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“Jodorowsky is a brilliant, wise, gentle, 
	and cunning wizard with tremendous depth of imagination and crystalline insight 
	into the human condition. His work is a source of inspiration for me and for 
	many of the most important and innovative artists of our time. Psychomagic
	is necessary reading for all who long to shock the world into awakening 
	and remembrance of what has always been and what is still to come.” 

DANIEL PINCHBECK, AUTHOR OF
2012:
THE RETURN OF QUETZALCOATL

“Currently there are books that have become 
	essential to winnow out established ideas and open new horizons. The texts brought 
	together here have that special ability to contemplate old problems from perspectives 
	that were not thought to exist.” 

EL MUNDO 

“Alejandro Jodorowsky seamlessly and effortlessly 
	weaves together the worlds of art, the confined social structure, and things 
	we can only touch with an open heart and mind.” 

ERYKAH BADU, ARTIST/ALCHEMIST

“The best movie director ever!”

MARILYN MANSON



PROLOGUE

Having lived many years in Mexico 
		City, I had the opportunity to study the methods of those called “witches” 
		or “folk healers.” They are legion. Every neighborhood has one. Rising up 
		in the heart of the city is the great Sonora market, which sells exclusively 
		magic products: colored candles, dissected fish shaped like the devil, images 
		of saints, medicinal plants, blessed soaps, tarots, charms, plaster sculptures 
		of the Virgin of Guadalupe turned into skeletons, and so on. In some back 
		rooms, plunged in semidarkness, women, each with a triangle painted on her 
		forehead, rub bunches of herbs and holy water on those who come for consultations; 
		they practice “cleansing” the body and the aura . . . Professional doctors, 
		being faithful sons of the university, despise these practices. According 
		to them, medicine is a science. They would like to find a precise, ideal 
		remedy for every illness, with each treatment distinct from all others. 
		They want medicine to be one official method, with no variations, to be 
		applied to patients who are treated only as bodies. None of them proposes 
		to cure the soul. To folk healers, on the other hand, medicine is an art.
		

It is easier for the unconscious to understand dream 
		language than rational language. From a certain point of view, illnesses 
		are dreams, messages that reveal unresolved problems. “Folk healers” develop 
		personal techniques with great creativity: ceremonies, spells, strange medicines 
		such as café au lait laxatives, rusty screw infusions, mashed potato sanitary napkins, animal excrement tablets, or moth eggs. 
		Some have more imagination or talent than others, but all, if consulted 
		with faith, are useful. They speak to the primitive and superstitious individual, 
		whom we all carry inside. 

Watching these popular therapists operate, often performing 
		miracles using the honorable tricks of a skilled magician, I came up with 
		the notion of the “sacred trap.” For the extraordinary to occur, it is necessary 
		for the sick to firmly believe in the possibility of a cure and to accept 
		the existence of miracles. To be successful, the healer is forced to employ 
		tricks during the first meetings, which convince her clients that material 
		reality obeys that of the spirit. Once the sacred trap tricks the person 
		seeking consultation, he experiences an interior transformation that permits 
		him to capture the world by way of the intuition rather than by reason. 
		This is the only way that a true miracle can take place. 

But I ask myself: without the sacred trap of this artistic 
		therapy, could a person without faith be cured? On the other hand, although 
		the rational mind guides each individual, can we say that anyone lacks faith? 
		At every moment, the capacity of the unconscious exceeds the limits of our 
		reason, whether by way of dreams or by involuntarily acts. With that in 
		mind, shouldn’t there be a way to make the unconscious behave voluntarily, 
		like an ally? 

One incident that occurred in one of my psychogenealogy 
		courses gave me an idea: When I described the causes of neurosis, a medical 
		student suddenly fell on the floor twisting with painful spasms. It seemed 
		like an epileptic seizure. Amid general panic, without anyone knowing how 
		to help him, I went over to the afflicted student and—without knowing why 
		and with a great deal of trouble—I removed his wedding band from the ring 
		finger of his left hand. Immediately, he calmed down. I realized that the 
		objects that surround and accompany us form part of the language of the 
		unconscious. In this way, putting a ring on a person can imprison him, while 
		taking the ring away can relieve him . . . 

Another experience, which had very revealing results: 
		When my son Adan was six months old, he was ill with a very bad case of 
		bronchitis. A doctor friend of mine, an herbalist, 
		prescribed drops of essential oils. My ex-wife Valérie, Adan’s mother, was 
		to pour thirty drops into his mouth three times a day. She quickly complained 
		that the boy was not getting better. 

I told her, “The problem is you don’t believe in the 
		remedy. What religion were you brought up in?” 

“Like every Mexican—Catholic!” 

“Then we are going to incorporate faith into these drops. 
		Each time you administer them, say an Our Father.” 

So that’s how Valérie did it, and Adan recovered quickly.
		

After that, I began—very prudently—to incorporate this 
		method in my tarot readings. When a client asked me how to solve a problem, 
		I would prescribe what I called “Psychomagic.” Why didn’t I just call it 
		“magic”? 

For a primitive therapy to function, the witch doctor, 
		supported by the spiritual superstitions of the patient, must maintain a 
		mystery, present himself as the possessor of superhuman powers obtained 
		through a secret initiation and relying on divine and supernatural allies 
		to bring about a cure. The remedies they provide are mysterious to their 
		clients, and the actions they recommend are intended to be performed without 
		knowing why. In Psychomagic, to the contrary, we need the individual’s understanding 
		instead of his superstitious beliefs. The patient should know the reason 
		for each of his actions. The psychomagician makes the transition from witch 
		doctor to adviser. Using psychomagic prescriptions, the patient becomes 
		his own healer. 

This therapy did not come to me as a sudden illumination 
		but was perfected, step-by-step, over the course of many years. In the beginning, 
		it seemed very extravagant, so scarcely “scientific” that I could only experiment 
		with friends and relatives. From time to time, in my conference in Paris, 
		I made references to it. Once, I was invited to the study center founded 
		by the spiritual teacher Arnaud Desjardins. He had learned of my experimentations 
		and asked if I could resolve an illness his mother-in-law suffered: eczema 
		on the palms of her hands. When the lady showed me her affected hands, 
		I thought she made a request-like gesture, as if she felt excluded by her 
		daughter’s marriage. I asked that Desjardins and his wife, in front of the 
		patient, spit abundantly over a mound of green clay and then apply the resulting 
		paste over the eczema. The trouble disappeared quickly. 

