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Operationist News

Since the last appearance of the Letters, it remains true that our work continues to remain the most intelligent 
catalyst for all matters insurrectionary. Dissidents, revolutionists, and discrepant spectators from across the world 
continue to look to the endlessly inflammatory pages of the Letters for the negative of all that which should not, 
and does not, appear-as they always have, and, as they always should. 

In recent months, R.-M. Rogers has prepared a short cinematic production of the negative, A Selection of 
Information to be Found Against All. In this piece, the director films the movements of a lightbulb over the 
course of 10 minutes, while a soundtrack of static is left to the spectator. It has been deemed unwatchable by 
most of a respectable caliber of taste. While an Operationist cinema has yet to be realized- it is questionable as to 
whether such a possibility exists given the constraints of our time- it has been widely determined that this piece 
serves as a suitable entrance into this spectrum. 

It may be acquired or found, for no cost, by making contact with the Letters via our email, 
[lettersofpublicterror@gmail.com]. 

R.-M. Rogers has also endeavored to produce a negative novel, in an attempt to expose what lingering qualities 
which may yet be present in the field of literature to the field of revolt. An excerpt will follow in the pages to 
come. It is not believed to be fit for mass distribution, given the dominance which cultural finesse finds in the 
age of the spectacular. 

It may be acquired via contact made through the address thus far established. 

Anna O'Meara has recently begun a second English translation of Arthur Craven's journal, Maintenant. It will 
contain the work of the second issue. To the knowledge of the Letters, this will be the first English translation of 
the piece, just as O'Meara's translation of the first issue remains exclusive in that regard. 

O'Meara maintains has begun a translation of Saint-Just's pivotal work, Organt, as well. As has been the case 
with her previous translations for the Letters, it will be the first time the piece will be accessible to Anglophones. 



“Those who make revolutions half way dig their own graves”

Egypt in Summer of 2013

Morsi is out, but this is not of concern to the spectacular. He was never of any significance, as all in the know 
have long since known, always having been a standardized image of rule as worthless as all the others. As the 
scenario stands, it would seem a palace coup has simply amounted to a classical rearrangement of the cabinet, 
the age old deception of modern governance wherein the image of reign is altered in line with 
the manipulated consciousness of a revolutionary expression perverted by ideology. Coup! Coup! they will 
scream, to no end, ceaselessly obscuring the reality that the American CIA has long since approved this 
movement for the standing of its relations in the middle east. The idea of the former Egyptian president was 
scarified for the continuity of the spectacle, another symbol of order will yet emerge in its wake. As with all 
images of a modern disposition, its content is of no worth, its simple appearance is enough to suffice. It was 
apparent enough to the dominance of class rule in Egypt that it would not be able to continue on as it was, thus, a 
re-branding was called for. It did not hurt when the ‘popular’ movements of the political were quick to respond 
in this language as they so often do. So long as 'revolution' is conducted within the rage of democratic protest, 
via the reform of the ballot box, or, the idea of the ballot box, it will stop short of a revolution history will recall.

What we are witnessing in Egypt today is a new 
model of the political, very much the same as all 
that have followed, though, as always, presented 
only via mechanisms of visually altered 
appearance. Constitutions, democracies in birth, 
‘the opposition’, all exist as necessary cogs in the 
decorum of power, conversations that may be 
held with an air of importance. As the shopping 
mall finds itself organized with wide boulevards 
to best facilitate travel between an endless line of 
stores all selling the same hollow ideas, as a 
television must constantly flow between 
advertisement and narrative, so too must all 
political movement be presented for the sensation 
of participation to be infused into the 
consciousness of the spectator. In Egypt, this rule 
has taken on the extreme seen in all ‘third world’ 
revolutions, wherein the means are simply 
augmented in multiplication for effect. Dosages 
of social ‘life’, of protest, are increased so that 
the propriety of the spectacle may be averted from the popular eye for yet another moment. Squares are 
increasingly filled with revolutionaries seeking to increase the speed by which the spectacle of the political 
moves forward, as so it concedes to what passes as the mythical popular will.

For a victory to be found in Egypt, all that has since happened in Egypt will need to be forgotten. All the Arab 
springs which has thrown in more ‘democratic’ rulers, more ‘democratic’ police forces, more ‘democratic’ 
militaries, will need to be scraped, as we have long since said. Revolutionary potential exists in the Egyptian 
masses, as it exists in any mass of alienated life, but it will not be founded in street festivals since converted to 
political rallies for the spectacle, it will only be realized at the precise moment that it negates all that has come 
before it, in the moment when it realizes its own history.



Theory must find its practice, but so too much practice find its theory.

Brazil and Turkey in Summer of 2013

Those who communicate in terms revolutionary, purely through the language of the spectacle, find themselves 
accomplished of nothing more than the standard tropes of silence, a sign of pacification all the adherents of 
spectatorship find themselves perpetually guilty of. Be they Marxist, Anarchist, Student, Radical, or explicitly 
proclaimed Bourgeois, a slavish impulse to comment on all that is current amounts primarily to a concession to 
the spectacular, an act through which legitimacy is placed onto the decisions implicit to its continuity. Those who 
speak to revolt by the reasoning of the news ticker speak only to the imagination of the commodity.

There is a commonly accepted ‘art’ to revolutionary journalism today, one descendant from the likes of Orwell 
which would consider the truth in and of itself to be revolutionary. All exist without an understanding the 
formulations underlying the production of truth. Nothing is true, all is permitted; such a rule would be well 
remembered by such bureaucratic methodologists, though it is by now clear enough that they’ve no intent to 
entertain notions so threatening to their career paths. All is permitted, including their presence in the 
insignificant read guard of the ruling class, a reality recognized via enough indirect concessions to such 
alignments in predetermination. News reports must be sensational, they must always be breaking, and they must 
always be earth shattering- the viewer of these events must always be made to feel as if he is watching 
something, and, in an age where these dosages of disillusion have been abused to the point of the absurd, those 
responsible stage hands tasked with the production must increasingly recall that the curve they stand on is indeed 
predicated on an increasingly marginal selection of widely accepted falsehoods.

The youth and workers of Brazil and Turkey have today, for the current passing of media, captured the hearts 
and minds of radicals the world over. Soon to be reduced to a passing tableside inquiry of opinion, just as the 
‘Arab Spring’ revolts of past have been reduced to, they will not be understood in any social capacity, to do so 
would to challenge the social curtsies of our era with an unacceptable faux pas of truth not as objective, but 
subjective. Cheap conversation for ideology to dine over, old news headlines few recall, this is the fate for all 
acts of demonstration today which find themselves limited to the language of ruling power.

