. The Moroccan
can castrate breath you in . . . what breathes the Y screens in you
he tells. Been in you for a valise.

During the act one to bow Chinese painting picture, retire in-
voked for a moment's disappear in the ocean. Potter (sic) said
picture Muto from Gysi and Greg—hurry on, hurry. Hill Gorius
Caius both of abounded in the O. Length in the tore home sprint.
Talk of forever audible. It goes with trap words. Projected demon-
wreck pictures illustrates snouts and gives visual magic. Eyes bow
to the end spell instead of sand.

Stricture between sentence the picture shit. Me, too, high to the
dance. Invocation for what is not dead. I will mind my painting
sentence before the accompanied visual bow words between the
hills. They shorten the ears of the picture. Demon strations of
corporeal projection instead of talk. I talk a new laugh breathes
words in you.

You, Time, look like a word.



How to paint an "e." Mice from the hills who paint in these
prairies make an audience, too, before I disappear into the words.
You will understand the Chinese audience, made or cast by the
ancient method of little-folk mouse-manner during the disappear-
ance of magic until this writing 1960.

I talk bout your actions straight.
I will shear the painting and your ears of words. Paint and shit

is more words. How to structure between the hills on who is not
dead but like mice is a sentence. These pictures preceding from
the hills. Gysin paint Me, too, behind there. On these pre-hell
maps out shortened pay dance. An invocation an audience to
hills. Painting makes and is not dead. He will disappear into Thee
word picture before I decide sentences—before my aural bow.

Between you, you shorten the picture between the hills I bow to
the extensions of magic—made all ears. Demons, you will under-
stand, really project the ancient eons of copy and the Chinese
audience head of talk. Little folk is mice demonstrations cast by
appearance. An ace of Inspiration. Else of words.

Stricture between the painting—your ears. I will shear a sen-
tence. The picture is more words. How to paint and shit. Me, too,
behind there not dead but like mice in the hills who dance. An in-
vocation for hills. Gysin paint these proceedings and is not dead.
He will map out shortened paint in these preceding sentences be-
fore hills. Fainting make an audience, too, accompanied by visual
word picture. Before I disappear into thee between the hills I bow
an aural bow.

You will understand, they shorten the picture between you and
the Chinese audience made all ears. Demonstrations of magi.
Demonstrations cast by the ancient eons of corporeal projected
appearance. An ace of little folk is mice instead of talk. Mirror
that is you.

During the disappearance I talk a new laugh. Inspiration who
are magic and the writing breathes words in you. Thee, racing



1960. I talk about the away to concrete other seducer for the Eye.
Your actions straight the beginning; your Time In is a word to
pain in the Transducer; lock-like word. You—your interself—I
rub out the and love your calf in a gold.

During the act of me to bow Chinese, preinvoked for a Moro
disappear in the picture, Muto from the Gysi and Gregor us both
of 1960, abounded in the home sprint. Talk of forever audible
word. Projected demon-wreck pictures give visual angle. Magic
sees bow to the end of words. To bow Chinese during the act of
disappear in the picture preinvoked for Moro Gysin in forever
audible home-sprint. Projected demons bow to the visual magic
of words. I talk a new laugh mirror that is you. You, Thee; a
thing to breathe words in. During the disappearance another
seducer is out the way to concrete whore magic and the wring
your time in. On straight, the beginning of racing is 1960. I talk

about the word.
You, the Transducer, look like for the eye. Your active in a

gold. But Thee and "love you Ca" is a word to pain invoked for a
bow to the Chinese. Pre-in your interself. I rub easy during the
act of sprint.

Talk abounded in the home of Moro disappearing in the pic-
tures. Give projected demon wreck us both of 96.

To bow, bow to the end of forever audible word.
Magic projected audible home-sprint. Chinese during the magic

act of words for Moro Gysin in forever.
Demons bow to the visual.
Sentence the picture stricture. Invoke the accompanying visto-

painting sentence before the ears between the hills. Projection in-
stead of the striations of corporeal words in you. Laugh breath
wakes words. Mice in the hills.

How to paint one, too, before I disprairie makes an audience
understand the Chinese words.

B.G.

San Francisco, 1960. The Human Being are strung lines of
word associates that control "thoughts feelings and apparent
sensory impressions." Quote from Encephalographic Research,
Chicago, Written in TIME. See page 162, Naked Lunch, Bur-
roughs. See and hear what They expect to see and hear because
The Word Lines Keep Thee in Slots . ..

Cut the Word Lines with scissors or switchblade as preferred
. . . The Word Lines keep you in Time .. . Cut the in lines .. .
Make out lines to Space. Take a page of your own writing of you
write or a letter or a newspaper article or a page or less or more of
any writer living and or dead . . . Cut into sections. Down the
middle. And across the sides .. . Rearrange the sections . . . Write
the result message . ..

Who wrote the original words is still there in any rearrangement
of his or her or whatever words . . . Can recognize Rimbaud cut-
up as Rimbaud . . . A Melville cut-up as Melville . . . Shakespeare
moves with Shakespeare words . . . So forth anybody can be Rim-
baud if he will cut up Rimbaud's words and learn Rimbaud lan-
guage talk think Rimbaud . . . And supply reasonably appropriate
meat. All dead poets and writers can be reincarnate in different

hosts.
Cut-up . . . Raise standard of writer production to a point of



total and permanent competition of all minds living and dead Out
Space. Concurrent. . .

No one can conceal what is saying cut-up . . . You can cut the
Truth out of any written or spoken words//
Light Lines Pulling All Knights Ten Age Future Time.
From The Brass and Copper Street... In sick body . . . His Feet
of Void . . . H seemed to be the Leader of the Dry Air . . . Brought
up Young European. Backdrop of Swiss Lakes . . . Certain For-
malities . . . That simplified everything.

"I represent the lithe aloof young men of The Breed charm-
ingly. Everyone here is from The American Women with a deli-
cate lilt. We are all empowered to make arrests and enough with
just the right shade of show you."

A Mexican Beach Boy was empty. . . Allies wait on knives
valicided with the corny positions . . . Virginia Reel Commitments
in The Fulton . . . Royal Crowns drew a short .22 and out of date
devices The Caribbean swelled to take Punishment Wisconsin He
Advantages. Street gangs Uranian . . . Uranian Gum Sir. Chewing
Gum Conditions.

Lesser crimes pudgy and no good conditions. Out Show in-
cluded assault and murder or Reality" . . . Will Hollywood never
leave? Decide The Pavement was Unimaginable Disaster? King H
in Tanganyika? Or was it? . . . Policemen back from shadows too?

Light across Long Island flickers through the Junk Antennae.
Vulture wings husk in the swimming pool. A Cadillac will accrete
The Ice. Typical Sights leak o u t . . . The Boys drift in from Work
H Sling . . .

They are rebuilding The City Lee Knows in Four Letter Words
. . . Vibrating Air Hammers the Code Write.

The stars out for you . . . "You don't get it if I don't."
A Brown Architect. . . Unknown and probably hostile .. . Mut-

tering leg in the night. .. On the Tracks I told . . . The West Side
push You on tacks.

The Beware Look went wrong. . . Cement Shoe in the Junk


