
Letters

Of

 Public 

Terror

        15

no copyright



Reflections on Valmy

 

In 1792, the Battle of Valmy was fought between the Republic of France against the combined armies of the 
Hapsburg monarch and the Prussian crown. France was victorious, but only through new conducts of warfare. 

 

The main force of the French army had been, prior to the revolution, decimated. With the monarchy favoring an 
officers’ corps of the crown, and with recruitment to the army serving as a lifelong commitment to the crown, 
little professionalism was left to France after the departure of feudal order. To have been trained as an officer 
was to be trained as an aristocrat, so it went. unavoidable. 

 

In response to the desperate collapse of the French army, necessarily thrust into a stage of transition by the 
presence of social revolution, the volunteer entered into the field of battle. He was generally poorly armed with 
an incoherent array of varied weapons of different calibers, sometimes armed only with basic farm implements, 
but he was a new entity to the field of battle. No aristocratic charm held back the mass of French troops at Valmy 
from the realization of its victory. Of course, the French position was superior; their artillery held the high 
ground while the Prussian flank was severely exposed to potential counter attack, but there was reason beyond 
this for the immediate Prussian retreat. Engagements in the battle never extended beyond the state of skirmishes 
and long-range exchanges- the Prussians yet had a battle to fight when they sounded the order for retreat. 

 

The Huns knew that they could not sustain a victory. Even if it was had on the field of battle, an army of the 
masses would not be one defeated with the simplicity of aristocratic manners. The mere knowledge of what lay 
ahead was enough to win a battle- the mere knowledge of the existence of an idea was enough to drive this army 
of Prussian black to the Mosel. 

 

The revolution of our age will be indescribable by the events and thought of the old, all that is old remains as 
worthy of detest as it always has. 

“From this place, and from this day forth begins a new era in the history of the world, and you can all say that 
you were present at its birth.”



REVOLUTIONARY ORGANIZATION; SOME POINTERS 

 

1. Separation from the world of the separation remains the highest point of organization for any revolutionary 
grouping. 

 

2. The establishment of proletarian power in the form of the workers councils should exist as the ultimate 
historical goal for the revolutionary organization.

3. This process will not be open to the leadership 
of any truly revolutionary organization. The 
moment a group claiming association with 
revolutionary intent attempts to assert itself as 
leadership over the proletariat, it abandons all 
claims of the sort. 

 

4. We will not lead, we seek only to detonate. 

 

5. Integrated and collective participation within 
the revolutionary group is always a trait 
preferable to the ‘mass’ party. Smaller groups 
allow for regular and in-depth discussions of 
theory and practice that are open to exploration 
into negation which are regularly wrecked by 
larger organizational environments which exist 
prior to the establishment of broader periods of 
historical contestation. 

 

6. Hierarchical orderings and the spectacular social relations which they embody are the antithesis to any 
revolutionary association. 

 

7. The notion of the sublime individual genius of a single group or individual amounts to nothing short of purely 
mystified revolution-by-image. Revolutionary organization can only seek to identify itself with the avant-garde 
that is the historical expression of proletarian theory, or, the theory of radical synthesis and disintegration in the 
field of class society.

8. Revolution must seek to destroy the spectacle not as a formal assemblage of clichés, but rather, as a totality in 
every field of everyday life. No element of our history and times is sacred. 



The Letters of Public Terror introduce: Social Media

‘Just as the largest library, badly arranged, is not so useful as a very moderate one that is well arranged, so the  
greatest amount of knowledge, if not elaborated by our own thoughts, is worth much less than a smaller volume  

that has been abundantly and repeatedly thought over’

The concentration on basic principles and the progression from the large elements to small are here combined with an 
unusual aprness of example and a happy gift for carrying the student from precept to practice 

The development and realization of the spectacle is a history of continually evolving disparities in information- 
the more information is allowed to the spectator of this history, the less is received. Within the contemporary 
streams of knowledge, the spectacle has seen the definition of significance in knowledge wither away to a finite 
superficiality. Information has become that which is fit for an understanding of nothing- it has become merely 
become the work of conversations held for the sake of air, of television presented for advertising, of sports 
viewed for inclusion. There is an air of indecision in this reality, so far has the state of the spectacle advanced 
into what echoes remain of this lost history of lived expression. 