Protests have been allowed to appear in the streets, the president of Brazil, along with the remains of the church, 
are even sympathizing with the protests against the foundations of their power, in an overture long since proven 
to be the most effective deterrent against revolt today. Rousseff, a former Stalinist guerilla fighter herself, has 
apparently taken some important lessons from her years of fighting fascism with a different shade, she has 
graduated with stunning marks into the governance of integrated power, she talks now of cooperation and 
solidarity by day while striking protesters with tear gas by night, all while ignoring the existence of these integral 
contradictions of which her continued role in power depends. The state plans by day and moves by night, at the 
behest of a spectacular which continues on with the promulgation of its self assured positivity. A white noise in 
the backdrop of all which catches the modern ear, but which is hardly noticed in conscious thought, all of the 
movements of protest today still find themselves beholden to the whims of the commodity. Spontaneous revolt 
has emerged, but it has not been fully understood by those who have conducted its birth. The festival of the 
street, while complete with its numerous beauties, will remain formal so long as it fails to extend itself beyond 
retreat into the question of total social contestation, a state of revolt that will not be satiated by reforms or 
leniency, but only by its absolute realization as perpetually lived time. This will not be found in Brazil, in 
Turkey, but the potential lingers in forms which may be found to be increasingly more blatant. As the protesters 
of these endless movements realize that their demands may be met in the political while their desires may still 
lay in destitution, as they are continually forced to satiate their desires with paltry reform and revision in the 
world they’ve all come to realize is shit, they will find themselves increasingly apt in the final art left to history.

VICTORY TO THE BRAZILIAN AND TURKISH WORKERS AND YOUTH FED UP WITH THE 
PATHETIC EXCUSES OF ‘REVOLUTION’ PEDDLED BY THE BUREAUCRAT OF THE MEDIA AND THE 

PARTY- LONG LIVE THE NEGATION OF REVOLUTION BY IMAGE



Collateral Gain 

China, Russia, Cuba, and Venezuela remain desolate as they ever were to the field of revolutionary history. They 
seek all the same goods, measure their import/export ratio with the same vigor, and, predictably, pursue all the 
foreign policy measure they see fit to these pursuits. The modern nation state, as it exists in appearance, will on 
occasion find itself in seeming contradiction to the interests of others, conflicts which will be made very sincere 
and convincing even to any number of its participants. Uneven development in the range of the spectacle has its 
services to power when portrayed as other, as do most material facts present to the occult tyranny of the modern 
economy. Foreign policy, as it has always been conducted with the époque of the spectacular, is a spectrum of 
image, one dominated purely by personality and the ever lofty abyss of ‘ideology’. An ideology of anti-ideology 
reigns supreme when G8 summits are called, one entirely dependent upon any function of discourse that may 
pretend that modern ideology exists in any form beyond its truthful composure. Communists are aligned against 
capitalists, the east is against the west, the anti-imperialists are aligned against the WTO, the precise 
formulations are of no concern, what matters is that something is believed, no matter how absurd its 
construction. Absurdity is a subjective preparation- in a world where all is absurd, what is to be made of the 
norm? 

When the Americans cry in petulant futility for the return of their most recent informant to the ‘dissident’ 
Russians and Chinese, they are fully conscious of the appeal to such movements. In such action, the left finds 
itself with yet another hollow idol of fictitious revolt, while all other models of ideological construction known 
to the modern discourse of the spectacular are further developed in the same trends which they have grown 
dependent to. Serious nations run the world; democracy determines which serious leaders will act independently 
in relations with these nations. This is accepted by all, but some would prefer an alternative without the harsh 
realities of alternative, a left without revolution, or, strong nation states and cults of power of their own.

These apparitions of modern ‘anti-imperialism’ remain interlocked within all the standard systems of capital, of 
the spectacular, despite their innumerable appeals to the standardized tropes of rhetorical position dominant to 
the amorphous collection of ideologies belonging to the left. A myth persists, no doubt, that the ‘left’ 
governments of the world manifest something worthy of comment from the opponent of our times. As left 
ideology goes today, all that opposes the US, an image of power taken far too seriously by far too many, must be 
revolutionary. After all, the US opposes it for a reason; there are certain questions no one dares to ask when 
questions themselves are concerned. The cold war may have died, but it has been survived in force by the art of 
socially dreamed foreign policy. 

In the affairs of our dear rogue NSA agent, the alienations of capital remain the alienations of capital, while the 
legitimacy of this farcical theater of political comedy remains as laughable as it has always been; departure from 
our époque remains separate from all alienations, Veneuzalan, Russian, or American in composure. At once, 
opera and theater could be divided by genre, tragedy or comedy, but the spectacle has made out of foreign policy 
what the classical theater could never do. 

Historical precedent is very well a refutation of these comments, when taken in any professional quality. It is 
well known by all who have cared that the US hosted numerous Soviet ‘dissidents’, socialist or not, for the 
extent of their cold war, so long as they could be portrayed as adherents to the ‘democratic’ ideology of the 
liberated consumer. And the propagandists of the West would tout this as something revealing of these nation-
states they're opposed to. This scenario would be entirely inverted in that case, with the ideological 
impulsiveness of the Western capitalist ideologues on one side and the "leftists" ideologues on the other, clearly, 
in its naked form. "Oh, I don't scare for that segment of capital, I support this one because, it's anti-imperialist. 
Coke has a far more refined taste than Pepsi, I only drink Jack Daniels whiskey, the new Ford Focus is a 
stunning beauty, etc" 

Only the international power of the working class, manifest in the revolutionary form of the autonomous council, 
has the historical ability to transform our times—all the shits in suits who remain imaginatively drunk on the 
pretention that nations matter will have no say in this act. Any subjective expression of revolutionary 
consciousness will pay credence to this basic banality of our times, abandoning all the rubbish that adorns the 
international relations texts read by all the actors to the political. -Thomas Tobbe



Pity, Manifestos, and the Left

The left is dead; it died of pity for itself. Questions of where the ‘radical’ non-liberal left is going, of where it 
needs to go, of where it could go if only any given line of programmatic measures were applied, all are the 
staples of any properly rounded left-academic polemic which may appear in the spectacular of today. One might 
think that after decades of aimless reiteration, that this endlessly predictable ideological parade of elementary 
neo-Kautskyite commentary might have lost some of its initial shine, but, as is the case with any socially iterated 
necessity, the presentation is always rapid enough in its evolution to stay afloat in the myth of originality- so 
long as the need remains for the castration of theory, this will remain an unquestionable trend of our times. The 
continued development of bourgeois production, long since realized as spectacle, has persisted in preparing 
heightened numbers of would-be discontents with the heighted intricacy of its various new reiterations on the 
classical theme of representation in the false, ‘discontents’ which it needs to protect purely as ‘discontents’. 

Like any worthless consumer product, the left has been built up with promises in every presumable field of 
falsely dreamed desire, promising to fulfill every modern dream of the modern consumer that capitalism has 
simply failed to imbue all with, promising a capitalism without capital, consumption without work, a final 
synthesis of reality with its fraudulent depiction of commodity-induced utopia. With its aging, it has only 
become more diverse, more diffuse, with numerous additions in flavoring, coloring, and packaging having been 
tacked onto the same tired ideological currents upon which the commodity has always been founded upon. 