Gilles Farcet, a young disciple of Desjardins, came to 
		see me on the advice of his mentor. Using the pretext of an interview, he 
		wished to familiarize himself with my strange theories. Based on our encounter, 
		I developed a brief “biography” entitled La Trampa Sagrada [The Sacred 
		Trickster], which consisted of a large number of readings. Gilles suggested 
		that I develop my ideas more extensively. At the same time, wanting to confirm 
		the effects of my treatments, he requested a psycho-magic session to help 
		him become “a profoundly spiritual writer.” I suggested that he write a 
		book of interviews with me that would be called Psychomagic, subtitled
		Sketches of a Panic Therapy. My young friend was dubious: not knowing 
		the theme at all, he felt incapable of providing me with interesting questions.
		

That’s exactly why I’m suggesting this. 
		The bird of the spirit must liberate itself from the rational cage. So we 
		will reverse the logical order. Instead of you asking me questions and I 
		answering, first I will respond to you and then you will ask me . . . This 
		is to say, the effect will come before the cause. 

And that is exactly what we did: Farcet 
		sat down in front of me with a recorder, and I went along giving responses 
		to nonexistent questions for the next ten hours. There were moments when 
		my young interviewer slept anchored to his machine. Gilles then divided 
		this material into organized sections with questions for headings. Since 
		he was going deep into unknown territory (he had told me, “I don’t know 
		if the artistic path and the therapeutic path can be reconciled”), he wrote 
		in an objective tone declaring: “I am not one of the faithful. I do not 
		write this book as an apprentice but as a friend. At times, a healthy perplexity opposes words, which, by happy effect, 
		forces one to be specific about his thoughts.” 
		

When Marc de Smedt, director of the collection “Free 
		Spaces” at the French publisher Albin Michel, agreed to publish the book, 
		he did so on condition that the title be changed. “No one knows the word 
		‘psychomagic.’ Better to call it: Le théâtre de la guérison, une thérapie 
		panique [The Theater of Healing: A Panic Therapy].” 

El teatro de la sanación [The Theater of Healing] 
		appeared in 1995. It drew widespread interest. I received a healthy correspondence 
		asking me to prescribe psychomagic acts. To develop this technique, until 
		then practiced exclusively intuitively, I decided to accept two advice seekers 
		per day, from Monday through Friday, in one-and-a-half hour sessions. After 
		establishing their genealogical trees—siblings, parents, aunts and uncles, 
		grandparents, great-grandparents—I advised them on psychomagic acts, which 
		would produce notable results. This was how I developed a certain number 
		of guidelines, which permitted me to teach this art to a large number of 
		students, many of them already established therapists. I granted private 
		sessions for two years, at the end of which I began to write La Danza 
		de la Realidad [Reality Dance]. Gilles Farcet fulfilled his career as 
		a spiritual writer, and today, a noble father of a family, he drives back 
		straying spirits, collaborating with Arnaud Desjardins in these arduous 
		tasks. 

After the publication by Siruela in Spain of La Danza 
		de la Realidad (2001) and thanks to numerous television interviews by 
		Fernando Sánchez Dragó, the greater public learned about Psychomagic. There 
		was no shortage of enthusiasts who, though lacking creative ability, wanted 
		to counsel without ever having performed an honest artistic or therapeutic 
		act and who gave a naive imitation of my techniques. 

In 2002, I gave a conference at a university in Madrid 
		for a group of six hundred people. Skillfully directed by my facilitator, 
		the young Javier Esteban, the students presented their problems soliciting 
		psycho-magic advice to resolve them. At the end of the conference, Javier 
		gifted me with a sample of his book, Duermevela [Doze], in which 
		he describes his dreams. (“I go to a shop where they sell thousands of gigantic fish 
		tackle items. A fishhook gets me in the knee. The man who accompanies me 
		taught me to fish, but he tells me there’s no need for a rod or any other 
		tackle. I throw everything away, and we go through the woods until we arrive 
		at a river. The fish jump into our hands.”) I consider that his writings 
		have a healing aspect. Javier, in turn, expresses his support of my ideas 
		and requests an appointment, for the purpose of asking me again the questions 
		the students posed, questions to which the actual education system doesn’t 
		respond. “Students have changed, but unfortunately their professors continue 
		to maintain the archaic way of thinking,” he tells me. I travel to Paris, 
		and he interrogates me for several days. “Think without limits; talk for 
		the young mutants.” And that is how the second and third parts of this book 
		were born. 
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Psychomagic

Sketches of a Panic Therapy





A PORTRAIT OF THE ARTIST IN PANIC CHARACTER

by Interviewer Gilles Farcet

(From Psychomagie. Approches 
			d’une thérapie panique) I am no drunkard, but I am no saint either. 
			A medicine man shouldn’t be a saint. He should experience and feel all 
			the ups and downs, the despair and the joy, the magic and the reality, 
			the courage and fear of his people. He should be able to sink as low 
			as a bug or soar like an eagle. You have to be God and the devil, both 
			of them. Being a good medicine man means being right in the midst of 
			the turmoil, not shielding yourself from it. It means experiencing life 
			in all its phases. It means not being afraid of cutting up and playing 
			the fool now and then. That’s sacred too.

JOHN (FIRE) LAME
DEER
(SIOUX MEDICINE MAN OF THE LAKOTA TRIBE)

After many evenings spent in his 
			library discussing Psychomagic, I asked Alejandro Jodorowsky if he intended 
			to prescribe a psychomagic act for me. He retorted that the mere act 
			of producing this book in his company constituted a sufficiently powerful 
			act. Why not? 

To tell the truth, Jodorowsky himself is a walking 
			psychomagic act, an elevated and definitely “panic” character whose 
			vibrational frequency introduces some cracks into the organization 
			of our seemingly predictable universe. 

A director who, with his accomplices Arrabal and 
			Topor, has marked the history of theater with his (rightly named) “panic” 
			movement; a maker of cult films like El Topo or The Holy Mountain,
			to which unpaid Americans devote theses and scholarly studies; an 
			author and comic-strip writer who can afford the luxury of working with 
			the best cartoonists; an attentive father of five children, with each 
			of whom he actually maintains a prismatic relationship to this day; 
			“Jodo” is also an unconventional tarot reader whose dazzling intuitions 
			have left more than one person speechless; the convulsive clown of the 
			Mystical Cabaret*1 who, when the Parisian public was generally boycotting 
			events like this, regularly packed his conferences by word-of-mouth 
			promotional power only; an international magician—one could say interstellar 
			(as influenced by Moebius)—whom rock stars and artists from around the 
			world have consulted. 