 

Independence of thought, individual subjectivity, these are forces that have not been eliminated by this new code 
of value, but rather forces which the spectacle has honed a perfected integration with. Via the means of social 
media [facebook, twitter, tumblr, foursquare, etc, the formal list is irrelevant], the spectator of this medium has 
been actively (and, by appearance, willfully) isolated in the founding of each step present to this movement. He 
has driven the clicks to the mass-produced pop-news articles at his own leisure and choosing, and, with or 
without expressed indolence or enthusiasm, he has driven the advertising sales necessary to maintain the illusion. 
The internet consumer produces a surplus value not to be found in the physical resolution of a classical 



commodity, he produces a rather different alienation. With leisure time now synthesized into a time of labor, the 
worker/consumer is now capable of indulging in the dueling isolations in universal harmony. Integration is the 
ultimate end of this totality, and its accomplishments are no more apparent than in the field of social media. It 
has thrived on the creation of distinctions, on paying allowance to the means of mass communication to any and 
all materializations of ideologies- so complete is the spectacle’s reign that it no longer has need for preferences 
in the aesthetics of power.  Neo-Nazis and communists may all move with general free will through the passages 
of social media, under careful but unnecessary surveillance. If the general laws of metaphysical and physical 
consumption remain untouched in their dominance, then all can be found to be well. 

 

This critique will perhaps be seen by some as tired, an effort launched against a target far too beloved by the 
academy and their audience to be worthy of comment, but this remains disparate company yet. While the 
mediums we speak of maintain commonality in form, little else remains to be said in comparison. Marx spoke of 
the same labor which every other economist responded to, while the SI spoke of the spectacle everyone else 
recognized, as it has since been noted. These streams of information are only the latest ‘event’ in the spectacle, 
the latest transmissions of alienation with which the proletarian is again confronted with. We are not confused by 
this reality, having since refused to view this phenomena purely in terms empirical, but it will yet be the next 
place of battle for the supersession of this époque. Once art could have been said to fill this role, perhaps later 
even cinema, but we are left with means less romanticized in the historiography of separation. We are left with 
the incoherent muck of the tweet, the half thought barely legible as language, we are left with communication 
reduced to a point of near fulfilled retardation in its ability to exist in the field of history. It is no more or less 
important than those channels through which class power has found itself in primary occupancy, no more or less 
an unhappy undertaking as all those which have followed have been, but its necessity remains. 

 

Representation and the Digital Personality

 

Compaction may be said to be the foundation for the spectacle’s innovation of the commodity as information, 
having always been the prerequisite undertaking in form for most comparable developments in the transference 
of power. For a platform such as facebook to function to its intended effect, it must be easily understood. Should 
a user maintain a profile which is an enigma beyond typing, beyond the algorithms of advertising, beyond the 
first thoughts of a fellow user, it will incite the sort of dissonance entirely opposed to the project of the spectacle. 

 

Chaotic streams of information and their use and 
uselessness have been thrust on us. Little notice 
has been paid to this reality- the kids are alright, as 
they have always been. Influxes in information 
distribution can only serve the fermentation of 
further degrees of individuality, the creation of new 
cultural innovations, the division of improved 
models of communication. Information, and its 
formal spheres of convection, are a positive, as 
they exist. Nothing may exist within the 
composition of modern communication without 
implicit approval from the spectacle, for the 
spectacle realizes itself today only as a totality. In 
this totality, the subversive is as submissive as the 
submissive, for both have been prepared in the 
language of modern power. We have accepted the existence of the digital personality as a replacement for the 
demise of the historical personality, its representation serving as the stopgap for what has simultaneously been 
both lost and gained with the onset of the spectacle’s final assertion of hegemony over leisure, labor, and the 



individual. The commodity has always fulfilled this role in the age of the spectacle, but reification has no doubt 
reached its highest stage of user-friendliness with this transference. 

 

Prior to any ‘current’ event, a mass shooting, the death of a prominent figure of public life, etc, the script has 
been finalized. Any given spectator of these idiocies is nothing beyond a pathetic conglomeration of mounting 
irrelevance- the information which has congealed into their ‘personality’ serving as nothing more than a record 
of identical google searches. Individual thought is no longer issued at the occurrences of the spectacle- today, the 
spectacle is the only entity tasked with such summary judgments in opinion. This trend of reiteration is not new; 
the spectacle has consistently thrived on its ability to destroy all that was once lived. The empiricism that would 
presume the internet to be a purely abstract entity of a morality of good or evil fails to realize the simple point 
that, not having advanced the rule of the spectacle, the digital has simply brought about a new degree of its 
integration. 