Inevitably, the corollary is not absent from this pseudo-debate either, making the coup of the left all the more 
convincing, as it has what appears to be a good and proper oppositional force in the swelling markets of the 
intellectual. Every imaginable left party bureaucracy, the skeletal corpses of every blend of Leninism, all are 
clamoring in rapid opposition to any article for left unity and to any outfit making a pass at the phrase; these 
debates are not anything new to the history of the ideology, they wrote the battleplan well over a century ago and 
are quite fully capable of conducting themselves both defensively and offensively in this still entirely predictable 
organizational dichotomy. As far back as the organizational split in the question of inclusivity vs exclusivity that 
split the Bolsheviks and Mensheviks, the more self-conscious bureaucrats of the left have realized that a strong 
correlation exists between group size and ease of maintenance, with regards to their own power. Not averse to 
such self-serving sentiments themselves, the careerists of the opposite camp of traditional mass leftist 
organizing, the lingering vestige of Kautsky’s SPD, have since proven themselves entirely capable of making a 
spectacle of the mystical call to unity in party organization in an époque which has long since killed the mass 
party. It’s a useful ordering of the question for both sides, however, despite the fact that they wouldn’t dare 
risking the exposure of the illusory notion to the light of day. They all want the force of power associated with 
mass, but they all what to be the exclusive bureaucrats residing over said power, so goes the conflict between the 
mass and cell based party.



The Democrats depend on the Republican menace for negative self definition, vice versa, so follows the ordering 
of modern leftist ideology. No one is quite sure these days of the differences present between the 50 or so 
leading Trotskyite parties competing for the title of America’s next top vanguard except the leading members of 
said groups. Such is beneficial, it gives them all 
something terribly important to kill time with, providing 
them with the always valued sentiment of having 
completed some model of political labor. And, in the 
ranks of a recomposed modernist ideology, an ideology 
still thoroughly beholden to the myth of labors' naturally 
imbued positivity, this is a factor not to be scoffed at for 
its purposes of delusion. 

Regardless of whether or not they consider revolution to 
be a spectacle created at the behest of a few, or they 
consider it to require a mass ‘proletarian’ party of sorts, 
the end results all exist within close ideological proximity. 
The more hardened neo-Bolsheviks of today may 
consider the process on a sliding scale, with more 
leverage towards rapid transformation towards the myth 
of their respective rise to dictatorial power, while the 
holders of the mass line consider these efforts to require 
more overtures towards the political of today, but the aim 
is yet a complete realization of a centralized spectacle 
continually perfected. The baggage maintained by most 
that inner party democracy will keep a mass political 
grouping in line isn’t of much note in this process towards 
a more thoroughly controlled state management of 
capitalist production, the notion of critiquing the image of 
modern democracy with the corollary of a mystified 
‘economic democracy’ exists only to provide the worker 
with yet another brand of illusive poverty. Yes, the left of 
today will employ all with fair wages, provide all with 
centralized healthcare, furnish our department stores with 
the 'fairly' produced commodity, all the while eliminating 
the tyranny of the integrated diffuse with a return to a 
more modern and equitable tyranny of rationally planned 
alienation. Militant reformism remains reformism in the 
society of the spectacle, citations of Lenin and Marx 
aside. 

It’s a shame, surely, to think of the casualties suffered in wasted ink on this question since shown to be 
productive only to aims counter to those of revolt, but, once again, it’s a shame which does not at the same time 
stimulate surprise. The left of today replicates all the pseudo-debates and false inquiry as the left of yesterday, in 
much the same manner the spectacle repeats itself to a point where the repetition is simply recognizable by 
virtue purely of multitude. Neo-liberalism is the final enemy of the left today; every article must cite it for 
legitimacy, that is how we know that liberalism remains our enemy. Liberalism, in all its varied forms, is in 
power, it must temper its promises in action- whereas the left is the shadow government of liberal thought, free 
of such constraints in its speech and thus prepared with the allowance to generate what false divisions between 
itself and liberalism proper that it may please. Neo-liberalism serves to remind all that differences exist between 
the radical left and the liberal left, that radical leftist organizing still yet has a justification for its continued 
existence to the spectacle. 



Once it could be said that the struggle of organized labor, and its hoards of leftist collaborators, was one of some 
historical salience, when it occupied something of a discernible relation to then popular conceptions of class 
struggle, but these lessons of revolt have remained entirely static in an époque of class dominance marked by 
fluidity. The pendulum of capital versus labor has become so thoroughly recuperated into the discourse of the 
spectacle that today most any argument hinged on the premise automatically finds itself a victim of unconscious 
self-castration. Use value no longer exists, production no longer exists in relation to organic social demand, all 
the production that appears today does so simply for the ends of expansion in the field of production. Modernist 
ideology has run amuck with the creation of increasingly intricate desires and their correlative commodities, this 
is the reality of what passes as the mystic ‘neoliberal’ adversary. Questions of revolution today are not questions 
of how to create an ecofriendly capitalism under the guise of socialism, of designs for communal living to be 
applied today, but rather questions of how to do away with this complete totality. 

The affairs of organizational trifle are now to be viewed as they are, the marginalized fringes will now be given 
critical inquiry into the cause of their marginalization, revolution demands nothing short of such action. Around 
the inventors of new values the world revolves. The question of negating the image of revolution by party is 
certainly not one of original qualities, the history of anarchism is laden with appearances to just such conflict, 
but their fetishistic love of negation without negation is yet another ideological barrier to the end of a revolution 
made for the total destruction of the society of spectacle. “Ideology is the falsehood of language and radical 
theory its truth.” spoke Vaneigem in his Revolution of Everyday Life, in a phrase yet relevant to the struggle for 
truly revolutionary organization today, which is to say, in the struggle for negative revolutionary organization, or, 
a fully expressed style of negation. 

What is demanded of ones understanding of revolution is thus not a strong ecoconsciousness, not a illusory 
villain with no bearing in the class struggle (the chimera of neoliberalism), not another manifesto on repackaged 
reform, but rather, an acceptance that we know nothing of modern revolt. The knowledge of revolution will come 
with the creation of revolution, until that time, our efforts as revolutionists can only lie in the aim of detonating 
just such a process. Radical separation from the world of separation, such is the only act one can turn to as fertile 
ground for the discovery of such detonations, as embodied in this model of critique is a critique of the totality. 
This critique does not entail physical isolation from the centers of modern production, such an illusion has 
crippled far too many self-assumed anarchist ideologues, but rather an integrated comment against the 
integrated. A detournement of all that is at once presented within the field of capital's vision necessary must be 
predicated on the presence of some model of engagement, rarely are battles won through a procession of retreat 
maneuvers. 

He who has knowledge walks among the left today as among animals. Dead are all ideologies, now we want to 
live…let this be our last will. -R.-M. Rogers 



Comments on Surveillance

“The general conspiracy has become so dense that it is almost out in the open, each of its branches starts to  
hinder or trouble the others, because all these professional conspirators are spying on each other without  

exactly knowing why, or encounter each other by chance, yet without recognizing each other with certainty. Who  
is observing whom?”