This Chilean of Russian origin, who lived many years 
			in Mexico and is now rooted in France, is a character that the overly 
			cautious novelists of today could not create, a being who infuses the 
			power of the imagination into all the recesses of his multidimensional 
			existence. 

His residence, an erudite alloy of order and disorder, 
			organization and chaos, is the spitting image of its owner, if not simply 
			the image of life itself. It is an experience in itself to surrender 
			to this seedbed strewn with books, videos, toys . . . It is a place 
			where you could run into the cartoonists Moebius, Boucq, or Bess, as 
			well as a cat or a woman from who knows where who appears for a moment 
			to take care of the household . . . It is a place of poetic 
			power, a concentration of excess, yet controlled, energies. 

To be more precise, to work with a panic character 
			is not a sinecure. This is because, above all, Jodo superbly ignores 
			schedules, agendas, and other temporal constraints that govern terrestrial 
			life. When we had completed La Trampa Sagrada [The Sacred Trickster] 
			and he proposed to help me put his psychomagic adventure to paper, I 
			understood that I would have to totally dedicate myself and suspend 
			all business. With him there are no advance arrangements, no fixed dates, 
			no well-noted meetings—all is done spontaneously. Everything is on the 
			order of the dazzling. Not that he is incapable of submitting to discipline 
			or to a schedule, quite the contrary; but finally, there is the mystery: 
			how could this man (who, as soon as our interviews were finished, left 
			to direct a film with the evocative title The Rainbow Thief, a big-budget shoot) tame sacred monsters like Peter O’Toole, Omar Sharif, 
			or Christopher Lee and impose his sensibility on producers (who are, 
			at the same time, enthusiastic and worried) and accept, in September, 
			a conference for March, without the least effort in the world to jot 
			anything down on any written agenda? It is always necessary, as an intended 
			date approaches, to track him down for fear that he totally forgot and 
			has disappeared to the other side of the world. 

Convinced of the convulsive character of reality, 
			Alejandro has that fascinating and exhausting aspect that makes him 
			excessive in all manifestations. When in front of the public, he rarely 
			resists the temptation to go to the limit. Notably very South American, 
			this exceptional being knows how to be, in private, kind and most humble, 
			and he can, in the blink of an eye, transform himself into a baroque 
			opera, in the same vein as his films, where the grotesque competes with 
			the grave, the obscene with the sacred. He is always on the fringe: 
			he dances on the subtle edge separating creation from gratuitous provocation, 
			innovation from savage attacks on good taste, audacity from indecency 
			. . . Familiar with his methods after more than fifteen years of collaboration, 
			Moebius, the genius cartoonist of El Incal, sees all this as 
			“the technique employed by Alejandro in order to undermine 
			the resistances of the universe.” 

Whatever the case, with Jodorowsky things always 
			end up arranging themselves, regardless of the traumas inflicted on 
			the nerves of the organizers. He has no rival when it comes to spinning 
			a situation presented under the worst auspices into a new direction, 
			and he changes reality as easily as if it were a glove. 

Why not mention here a representative anecdote, which 
			will appear again later in the book. It clearly illustrates this capacity 
			to give reality a spin—something you’d better be prepared for if you 
			have the audacity to accompany him on his trajectory. 

Motivated by an annual fair, we had agreed to appear 
			together. The fair included an organic vegetable market, vendors of 
			whirlpools, and all sorts of the esoteric: poets of Mother Nature, editors 
			and doctors in alternative medicine . . . Was it a tactical error? What 
			happened was this: When I arrived at Vincennes in search of my hero, 
			I found him immersed in the development of a comic strip and little 
			disposed to detaching himself from his focus to go talk at “the marjoram”*2 
			(as he sweetly called it). 

I insisted, however, arguing that they were waiting 
			for us and that we must keep our word, until finally Jodorowsky consented 
			to get into my car, repeating all the while, “I don’t feel it, all this 
			. . . I don’t believe we should go to the Marjolaine . . .” 

Upon arriving at our destination, we found the worst: 
			a hall open to the four winds, without microphone or chairs for the 
			panelists, and a crowd of about a hundred people who had come to listen, 
			not to Jodorowsky, because of an error in programming, but to Dr. Woestlandt, 
			the nice author of esoteric-medicine bestsellers . . . 

While I was furious, my genius companion, after capturing 
			at a glance the magnitude of the catastrophe, threw at me, in a fatalistic 
			tone, “You see? I already told you!” and he turned to leave. 

My friend ran behind Jodo and advised him to talk 
			anyway. Obviously being sensitive to feminine reasoning, Alejandro 
			turned again and said, “Alright, these people want to hear Dr. Westphaler. 
			Why not introduce me as if I were him? Tell them I am Dr. Wiesen-Wiesen 
			and that I’m going to talk to them.” 

Perhaps today I would rise to this challenge, but 
			I was, at the time, still too immersed in the conventional idea according 
			to which Dr. Woestlandt is Dr. Woestlandt, Gilles is Gilles, and Jodorowsky 
			is Jodorowsky . . . My reality principle forbade me from aiding in this 
			masquerade. So I mumbled some polite words to introduce my dangerous 
			friend, who planted himself solidly in front of the disconcerted audience 
			and spoke in a sweet tone, “Listen, I am not Dr. Westphallus, but that 
			doesn’t matter. The person is not important! So, take me for Dr. Wiesen-Wiesen 
			and ask me all your questions. It makes no difference the person. I 
			will respond to you as if I were Dr. Wouf-Wouf . . .” 

Dumbfounded at first, the audience did not take long 
			to give in to the spell and enter into Jodorowsky’s game, with which 
			he, before my incredulous eyes, achieved great success. Soon enough 
			he invited his improvised audience to tell him their problems, and in 
			a singsong tone he urged them to take full advantage of the fortune 
			granted by destiny’s whim, “Hark! Ask well your questions. This is the 
			last time I will come to Marjolaine . . .” 

After stopping at the Dervy Publishers booth to buy 
			Dr. Woestlandt’s book (“All the same, I must know who this Dr. Westphaller 
			is, no?”), Alejandro returned to the lunchroom where he held court at 
			the center of a vast circle of admirers, continuing with endless kindness 
			to distribute advice and enlightened comments. This was how an afternoon 
			that began as a fiasco ended as an apotheosis. 

We should also recall his striking intuition. It 
			is not rare that Alejandro meets a person for the first time and delivers 
			point-blank some hidden truth, thus giving the interlocutor the disturbing 
			impression of being in the presence of an omniscient magician. 