 

A lifeless medium for a lifeless époque, social media serves as yet another implement in the final suppression of 
desire. 

 

Ideology Integrated

 

The standard currents of modern ideology have not remained 
abreast of these developments in the digital spectator, by any 
measure. As Pannekoek was accurate in saying, the capitalist 
workplace is the epitome of efficiency, while the economy of 
capitalism is the epitome of esotericism. The need for most 
‘services’ is understood by few, if any, but the average boss will 
make sure that these services are carried out to the fullest possible 
capacity. Surplus labor is extracted to the greatest effect, while the 
ends to which it reproduces itself exist hardly in the realm of 
classical cohesion. These laws of stock value and markets are 
accepted by all, but understood in their totality by none. While the 
laws of 19th century capitalism hold true enough on the work floor, 
the whole of society refuses to consciously recognize the 
irrelevancy of these rules. What was once the rule of the workplace 
is now the thinly veiled rule of life. The factory floor, having been 
found as inadequate in subduing basic social unrest, has been 
permanently replaced with the feed. 

 

Mere mediation, but mediation perfected. 

 

The Negation of the Negation- The Critique of the Critique 

 

In the practical application of radical theory to the field of history, contact with all varieties of illusion 
necessarily becomes the initial point through which a negation of the totality may arise. While a contestation of 
social media is in and of itself worthless, (a set of material known to enough reactionary academics vying for 
relevance long past their historical expiration) it will remain the ground through which the opening volleys will 
sound the ultimate fall of the spectacle-commodity society. Just as the burning storefront has always been more 
revolutionary than the finest leftist party, a revulsion against the means through which modern separation is 



conducted will serve as one of many opening blows of rejection against the spectacle. False communication, in 
all its forms, will be destroyed with the explosion of lived time unto the field of history. Modern social media 
serves as a patchwork through which the continued unification of spectacular life is forwarded through continued 
fracture- a patchwork bound to a destruction of its own reproduction. 

Revolution is not a refutation of social media as such, it will only be contested by way of a negation of the 
totality of its existence within the spectacle. A destruction of social media as social media is hollow, whereas a 
destruction of social media as mediation remains a potent blow against all that exists within the realm of power.

These ideas are no doubt lingering in the heads of most. All despise the logic of facebook, the logic of social 
status conveyed by ‘self’-chosen imagery, but all participate, for it appears- for it is good. It is beyond doubt that 
this powder keg begs only for the slightest of detonation. 

Semen and excrement. 

André Gide

Arthur Cravan
Revue Maintenant 2

July 1913

As I awoke feverishly after a long period of the worst laziness, I realize that I have become very rich (my God! 
Just as I’d dreamed!); as I started the first chapter of eternal projects, and I progressed into suffocating thoughts 
of the dream of fortune, and through an unexpected medium, through poetry—I always try to consider art as a 
means and not an end—I think happily to myself, “I will go to see Gide, he is a millionaire. No, how ridiculous, 
I want to negate his old literature!”

Already, isn’t this sufficient enough excitement? I have given myself the gift of success? I write a letter to Gide, 
recommending myself through my family member, Oscar Wilde; Gide responds. Already we are going to Algeria
—he refused a trip to Biskra and so we go to the Somalian coast. I quickly adorn my head with gold, because I 
have always felt ashamed of being white. And Gide pays for first class drinks, noble spectacles, the palaces, and 
lovers. I give my best appreciation. Gide pays, and pays, and pays; he always pays. I came to expect that he 
wouldn’t confront me about his loses if I showed him the unhealthy wantonness of my wild imagination which 
he bought in Normandy to satisfy the last whims of the modern child! 

Ah! I combed my hair, my legs stretched out on the banks of the Mediterranean, pondering inconceivable ways 
of amusing my patron.

You might say that I had the morals of an Androgide. Do you think so?

The rest, I have not succeeded in my little projects of exploitation that I will avenge. I add, in order to not 
inconsiderably alarm our provincial readers, that I gave M. Gide the flu, on the day when I hadn’t gone 10 cm 
away from him, and, additionally, the jacket he had given me wore out, for excellent reasons, the naked cherub 
named Théophile Gautier. 



