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The whole of this issue is essentially devoted to the possibilities - 

open or hidden - of subversion of everyday life. We link them to 

the only necessary condition of planetary emancipation: the 

formation, the activation, the contagion of a radical consciousness. 



 
 
 
 

 

"Habits all come down to the habit of not expecting anything more from life." IS 12 

"I am beginning to think that the spectacle, which has developed to the point of 

hypertrophy everything that tends to baseness in each individual, has destroyed more in 

the heads of our contemporaries than in the city of Paris; which is no small thing to say." 

Debord, 1990 

"Our worst enemy is ourselves, when we clash over causes that are not our own, but those 

of the governors of the planetary illusion." 

Московский призыв 

"They know all about death because it is the only thing they know how to give. They know 

nothing of the riches that life gives to those who know how to gather them. It is an 

unknown territory for them that the creativity and imagination that every child, every 

woman, every man has when he is listening to his will to live." 

Raoul Vaneigem 

"The teeming proliferation of non-being. A certified carbon copy modeling of absence." 

Armel Guerne 

"I should point out that I am not in any way opposing wonder to lucidity. In fact, I think I've 

spent most of my time wondering. I haven't written much about it, that's all. It is the 

necessities of the struggle against what, ever more heavily, came to hinder my tastes, that 

will have led me, unfortunately, to become a kind of expert in this kind of war. [...] It was 

only necessary to know how to love. 

Guy Debord to Annie Le Brun. 



 

The spectacle, its stars, its extras. 

The spectacle society organises general passivity by distributing a constantly renewed 

panoply of roles - from the superstar to the most obscure extras - with which the 

spectator citizens will have to identify, or which they will have to admire or imitate in 

the performance of their functions, whether as producers, consumers or advertisers of 

the goods to which they are assigned. 

Beyond the small manoeuvre of self-promotion, this is how we must understand all 

media and political discourses without exception: each one proposes a mask to which 

the multiple contradictory behaviours of submission to the existing order can and must 

be adapted. 

 

One will demand the multiplication of high-security neighbourhoods, another will 

demand that all the bars be repainted democratically, a third will plead for the flowering 

of common spaces, the most audacious will negotiate his role as a radical protester with 

the administrators of the system. 

Applause. 

 

So that nothing remains of the contradictions that could disturb the spectacular order, 

but only the actual submission. 

Curtain. 

 

 



Life first. 

We direct our steps in the direction of deliverance. We walk in the condemned city and 

we walk simultaneously in another dimension. We cross mostly zombies, a great number 

of lost ones, a few thoughtful ones, sometimes free souls, survivors. We are interested in 

what remains human, naturally human: the child, the traces of innocence, the activated 

conscience, the common sense that remains, the uncalculated impulse, the simple 

gesture, etc. We hijack everything that can be hijacked, we fracture character shells, we 

reach into the cracks, we practice the gift of a smile, of a hand, of an escape, of practical 

wisdom, of a profound and immediate change when the circumstances are right or we 

manage to hijack them for that purpose. 



Our situation and our action in the course of the 

present time. 

We have based our cause on almost nothing: radical dissatisfaction with everything in 

this world: alienation, separation, falsification. 

This dissatisfaction is commonly without words that can express its intensity, its 

aggravation. It can therefore only become more radical. 

But for this nameless disgust to find the courage to express itself, certain conditions are 

necessary: a major dysfunction of the system, which brings people to a halt, so that they 

can no longer run around in this void to be filled which takes the place of their lives, the 

time it takes for a deep nausea to build up in them with regard to everything they were 

running around with a few days before, a disgust for all the outlets they were rushing to 

seize, and the right words to be found to describe this strange situation. 

It is the true consciousness of radical dissatisfaction that will then produce its own 

language, and all will recognize themselves in it. 

The new revolution will thus manifest itself as a planetary flowering of the popular 

genius, but on new registers. 

As far as we are concerned, we are slowly but surely infiltrating, at about the same pace 

as the truth. 

It is only important that we do not lose sight of its radicality, its unity and its totality. 

We have chosen discretion, and to build our critique and our aspirations on 

indestructible foundations. 

We don't want followers and you don't f i g h t  alienation with alienated means. 

Whoever recognizes himself in our work will find for himself that health and elevation 

which naturally result from disalienation. 

Those who will join us formally have already joined us internally. It is enough to take a 

step further. It is enough to experience the new revolution. 

We define ourselves as scouts of all liberating horizons, when so many others are 

jealously occupied with keeping their frozen "achievements" at the right temperature. 

The wall of silence protects us. 

For the rest, the way is clear. The emancipation whose contours we outline r e s i s t s  

everything, rises above everything and is the true rallying point of the new radicality in 

formation on this earth. 

We have found the imprint. The collapse will free the rays. 



On the proper use of the situationist heritage. 

The situationist paradox lies in the fact that the theory of the spectacle has not ceased to 

be confirmed by the disastrous course of modern societies, while the heritage of this 

theory has slowly been diluted into impoverished repetitions, and has thus logically 

withered away, ending up dissolving into a vague, inoffensive cultural fund. It is even a 

decorative specialty of the media to "criticize" the society of the spectacle in which they 

serve the media soup. Pretending to spit in the soup gives it a certain spice in their eyes; 

it's just a matter of taste, and certainly we know how much they have lost it. Honest 

post-situationists have existed and there are still some: they are generally barricaded in 

their unemployed certainties, no longer having the opportunity to work on barricades. 

As for the others, their arrivism has just led them to media prostitution, or to invent a 

novlanguage that is supposed to replace the theory of the show, but in vain. A quick 

survey on social networks quickly shows how much this theory, before our intervention, 

seemed to be disappearing: the powers that be may find this reassuring, and they are 

wrong there again: radical consciousness is not the property of a few, but the real 

movement that dissolves all forms of false consciousness. So we are not working to 

defend the interest of this theory, which defends itself very well. We have other motives, 

which will have to remain obscure, to become famous. 