The NSA has become a fine section of situationists, while the ‘situationists’ of today have become fine data 
analysts. 

The NSA was recently revealed, via official media sources, to have managed a massive program of data 
collection applied though most every leading company in the field of communication and inquiry, including 
every model of such interaction from the cell-based text to the google email client chat. It was revealed, 
however, that these programs have been in place for well over a decade. Given the already lengthy history which 
the spectacular has of comparable surveillance, and the already widespread knowledge of the probable 
installation of these mechanisms, one might ask, why the surprise? This question ignores certain notable facets 
of life in the spectacular, however, facts which serve as the foundation of the spectacle of today. Every 
imaginable media outlet has run significant stories on the affair, talk of state surveillance now graces the front 
page of the Wall Street Journal, the question is not, why the surprise, this is all to predictable given the focus of 
the spectacular on the event, but rather, why has it appeared? With enough manipulation in the field of 
appearance and repetition, any story is known to be open to widely distributed public comment; all modern 
discourse is hinged on the notion of the value to this all-inclusive prompt. If one wants to have conversation 
material, if one desires relevance, the news of the day is carefully observed, the public reactions weighed and 
assessed, etc, without regard being paid to the value of these widely worthless dichotomies. Thus, the former 
question may handedly be made irrelevant, the scandal of NSA surveillance, may, with the correct movements 
by the forces of ruling power today, be made into one which appeared solely for the sake of its disappearance. 

In the same manner that all new films and goods are promoted in the spectrum of modern advertising, it was 
alluded to in the shadows of a false secrecy for long enough, suspense was built, comments were made but 
perpetually treated as unconfirmed in the main currents of the spectacle, until its announcement made the final 
deposit on all these previously semi-concealed expressions of truth. Most all knew of the presence of such 
widespread observation by the modern state, but this understanding was predominantly unsaid; the integrated 
spectacle continued to develop its forces to new heights of increasingly public internal contradiction. Now, talk 



and outrage at the NSA is entering into a widely public domain, something which can be turned into an 
incredible coup in power for the ruling class, should they capitalize on it with enough care, but which currently 
remains purely a sign of the system's declining rates of profit in and around the perpetuation of its innumerable 
networks of surveillance. Ignoring this crisis in knowledge was never an option for the ruling class, conversation 
was demanded of it, but the conversation has not been as brief as it should have ideally been- the ruling class has 
been too honest with its public, while deceiving itself of the potential inherent to this development. 

It was bound to occur, at some point or another, allusions have been scattered throughout the modern history of 
such actions since the Italian state was revealed to be responsible for the ‘red brigade’ terror campaigns, since 
the intelligence community began to truly buy into its cold war myths of espionage and counter espionage, 
tracking its own socially dreamed antagonists with a genuinely believed sincerity- the entrance of this integrated 
reality of all-pervasive, yet still nominally diffuse, consciousness of constant governmental voyeurism into a 
stratum of acceptance was bound to be an unconscious reaction to and by the spectacular. Invariably, the modern 
bourgeois state has gone to great excesses in its developments within the field of surveillance, they haven’t 
anywhere near the amount of dead labor to throw at the task of analyzing all of the material they have 
accumulated, but, more importantly, they haven’t the need. All the amassed data in the world of the modern 
spectator will only tell a properly informed ruling class of what it has produced for itself- the revelations they’ve 
unearthed are merely acts of self confirmation in the effectiveness of the ideology that once served their ends. 
Despite this otherwise reassuring fact of spectacular power, it would now seem that the modern bourgeois has 
become beholden to his dreams. What has come of recent expansions in these networks has primarily been a 
marked increase in potential channels of leaked information, with the room for advantageous advance in this 
model of power long since having run aground. “Surveillance would be much more dangerous had it not been 
pushed along the path of absolute control of everyone, to the point where it encounters difficulties created by its 
own progress.” (Debord, Comments). Society today indeed displays a preference towards its status of being 
feared over loved, but the extent of this preference is bordering on the line of now visible absurdity with regard 
to its own faring within the future. 

Petty surveillance, the occasional display of secretive policing in thought, publicly esoteric but accepted 
safeguards for ‘the public safety’, all have their uses, but only when used with precision in limitation. When the 
entire function of what passes as the covert is revealed to the public in terms too blunt,  the ideology which once 
justified it begins to unravel- the concentrated begins to overcome the diffuse in the balance of integrated class 
dominance. What is unraveling in this current affair of now publicly recognized information was predictable, 
though unpredictable by those behind its now entirely incomprehensible arrival into the spectacle. Instead of 
making the usual concessions to liberty, to moderate political activism, to liberal ideals of privacy, all while 
secretly recognizing the worthless qualities to such appeals, the state apparatus today seems to be lost in its myth 
of absolutism in ideology. Surveillance simply has no use to the modern bourgeoisie, its development was at first 
a necessary side effect of maintaining certain ideological ruses. The CIA and the KGB being caught in constant 
feud helped to keep the myth of the cold war alive with enough vigor, always present yet always invisible, but 
the surveillance of anti-terrorism has failed where these previous successes were had, they’ve begun to take 
themselves too seriously. In taking themselves too seriously, they have thus brought others with heavy stores of 
funding into the loop as well, creating a scenario wherein their illusions are given far too much bearing in reality, 
wherein far too many openings for disintegration are presented. Invariably, some hard conflict is necessary in 
material reality for any good image to succeed, some drone strikes need to be undertaken for all the spectators of 
public life to have some molecule of serious conversation to engage in, but the actual intelligence behind such 
actions was never a relevant factor, the end results were all that was ever demanded of the spectacle. Only the 
appearance that some effort of intelligent and conscious thought was demanded of these maneuvers. Thus, we 
are left with a peculiar effect from the development, and overdevelopment, of the spectacle; it has begun to 
batter down its own Chinese walls of ideology purely by an excessive insistence on the reality of its own 
productions. The doubt has vanished from the myth, and the opportunity for this affair to be properly recuperated 
is vanishing with an ever increasing haste. Every televised conversation Obama conducts with himself over the 
balances of liberty and security only brings the spectacle so much closer to revealing too much of its foundation, 
while a topic which could have been quickly relegated to second tier news is continually kept in conversation. 
The spectacle has, as a result of its lax policy in strategic decorum, failed to keep track of all its pieces, by this 



point far overextended onto the board into places once desirable, but now open to far to counter-attacks. The war 
of maneuver has inadvertently outmaneuvered itself, purely out of haste and a poor consideration for basic 
tactical thought. 