So I went to see M. Gide. He returned to me at a time when I was not yet clothed, and I continue to regret this, 
because I was quite shocked. As I arrived to the villa, I recalled the sensational sentences which took place 
during that conversation. An instant later I fell asleep. A prostitute came to see me. I assuredly tuned at a right 
angle in the little room. In passing I looked around for anything in my friend’s rooms. Now I was in the corner. 
The windows, which I found suspicious, ruined the day when a writer could open his fresh papers, wet with ink. 
Naturally, I find no fault in commenting on this little indiscretion. It is for this that you will understand that M. 
Gide chastised me terribly with prose that he delivered in calligraphic typography.

The prostitute took me for a run on the ground floor. At the moment she entered the salon, nasty little dogs 
barked. Was this uncalled for? Then M. Gide entered. I took the time to look at him in front of me. Modern 
interior decorating doesn’t take up much space: no paintings, naked walls, very protestant, ordered, and proper. I 
sweated at the idea that I ruined the carpet. It struck my curiosity a bit too late, but I was overcome with the 
temptation to pull off a trick, if I would not be able to pull off this sharp sensation then M. Gide would find the 
little secret hole in the carpet. If I failed, I would ask M. Gide to accept my immediate public apology that I had 
abused his dignity.

Finally the man came. (It hit me at the last minute, if I had a chair or a glass of afternoon tea, or liquor and 
eastern tobacco, to give the impression that would allow the situation to be less staggering.)
“
Monsieur Gide,” I began, “I beg you to come in, and if there is anything I can get you, let me know, for example, 
boxing or a book.”

“Literature is the exact reason I have come to see you,” said my colleague.

I thought, “What a great man!”

So we spoke about literature, and, he asked a question very dearly, “What have you read by me?” I said without 
frowning, and looking as loyal as possible, “I am afraid to read what you have written.” I imagine that M. Gide 
became one single frown. 

I began bit by bit to use my famous phrases, which every hour I recite, thinking that romantic thinking would 
give me the will and power to win back my new uncle. I first said, carelessly, “The Bible is a best-selling book.” 
A moment later, as though I was trying to think of something that would interest my parents, “I mother and I,” I 
said humorously, “We were not born to understand each other.” Literature returned to the carpet, and I decided to 
talk badly about at least 200 other living authors, Jewish authors, and Charles-Henri Hirsh in particular, saying, 
“Heine is the Christ of modern Jewish authors.” This was part of my malicious, shameful trick, which makes me 
laugh until I choke, but which, I must say, is very far behind me, and which should be recorded because it was so 
poorly prepared.

At a certain time, the philosophical conversation was interrupted, and my student began to resemble a Buddha 
who was about to let 10,000 years out of his mouth: “The great Ridiculousness is in the Absolute,” I murmured. 
After I said this, in a tired and old tone, I asked, “Monsieur Gide, who are we on time?” I learned that it was 
6:15, I got up, affectionately stroked the hand of the artist, and made the face of a contemporary success, which I 
will recreate for you here, my dear readers who have been so kind to give me your attention.

M. Gide did not have the air of a lover, or an elephant, or of other men: he had the air of an artist; and this is my 



only compliment, the rest is disagreeable, and he was very easily compared to a ham. His frame was nothing 
remarkable, his hands were quite feeble, quite pale, I swear! He was very short by nature. M. Gide was in the 55 
kg class and was about 1.65 meters tall. His walk reeked of a pro se writer who had never written a line. What’s 
more, the artist had a sickly face, he was quite detached, approaching his time, he had little wrinkles and 
dandruff; his skin was peeling off.

Yet the artist had prestige that he used to squander his fortune and his health. No, 100 times no: the artist looked 
powerful on the contrary and he cared meticulously for his hygiene and he seemed like a Verlaine depiction of 
his syphilis and languor, and I don’t think he was very adventurous because he didn’t like to visit women or 
dangerous places.

I only say M. Gide once after that in the street: he walked toward me: he disappeared in front of my eyes, and I 
saw him in front of a bookstall: and he bought surgical and confectionary utensils…

Then, M. Gide wrote me once more but I didn’t respond.

I had conquered the man, and now I have the will to conquer his work, and I don’t need to repeat myself.

ARTHUR CRAVAN.