Separation at the heart of subjectivity. 

The most serious consequence of spectacular-market domination for our human reality, 

the one that everyone can see today (often without identifying its source) is, without a 

doubt, separation. Reduced by the political economy to behave themselves as particular 

commodities, individuals have adopted, more or less consciously, the central logic: 

generalized competition. Each determined commodity fights for itself, cannot recognize 

the others, claims to impose itself everywhere as if it were the only one. 

Each human being is thus led to see in others, in any field and whatever their convictions 

are, only obstacles to his preponderance and thus, in a certain way, enemies. 

Even though each person is desperately seeking recognition of his or her particularity, 

the market logic forces him or her to be unable to recognize anyone. 

Individual success, so dear to this form of society, conceals the fact that it is only as a 

commodity that it finds fulfillment; it also conceals the terrible self-denial that 

accompanies it. 

In general, it is much easier to see the effects of capitalism as pure externality, as an 

unjust world - which it undoubtedly is. 

But if it stopped there, we would probably have gotten rid of it long ago. 

To recognize its effects in oneself, that is to say to recognize how the spectacle works 

permanently to transform us into small particular goods, desperately seeking to be 

recognized as such, that is what is much more complicated. It's strange, moreover, that 

for the last 50 years no psychologist or psychoanalyst has deigned to look seriously into 

the question, to distinguish in the spectacle a major source of psychic distraction. With 

its cohort of resistances, of repressed, of denials, of confusions on the nature of the 

things. 

As a result, even those who claim to be the enemies of capitalism are regularly found to 

carry its stigma. 

And to reduce this to the simple narcissism and to the problems of the ego, without 

distinguishing the backgrounds, is a dead end. The spectacle is a real disease of the 

human psyche that pushes it further away from its own nature. And this consciousness 

remains at an extremely primary level while the circumstances of our contemporary 

reality require, on the contrary, the greatest lucidity in this respect. 

"The spectacle is the ideology par excellence, because it exposes and manifests in its 

fullness the essence of every ideological system: the impoverishment, the enslavement 

and the negation of real life. The spectacle is materially the expression of the separation 

and the distance between the man and the man" (Debord). 



It is not surprising to find that the German theorist of 

"The capitalist system in which we live tries to destroy social bonds. (...) The absence of 

ties is a programmatic objective of the society that defines itself by its economic order. 

By what precedes, one will undoubtedly understand better in what there cannot be a 

project of emancipation which does not take into account our own alienation, our 

unconscious reproduction of behaviors determined by the reigning spectacle. 



Voluntary domination is the hidden face of voluntary 

servitude. 

Everything began with the separation. An unheard-of event whose truth is buried under 

the multi-millennial domination that began at the same moment. The separation has 

spread: between man and woman, humans and nature. It implied a loss of power, a 

destabilization, both compensated by the dominating seizure. 

Domination is the real secret of voluntary servitude. Voluntary servitude recognizes the 

domination that dominates it; it recognizes it in the double mode of resentment and 

admiration, which combine in a secret jealousy. 

There would be no voluntary servitude without the secret hope of voluntary domination. 

The master is lurking in the slave. Give him someone or something to dominate, and he 

will dominate it, thereby justifying and legitimizing in his own eyes the domination that 

is exercised over him. 

We are all familiar with the sinister figure of the little boss, but who has never been 

exposed to attempts to belittle, vexatize, abuse authority or destabilize? The lowest in 

the social scale will find himself high enough to attack what seems to him even lower. 

Whoever does not attack - at the root of himself - the separation - to re-root himself in 

the unity -, will have to run all his life to hope at least for a moment to appear at the 

banquet of the dominators - or to seize crumbs, even if only those which he will be able 

to refuse to the pigeons. 

On the other hand, whoever is in tune - in the musical sense - with himself, with others, 

with nature, ends up losing all desire to dominate. 

The secret of deliverance is a hand that holds no prey. 



The lever to lift the world. 

When the spectacular domination of the commodity-world has not only covered 

everything, but almost everything penetrated and modified; not only the biosphere, but 

also thoughts, desires and behaviors; making it almost impossible to only imagine 

escaping its protean dependence even in the most ordinary acts; condemning to 

impotence any attempt of emancipation, or imprinting in advance its own alienated 

characteristics; when it turned out that the development of the productive forces, of 

science and techniques, did not carry in itself this emancipation, but on the contrary 

completed the quantitative and qualitative extension of the dispossession; making its 

falsifying hold omnipresent and apparently irreversible until any hypothetical future, 

moreover already largely mortgaged; when finally the old solidarities dissolved at the 

same time as the places where they subsisted; and that the popular cultures became only 

those that one sells to us, while the people followed the general course of the social 

atomization; and that the agora has long since given way to the comments that the 

society of the spectacle makes on itself, through its social networks; and that therefore 

any common impulse sooner or later falls back fatally like a poisoned bellows, dividing 

and exhausting a little more the exhausted masses - on which to base oneself to refuse 

this world? 

On almost nothing: dissatisfaction with everything that exists. 

This dissatisfaction is based on this feeling: "the real life is elsewhere" (Rimbaud). 

This feeling is the rock on which the "inner citadel" (Marcus Aurelius) can be built, 

whose main ramparts are a deeper and deeper agreement with oneself, a sharpened 

attention to every authentic expression of life, even if it is fragile, as small as grass 

through concrete, an openness to subtle inspirations, an infinite sculpting of oneself, a 

critical and benevolent examination of emotions and superficial judgments, the 

cultivation of an inner garden where the natural and the spiritual are one. 

As we can see, these ramparts are neither rigid nor fixed: they are renewed, repaired, 
strengthened and grow. Inside, what the ancient sages called 

"autarkeia": place of spiritual autonomy and agreement with oneself as with the 

universe; the universe being understood in the least reductionist way possible. 