A friend—we’ll call Claude Salzmann—has not forgotten 
			the evening after a conference, which was already epic, while sitting 
			on the terrace of a café at Saint-Sulpice, 
			Jodo proceeded, incongruously but not without delicacy, to give one 
			of his small revelations: “Listen to me, Salzmann, can I talk to you? 
			You are a friend of my friend, so I permit myself to talk to you. Listen, 
			Salzmann, if I look at you, I see a man divided into two natures—your 
			upper lip is very different from your lower lip.” Glancing at Claude, 
			I noticed for the first time, this striking facial feature. “Your upper 
			lip, very thin, is that of a serious man, spiritual, almost rigid! It 
			is the lip of an ascetic. But your bottom lip, a lot bigger, fleshy, 
			is the lip of a sensual man, a lover of pleasure. Yes, you have these 
			two natures in you. You must reconcile them.” Albeit in itself very 
			simple, this observation affected my friend, who was applying himself 
			more than ever precisely to unifying in himself these two tendencies: 
			contradictory, according to traditional logic; complementary, according 
			to profound, spiritual logic. 

How many people have I heard give similar reports 
			that Jodorowsky had, with the aid of a tarot card or solely with the 
			power of observation, summed up their current difficulty in a word and 
			exposed some arcane secret of their nature to broad daylight? 

During a visit one day, I was shocked to witness 
			Jodorowsky, who had never previously met the friend I had brought along, 
			and without her formulating a question or drawing a card, sum up in 
			a few sentences the essentials of the situation in which she found herself. 
			No surprise then that our man inspires such passion and devotion.
			

The king Jodorowsky sits enthroned in his court, 
			surrounded by swarms of followers for whom the Mystical Cabaret is like 
			a very holy mass. There are those who for years have not missed a service, 
			gathering with devotion to follow the master’s most unusual sermons 
			. . . 

I would like to make it clear that I am not part 
			of the flock. To use the terms Jodorowsky uses in the postscript to
			La Trampa Sagrada, the “nearly young man” that I am has more 
			to learn from the “nearly old man,” and it is, above all, as friends 
			that we have conversed. It is with a healthy confusion that I sometimes 
			oppose his stories, and this has the positive result of obliging him 
			to clarify his thoughts. 

Because of his dazzle, which always provokes fascination, one can also 
			become doubtful or even irritated; for, as exact as they often are, 
			these right-out-of-the-box intuitions sometimes seem a bit hasty. After 
			seeing him indulge in his lightning treatments in the framework of the 
			Cabaret where, in the space of one evening, he boasts about unraveling 
			old psychological knots as a result of the genealogy tree embellished 
			with the zest of “Psychomagic,” the spectator, sympathetic but having 
			conserved a wisp of critical sense, cannot help but swing between admiration 
			and skepticism, amazement and doubt. Admiration and amazement, at the 
			breathtaking performance of this actor par excellence, his ability to 
			manage and to guide the energy of a hall of five hundred people, and 
			the iron relevance of his observations. Skepticism and doubt, as these 
			evenings are garnished with laughter and emotion while human woes are 
			staged with a mad audacity in which complexes and traumas are exposed 
			to broad daylight then treated by the “master” with a clever combination 
			of keenness, outrageousness, and benevolence . . . ushering in a new 
			genre, that of spiritual-analytical “reality show.” One leaves the hall 
			both seduced and worried, wondering about the real consequences and 
			the long-term effects of this jumble of artistic therapy. 

There is something of the old-fashioned tooth puller 
			and snake oil peddler in this visionary of Vincennes who describes himself 
			as a “sacred trickster.” But this facet of “transcendental charlatan,” 
			an integral part of the Jodorowsky character, is in the final analysis 
			at the service of a rare compassionate energy. One can also very well 
			say that Alejandro is a bodhisattva à la South American salsa—a spicy 
			salsa, very spicy . . . 

He is not a sacred trickster simply because he claims 
			to be; under the excess and the apparent ease of this unconventional 
			artist is a lot of rigor (a particular rigor, but rigor all the same), 
			an inexhaustible creative potential, a profound poetic vision, and, 
			I believe, a lot of kindness. 

Our man has a pure heart. If he is king, Jodo doesn’t 
			abuse his absolute power, which some of his subjects have granted him. 
			His Majesty is his own fool, never hesitating to put his teachings on 
			trial and through a good measure of buffoonery. Although he doesn’t 
			disregard homage from his disciples, he 
			also has no desire to become an idol. Fundamentally disinterested—as 
			I myself have had numerous occasions to verify—Jodorowsky remains, in 
			my opinion, a lucid being, made of his talents as well as of his limitations.
			

Having had the chance to be in contact with some 
			true masters, such as the Japanese Ejo Takata who marked him with the 
			red iron of Zazen, he knows not to be a guru in the strict and noble 
			sense of the word but rather to be a kind and disturbing genius with 
			whom anyone can walk a stretch of the way. 

“Grow up a little,” Jodorowsky yelled one day to 
			his daughter Eugenie, aged twenty; and she replied: “Why don’t you grow 
			down a little!” The fact that Alejandro himself, not without pride, 
			related this to me—his progeny’s fine response—says a lot about his 
			character. 

Servant of the truth, although at times with the 
			air of an impostor, a brazen acrobat who asks no more than to be silent 
			and bow down before those who surpass him, Jodorowsky is very much a 
			crazy shaman. If the mystical clown indeed has what it takes to immediately 
			inspire fascination or repulsion—and sometimes both—there is much to 
			be gained by knowing him in all of his interior richness. 

Even though he has published several novels and countless 
			comic strips, Jodo waited for retirement age to put down on paper what 
			he holds closest to his heart. Following the thread of our conversations, 
			Alejandro took me on a magical journey with all the art of a Castaneda 
			writing for the theater. It is this journey to which you are now invited. 
			This book is as much an artistic-spiritual autobiography as it is a 
			guide for a new therapy. As an open window to a world in which poetry 
			embodies riots, in which theater transforms into ritual sacrifice, and 
			in which a real witch, armed with a kitchen knife, cures cancers, transplants 
			hearts, and nourishes dreams, it is my hope that this book will remain 
			as the legacy of a far from ordinary individual’s journey among us.
			

GIILS FARCET
PARIS, 1989–1993 
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THE POETIC ACT

I suppose the birth of what you 
		call Psychomagic responded to a need . . . 

Exactly. During the time of my life that marks my 
		activity as a tarologist,*3 I received at least two people per day to read 
		their cards . . . 

You predicted their future? 