Thus, the NSA has conducted itself in a perfectly revolutionary fashion, revealing more myths in its actual 
composition than any leftist could ever hope to do, all while making no demands towards compromise. The 
standard model militant of ‘revolutionary’ ideology will, at best, demand an end to this surveillance, they will be 
placated if their ‘grassroot’ efforts can be plausibly said to have been accepted, if only in representation, by the 
function of modern class power, while the NSA has given the function of revolution a tremendous act of self-
mutilation well beyond concession. It is already a case of regularity to see various different self-styled dissidents 
of the political style themselves as ‘patriots’, qualifying their critiques with further affirmation to the ideology of 
modern society; the effort required to allow their patriotism to flow forth would indeed be very little for the 
spectacular of today, while complete with nothing short of categorical victory. 

Subjectively, revolution can hope for the best outcome in this scenario, wherein the moderate leftist bureaucrat is 
simply removed from this equation, wherein the working class may emerge as a force of negation against their 
unavoidably present desire to compromise with the state on this question of surveillance, this is the only 
outcome that may be ultimately pleasing to the realization of historical action yet. Until that point, the ineptitude 
of the modern ruling class can be observed in its continued state of dissolution, while the gains of such flailing 
idiocies are, with preference, exploited to the hilt of the impossible. This affair may be made secondary news in 
due time, without question, the spectacle still insists in the continuity of its power, but certain realities have yet 
been revealed that might better have been kept masked. -R.M. Rogers

Situationist Theory and Praxis Today

THEORY AND PRAXIS: two subjects whose relationship has been the primary question of all Marxist theory. It 
would seem, then, that a discussion of the relationship of theory and praxis would be either one of reiteration, 
expansion on basic concepts, or pedagogy, but the understanding of theory and praxis has been so butchered by 
modern leftism that the discussion is not one of reiteration or expansion, but one of clarification and 
reevaluation. Marx argued that theory and praxis must be intrinsically unified for revolution to succeed. Coming 
from the academic, Hegelian tradition, Marx denounced academe for its hermetically sealed philosophy in search 
of applicable theory that would exist, penetrate and change the material world. Thus, academic Marxism or 
Marxist theory with the implication that it is separate from praxis is oxymoronic because the Marxist dialectic is 
the strategy of praxis. Marx aimed to invert Hegelian idealism by inverting its application in both theory and 



praxis. Instead of theorizing that the future could be melded to a preexisting philosophical ideal, Marx theorized 
that the material present should be dialectically negated in order for the material future could be better for all of 
mankind. Thus, Marx did not conceive of a utopia. There was no Marxist utopian ideal. Marx was not a 
philosopher, he was a strategist. Strategy is the best synonym for the synthesis of theory and praxis—praxis is 
applied theory, theory is based on praxis; dialectics are the manipulation of the material, materialism is the 
product of the historical dialectic. Marx’s realization in The German Ideology was that the nature of humanity is 
to produce, and production itself is a combination of material and concept. Ideology is imbedded into everyday 
existence. Society is both material and ideological. Marx recognized the false dichotomy of theory and praxis in 
order to undermine the lofty pseudo-understandings of the university and to both reveal and undermine the 
ideological structure of the existing order and class society. What exists is physical ideology, as Debord says, the 
materialization of ideology; everything is prescribed not only a value but also a brand and with that brand comes 
a specific mystique of its wonder, be it through the Americanism of Jim Beam or the ever-touristic tastes for 
French cognac. And yet this ideology, this pedagogy of the product, becomes invisible and naturalized through 
the fact that it is presented as material and not as dogma.

Before Marx, another revolutionary conception of the unity of theory and praxis was not only proposed but 
manifested by Robespierre during the French Revolution. Robespierre called this unity Virtue and Terror. 
Robespierre argued that Virtue and Terror must exist together for revolution to function. Without Terror, Virtue is 
just dogma, without Virtue, Terror is just the same sort of bloody power play embodied by the monarchy and the 
court. Instead of aligning theory to the academic, Robespierre speaks in religious terms—Virtue. Academic 
theories and religious virtues have the same ideological origins. While once the Catholic Church had control 
over the production of ideas, that control has gradually shifted to its bastard child, the child it raised at former 
monasteries like Oxford. It is through their material application—praxis, terror—that the religious or academic 
hegemony over ideas becomes the necessary retaliation against that hegemony that reveals the 
reality of hegemony. Marxist theory is neither the realization of heavenly truths nor Rousseau’s natural truths. 
Rather, it was the realization of the truth of power, exploitation, and the weakness of its hegemony with the 
advent of revolution. The fact that this is a realization of material conditions is both a product of and a 
precondition of application.

Since ideology is imbedded into everyday life, everything is politicized. The political is not merely diplomacy, 
law, and borders, but rather everything that costs money is political, everything that advertises is political, 
everything that covers up destitution with representations of prosperity is political, everywhere that hires is 
political, and anything that distracts from the immediate realities of the political fact of poverty of everyday life 
is political in its escapism. In Debord’s Theses on the Paris Commune, Debord explains the political nature of 
the so-called apolitical. He says:The various “irresponsible” acts of [the Commune] are precisely what is needed 
for the continuation of the revolutionary movement of our own time (even if the circumstances restricted almost 
all those acts to the purely destructive level — the most famous example being the rebel who, when a suspect 
bourgeois insisted that he had never had anything to do with politics, replied, “That’s precisely why I’m going to 
kill you”).”

Cronin makes a similar argument against nihilism in his critique of cynicism and nihilism (which was also a 
direct critique of Raoul Vangeiem’s The Revolution of Everyday Life). He writes:

“Nihilists can’t, don’t and won’t conceive of the practical consequences of critical activity. They are negative 
without negating. Everything they do is defensive. They act in order to be able to stay in the same place.”

“A nihilist is someone who believes in nothing. Everything that is here is shit; but it’s all we’ve got. The nihilist 
gets used to that fact — it is his only comfort. There is nothing new under the sun. The nihilist prepares for the 
worst so that the banal will seem quite nice in comparison.”

“The nihilist is apolitical to a fault, a fault which he often parades. In fact he is the spectacular opposition to 
politics. Here he exhibits an almost moral purity which leaves him blind to the fact that what he often labels as 



“politics” really has nothing to do with separate power, hierarchy or specialized decision-making. The social 
question is reduced to its most vulgar representation in order to suit the nihilist’s archaic world view.”

Cronin’s nihilist is castrated by a sense of the impossibility of praxis. The nihilist refuses to consider revolution 
as a possibility, refuses to see change for the future, because, even though all that exists is shit, changing it is 
impossible. Such thoughts are not merely bullet points illustrating the thoughts of one group of intellectuals, but 
rather the modern trend of the naturalization of alienation, which is the naturalization of banality. Ideology is not 
a grand or complicated set of ideas; its governance, rather, is through its simplicity. Economic exchange is not 
complicated, imperialism is not complicated, television is not complicated, sales are not complicated—they are 
all merely based on the expansion of power for one image, company, or nation over another. It is not genius or 
complexity that guarantees their power, it is brute force and the annihilation of other options to the point that 
everyday life is overwhelmed by their presence to the point that it necessitates it. Jobs require universities, 
proficiency with Microsoft Word, then various other databases. The universal requirements of such supposed 
skills create a market for skill-producing products like Associates Degrees and Rosetta Stone software. Outside 
of jobs, everyday consumerism first necessitates buying food, then gas, then professional clothing for interviews, 
then caffeine, then more caffeine to feed the caffeine addiction, then cigarettes to forget, then cigarettes to feed 
the accumulation of past cigarettes, then surgery. The whole structure of everyday life, both at work and at home, 
is a network of petty purchases and sales, many of which were deemed necessary. We live in constant states of 
debt, be it student loans, mortgages, car payments, or medical bills. 

