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A NOTE ON PROCESS

From January of 2008 to September of 2009, I read only page 26 of nearly
ten thousand books at the Denver Public Library, culling from them bits of
language, which I then fused together, altering some nouns to read ‘the Source’
so they become reflective of the parameters of the project. At its core, the book
is a prose cento, a continuation of a practice dating from the Homeric song
stitchers of antiquity to current trends in hip-hop culture and electronic music;
however, it’s also a testament to the interconnectedness and mutability of all
writing, as well as an exploration of the notion of origins, both textual and
spiritual. The choice of page 26, while obviously corresponding to the amount
of letters present in the English alphabet, is also important in Kabbalist terms; it
represents the numerical value of the Tetragrammaton, the four Hebrew letters
that form the name of God. Additionally, according to the Talmud, the Torah
would have been revealed during the 6 generation of the history of the world;
thus, it is Moses who, 26 generations after Adam, receives the Torah transmitted
by God. Interestingly, by using a correspondence table, where each letter is given
in ascending order a numerical value (A=1, B=2, C=3, etc.), the name of God in
English has a total value (G=7, O=15, D=4) of 26. The problems of numerology
aside, I undertook this project in order to investigate whether or not constraint-
based, conceptual writing might have a spiritual dimension. It is now my belief
that rigid and systemic modes of writing can embody an emotionally charged

engagement with the world.




They exist in libraries by word, by groups of words, by entire sentences
in certain cases. But they are surrounded by so much empty filler and
trapped in such an overabundance of printed matter that I myself, truth
be told, have not yet succeeded, despite my best efforts, in isolating

them and putting them together.

—Marcel Bénabou,
Why I Have Not Written Any of My Books




lifferences, a certain music I am attunec

—Héléne Cixous,

] Three Steps on the Ladder of Writing
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On the stage they call it presence. Some actors have it, and some
don’t. Certainly a good talker is also a good leader, an act of pacification
that represents the most important event in the history of the Source—
every department of life now showing symptoms of revolutionary
change. I can here give only the general conclusions at which I have

arrived, with a few facts in illustration, but which, I hope, in most cases
)

will suffice. It will be difficult. So long as this conception is retained, the
difficulty is not relieved by calling it an occasion. Homer did this for the
Greeks, Virgil for the Augusta;
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ge, and Shakespeare for the English.
ue from unlocking the gates of
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The Source sits atop an alp as if it were a throne. I record it here,
Others memorize a pattern and work with it, whereas the Source
understands a pattern and works against it. Like a nutritive substance
surrounding a growing embryo, the Source feeds upon its enclosure,

My point is its incompleteness.

Various sources force us to assume that the so- :
 elaboration. It was simple for it to

onger simply speculate or reas

work within which traditional s

as been shaken to its foundation.

one does the Source the greatest servi

s. So much so that from one day to




On what account are we not condemned to servitude? The Source was

ever a system of imperial exploitation, nor was it full of sentiments of

brotherhood, and common interests. If it were your choreographer
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then it would devise dances to make you appear a virtuoso dodging dead

horses lining the road, though still bound by the rules of deportment.
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Those involved with the Source since Romanticism haye lookeq
to

the poetics of death and textual dismemberment for the authoriy |
0

outline once glorious but now perverted sourcelessness. I watch until
it’s just a little blur in the distance, blending in with everything else,
Though we come from different places, we’ve all tried brcaking:up_
with our pasts. However, thanks to the negligence of those who sough;
in the Source a social message, a soul, a numinous substance, most
examples exemplify nothing but a transfer to the prison’s psychiat;

ward, where no actual treatment occurs.
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If it were true that ‘an unopened volume on the Source

and the odor of boi

have to claim cultur:

g from the kitchen, then wouldn’t

that we frequently assume the
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ppreciation of the present. At this stage

Source is able to destr

of my studies, I don’t feel a wild-hearted enthusiasm that the end of

summer might bring an expected fall. For the Source, a weather-beaten
sail is willingly bent

flowers merely flowers



The Source celebrates both prostitution and the life of letters. It is a
touch sadomasochistic because it suffers a sense of its own belatedness,
hates fussing with nature, and would like the world to be all weeds. Some
think it the forerunner of what may be the international style of the
coming decade, because it is secretive but hides nothing, requires an all-

inclusive symbolism to determine its interpretations, while paying little
attention f

iplexity of mixed reverie and memory.