Not at all! I do not believe in the real possibility 
		of predicting the future, insofar as from the moment you see the future, 
		you modify it or you create it. To foretell an event is to provoke it; in 
		social psychology this is called “self-fulfilling prophecies.” I have here 
		a text by Anne Ancelin Schutzberger, professor at the University of Nice, 
		which evokes precisely this phenomenon: 

If one carefully observes the pasts of 
		a certain number of terminally ill cancer patients, one will notice that 
		many times it has to do with people in infancy predicting something about 
		themselves, which developed into an unconscious “life script” (of themselves 
		or of their families) related to their life and death, at times including 
		the date and time, their age, the very moment that they actually find themselves 
		in the position of dying. For example, at thirty-three years (Jesus Christ’s age at death) or at forty-five (the 
		age of the person’s mother or father at the time of their deaths) or when 
		his son turned seven years old (because this person was orphaned at seven) 
		. . . These are examples of a kind of automatic realization of personal 
		or family predictions. 

In the same way, according to [Robert] 
		Rosenthal, if a professor predicts (in his own head) that a poor student’s 
		performance will remain so, it is certain that it will not change. By contrast, 
		when the professor considers that the student is intelligent but timid and 
		predicts (again, only in his own head) that the student will make progress, 
		the student begins to progress. It is a surprising discovery but verified 
		often and sufficiently enough to inspire a serious distrust of those who, 
		under the pretext of possessing supernatural gifts, take the liberty of 
		predicting events that their client’s unconscious will translate into personal 
		desires with the purpose of obeying the soothsayer’s orders. As a result, 
		the client assumes the work of realizing these predictions, many times with 
		fatal consequences. All predictions are a seizing of power whereby the soothsayer 
		takes pleasure in writing destinies, thus high-jacking the normal course 
		of a life. 

But why does this phenomenon have to have necessarily 
		harmful consequences? What do you think then about those soothsayers who 
		predict happy things, prosperity, fertility, and other wholesomeness?
		

In any case, there is a seizure of power, a manipulation. 
		Moreover, I am firmly convinced that under the label of “professional fortune-teller” 
		hide, with rare exceptions, unstable, dishonest, harebrained individuals. 
		At heart, only the predictions of a genuine saint would be deserving of 
		trust. This explains, for example, why I refuse to dedicate myself to clairvoyance.
		

Let’s go back to the origins of Psychomagic and 
		your activity as a tarot reader. What was your practice? 

I considered the tarot as a projective test to facilitate 
		locating a person’s needs and knowing where his or her problems reside. 
		It is well known that the mere recognition of an unconscious or poorly understood problem 
		already holds a key to the solution. Working with me, people become aware 
		of their identity, of their difficulties, of what causes them to act. I 
		make them walk through their genealogy tree to show them the ancient origin 
		of some of their discomfort. Nevertheless, I realized immediately that no 
		true healing could take place if one did not take some concrete action. 
		For the consultation to have a therapeutic effect, a creative action accomplished 
		in reality would have to come out of it. To manage this, I had to suggest 
		to those who came to see me one or two specific acts to carry out. The person 
		and I had to, by common consent and with full awareness, figure out a very 
		precise program of action. This is how I came to practice Psychomagic.
		

You practiced this therapy for a decade and achieved 
		quite convincing results. How did you invent it? 

Something like this is not invented; one sees the 
		birth through oneself. But this birth has deep roots. 

Before going into detail about Psychomagic, to 
		examine its relationship with psychoanalysis, to mention precise acts, to 
		look into the letters written to you by your clients, it would be interesting 
		to return to those roots.

The first thing that came to help me was poetry, 
		my contact with the poets. 

At the occasion of our interviews for La Trampa 
		Sagrada [The Sacred Trickster], you told me you saw a lot of the grand 
		poets of your native country, Chile. 

Yes, it was during my youth, in the 1950s. As it 
		happens, I had the luck to be born in Chile. After all, I could just as 
		easily have been born elsewhere. If it had not been for the Russo-Japanese 
		war, my grandparents would not have emigrated and I would have surely been 
		born in Russia. The flip side of this is: “Why did the ship on which they 
		embarked bring them to Chile?” I would like to believe that we choose in 
		advance our destiny and that none of what happens to us is the fruit of coincidence. 
		Yet, if there is no coincidence, everything makes sense. For me, it is my 
		introduction to poetry that justifies my birth in Chile. 

All the same, Chile has never had sole rights to 
		poetry. 

No, poets are everywhere. But the poetic life is 
		a more rare property. In how many countries does a real poetic atmosphere 
		exist? Without a doubt, ancient China was a land of poetry. But I think, 
		in the 1950s in Chile, we lived poetically like in no other country in the 
		world. 

Can you explain? 

Poetry permeated everything: teaching, politics, 
		cultural life . . . The country itself lived immersed in poetry. This was 
		due to the temperament of the Chileans and in particular the influence of 
		five of our poets, who were transformed for me into a species of archetypes. 
		These poets were the ones who molded my existence from the beginning. The 
		most well known of them was no less than Pablo Neruda, a politically active 
		man, exuberant, very prolific in his writing and who, above all, lived like 
		an authentic poet. 

What does it mean to live like an authentic poet?
		

In the first place not to fear, to dare to give, 
		to have the audacity to live with true excess. Neruda constructed a house 
		in the form of a castle, gathering together around it a whole village; he 
		was a senator, and he nearly managed to become president of the republic. 
		He handed his life over to the Communist Party, for idealism, because he 
		truly wanted to achieve a social revolution, to build a more just world. 
		And his poetry touched all of the Chilean youth. In Chile, even drunks on 
		a full-blown alcoholic binge recited Neruda’s verse! His poetry was recited 
		as much in school as on the street. The whole world wanted to be a poet, 
		like him. I’m not only talking about students, but workers and even drunks 
		spoke in verse! He knew how to capture in his texts all the crazy atmosphere 
		of the country. 

Listen to this poem that comes to mind. We would recite it in unison when, 
		in university-student fashion, we intoxicated ourselves with the patriotic 
		wine of our Chilean land: 

 

It so happens that I am sick of my feet and my nails

and my hair and my shadow.

It so happens I am sick 
		of being a man.

Still it would be marvelous

to terrify a law clerk with a cut lily,

or kill a nun with 
		a blow on the ear.

It would be great

to go through 
		the streets with a green knife

letting out yells until I died 
		of the cold. 