Translation: Anna O'Meara

Behind the common ideology that fuels Jacobin: Response to Jacobin’s “Adbusted” 

Situationism - A meaningless term… There is no such thing as situationism, which would mean a doctrine for  
interpreting existing conditions. The notion of situationism is obviously devised by antisituationists.

-Internationale Situattioniste #1

 

Continuing on with a fine ideological tradition of critically-guided timidity, Jacobin recently published an article 
written by Ramon Glazov titled “Adbusted”, a piece tasked with admonishing the folly to the assumed 
‘situationism’ of Adbusters. While Adbusters is well beyond the pale of salvation, a reality few beyond the drum 
circles of occupations past would dispute, Jacobin is not quite sure how to answer the question of how it became 
so. 

 

Jean Pierre Voyer commented in “A Study of the Nature and Causes of the People’s Misery” quite accurately that 
“The enemy has become pro-Situationist. Situationism is the most modern form of reformism”. This is the only 
sentiment of any salience that may be expressed towards the notion of Adbuster situationism, given the 
magazine’s widely hailed integration with the society of the spectacle- a concept simultaneously grasped and lost 
by Glazov[1]. Situationism, or, the representation of the SI as reformism (‘cultural radicalism’) is the ultimate 
intent of the pro-situationist mentality. Enemies of power are no longer destroyed with all the ideological vigor 
once seen in the show trials of Moscow or the Red Guard campaigns of the Chinese countryside, they are simply 
embraced in all the right circles. The SI, the pinnacle of avant-garde exclusivity, was thus the Austerlitz of the 
spectacle. With the invention of Adbusters, and its inverse found in the pseudo-opposition of the academic left, 
came the final blow of conglomeration for the classical avant-garde. Gazov and his blissfully ignorant band of 
intrepid ideologists are merely poorly informed middle men peddling a development of which they’ve no 



knowledge of worthy of comment. Having taken the pro-situationist façade as the proper deal, they’ve only 
added (uncalled for) fuel to the already fluid fire of representation. 

 

Positive association with the rule of the commodity is enough to level most any revolutionary force, as has been 
established by the actions of the neo-Leninist, the nouveau Maoist of a Parisian 1968, and lastly, the pro-
situationist ‘adbuster’. When the Leninist begins making a small business out of paper sales, when the washed 
up Maoist becomes a regular political commentator espousing the ghost of the Sorbonne on national television 
programs, it can only be said that the allure of power has won yet another victory of pre-determination. This is a 
victory easily identifiable on the most basic of levels, even the editorials of Jacobin have caught on to the show, 
but it is rarely appreciated for the totality of its depths. Jacobin cannot comprehend what has been done with the 
mythology of the SI- it can only gawk at the amusingly impotent specter of the pro-situ. The act is a welcomed 
distraction, if nothing else.  

If you want to overcome your enemy you must match your effort against his power of resistance  

The SI, perhaps one of the most self-reflexive band of megalomaniacs hitherto known to the world of avant-
gardism, were at the very least aware of this trend, thus capable of detesting it. While Lenin and Mao relished in 
the thought that they were important to the world, the SI had, nor wanted, no disciples. Their fame was one to be 
hidden in taverns, not one to be paraded about the talk shows of MSNBC or the shanty towns of occupy. The 
situationist project was on without ideas and without its own theory; it was one which maintained only the very 
simple aim of integration with the realization and suppression of the proletarian revolutionary project. 

 

A reality that has only heightened the joy indulged by the spectacular in having claimed its legacy, the fall of the 
SI to such a level of ideological fodder is simply all the more celebrated. 

 

Now the modern social democrat may not simply be anti-Leninist and anti-Maoist, but he may be a patron of the 
newly fashionable ‘anti-situationism’ as well. Designed purely for this mock demolition, this latest reiteration in 
the concept of situationism never stood a chance.[2] 

 

The orientation of situationism as an entity both detached from the theory of the SI and as an enemy of revolt is 
perhaps an irrelevant comment to make in reference to the ideological standing of Glazov, however. The actual 



texts prepared by the supposed forefathers of Adbuster ideology are not of consequence to the aims of Jacobin- 
if anything at all, it could accurately be stated that Jacobin has simply chosen this recuperative degeneration of 
the SI in order to best avoid contending with the internal contradictions besieging its own state of consciousness. 
By avoiding the hard questions of where the university stands in relation to the indoctrination of the spectator 
mentality of submissions/consumption, by sidestepping the transcendence of life by the omnipotent commodity, 
by circumnavigating the painful truth of our common misery, Jacobin engages in the sort of self-confirmation 
which the delusion of its everyday life is dependent upon. Presumptuously considering itself the champion of a 
theory which it has only understood in imagination, its editors can rest assured that yet another serious subject 
has been conquered by the magazine of polemic.