The building of this citadel is based on the premise that lies, ugliness, injustice cannot 

reach the heart-core of truth, beauty, justice. And that everyone's heart is naturally 

capable of beating in unison with this universal heart. 

The recovered naturalness of this batte00ment is the secret of success of the break with 
the generalized artificiality, at the same time as the key of the necessary return to the 

nature; the nature: not only the small flowers and the vast forests, nor the plough of 
former days or the stone 



nor the thing that the equations enclose: the infinite living cosmic totality. Our garden. 

The unprecedented revolution that is taking place under the pressure of the current 

collapse reconciles its etymology and its modernity: it is and will be both this rupture 

and this return. 

This emancipatory movement is too vast, too deep to be seized by the domination as 

well as by those who have begun to live it: it overflows any nomination, any recovery, 

any reduction. 

It is life without opposite. 

All the experts of power, and all their computers, are gathered in permanent 

multidisciplinary consultations, if not to find the way to cure the sick society, at least to 

keep it as much as possible, and until coma passed, an appearance of survival. An old 

popular song from Tuscany concludes more quickly and more knowledgeably, "E la vita 

non è la morte, E la morte non è la vita. La canzone è già finita." 

 
 

Note. This revolution - in which we participate experimentally - is not interior but starts 

from the interior, which it liberates and renews. It cannot currently be universally 

observed for two obvious reasons: it is anti-spectacular by nature, and its external 

works are still fragile germs. It will present itself to the world as a springtime explosion, 

a total aesthetic bloom. It is currently working on all unsatisfied consciences, in all 

circles, and is struggling at various levels and degrees with the mummified ideologies 

and mouldy dogmas that encircle it. Its consciousness is developing in more or less 

advanced forms, often still confused and clumsy, but constantly renewing itself. It is a 

push of the kind that makes seeds and even concrete burst. One will realize a little 

further that there was nothing metaphorical about it. Even less sentimental. Our garden 

is not of roses, but of lightning. 



 



Nature as a song of possibility. 

If existence precedes essence, it is because essence is possible, and therefore possibility 

precedes existence. Possibility is neither essence nor existence, but the first condition of 

realization of an existence. Possibility therefore contains the essence of this existence - 

as possibility. It is in this sense that essence can precede existence - which precedes it. In 

fact, the anteriority of essence or existence is a false question, insofar as existence and 

essence are ontologically united as possibility and possibility does not depend on its 

physical realization to exist. In other words, the existence of possibility is of 

metaphysical essence. If we go into the details, just what is necessary, we realize indeed 

that the question of anteriority does not arise on the physical plane, but only on the 

metaphysical plane. On the physical level, it appears that complex entities emerge in the 

universe from simpler entities, but that these complex entities have properties that the 

simpler entities do not have in themselves, in their physical characteristics and as far as 

we can analyze them, but that they have them instead as a pure possibility; in a 

metaphysical way. A stone does not contain in itself a house, nor does it have any of the 

distinctive properties of what a house is. The properties of the house are novelties that 

require, in order to be understood, not to limit oneself to analyze, even if it is in an 

extraordinarily fine, precise and efficient way, the physical data of the pebble 

constituent. To understand the house, it is necessary to admit that the house was 

essentially possible without existing in any way physically in the stone. Thus the 

chronology of the emergence of things is not their ontology, and the physical properties 

of things are not their essence, but just the way they exist. Essence does not necessarily 

precede existence, but it possibly precedes it, whereas existence must necessarily 

precede essence, but as a possibility of its emergence. As Kierkegaard had diagnosed it, 

the possible is the heaviest of the categories. It does not follow that every possibility 

must necessarily give rise to an existence, as if it were a necessity, which destroys the 

very idea of possibility, but it follows that the possibility takes the paths of necessity to 

give rise to an existence, from which an essence will emerge, to conclude to its identity. 

It emerges from this quick metaphysical journey - without any dead time, without any 

hindrances - that everything that exists had to exist first as a possibility, and this in turn 

is only possible metaphysically, without which the thing would exist physically... before 

it exists physically, which is perhaps possible, but just as an absurdity. This ontological 

anteriority of possibility is simply rational, and this rationality is just natural. But of 

course, no physicalist discourse can even begin to stammer the first sentence of it. 

Physical science remains nailed to the ground, irreplaceable of course, on which the 

house of knowledge stands. It is possible that the little physicist thumb may find, with 

the help of his little pebbles that he knows so well, the way to the house; but for him to 

find the house, which is certainly in front of his eyes, he will have to raise his head. 



It then emerges from this pleasant journey of reason, that nature is not only a physical 

entity, nor a metaphysical one, but that it unites the two, not like the separate floors of a 

house, but as the unity of its constituents. And it finally emerges that what unites these 

constituents is the possibility as an infinite totality ontologically prior to everything that 

exists - because everything that exists can - or cannot - exist. 

The essence of nature is that everything is possible. 



Titanic. 

Why do men go to war? 

In animals, confrontation is caused by threatened survival. It naturally ceases as soon as 

survival is assured. 

Among men, beyond survival, war is rooted in hatred or fear of the other, or lust for the 

other, or in excessive ego and ambition. 

These are the forces that the leaders of nations use to persuade their people to kill each 

other. 

It is enough to convince them that their survival depends on it and to flatter their egos. 

In reality, it is these springs, powerfully installed in leaders but also active in most 

individuals and peoples, that threaten human survival. At all levels, in all aspects of life on 

earth. 

So that when the people, in love with justice, turn against their leaders while being 

animated by hatred or fear of the other, or covetousness towards him, or ego and 

excessive ambition, they inevitably install at their head new leaders also animated by 

these same springs. 