[TRANSLATED BY ROBERT BLY] 

Apart from Neruda, who enjoyed worldwide fame, another 
		four poets were of seminal importance. Vicente Huidobro came from well-to-do 
		surroundings, in any case less humble origins than Neruda. His mother knew 
		all the French literary salons, and he received a very thorough artistic 
		education, through which his poetry, of great formal beauty, saturated the 
		entire country with its elegance. We all dreamed about Europe, about the 
		culture . . . Huidobro gave us a great aesthetic lesson. As an example, 
		I will read to you this fragment of a lecture given by him in Madrid, three 
		years before the appearance of the surrealist manifesto: 

Apart from the grammatical meaning of language, there 
		is another magical meaning, which is the only one that interests us . . 
		. The poet creates, outside of the world which exists, a world which should 
		exist . . . The value of the language of poetry comes directly from its 
		separation from spoken language . . . Language converts itself in a ceremony 
		of conjuring and presents itself in the luminosity of its initial nakedness, 
		unconnected from all prefigured conventional dress. Poetry, the ultimate 
		horizon, is, at the same time, the edge where the extremes rejoin, where there is neither contradiction nor doubt. 
		Reaching this last border, the usual sequence of the phenomena breaks its 
		logic, and on the other hand, there where the land of the poet begins, the 
		chain is soldered together in a new logic. The poet takes you by the hand 
		to drive you closer to that last frontier, above the point on the great 
		pyramid, toward that field which extends beyond what is true and false, 
		beyond life and death, beyond space and time, beyond reason and fantasy, 
		beyond spirit and matter . . . There is, in his throat, an unquenchable 
		inferno. 

Then there was a woman, Gabriela Mistral. 
		Her appearance was that of a dry, austere lady, very separated from sensual 
		poetry. She taught in the low-income school districts, and this little governess 
		succeeded in becoming a symbol of peace for us. She pointed out the moral 
		requirement with respect to the pain of the world. Gabriela Mistral was 
		for Chileans a kind of guru, very mystical, a universal mother figure. She 
		spoke of God but testified to such rigor . . . Listen to these fragments 
		of the “Oration of the Teacher” (the teacher in question was, naturally, 
		the governess): 

Sir! You who taught, forgive that I teach; that 
		I bear the name of teacher as You did here on Earth . . .

Teacher, make 
		my fervor everlasting and disillusionment temporary.

Tear from me this impure 
		desire for laws which disturbs me still, this stingy insinuation of protest

that overtakes me when they hurt me 
		. . .

Make me enemy of all power that is not pure, of all pressure that isn’t your ardent will over my life . . .

Give me simplicity and 
		give me depth; release me from being a complicated person or banal in my 
		everyday lessons . . .

Lighten my hand in punishment and soften it more 
		for caresses.

The fourth major Chilean poet is Pablo 
		de Rokha. He also was an exuberant being, a kind of boxer of poetry about whom the craziest rumors 
		circulated. They attribute to him two anarchist attacks, frauds . . . He 
		was actually a Dadaist expressionist who imported cultural provocation into 
		Chile. He was rowdy and unruly and could be terribly insulting, and he had 
		a terrible, dark aura in literary circles. These loose phrases that emerge 
		like echoing salvos should suffice to give you an idea of his furious ardor:
		

 

Incinerate the poem, decapitate the 
		poem . . . 

Choose whatever material, as the stars are chosen 
		from worms . . . 

When God was still blue inside man . . . 

You, you are precisely in the center of God, like 
		sex, precisely in the center . . . 

God’s furious corpse howls from my bowels . . .
		

I am going to beat Eternity with the butt of my pistol.
		

 

Finally, the fifth was Nicanor Parra. 
		A native of the pueblo, he climbed the university echelons to become a professor 
		at a large school and to embody the intellectual figure, the intelligent 
		poet figure. He introduced us to [Ludwig] Wittgenstein, the Vienna Circle, 
		Kafka’s private diary. He had a very South American sex life . . . 

That is to say . . . 

South Americans are crazy about blonds. From time 
		to time Parra went to Sweden and returned with a Swede. It fascinated us 
		to see him with a stunning blond . . . Then they would divorce, and he would 
		go back to Sweden and return with a new creature. Apart from his intellectual 
		influence, he brought humor to Chilean poetry; he was the first to introduce 
		a comedic element. In creating antipoetry, he reduced the art form. Here 
		I have a fragment of Parra’s “Warning to the Reader”: 

 

My poetry may very well lead nowhere:

“The laughter in this book is canned!” my detractors will argue,
		

“Just crocodile tears!” 

“These pages bring yawns instead of sighs” 

“He kicks and screams like a baby crying for the breast”
		

“The author sneezes to make himself understood”
		

All right: I invite you to burn your ships, 

Like the Phoenicians, I’m trying to develop my own
		alphabet. 
		

“Why bother the public then?” the reader friends will 
		ask: 

“Then why give the public such a hard time?” my friendly
		readers will ask: 
		

“If the author himself begins by putting down his 
		own work, 

How good can it be, after all?” 

Watch out, I don’t put anything down 

Or better yet, I’ ll praise my way of seeing things,
		

I’m proud of my shortcomings 

I’ ll praise my creations to the skies. 

Aristophanes’ birds 

Buried the corpses of their parents 

In their own heads. 

(Each bird was actually a flying cemetery) 

The way I see it 

The time has come to bring this ritual up-to-date
		

So I’ ll bury my quills in the heads of my readers!
		

[TRANSLATED BY DAVID UNGER] 

I understand then that these five 
		characters greatly marked the young man you were. 

They were alive. Alive and fighters! They were the 
		best enemies in the world; they spent their days fighting, exchanging insults 
		. . . Pablo de Rokha, for example, published an open letter to Vicente Huidobro 
		in which he exclaimed: “I am beginning to be annoyed with this story, my 
		little Vicentito. Apart from that, I am not one of those cowards who beats up a clucking chicken because she says she has laid an egg in 
		Europe.” Do you know what he said about Neruda? “Pablo Neruda is not a Communist, 
		he is a Nerudaist—the last of the Nerudaists, or probably the only one.” 
		These people exposed themselves; they were not afraid to live their passions. 
		As for us, we embraced one cause and then the other . . . We were immersed 
		in poetry from morning to night. It was truly in the center of our existence. 
		For us, these five poets formed an alchemist mandala: Neruda was water, 
		Parra air, de Rokha fire, Mistral earth, and Huidobro, in the center, quintessence. 
		We wanted to go beyond our predecessors who had done no more than anticipate 
		our quest. 

And this, how was it? 

All of these poets had a public role. Huidobro said, 
		“Poets, why sing about the rose? Make it bloom in the poem”; Neruda seduced 
		a woman from the pueblo promising a marvelous gift and then showing her 
		a lemon the size of a pumpkin. They had begun leaving literature to participate 
		in acts of everyday life, taking the aesthetic and rebellious positions 
		typical of poets. 

You and your friends then wanted to go further 
		in this direction. 