The construction of situations is not a series of events but rather a life dedicated to retaliation, to negation, by 
instigating what is truly upsetting to the system of capitalism. Trotskyist organizations are not upsetting to the 
system of capitalism, they are in tune with it. However, the Marquis de Sade was not imprisoned for thirty years 
merely because he committed the same petty sex crimes the aristocracy was already regularly committing—he 
was imprisioned for the political content of his writing, the desacralization of the monarch, a rage against the 
hypocrisies of priests. Without politically and ideologically upsetting content, situations amount to petty burps in 
the system which no one would note. Writing an inflammatory political slogan on a wall will get someone in 
more trouble than so-called street art, and furthermore, putting an image on a wall that pays for the space will 
promote the individual who put it there. The unification of theory and praxis finding exactly the incorrect space, 
time (as in era), and politics; it is only in the wrong space at the wrong time that the right kind of upsetting of the 
system can take place. A person who chooses to be a contradiction, a negation, of their society, era, and 
surrounding ideology is the only sort of existence one can strategically lead in capitalist society, for it is those 
paragons of negation that herald a future outside of what currently exists. -A.-G. O'Meara

Out With the Old

            Destruction today finds itself rapidly entering into a world of recreation disguised. Although the axiom 
functions in the other direction as well, that is, that creation can sometimes take the form of destruction, it is 
exceedingly rare that a destructive urge be found manifest in its own historical right, as destruction, as revolt, as 
revolution. Hence, the armament of someone whose goal is total annihilation of the present mode of cultural 
organization must amount to nothing if not that impure destruction that traverses constraint via destruction. 
Tzara understood this, and although he has long since suffered recuperative euthanasia, we are here to behold the 
result, in the tombs that are constituted by the museum. The highest cultural creativity would be found in the 
shattering of Duchamp’s infamous fountain, in its state of nearness to recuperative annihilation. All art exists to 
be destroyed, so that we may, for once, be able to make art worthy of the name.

            The form, however, is not merely applicable to the world of artistic creation, dead in its own right. The 
creative urge to negate, applied to the greatest possible poetry, a riot, revolution, or a passionate bout of 
lovemaking unleashed from its chains in the minds of old Prussian ladies at teatime, is ultimately the only 
weapon that can reach past the invisible ramparts of Power. This is not, however, to say that any one act, or 
methodology, is beyond recuperation. It has long since been established in the parlance of the spectacle that 



nothing is to be spared from the life and death of class power. The ceaseless use of destruction as a concrete 
weapon in the hands of Power can only serve as a warning to those who understand its implications, a movement 
by which the appearance of institutional destruction becomes further detached from its realization. For those too 
imbecilic to comprehend even that, your heads are truly in the sand. We will gladly remove them for you.

            The destructive urge, in its rebirth through those who recognize it, will not be found, perhaps, in the 
common speech of your nearest cop, be he priest, professor, or recuperator par excellence, but may be heard in 
the shout of joy made patently clear by such a cop as his brains, such as they are, are ground into dust, and as 
such his life of boredom and self-mutilating obedience come to an end. He will thank you. Your professors may 
relegate you to the double slavery of working to buy academic bullshit (“Only $200 for your latest breed of 
pseudointellectual onanisms”) to be read and “discussed”, (though even they recognize that communication is 
dead) at a soiree which you long to destroy, but they will never know the joy of destruction so long as they 
accept the inevitable conclusion: “Out with the old, in with the older!”

            Destructive passion is a passion which may be experienced- the representation of destruction under the 
spectacle cannot amount to anything past a drip pan to prevent certain excesses in the field of collateral damage. 
The frigidity of representation cannot create a coherent or even functioning response to a subject who recognizes 
that the creation of a totality through the destruction of the fragmenting force is sublime. Yes! Sublime! The 
sublime beauty of destruction is neither the ideal nor the grotesque: it is neither decadent nor perfected. It is 
merely the illusory existence provided by fragmented Power and the lackeys who enjoy their position as lapdogs, 
caressed and necessary as the protectors of a social criticism devoid of meaning.

We want them to feel anger when their lives of representation and image are destroyed. Who speaks of 
destroying them? We do. But more than that: we want the anger they already feel, anger that is reduced and 
confined to stadiums and programming, and the alienation that imprisons their anger to be exposed and revealed. 
The alienation of the everyday has become so manifest, so palpable, that the miasmatic fumes, staring their 
victim down, are completely ignored. The alienated existence carved out by the defendants of a defunct social 
order, which is to say, everyone who plays a role, must be annihilated if the custodians of Power are to fulfill 
their title and force the mask of representation from the faces of the people. Destroy for all you’re worth, citizen, 
slave, representation, hologram of existence, and you may be spared the indignity of the hospital bed in favor of 
the firing squad. Create by destroying; it is your only hope.-Luca  Vallino

Examinations into the Psychogeography of Imperialism and the Modern City

When America remained in the midst of its Iraqi imperial hegemony, all talk in Baghdad centered around a war 
of position, a war of who controlled what beyond refute. In this new model of urban warfare, one which the US 
military has since thrown itself into an immense study of perfection over, dominance is not simply established 
via the presence of physical troops, but rather, the definitive establishment of social fortifications. The ‘Green 
Zone’ thus became the heart of US power in the Iraqi capital, just as the French had previously stationed their 
efforts of incursion into the cityscape of Algiers firmly in the colonial bourgeois sectors of the city. From this 
point, incursions are made into the Kasbah with ones military contingency. It was well reasoned for the more 
intelligent US imperialists to show Pentagon screenings of the film focused on the Algerian war of 
independence, the similarities between the two instances of truly modern war are met in solid foundations. 