The solution therefore seems simple (in theory): people must free themselves from 

hatred and fear of the other, from covetousness towards the other and from excessive 

ego or ambition, in order to also be able to free themselves from their leaders with 

excessive egos and ambitions. 

But the evil is deeper: it is the blind and fanatical domination of man over man, of man 

over woman, over nature, over all that he can. 

This domination is a multi-millennial inclination diversely distributed in our species: 

some rare simple and pure people escape it, some other rare people escape it. 

The mass, on the other hand, follows this inclination - the mass likes 

to follow. And then finally, some others dominate the whole. 

Still, this domination has led our species to an unprecedented stage of exploitation, 

destruction and falsification of reality. This is obviously what our societies are sick of. 

Gigantic droughts, titanic tornadoes, torrential rains, deadly planetary pollution, societal 

relations at the height of lies and hypocrisy in all fields and on all scales; all this is the 

result of the deep evil that is dragging us, under the direction of the dominators in chief, 

ever closer to the abyss. 

These are only symptoms, which present in turn some new features of the extreme peril 

that threatens us. 



Change is becoming more urgent every day. But nothing is going in this direction, and 

certainly not the dominants in chief. 

On the contrary, relying on their experts in disarray, handcuffed by the delirious 

financial powers, their way of commanding, under its authoritarian and capricious 

outward appearance, is itself nothing but servitude: the chief dominators are the worst 

slaves of the system. 

This is not an excuse, however, because this servitude is also voluntary, and because it 

bears an immense responsibility in relation to that of the servile masses: after all, the 

sailors of the Titanic were neither the captain nor his lieutenants. 

Equally despicable are those, the blind volunteers housed in first class, who still imagine 

themselves to be cruising, these idiots. 



Succeeding in life 

If we look closely, and in all simplicity, "deep happiness" is nothing else than happiness 

deeply rooted in happiness. 

Because "succeeding in life" does not imply succeeding in life, and the "happiness" of the 

bastard is not enough to make him happy. 

As soon as a human being lives separated from that which allows him to fully taste 

humanity, he distances himself from that which can make him fully human and in so 

doing he damages or even uproots his humanity. 

To act badly is to decrease in humanity. 

This is why the unjust become ugly and dry up, while the just, whatever he endures, 

always transmits something fulfilling in his look, in his words and in his gestures. 

It is therefore good to be good and right to be right, and above all right to be right. 

This is why the bastards are the defeated, and the righteous the true champions of 

existence. 

Only a life that develops in virtue has the virtue to develop life in it. 



 

 

Outline of a theory of psycho-emotional drift. 

 

"When life is enamored of a skyquake”. 

The psycho-geographical drift abundantly practiced by the early situationists has lost its 

very object with the disappearance of the traditional city: the destruction of working-

class neighborhoods, the standardization of city centres, the omnipresent automobile 

traffic and the incessant commercial traffic. 

There is reason to be sorry, and for those who can, to desert, but it is also a historic 

opportunity to practice another drift, with a wider and deeper human scope.  

Of the modern city, an empty shell, we have little left to explore. 

If we pay attention to certain neighbourhoods - which the background noise makes 

unlikely - we can sometimes still go back to the past: here, in this alley, behind this door, 

people lived, meetings were held, poets sang, escape plans were made. 

This nostalgia is not the same as the present. 

This is why, since the 1980s in Europe, the psycho-geographical drift has ceased, 

replaced by an exodus to what remained of the countryside and natural landscapes. 

The psycho-emotional drift does not depend on any landscape, on any urbanism; it 

depends only on us; that is its Stoic side. 

It is not, and especially not, a question of drifting in the sense of a delirium; that would 

lead back to the dead end of automatic writing. 

And just as one could be defeated by Venice at the end of the 1950s (I.S. No. 1: "Venice 

defeated Ralph Rumney"), one quickly loses oneself in the labyrinth of one's own inner 

obscurities. 

It is even more obvious that the psycho-emotional drift has nothing to do with 

psychoanalysis, nor with any kind of esotericism. 

What is it about? Basically, it is about a radical inner departure from the habits of 

insensitivity. One consciously allows oneself to drift with the currents of deep emotions. 

The definition of drifting is simple: it is to deviate from the normal route. 

This can be involuntary; following a breakdown, or voluntary; following a decision. 

Psycho-emotional drift is voluntary: it is the voluntary cessation of all psychological 

automatism. 

A strike of anaesthetised feelings, a sabotage of psychosocial mechanisms. 



 

Psycho-emotional drift consists in letting oneself drift emotionally in full consciousness: 

it is then simultaneously a liberation and the mapping of the fundamental emotions that 

cross a truly lived life. 

Remember that riot and emotion have the same root: from the Latin "emovere": "to 

move out of, dislodge, displace, chase, dispel." 

Psycho-emotional drift is the shortest route from self to self and from self to others. 

Psycho-emotional drift begins with an inner strike, but it is not about barricading 

oneself inside; it is just the opposite: the diffuse emergence of real life, the emergence of 

real life, diffusing itself. 

 



 

Fell into the (solar) panel. 

The mass of the artificial now exceeds that of all living things. Note that i t  is the 

physical mass. As for the symbolic hold, since so many beautiful progresses to which the 

society of the spectacle has accustomed us, it exceeds even more what could remain of 

natural seizure. It is the quasi-totality of the behaviors, the perceptions, the emotions, 

the thoughts and the acts which are henceforth advantageously formatted by the artifice. 

The problem is not whether a green, sustainable, democratic society of the spectacle is 

possible, but that if it were, it would be even more spectacular; even more deceptive, 

even more alienating. 

And the fact that it has definitively cut itself off from this possibility anyway, while still 

allowing people to believe that it has not, is precisely what characterizes the spectacular 

moment that contains us: this lure that the ecologically informed spectator consumes 

with all possible media, advertising and political sauces. 

The alienated consciousness that has reached this stage is not superficially false, but 

falsely conscious, a real hypnosis. 