I was lucky to be the same age as the famous poet 
		Enrique Lihn, now deceased. One day, he and I and other friends found in 
		a book about Italian Futurism an illuminating phrase by Marinetti: “Poetry 
		is an act.” And from that moment on, we decided to pay attention to the 
		poetic act. For three or four years, we dedicated ourselves to carrying 
		out poetic acts, thinking about them all day long. 

What did these acts consist of? 

For example, Lihn and I decided one day to walk in 
		a straight line, without ever wavering. We walked down the avenue, and we 
		came to a tree. Instead of going around it, we climbed up and over it; if 
		a car crossed in our path, we climbed on top, walking on its roof. In front of a house, we rang the doorbell, entered through the door and exited where 
		we could, sometimes through a window. The important thing was to maintain 
		the straight line and not pay any attention to an obstacle, as if it did 
		not exist. 
		

This should have caused more than one problem . 
		. . 

Not at all, why? You forget that Chile was a poetic 
		country. Remember, having rung the bell of a house and having explained 
		to the lady of the house that we were poets in action and that our mission 
		required us to cross her house in a straight line—she understood perfectly 
		and had us leave through the back door. For us, this crossing of the city 
		in a straight line was a grand experience, the way we managed to avoid all 
		the obstacles. Little by little, we went about inventing more extreme acts. 
		I was studying psychology. One day I was really fed up and decided to find 
		a way to physically express that I had a bellyful. I left class and went 
		calmly to urinate in front of the door of the office of the rector. Of course, 
		I ran the risk of being permanently expelled from the university. A magical 
		thing: no one saw me. I carried out my act and left incredibly relieved—in 
		all senses of the word. Another day, we put a large quantity of coins in 
		a bag full of holes and traveled to the center of the city. It was extraordinary 
		to see everyone crouching down behind us, the streets filled with doubled-over 
		bodies! We also decided to create our own imaginary city within the real 
		city. For this we needed to celebrate inaugurations. We headed for the foot 
		of a statue, a famous monument, and we began an inauguration ceremony, in 
		accordance with our fantasy. We transformed the National Library into an 
		intellectual café. Without a doubt, this became the seed of the Mystical 
		Cabaret. What we call things is important; by giving things different names, 
		it seemed to us that we transformed them. 

Also, we dedicated ourselves to very innocent acts that 
		were no less powerful, like putting a beautiful shell in the hand of the 
		conductor when he came to take our bus tickets. The man stood there stupefied 
		for a long time without saying anything. 

You were scarcely twenty years old. What did your family think of 
		these eccentricities? 

As you know, I come from a family of immigrants who 
		spent eight hours a day working in a store. When poetry entered my life 
		in this form, they were aghast. One day my friends and I took a mannequin 
		and dressed it with my mother’s clothes. Then we laid it out like a corpse, 
		surrounded by candelabras, and we held a wake in the living room. Since 
		we were involved in theater, we had all the necessary props, and it made 
		an eerie impression. When my mother arrived, she saw herself being veiled! 
		All my friends came to give their condolences. It naturally had an enormous 
		impact on my family. Another time, we filled my parents’ bed with worms.
		

But this is very cruel, you were a hateful son.
		

I loved them, but I wanted, with all the insanity 
		of youth, to break out of the confines. These acts shook them up, forced 
		them to open. What else could they do before the unforeseen? Life is like 
		that, you understand? Totally unpredictable. You think things will happen 
		this way or that way and, in reality, while standing on the corner talking 
		to a friend, you can be run over by a truck; you can run into an old lover 
		and go to a hotel to make love; or the roof can fall on your head while 
		you work. The telephone can ring to announce the best or the worst of news. 
		Our acts as young poets were performed to prove this, to swim against my 
		parents’ rigid world. To get into bed and find yourself with a swarm of 
		worms powerfully symbolizes what happens to all of us, every day. 

My father practiced Psychomagic without knowing it: He 
		was convinced that the more merchandise he had, the more he would sell. 
		He had to give shoppers the image of superabundance. Once he had behind 
		him a row of drawers supposedly full of socks. He would stick a sock out 
		of one of the drawers so it looked like the drawer was jam-packed, when 
		there really was absolutely nothing inside. One day, when the store was 
		full of customers, one of my friends, drunk, started opening all of the 
		drawers. Then he wrote a poem proclaiming that my father was an exceptional 
		man, comparable to the great mystics—equal to those who sold pure emptiness!
		

Your father must have been furious. 

Actually, no. Every time something like that occurred, 
		my family suffered a huge impact followed by silence and colossal perplexity. 
		They were completely overwhelmed, and the results were so extraordinary 
		for them that they thought they were living a dream, outside of the usual 
		limitations of their existence. All of these acts had a dreamlike quality, 
		imbued with madness. Remember Lihn and I set strange objectives. When we 
		were fed up with the university, we would take the train to Valparaíso, 
		determined not to return until an older lady had invited us to drink a cup 
		of tea. Successful, we returned to the capital victorious. 

One day, with a friend of a friend, we went to a fine 
		restaurant. We were both dressed very elegantly and ordered steak au poivre. 
		Once served, we rubbed the meat all over our bodies, staining our clothing. 
		When we had finished, we again ordered the same and repeated the act. We 
		did it five or six times back to back until the whole restaurant was seized 
		by panic. A year later, we returned to the same establishment, but the maître 
		d’ proclaimed: “If you are thinking to repeat what you did the other day, 
		no way! I will not permit you to enter this restaurant.” The act had made 
		such an impact that time found itself stopped. It had happened a year earlier, 
		but for him it was as if it had happened a week ago. 

Your words remind me of an episode when I was fifteen 
		or sixteen years old. I was absorbed in Dostoevsky and the impassioned Russians 
		who passed from despondency to exaltation in an instant, inflamed with a 
		cause, knocked to the ground; they fascinated me. One day I asked my friends: 
		Why continue progressing? What would happen if the whole world decided to 
		stop moving? Where would we go? And we decided to throw ourselves on the 
		ground in the middle of the street and not move. The pedestrians walked 
		over us; some made comments. If I’m not mistaken, this was a poetic act.
		

Of course! And I am sure that our readers, if they 
		think about it, will remember similar moments of questioning consensus reality. 
		We also lay down in front of a park bench, filthy and dressed in tatters, 
		to remind people that an economic crisis is always possible, that misery can emerge 
		at any moment. But remember, all of this happened in Chile, in a country 
		subject to a form of collective insanity. Surely we could not have gone 
		so far in another environment. The majority of the Chilean bureaucrats lived 
		politely until six o’clock in the evening. Once out of the office, they 
		got drunk and changed their personalities, almost changing their physical 
		bodies. They abandoned their bureaucratic and social identities to assume 
		their magical identities. The party was everywhere—the entire country was 
		surrealist without knowing it. 