But these are basic tactical realities of modern war, known to many. What we are concerned with is the matter of 
social implication, that surrounding the origins of these designs, designs which can hardly be said to exist in a 
state of pure isolation. In the design of the green zone exists more than standard military tactical procedure, 
rather, in this production there exists the primary design of all urban social life. Invariably, where insurrectionary 
war is absent in formal insistence, the material of this conflict shifts from strategic concerns to those more 
explicitly tied to class power. In the US, and other nations crippled by the endemic of overdevelopment, ‘green 
zones’ of consumption, of safe passage for those whom appear possessed with the refinement of the bourgeois, 
appear as the center of all social interaction. Manhattan, now thoroughly deloused of the underclasses, has arisen 
as a prime example of this model, but it has been applied en masse throughout the civilized world, wherein urban 



location has rapidly been thoroughly divided along the lines of ones appearance in relation to power. These 
Green Zones are maintained through their physical and architectural defense systems. Manhattan is an island, 
and it has found a substantial moat in the abyss of its crowded highways. Within these Green Zones are Greener 
Zones, characterized of gated communities. But what ultimately differentiates the world of the bourgeois and, 
above that, the world of the super-rich, from the world of the impoverished is capital, which allows for access to 
both homes, restaurants, and country clubs that are inaccessible to others. The extremely poor, the proletarian 
slave to consumption via debt, who does not have the capital to maintain their appearance or the money to allow 
themselves to be present in these areas, is not only unable to occupy this space, but is differentiated to the point 
that their presence or proximity in the spaces of the bourgeois is a sensed, evident threat to the goings-on in such 
institutions. Cops take care to protect the fine bourgeois of these sacred locales of enclosed consumption, while 
taking the same care of oppression to those without the appearance of belonging, without the appearance of 
consumption. 

Begun by Haussmann’s Paris, perfected in the modern urban suburb, distance has now been fully realized as the 
dominant factor in the modern city, in a result which has served to be a most intelligent development for the 
power of the spectacle. The Paris Commune was facilitated by closely knit workers districts located too closely 
to the center of the city, the revolution of 1917 in Petrograd was a revolution fought over the control of passage 
from the workers districts to the seats of power, and these facts have been discovered in full force by the 
organization of the spectacle in and around the field of urban planning, if not consciously by any one 
bureaucratic functionary, by the result of the generalized expansion of the now mystic catalyst of ‘the economic’ 
into what can be said to remain of the social.

Now, the Paris of today exists as the model for all 
affairs explicitly and implicitly related to the war 
of powers continuity. Green zones replicate the 
easily patrolled shopping centers of the 
contemporary metropolis, while the unnamed 
generals of the spectacle recreate all they know in 
their militant conquest of the old. The 
‘insurgents’, the workers, all must be separated 
from the project of the spectacle, if not for reasons 
of real danger, than for reasons imagined out of 
real enough demands for such. Divisions were, 
and are, the lifeblood of the spectacle. It having 
long since developed an understanding that 
contradictions outside of it control are those 
which pose the greatest danger, it has since 
established certain defenses against the 
emergence, expression, realization, and 
supersession of these conflicting forces of our 
époque. Workers are taught to envy the 
development of the glimmering façade of wealth 
which had usurped their former life, taught to 
aspire to return to its gilded halls yet again via 
participation in all the hollow processes of work, 
leisure, consumption, and the accumulation of all 
the alienations in image demanded of this regal 
standing. The spectacular has since discovered 
that should the green zone of the social spectacle 
be discovered truly as it is, and fought against as a 
combatant might contend against any imperialist occupation, that they will be lost. Unlike the military 
occupation of untenable ground, however, the spectacle’s colonization of all that was once considered the city is 



not a battle which it can afford to lose. The military blunders of today are designed to progress as such; they are 
prepared as profitable disasters which may be fueled purely along the ideology of private consciousness. It is not 
of concern to the US military if it cannot physically occupy every potentially strategic outpost in Iraq, just as it 
was never important that France maintain a hold on all of Algiers, the conflict simply must be found. The formal 
clauses for such wars have long since been transferred into a haze of irrelevancy, they exist in such a manner that 
any one isolated space of an individuals existence may adopt whichever story they like for its cause, and in such 
a multitude that the notion of ‘democratic debate’ may actually be said, by some, to have once existed. So long 
as the cause for this pseudo-discourse exists in some manner of serious form, all is well in the field of modern 
warfare, a process of destruction undertaken for continuity. But the city itself must not be revealed in intents so 
bluntly strategic, so removed from the ideological mindset of the liberal imperialist. If the proper camps of 
opposition were realized in our society, there would be no battle to speak of; no amount of smart weaponry 
would suffice to maintain the illusion of clean war, for all the spectators of today would be transformed into 
participants in their consciously recognized annihilation. The city is a warzone, while the warzone is viewed as 
anything but. The spectator of this performance views only the carefully manipulated imagery of carefully 
guided, and never poorly aimed, weaponry of exquisitely advanced stealth aircraft, all the while presuming the 
classical ideological dichotomy that there is an evil to be fought holds, all the while remaining in the isolated 
abyss of their private suburban hell, all the while pinning over their next visit to the shopping centers (see, the 
former cities) of their infinite poverty. 

The Spirit of the Revolution

And the Constitution of France
(extracts)
Saint-Just

Forward
Europe is marching with grand strides toward revolution, and the efforts of despotism stop at nothing. 
Destiny, which is the spirit of folly and wisdom, makes its way through men and continues to its end. 

The revolution in France does not end in a single strike, but rather it has causes, orders, and terms: this is what I 
have tried to develop. 
            Although men have spoken about this revolution, most of them haven’t said anything. I do not know if 
anyone, until now, has taken pains to find in his heart what constitutes virtue as a means of understanding why it 
merits liberty. I am not pretending to put anyone on trial; all men can think what they think, but when he speaks 
or writes, that is when he indicates his virtue.
            During this revolution, there has been a ceaseless conflict between two parties:  that of the people, who 
wanted to powerfully burst the power of the legislators, liking the chains they had created for themselves; that of 
the prince, who wanted to rise above all people, embracing nothing but his own glory and fortune. In the middle 
of these interests, I seek myself, member of the sovereign; I want to know if I was free, and if legislation merited 
my obedience; in this design, I seek the principles and the harmony of our laws, and I say like Montesquieu, I 
have found nothing but new reasons to obey, but I have found that I have nothing to believe in but my virtue. 
            Be what you are, legislators, if I can discover what is needed to secure myself, I have had bad patrie, and 
I can overcome these maledictions. 
            This is neither flattery nor satire; I’ve said what I thought was in good faith. I am young, I sinned against 
the politics of tyrants, spoke against the famous laws and customs that were received; but, because I am young, it 
was natural for me.
            Because there is no point in designing a history, I will not go into all details regarding the people I 
discuss. I did not only speak of the public rights of Europe when it was in the interest of France. I say here that 
people have only envisioned the French revolution with regards to its change and commerce, but they have not 
considered the new forces that it could create with virtue. 