It is this pollution/falsification/substitution/destruction of consciousness that 

constitutes the fundamental peril threatening the human species. 

In this perspective, the forced industrialization of the world is not the end but the means 

of the enslavement, the falsification and the denaturation of everything. 

In the same way, the ecological threat, as insane as it may be, is only a collateral aspect of 

the radical dehumanization, of the planetary zombification. 

The society of the spectacle aims everywhere and in all and above all at the 

empowerment and the complete domination of the irreversible false. 

The critique of the spectacle is more than ever the first condition of any radical critique. 



True report on the ongoing extermination 

Exterminate. From the Latin "exterminare": to drive out, banish, reject: from "ex", 

outside, exterior, and "terminus", term, limit. 

Primary meaning : to make disappear, and, by extension, to 

make perish. Proper meaning : to destroy to the point of 

annihilation. 

Figurative sense: to wear out extremely. 

Example: Ex-terminate humanity: To finish putting the humanity of human beings 

outside of human beings. 

Implementation. Unconscious project of the society of the spectacle (become currently 

conscious for the majority of the dominants): to exile the desires and the thoughts of the 

human beings in prefabricated representations: to lock them up and to restrict them 

there. 

Process Description (currently in final stages): 

Over several decades, a massive colonization of lived experience by images, conveyed by 

commodities, to the point that lived experience becomes essentially the consumption of 

images. Simultaneous production of a vast panoply of images with their mimetic 

instructions for use: the images are delivered with norms and constraints and 

accompanied by intensive publicity praising the necessary generalized rivalry in the 

identification with the images. 

When this colonization of the lived has won, that is to say when it has sufficiently taken 

over reality, we observe the progressive, methodical, scientific substitution of reality by 

images. The passive consumers of the images of the society of the spectacle (period 

going approximately from 1950 to 1990) become actors, in the theatrical sense: each 

one is invited to play the character which was allotted to him. To live consists from then 

on in making live his image. 

Once reality is thus transformed from top to bottom, the human being has no more, on 

the surface, a place to be and, in depth, no more place to be. His slim chances of survival 

imply then to become insensitive to his own existential misery; but this insensitivity is 

his existential misery. 

It is then observed that the whole life of societies in which such implacable conditions of 

falsification reign, is announced as an immense accumulation of zombies. 

Those who have retained their sensibilities are forced to immigrate: some immigrate 

geographically, but soon there will be nowhere to go. 

The others immigrate spiritually and are confronted with this alternative: either to turn 

endlessly within themselves or to rise above themselves. 



 

The crossing of identities. 

 

Biological determination, however irreducible it may be for most human beings, cannot 

be what determines what we feel, as if, being biologically 'male' or 'female', we would be 

forced to feel 'male' or 'female'. 

Conversely, the feeling, however intense and authentic it may be, cannot be the negation 

of the biological dimension. 

It is therefore a question of harmonising the two, through a journey of radical personal 

emancipation: emancipation from stereotypes, emancipation from the alienated and 

alienating gaze, emancipation from all reductionism. 

Trans-identity then becomes a crossing of constrained and conditioned identities. 

It then also becomes an intermediate region, full of promise for a full and complete 

humanity; an unexplored space with no other reference point than this free and patient 

work of harmonisation which passes through the recognition and acceptance of 

biological data - and thus frees itself from the technicist relationship to the body -, while 

inventing with these data new relationships and a new way of looking at things; 

relationships and ways of looking which come from the depths of the most personal, 

most singular feeling, in short radically emancipated from any objectification of the self. 

And we will see intonations, tones, expressions that have never been seen before, 

beyond the masculine and the feminine, intertwining them, metamorphosing them, 

elevating them. 

- Radical subjectivity as the fulfilment of the as yet unsuspected truth of the deployed 

human. 



Escape is still possible. 

External escape seems impossible: the Machine is omnipresent, and its slaves, servants 

and guardians are totally monopolized by its operation. 

The spaces of freedom are extremely reduced, precarious and threatened. 

The fact of realizing this, however, attests that an inner freedom exists. It is irreducible 

because the Machine itself needs it to ensure the voluntary aspect of the general 

servitude and to give it a vague appearance of legitimacy. 

The possibility of escape stands there, not as an interior escape, but as the interiority of 

escape. 

The society of the spectacle, all in exteriority, necessarily ignores the human background 

that observes it. 

Collective escape depends entirely on the persistence, radicalization and contagiousness 

of this background when opportunities arise, whether - in the particular or in the 

general - at the turn of the most banal daily life or during exceptional historical events. 



The sovereignty of my freedom. 

It is clear that we are bombarded at all times by causalities, finding ourselves moreover 

inside a forest of determinisms. These causes and determinisms are moreover 

inextricably connected, even if we specifically identify some of them. But each of these 

causes and each of these determinisms, in order to simply exist, and even to be able to 

connect to others, must also necessarily have a part of autonomy, without which all 

would be only mush. 

In the same way, as little as it is and as much as I can discern it, I am necessarily myself a 

specific causality having its part of autonomy. 

It is as such that "I" exists. 

The question of whether we are really, effectively and truly free 

- or not - is in any case irrelevant. What is important is that we are understood as free, 

since everything happens as if we were. It doesn't matter to me that I am not the cause of 

these words, but only that I can write them. 

In other words, insofar as I grasp myself as being free to write them, not being free will 

not change anything, except if, grasping myself as not free, it would discourage me from 

writing them, or would make me write them against a background of insignificance and 

uselessness. 

The only "thing" that can take away my freedom is myself. It is up to me to re-establish 

myself as free, whatever the reconfigurations of the space (geographical or metaphysical 

or other) in which my freedom finds expression. 