Could only the Chilean temperament itself explain 
		this atmosphere? 

People who are thought to be reasonable, those who 
		believe in the reality and the soundness of this world, do not plan crazy 
		acts. But in Chile the earth trembles every six days! The country’s floor 
		itself was, literally, convulsive. This meant that everyone always was subject 
		to a tremor—either physical and existential. We do not inhabit a robust 
		world ruled by a bourgeois order supposedly well ingrained, but we live 
		in a trembling reality. Nothing remains fixed, everything trembles. (Laughter.) 
		Everyone lived precariously, as much in the material plane as in the relational. 
		No one ever knew how to end a party: the couple married at six o’clock in 
		the afternoon could dissolve at six o’clock in the morning, the guests could 
		throw the furniture out the window . . . Naturally, anguish was at the heart 
		of all this craziness. The country was poor, the social classes very differentiated.
		

Forty years have passed. In retrospect, how do 
		you see these acts? Beyond being picturesque, what did they teach you?
		

Boldness, humor, an aptitude for questioning the 
		postulated mediocrity of ordinary life, and a love for the free act. And 
		what is the definition of the poetic act? It should be beautiful, aesthetic, 
		and without any justification. It can also lead to some violence. The poetic 
		act is a call to reality: One must face one’s own death, the unforeseen, 
		our own shadow, the worms that swarm inside of us. This life that we want 
		to be logical is really crazy, shocking, marvelous, and cruel. We claim 
		our behavior is logical and consistent, but it is, in fact, irrational, crazy, contradictory. 
		If we lucidly observe our reality, we would affirm that it is poetic, illogical, 
		exuberant. In those times I was, without a doubt, immature, a young, harebrained, 
		insolent kid; this does not deny that that particular period taught me to 
		perceive the crazy creativity of existence and to not identify with the 
		limits the majority of people enclose themselves in until they cannot bear 
		it anymore and burst. 

Poetry does not respect a preordained stereotype 
		of the world. 

No, poetry is convulsive! It’s bound up in the earth’s 
		tremors! It denounces appearances; it pierces lies and conventions with 
		its sword. I remember one day we went to the medical school and, with the 
		help of a friend, stole an arm from a cadaver. We hid it in a coat sleeve 
		and amused ourselves by shaking hands with people, touching them with the 
		dead hand. No one dared remark that it was cold, without life, because they 
		didn’t want to face the crude reality of this dead member. By telling you 
		now, I realize that I am almost confessing. I know that all of this seems 
		far-fetched. For us, it was certainly a game, but a profoundly dramatic 
		game. The act created another reality in the same sense as ordinary reality. 
		The act allowed us to access another level, and I am still convinced that 
		with new acts we can open the door to another dimension. 

So the act conceived in this manner does not have 
		a purifying and therapeutic value? 

Of course it does. If one thinks so. Our individual 
		histories consist of words and acts. Most of the time people are content 
		with small innocuous acts, until one day—“crack”—they lose control, they 
		get furious, they break everything, hurl insults, they succumb to violence, 
		sometimes committing a crime . . . If a potential criminal were familiar 
		with the poetic act, he could sublimate his homicidal expression by staging 
		an equivalent act. 

All the same, there is still an outrageousness, 
		which is, without a doubt, dangerous. 

That’s right. Society has put up barriers so that fear and its expression, 
		violence, do not spring up at every moment. Which is why when one carries 
		out an act different from ordinary and codified actions, it is important 
		to perform it conscientiously, measuring and accepting the consequences 
		beforehand. Carrying out an act is a conscious process that aims at voluntarily 
		introducing a fissure into the dead order that permeates society; it is 
		not the compulsive demonstration of a blind rebel. One should agree to not 
		identify oneself with the poetic act, to not be driven by the energies that 
		it releases. For example, Breton fell into a trap when he, taken by his 
		enthusiasm, declared the poetic act could entail going out on the street 
		armed with a revolver to open fire on people. He really regretted that later, 
		even though he didn’t actually do it. His declaration in itself was an attack 
		on society. The poetic act allows for expressing energies that are normally 
		repressed or asleep inside us. The unconscious act is an open door to vandalism, 
		to violence. When the crowds erupt into violence, when the demonstration 
		deteriorates and the people begin to set cars on fire or throw rocks, it 
		is also about a liberation of repressed energies. For this reason, acts 
		of violence do not merit the title poetic act. 

Were you and your friends conscious of this?
		

We ended up being so, after observing some dangerous 
		acts perpetrated by hot-tempered individuals. These experiences shook us 
		up and made us question ourselves seriously. A Japanese haiku provided a 
		key for us. A student brought the master his poem, which stated: 

 

A butterfly:

take away the wings

and it turns into a pepper! 

 

The master’s response was immediate: 
		“No, no; it is not like that. Let me correct your poem”: 

 

A pepper:

add wings

and it turns into a butterfly!
		

 

The lesson here is clear: the poetic 
		act must always be positive; it must be constructive and not destructive.
		

However, many times it is necessary to destroy 
		to be able to build later. 

Yes, but be careful with destruction as an end in 
		itself! The act is an action and not an uncouth reaction. 

In this regard, how do you categorize some of the 
		“acts” you have mentioned? 

Indeed, many of them were nothing but reactions or, 
		let’s say, more or less clumsy attempts in the direction of a dignified 
		act worthy of the title: so much so that I gave myself over to self-examination. 
		I saw very clearly that instead of emptying all of my father’s drawers, 
		we could have arrived in procession loaded up with socks and let him fill 
		his boxes so that his dream would become reality. Instead of putting worms 
		in my parents’ bed, we should have upholstered it with chocolate currency 
		wrapped in gold paper. Instead of simulating my mother’s wake, we could 
		have depicted a scene in which she would have been admired in all her glory, 
		like the Virgin ascending. The shock caused by the act must be positive.
		

Through all of this, did you and your friends feel 
		guilty? Did you experience any remorse? 

No, and I continue to say guilt is useless. A mistake 
		is permitted if it is committed only once and as part of a sincere search 
		for knowledge. This is the human condition: man seeks knowledge. And what 
		is a man in search of something if not, by definition, an erratic being? 
		Error is an integral part of the journey. We abandon the negative experience, 
		but without any remorse. We have opened the door to the true poetic act. 
		To make the tortilla, you have to break the eggs. 
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