Part I 
Buildup to the Revolution

Revolutions are less a product of arms and more a product of laws. For hundreds of years, the monarchy 
swam in blood without dissolving. But it is an era of political order where everything decomposes through the 



secret. A.-G. O'Meara, Translator 

Excerpt from a Novella of the Negative

Drinking is one of a select few ways through which one may go about experiencing an everyday life of any 
intrigue. Shopping, eating, sleeping, all are subsidiary to this act, made worthless when removed of their 
biological supporting role, reduced to nameless extras in a play not in requirement of comment. The banalities of 
the everyday demand disruption, a disorientation thoroughly killed by the schedules and timeframes propelled to 
dominance by our times, though few implements remain suited to the task. Creation? What creation would you 
deem we consider? Art, perhaps? The only such art which remains an act of creation is an art purely inclined 
towards the negative, art which is not viewed in the museum, but in the street. Artistic merit is simply what has 
been deemed acceptable to the refinement of any given époque, what the patrons of alienation are willing to 
tolerate in the precious imagery of their world. The problem with this reality is that too much is accepted today, 
too much is liked, too much is now tolerable to the definition of art. Productions beyond distinction are 
demanded by creation, productions beyond the limitations of art are demanded for its final dissolution. Only in 
the abhorrent will art be found, but this abhorrence must be recognized as separate from the abhorrent of history, 
wherein it remains anything but, it must be built anew. The field of art, of prose, of literature, of the lyrical, of 
the festering pretention which has become of the poetic, these are not enough, all have become visions of the 
moment, what is demanded are visions of a future. A future undefined, known only in the vocabulary of the 
negative, of what does not exist, of what does not appear, this can be our only goal. Like the hapless wit playing 
a round of Kriegspiel, moving forward without knowing what lay ahead, without knowing what form his attack 
may take, we’ve no option but the information of blindness. The best we that may be hope for is a more mutually 
assured blindness. -R.-M. Rogers

From Each According to His Ability...

The following comments are related to a recent 'scandal' in the situ community, in which the pro-situ milieu of 
the world (roughly only 5 or 6 people, luckily) endeavored into a vigorous campaign against a largely hackish 
academic, Mckenzie Wark, who endeavored into preparing a book vaguely related to the SI. The book made a 
few half-decent, if not mildly blatant/redundant, points on the SI, though presumably in insincere company given 
the authors history of as much, but the pro-situ milieu in question simply had to find some error beyond the 
reality of the matter. It has long since been established by our work that the pro-situ exists today as ahistorical 
refuse, clinging on to memories best forgotten of revolution known to the past. They refuse to speak of revolt 
today with due reason, for they know nothing of revolt today. 

Recuperation exists and texts of questionable qualities will be prepared on the SI, as much is a reality known to 
the participants of any avant-garde, though one which remains alien to its imitators. As we has since said in this 
affair, it would hard to imagine the existence of an SI it ifs members had occupied themselves perpetually with 
the historiographical and biographical details of surrealism or dada. Amusingly enough, it has since been 
revealed that the 'scandal' fueled by the pro-situs fulfilled only the purpose of selling more of Wark's dreaded 
Verso-sponsored book, thus proving the theses presented by the Letters on this question to be entirely founded. 
Further comment is not demanded of the matter, but we will publish a number of comments made by the Letters 
prepared with the intent of furthering this basic thesis. 

What follows is one text prepared by the Letters in response to but a brief selection of this model of idiocy 
viewed through historicism, though many more could surely be made with ease, and we invite the reader to not 
be limited to our own comments in their bemused array of potential response. 



Response to Bill Brown's 'Not Bored' 42

“Bill Brown is the People Magazine of Situationism” – G.-E. Debord 

The following comments are a set of corrections to the record called for after the publication by Brown of some 
rather crudely informed outbursts on the history of our correspondence. A considerable deal of further refutation 
could be issue at the numerous idiocies prepared by Brown in this piece, but most of said idiocies fail to merit 
the effort. 

In January of 2013, an issue of Letters of Public Terror was sent to a small listserv of figures associated, by 
nominal criteria, with contemporary discourses on the SI and revolution. It was prepared with an introduction 
taken from an issue of the Lettrist International’s Potlatch publication. Though Brown missed this allusion, his 
response is rather telling, given that he would have invariably had much the same response the to Lettrist 
publication as well. Of course, now that a certain prestige is associated with Potlatch, it is 'poetic avant-garde 
prose', though such was presumably not the case at the time of its publication. It may still yet be said that our 
rendition of the excerpt was indeed pointed in tone for any style of liberal academic dressed in situ drag, 
however, as Brown's response is fitting enough evidence of. Out of what can only be identified as purely 
unfounded pity, we decided to go through Brown’s work again some time after the polemics of January, reaching 
the conclusion that perhaps we could have compromised with Brown’s thinly-concealed liberal mentality to 
some extent or another, while considering the possibility that cruelty might not have as significant a place in 
revolution as it should. Mistakes occur in the history of the avant-garde, indulgences are made to elements not 
deserving of as much, steps are taken back, corrections are called for, etc. This is a basic banality any degree of 
basic literacy may prepare oneself with. Situationist thought remains non-existent, a rather hollow title to affix to 
tactical considerations, though this is lost in the spectrum of garden variety ‘radical’ liberalism. If Brown has 
gained one lesson from the function of the spectacle, it may certainly be located in his understanding of the 
spectacular methodology of creating something out of nothing, of creating the impression of comment with 
anything of the sort having been prepared. Brown's idea of revolution is one which revolves around the notion 
that revolt is correlated to ones capacity to develop laughable spectacles associated with conflicting personalities 
in theoretically deprived polemics, nothing more. Perhaps he might offer up a muted rejection of workers 
councils, a statement of disdain for class struggle, a comment on his love of communal living and petit-
bourgeois models of small business, but such remarks are hardly better than his aimless polemics. Evans, the ex-
member of our group in question, was purely decorative finish, maintained for further reasons related to the 
function of unfounded pity. He has since openly admitted to us that he did not have the slightest understanding of 
situationist theory upon contacting our group, despite his decision to pretend otherwise while associated with our 
work. This reality is on display in most anything he has prepared, despite our initial willingness to make 
concessions to this fact. He additionally showed himself a coward on any number of occasions, particularly so 
when he resigned from our group, only to return weeks later proposing work with us yet again under the screen 
of an entirely transparent pseudonym. When we offered to maintain correspondence with Brown after this break 
with Evans, our presumption that he would follow suit with our decision was merely another example of our 
overestimation of his basic faculty of judgment. Of course, it is quite amusing that the kind agreement Evans 
once maintained towards our work is not detrimental to his reputation, by Brown's standards of virgin purity one 



might expect a denunciation for his associations with the Letters, but alas, such is predictably not the case. Once 
more, Brown has displayed a stunning understanding of the function of the spectacular in the field of public 
relations, but the same cannot be said for his innumerable selection of theoretical inconsistencies. We could 
easily publish certain emails sent from Evans to us with praise for our efforts, or emails which he sent to us 
commenting on the mistake he made in his first resignation from our work, with the tagline “TURNS OUT 
EVANS LIKED THE LETTERS BEFORE HE DIDN'T”, but we don't have he comparable standards of poverty 
in critique maintained by Brown in regard to his qualifications for 'polemic'. We needn't bother with the stunted 
publicity of these sensationally spectacular maneuvers, the reality that Evans' knew nothing of revolution is 
sufficient for our ends. It would be most amusing to see Brown make a comparable effort of comment, 
invariably, though such seems notably unlikely. Former ‘comrades’ make the best enemies, so it goes, perhaps 
Brown might pay some thought to Gracian before he is met with the illusory sentiment that he actually has 
something to say again.
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