Bound hand and foot in the dark corner of a tiny cell, my freedom remains intact and 

complete. Considering the novelty of my situation, I admit that the space in which I can 

still move is considerably restricted. Certainly this space is restricted, but not my 

freedom. Inside this tiny space, I remain entirely free to make all the movements that I 

can make there. No more, no less than in any other space. The size of the space cannot in 

itself determine my freedom, but only determine its field of expression. 

So obviously, one can be completely free in a tiny space - and a prisoner in the open air. 

What is called external freedom is a freedom that is external to me. 

The only way in which the diminution of the space in which I can exercise my freedom 

can restrict my freedom is if I identify my freedom with that space. This is how people, 

feeling deprived of freedom because they are deprived of certain spaces, lock themselves 

into that deprivation. This is how they lose sight of their freedom, blinded by the space 

that has shrunk around them or within them. 

They can forbid me a lot of things, put up a thousand obstacles in front of, behind and all 

around me, but they have only modified the space in which my freedom remains 

complete and intact. 



Obviously, when we identify ourselves with our conditions of existence, whatever they 

may be, it is our freedom that is conditioned by them, and once this identification has 

occurred until it reaches the subject, the "I", there is no longer a subject, but only an 

object: the object of the conditions that determine it. 

The importance of all this is that it is very different to act as free men, as men from 

whom nothing and no one can take freedom, than to react as slaves. To act as slaves is to 

recognize the power of others to achieve our freedom. They may indeed attain what are 

called "freedoms", but these "freedoms" are in reality only changing modalities of the 

field of expression of my inviolable freedom. 

Finally, there are two points to be made. 

First of all, if no space of any kind (geographical or metaphysical or other), determines 

my freedom, but exclusively its field of expression and deployment, it does not prevent 

my freedom from being relative: relative to space and time. In other words, it is not 

absolute. 

It is necessary to wait to reach for that a possible unknown superior dimension. This 

presupposes to preserve its sovereign attribute: freedom. No one knows what the 

human being will be able to do, when he realizes his sovereign freedom. 

Then, obviously, it is not indifferent that the space where my freedom unfolds is vast or 

ridiculous, radiant or polluted, etc. But as long as I can't do anything about it, it is useless 

and vain to deny it. Not that I have to approve it, but only accept it: as long as I can't do 

anything about it. It is of course legitimate and healthy to refuse that the space where my 

freedom unfolds is illegitimately restricted; and legitimate to seek by all means, 

themselves legitimate, to recover this former space, or even to increase it, because that 

is the domain of my sovereign freedom. But this can only be done validly by accepting - 

always without approving it - not this diminution, but its reality of fact. This acceptance, 

in any situation that may arise, is a principle of economy of our forces: not to waste them 

in vain, to distribute them as fairly as possible. 

Bound hand and foot in the dark corner of a tiny cell, and unable to detach myself at the 

moment, I wait and if I can I prepare the opportunity. 

Without approving it, I accept the situation; while refusing it, I adapt my freedom to it. 

Here again is the secret of voluntary servitude: it is when I cease to feel free and even to 

want to be free, that I direct my will towards my servitude, with which I identify my 

freedom. 



The insurgency that holds. 

First of all, let us be proud. We have done more than resist; we have risen not so far from 

the summit where life stands, unfolds, recreates itself and death is not life, life is not 

death. We are the living of this time. Proud, but modest; there is still so much to do and 

undo, and we have given up dominating: our pride is all humility. This position is a state 

of equilibrium; nothing fixed, no posture, no achievement: the game of life with its 

intimate beat. And the radical consciousness, the radicality of the consciousness 

emancipated from any ideology; a receptivity unceasingly renewed. It is not otherwise 

that the emancipating humanity will deploy its genius and its new creativity to solve the 

whole of the problems that it has itself generated. We bet on the improbable, the 

unpredictable, the unbelievable, the never seen: all this potential which touched in art at 

its best moments. Art will be surpassed, the potential will be unleashed; the collective 

genius will work miracles and the earth will be regenerated. We are not worried and it is 

not useful to detail the solutions to come: everything will be overcome, renewed, 

transcended. The essential necessity is only to rise to the radical consciousness; the one 

that reaches the root. To rise to the root is to go beyond the opposition of earth and sky, 

which religious and then spectacular dominations have nourished: the top will be at the 

bottom and vice versa, as an experience that unfolds. It is just important not to rush, nor 

to give in to discouragement, to the inevitable weariness, to the overwhelm of 

observations. Let death bury death, and let us remain attentive to inspirations, to 

patience, to the emptiness that fills itself, to the deep acceptance of the tides of life - so as 

not to exile ourselves from the smile. 



 

Zombies, instructions for use. 

And then there are the zombies. Discounted masks and postures, prepaid phrases. The 

zombie did not come out of a grave; it is an exit grave. Yet we have seen some come back 

to life; it was not a miracle, but the fact that, in a situation of collapse, some zombies are 

forced to love freedom. It should be noted, however, that en masse or disjunct, they are 

dangerous. Generally speaking, we pass by, we go along the wall of the idiot. 

It is useless to take them head-on, except under favorable circumstances; when they are 

trapped, when they feel like fools: rare moments of lucidity, when radical consciousness 

can reach them, or even pierce them with its agile arrows. For they are brittle. The 

zombie is not 100 percent zombified 24 hours a day. The rate of zombification is also 

variable: a human lives in it, in a state of degradation but also of more or less advanced 

receptivity. 

We can play on that. You have to be careful like a fox, and go gently like a dove, or attack 

like a tiger, or run away like a little fish; the shark can't catch the ingenious little fish. 

It's all a matter of circumstances, motivation, stakes, taste; of compassion too, because 

they don't know what they are. The zombie is characterized by a high degree of 

insensitivity to others, but also to himself. He walks at a walking pace, limping from 

within. This is the main flaw, the one that our arrows reach, the one that makes their 

facades tremble. 

