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The Erosion of Thought, 
or Radio Art Le Momo 

Allen S. Weiss 

Consider the passion and pain, the memory and desire, represented by each 
rusted, twisted nail hammered into a fetish... His body was Pandemonium, abode 
of all demons, infernal riot. Chaos shattered his astragalus. Hyperion impaled his 
solar plexus. Dionysus smashed his tympanum. Nemesis ruptured his spleen. 
Tantalus infected his conjunctiva. Cronus slashed his corpora cavernosa. 
Abraxas bound his zygomaticus minor. Baal rotted his spermatic fascia. 
Beelzebub poisoned his blood. Chimera clogged his jejunum. Gog defiled his 
sacrum. Gorgon shattered his vitreous body. Lilith chewed his glottis. Lucifer 
boiled his aqueous humor. Quetzacoatl choked his labyrinth. Yahweh ripped his 
flexor sublimis digitorum... 

o dedi 
a dada orzoura 
o dou zoura 
a dada skizi 

Corpus Angelicus - degeneration of the gods, where across the millenia the 
sacred lingam is corrupted into a dildo - Corpus Diabolicus. There was no way 
to resist, as they attempted to sweep me away in their sexual hyperaesthesia, 
their libidinous mannerism, their salacious erotic sensibilisation, their carnal 
obsession with the abject and infectuous flesh, their phallic copulative delirium, 
their concrete corporeal erotisation, their complete affective beastialisation, 
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their total sexual corporisation, their crass hypodermic invagination, their 
integral erotic debauchery, their totally profligate abomination, their unveiled 
criminal fornication. He was reduced to a heap of poorly assembled organs; he 
possessed neither force nor form; he was beset by a profound 
psychopompomania . 

libidinary cupidity 
liminary copulosity 
capitulary libido 

Unlike Saint Benedict, his doctors did not see beauty in the rose's thorn as it 
pierces the flesh to drive away those voluptuous visions which haunt holy men. 
Instead, they used electroshock. 

* 

State of nerves, state of mind, state of the world. There are moments when 
the universe resembles a scalp quivering with electric jolts. Antonin Artaud sat 
still, nearly lifeless, in a café alongside the Théâtre Sarah-Bernhardt. Just two 
weeks ago he had been released from the psychiatric asylum of Rodez, and now 
at five o'clock in the afternoon of 7 June 1946 he awaited, alone, the outcome of 
the hommage and benefit that was being given for him in the nearby theater. 
Everyone was there to hear his texts read by Barrault, Blin, Bogaert, Casares, 
Cuny, Dullin, Jouvet, Renaud, Rouleau, Vilar. There was also Colette Thomas, a 
young, nearly unknown actress to whom Artaud had entrusted the reading of a 
recent poem from Fragmentations. He gave her instructions, explaining that the 
theater must be paroxysmic, that poetry must be incantatory, that speech must be 
a curse upon the rotten plague, a curse upon medically inflicted comas, a curse 
upon his wretched, traumatised body; he insisted that she must breathe out the 
poem as a cry burst forth, letting it seek its own exhaustion. And so she did. But 
just as she recited the phrase, each dream is a bit of pain... 

In the café, Artaud meditated with mounting despair, as in a swoon. The 
human body is an electric battery whose discharges have been castrated and 
repressed, whose capacities and emphases have been oriented toward sexual 
life, while in fact it was created precisely in order to absorb, by its voltaic 
displacements, all the stray reserves of the infinite void. He couldn't move, 
couldn't write, couldn't think; he dreaded all those others stealing and 
dismembering his words, he bemoaned his purloined voice. 

...each dream is a bit of pain. At that very moment in the theater, the 
electricity failed and the lights were extinguished. But Colette knew the poem by 
heart and continued, uninterrupted, with mounting fervor, as the audience - 
silent, transfixed, perturbed - was petrified to a person. She forgot herself, she 
became another, face contorted, eyes dilated, muscles cramped, throat parched, 
body feverish. Agony. Screams. Delirium. She was enacting her own death, her 
own crucifixion. 
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* 

Artaud' s was a life from which the subjunctive had disappeared. That night 
he suffered nightmares of his shattered and pillaged voice. / am only cacophony f 
which is the voice of my diseased being. For words are cacophony, and 
grammar suits them poorly. For evil is at the core of being, a painful plague of 
cacophony, a dreadful fever of disharmony , the scabrous pustule of a polyphony 
where being is good only in disease, the syphilis of its infinity. 

He remembered those words he had written in his youth to Jacques Rivière: 
When I can grasp a form, imperfect as it may be, I fix it, for fear of losing all 
thought. Here, at last, was his chance to eternalize his voice. Artaud - who years 
before had played Fantômas on the radio - would risk his final efforts on the 
transmitting capabilities of modern media. He realized the unwieldiness, indeed 
the futility, of the thousands upon thousands of pages of diaries he kept at Rodez 
and Paris; he understood that their essence could be condensed into a single 
recording, which could then be played back at will, even during sleep, so that his 
deliria would then reenter consciousness, transformed into the crystalline 
Apollonian coldness of dreams... 

In electroshock therapy, the subject is wired; in radiophonie art, the subject 
is wireless. In revenge for the massive electroshock treatments he suffered, 
Artaud would create his final, radiophonie work, To Have Done With the 
Judgement of God, specifically as a countershock against the society that 
suicided him. For radio, like the plague, directly attacks the nervous system of 
the body politic. Could the dynamo replace the virgin, electricity replace the sun, 
schizophonica replace schizophrenia? 

In order to escape from the limbo of a nightmare of bones and muscles, 
Artaud heralded the corporeal utopia of the body without organs, site of the 
body's distortion, dismemberment and disappearance. Here, voice is separated 
from body, signifier from signified, subject from socius, life from death. An 
iconophobia without limits, the body without organs exists beyond all possible 
narcissistic identifications. Rather, it is the expression of pure narcissistic 
wounds: wounds without a body, wounds of the spirit. 

* 

Throughout his life, Artaud had felt the overtones of his spoken words 
resonate between the vibratory pitch of his body and the echos of his speech 
returned by the world. But now he suddenly experienced the disquietude created 
by the recorded, radiophonie voice; for this voice arrives from without, minus its 
usual corporeal thickness. Sound recording stole and transformed his voice, and 
he was increasingly anguished at the loss. The metaphysical risk was 
overwhelming: his voice was destined to be restored as the hallucinatory 
presence of another, or of a god. 
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Did Artaud ultimately have done with the judgment of God, or did God 
finally prevail in the end, stealing Artaud' s voice yet again - this time not to 
have the spirit descend into a body wracked with pain and speaking in tongues, 
but rather to sever voice from body, transforming the voice into a morbid object 
and casting it out into the world, doomed to be forever lost in the infinite and 
terrifying expanses of the airwaves? Was radio a sufficient homeopathy against 
the electric drug, or merely another narcotic? 

* 

At the age of five Artaud began to suffer those terribly debilitating 
headaches which were to plague him for the rest of his life. He had contracted 
meningitis, and risked imminent death. In desperation, his father attempted a 
therapy quite in vogue at the time: he purchased a huge machine that produced 
static electricity. As the air filled with ozone, electric sparks arced from its wires 
to an electrode attached to the young patient's head.... 

NEW YORK UNIVERSITY 
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