And now u how it happened to be in the heart of an art

e outside world at that time knew nothing. They
were like well managed horses, and could tell when to stop or turn. They

felt were true, things like: “When I came to you out of all

movement of whic

eat and toil, I positively smelt violets.” They kept up a
of introducing each other. They thought every instrument
m its work best if it were made to serve not many purposes

s out of this that they first seized the right to create values
ames for those values.
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Do you want to pick up the thread of the Source? Does nothing else Mattey
to you? So the subject of responsibility, of obligation and commitmen;

b
opens into a set of questions having to do with the difference betwegy

doing a thing wrongly or badly and not doing the thing atall.

The Source pulls along a man in an orator’s mask. Within him,
bullet lodged so deep and harmless and near the bone, cutting fa rit
be a shame. The only real, great change I've ever happened to w

sitting with its knees and its arms tight around its

s meaning. It arrived late as usual
hand. When I have to be, I can be de

part of the

already ha




Here we are at the height of descriptive intimacy. The Source, like a Roman
chirt stitched from the scraps of various sources, keeping us warm. Its

image 1s 2 representation of representations, not of suspect reality.

The words of the Source seem, when I use them, to have a specific
reference to what I’m talking about, outside of their sphere of influence,

and so I do use them.

[ use them to say things like:

“After a limb is lost, pain remains a clichéd metaphor pillaged from

cultures in which its function was opaque to the outsider.”
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What we need is a notation that can do away with this uncertamty Jsz
a neutral word, yet the sentiment is one of almost moral cor
implicit in our ability to signal mood, excitement, calm
danger without the transformation of experience into
name no names, leaving it to you to name your own, to p

light radical ideology.

Nevertheless, there is an isolation that still startles in view o

- limits and burdens of community, the strugg

and what is jettisoned from it. They fell. Tk
They wanted an abstract idea, an outline. But postmodern
and reinvention of identity are emphatically not among

which typify the Source. I think it believes firmly that mean
depends on careful thought.

Then there is the writing itself, as though the Source ca

its cards on an old carpenter’s bench, saying anythmg
into its head.
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Do you remember the polemic that accompanied the invention of the
gource? There are those who still hold today with the idea that it has i

4 structure, which, like the geography of an 1sland can be dlS overed

by successive approx1matlons. %A“-‘ s bent of

terror of writing upon the cofﬁn in front of a crcwd»of st ;_
as a further camouflage the Source shakes its hair over an
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he orchestra was silent, the air was blue, and there was 3 |
o uzz of
talk. It must have been about midnight. It is the hedonistic messa f
gco

the lyric poets: just watch me eat while you have a hunk of bread ang
and |

butter or something.
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As though the Source were to say, “Ah, but .
something true, not something imagine AP what 4 imppioried to tell me
wheels of a moving vehicle on the T — ant when the
traveling in reverse is like the | PR
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For all of our determination and intelligence there is a dark, nonsensica]
element of the Source that eludes our comprehension and thereby leads

us to a thin vertical path through the pine trees. We remembered, while

reading, that there had once been works which had not tried to Prov
anything, content to stand on their own merits, not presur
of their patron’s bread, saying this would wake me—the n

guns, smoke ascending to heaven.

nces, the Source confines itself to a string of para

d the passage of time make it possible today to corre
re not designed to prevent dishonorable practices, SO ost
ultimate remedy for intentional offenses. I am SOITY yOu |

rouble of carrying your little notebook so far. o
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Where is the necessity of positing the same thing twice, of having ;;
twice? This form of argument made valid an elementary principle of .
potentially inflammatory political situation, which is why I beljeye that
[ am justified in advancing the following thesis, however precarious j;

may be: those who so severely circumscribe the possibilities of
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