This brings us to the breathtaking question that La Boétie posed in his own way: why do 

men not revolt? Servitude is only voluntary as long as and because humans cannot find a 

way out. It does not find a way out because it has been divided by those who want to 

rule. First divided from each other, then divided from oneself to oneself. His semblance 

of unity is due to the character armor that he has forged since childhood in order to 

forget - under the repeated blows of the instituted boredom, the chain constraints and 

the solitary frustrations -, to forget the innocence of the being, the joy of living, the 

happiness that bounces back, the bouquet of wonders that was offered to his eyes. 

Childhood wants to unfold in paradise, we quickly inflict on it the ABCs of hell. We have 

to grit our teeth and put on a brave face, while the flame inside is extinguished. The grey 

life we are sold always has an aftertaste of ashes. Such is the scientific cartography of the 

zombie that has arrived, which demands our indulgence and the implementation of an 

adapted strategy, once appearances cease to be deceptive, which is what is in store for it. 



The breaking point 

Because of the definitive decomposition of all ideological systems, what resembles it 

today is obviously only a miserable ersatz, from whatever side one looks. 

But this is enough to keep the poor spectators' minds occupied in a military sense. 

Ideological residues, renamed "elements of language", have been disposed of for their 

collaborative use, and this is more than enough to supply their confrontations through 

the networks of universal discord. 

This means that the unitary expression of truth on earth, to which the situationist 

international had endeavored, albeit in a still partially ideological way, has itself become 

universally inaudible. 

Knowledge useful to the unification of truth on earth has certainly accumulated, but it 

has fragmented, and those who have produced it have only accelerated this process of 

fragmentation, being themselves the products of the collapse of the unity of all 

consciousness. 

There is currently not much of a world, to use a euphemism, capable of holding together 

in their emancipated existential expression, and thus in their adequate theoretical 

formulation, the historical, physical, metaphysical, poetic, and spiritual dimensions of 

truth on earth. 

Consciences are nailed to the ground, which has slipped away. 

So we speak in the desert, which gives us news. This is not a concern, insofar as what we 

have begun to express is secretly connected to this lost unity of truth, finds there its 

inspiration, its active principle, its strategy. 

The oxymoronic era we are living through is this totalitarianism of collapse that 

precedes the collapse of totalitarianism. We are living a collapsed totalitarianism which 

is the spectacle of a totalitarian collapse, and vice versa. 

Those who can still think must therefore get used to thinking in oxymorons, because 

everything has become antagonistically solidary, solidarily antagonistic. 

Never before has democracy been so much like a dictatorship, and dictatorship like a 
democracy. 

It is at the breaking point of this unbearable tension that the universal lie of the society 

of the spectacle will be laid bare, in a desolate setting, among the barbaric ruins and the 

ruined barbarities. 

It is at this moment that the junction will be realized between what we will have 

expressed, what will have inspired us and what will happen on earth. We are the imprint 

of the deliverance whose traces we follow. 



The perpetual escape. 
This world being suffocating, and not only from the climatic point of view, everyone needs to 

escape. Most seek it in legal or non-legal goods: movies, fashion, drugs, chemsex, etc. These 

"escapes" are confinements and addictions, and are circularly part of the same world. 

Some escape in imagination, that is to say, they imagine they are escaping, they escape in 

imagination, it is quite hopeless. 

There is another way: to escape from mental and behavioral structures; to intensely cultivate the 

spirit of truth, to cleanse the sensibility, to sharpen and refine one's attention, to try to perceive 

the soul of things and beings, to pierce and pierce appearances - which are always deceptive -, to 

develop one's intuitive antennas. 

And to discover then that there is another level of reality, which has nothing imaginary, which on 

the contrary makes us approach, touch, catch a glimpse of the reflections, the facets, the flavours, 

the contents of what is played, recycled, alchemized beyond, above, below and through the 

appearances. 

This alchemy of the gaze is alchemy of the self. It is not a question of taking off towards an 

elsewhere, but of letting new perceptions grow here, deeper, more incisive, more active, more 

recreational. To be in the world differently than the world. 

Playing with postures and unmasking impostures; dodging, diverting, subverting, distancing, 

piercing; resourcing, strengthening, lightening. To put our feet in the dish as we put them on 

another world. To discharge the obligations of this world by being free of the obligation to be of 

this world. I am here, but no, but yes, but not really, or rather really. What nourishes me is not 

your rituals, your ceremonies, your works, your conventions, your programming, your 

representations, but to seize their mechanisms, to clear their appearances, to thwart their traps, 

to play with their narrowness, to go through in a flash and in reverse the path that leads from 

these alienations to what has been alienated. 

The perpetual escape can however also turn over in perpetual imprisonment, if it turns to the 

aesthetic exercise, to the representation, to the consumption, to the part-time. It must be secret 

and yet radiant, empty of any ambition and plenitude of the available being, uprootings which 

take root, drops of youth to the embraced sea. 

The stone is not only what it seems but also vibrations, fragment of a song, sensitivity that still 

dreams in a deep sleep. The prison that limits my external freedom incites me to this liberating 

inner gesture: not to identify my freedom with this exteriority. This freedom, I alone have the 

key, which will open the door of the prison at the slightest opportunity, but not to lock me out 

this time. 

O Buddha, I have learned your lesson. O Francis, stripped like you, I fly at every step. O Rûmî, the 

divine ray has dispersed the darkness. 

"It was only necessary to know how to love" (Guy Debord). 
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The planetary colonization, its consequences, its 

limits, its possible consequences. 

 
By imagining (in a totally unrealistic way) that the West (understood factually, not in an 

essentialist way) would have gone towards other cultures by practicing the golden rule 

("Don't do to others what you don't want them to do to you") which lies in its spiritual 

background, it would have left the other communities alone, and each one would have 

been able to follow its own path of evolution, its own process of progression, of 

development. Links and interactions would still have been born, based on the will to 

understand, the mutual knowledge, the formation of affinities allowing enrichments 

without imposition. 

It was nothing of the kind. The West had cleverly committed itself to the materialistic 

impasse: nature is only exploitable matter, nothing but a material without a soul, science 

has said so. And logically, the other humans, immersed in nature or still close to it, could 

only be similar to it according to this materialist and mechanist vision. And so, while 

inculcating in them the noble principles that it did not apply itself - and thus inculcating 

in them its duplicity - the West had no scruples (or so few, at the margin), to impose its 

so-called "civilizational" model on them: the bible in one hand, the gun in the other, the 

heart like a stone and the head like a cash drawer. The frenzy of monopolization, of blind 

exploitation of resources and beings has succeeded in destroying almost all other 

cultures, in stopping their evolutionary paths, denied, crushed, despised in the name of 

materialistic science and material technical progress, undoing the relations that these 

communities developed between themselves and with their environment, reducing 

these environments to exploitable material spaces, recomposing them, disfiguring them, 

remodeling them according to the imperatives of material enrichment, justified by the 

learned techno-scientific blindness: there is everywhere nothing else or more than 

exploitable matter, and one would have to be stupid not to take advantage of it. There is 

no other way to consider development, progress, evolution; everything else is 

superstition, stupidity, ignorance, weakness: science has said it, technology has bent the 

world to it, economics has made it its business. 

Once, even in the most remote tribes, the minds and places of life have been transformed 

on these bases, once there is no longer any possible place to follow another path of 

progress and evolution, once the minds have lost even the memory of them, buried 

under the tensions of mummified traditions, or sold as folklore; once all traces of other 

values have been erased, and the commodity bludgeoning of the society of the spectacle 

has come to decorate the windows of the most remote village, then the civilization of 

materialistic progress has been able to impose itself in all heads as the only possible 

definition of progress, as the only possible way of evolution, so that the peoples and 

communities robbed, plundered, violated, despoiled, stopped in their identities, their 

environments, their relations, their imaginary, their 



singular evolutions found themselves complexed to be late in this race to progress - 

which is only the progress of a race - that leads nowhere. 

For we know perfectly well that for this materialistic progress to be possible for some, it 

is necessary to exploit the soil, the resources, the labor power of all the others. The earth 

is limited, there is not enough for everyone; the material wealth of the West and its 

consumerist mirage are conditioned by the sacking and material and spiritual 

impoverishment of the rest of the world. The sacking was obviously a dead end. 

All this has led us to the impasse in front of which the mechanized, robotized, 

algorithmic human species now finds itself. Not just a dead end, an infested sewer, a 

closed dump, poisoned spaces, under a deluge of artificiality from which nothing 

escapes, while nature vomits. 

Everything cracks, falls into dust, is covered with toxic fumes. We speak of collapse, of 

mass extinction, whereas it is the humanity of humanity that is extinguished, except for 

an unexpected awakening. 

We must bet on this awakening, and not dress it up in old clothes, forcing it into the 

mummified spaces of our ideological limits. Whatever our beliefs, our approaches, our 

habits, our feelings, our convictions, our critical devices, our enemy certainties, we must 

dream of this awakening by offering our generosity, our finest understandings, our 

outstretched hands to the outstretched hands, to give life back to the fled smiles, to the 

forgotten achievements. We have at least one common starting point, a universal point 

of support, infused in most cultures: "we renounce treating others as we would not like 

to be treated by them" (Kropotkin). 

Until now, humans have only disfigured it in all possible religious and ideological ways, 

now it is a matter of living it. 



The all-powerful "fiu". 

Fiu is part of the authentic Tahitian existence. It still exists in the most remote islands of 

Polynesia, where nature still retains much of its power of inspiration*. The fiu is the 

immediate natural establishment of the wild shore. The fiu is this natural power of 

inertia which takes hold of the individual in any situation and makes him absent. 

Unavailable, uninterested, unreachable. I am there but I am not there anymore. I will not 

come to work, there is an absolute urgency to do nothing. 

Fiu is generally defined, in falsified dictionaries, as a state of mind close to spleen, 

whereas it would be much closer to Buddhist emptiness. 

It is that natural performative call by which the individual bypasses stress, frenzy, 

constraint. The radical, sudden and irrepressible dissolution of all the problems attached 

to the seriousness of existence and of all the seriousness attached to these problems. The 

fiu is the enemy of productivism, of profitability, of time pressure, of alienated work. 

It is the primitive natural form of the all-powerful refusal of any constraint. 
 



To come. 

No landmarks on earth as in heaven. Surrounded on all sides. Dependent as ever. 

Helpless. With no other horizon than the collapse that is already here. All over-equipped: 

wired, encrypted, programmed, formatted. Under a deluge of fire and fake. The 

monologue without reply of the society of the spectacle. The uninterrupted televised 

parade of the privileged of corruption, the elected of falsification, the mercenaries 

heavily equipped with their elements of language. The lie materialized and spread, 

ingested in toxic injections in high industrial doses. The power of purchase? Purchasing 

power: making each person the accountant of his own existential liquidation. Silent 

nausea. Generalized Alexithymia. 

 
 

And inside a shelter. Something has done better than resist. There are not yet the right 

words, not really. All sketches and dodges. Something entirely new. Almost nothing and 

everything is there. 



The cathartic moment. 

The society of the spectacle has produced spectators - that is to say, passive beings just 

as falsified as their merchandise - who now attend - for the moment, still passively for 

the most part - the first dramatic scenes of the final act of the tragedy - in which they 

must, however, inevitably discover that they themselves are the extras - at the same time 

as they are forced to realize that it is not a bad scenario, but the only reality available. As 

for those who give themselves the good role - politicians, media people, stars - the more 

and more repulsive masks to which they cling make them a little more each day this 

hideous rictus which announces the final stick to which the carrot will have to miss. 
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