 

But we are not contending with a mere misreading of radical theory. A misreading again implies initial desire to 
have read said theory. The reality of this affair is far less interesting, and far more predictably individualized. 

 

Jacobin needs Adbusters, just as Adbusters needs 
Jacobin, if not purely for its continuance of plausible 
deniability in a world which demands the denial of 
necessity. Jacobin is a publication for committed, 
devoted, and passionate socialists, intent on building a 
better society, all of which make up an identity of 
qualities much sought after in a world otherwise devoid 
of personality. The contributor to such a fine 
publication can be recognized in the social mediations 
of the spectacle as above others, as a considerably 
placed cog in the machinations of its cultural hierarchy. 
This identity is an artificial entity, though it is only as 
artificial as the commodity society upon which it is 
built. A critique may be found in this state of existence, 
but it will not be found in the ranks which we are 
currently contending with. “This type of new left 
manipulator, lover of "political strategy", self-
management and periods of transition, dreams of 
nothing less than "giving all men the means to invent 
their future.” (Voyer, ibid). 

 

The same could be said of the manufactured ‘identity’ 
of the pro-situ punk sold by Adbusters, though in 
something of a hierarchy of anti-hierarchical credential, 
but the end result remains a comparable progression in 
the reproduction of separation. Identities of the political 
are made, remade, destroyed, defined, redefined, all 
while everyone considers themselves to, have ‘lived’ in 
the process. 

 ---

Pre-teen wanderings in search of the political self aside, Gazov does nominally attempt to content with the 
lukewarm contents of Adbusters’ political program with his own, something which may or may not be deserving 
of the following comments. In the sake of a journalistic parity long since muted…

It should go without comment to any semi-competent reader of Debord and the SI that neither intended to 



critique the mere image presented by the reign of the spectacle, or, the advertising of mass media, but rather the 
class powers behind these phenomena. It is true that these comments may be poorly digested by said students, 
but a basic command of reading comprehension will allow anyone to read in “The Society of the Spectacle” that 
“the spectacle, taken in the limited sense of “mass media” which is its most glaring superficial manifestation, 
seems to invade society as a mere piece of equipment, equipment in no way neutral but suited to its total self-
movement”. 

Adbusters misses this critique, but Jacobin follows in its ‘critique’ by way of the transitive property, presuming 
the representation of the SI’s critique of the spectacle to amount to original critique in and of itself. In a society 
which knows only the deception of secondary sources, this is not an uncommon trend Advertising simply exists 
as an irrelevant entity of power to Jacobin, with Glazov simply writing off a critique of the mediation of class 
power, or, advertising, as an ‘exaggerated’ in regard to both its role in the perpetuation and negation of class 
power today. After all, there are wage increases to fight for and commodities to win for the Jacobian mind- 
victories which will not be had should they be questioned by their loyal partisans. Advertising must either be 
irrelevant or entirely overstated in the mind of the practically-minded social reformer, theoretical examinations 
having long since fallen out of popular academic favor. 

 

It has been proven to us by Jacobin, or, our modern revolutionist, that there is little fault to be had in the 
distribution of the commodity itself- Marx was quite off base with his comments on the isolating nuances of 
commodity production- there is only an issue in distribution. Capitalism failed- the allotment of its ‘wealth’ is 
not equal. The legitimacy or need for this image of wealth is not of importance here, for production may still yet 
be streamlined and improved to facilitate a more modern death via boredom. If only we had a party of the united 
left, to think of all the ready-made wonders we may achieve!

But what of the actual position of advertising in the spectacle? 

Jacobin’s ideological absolutism aside, the fact remains that a subversive critique of a totality of the commodity 
0requires a critique of all that appears, advertising included. The physical entity of advertising is not abounding 
in the metaphysical subtleties of modern alienation, perhaps, but it transmutes this force into realization yet. 
Given its role in transmission, advertising could not display a more perfected image of alienation. Every false 
desire and expectation of life within the social realm of the spectacle can be glimpsed, and inverted, through this 
fleeting image of the modern economy. Advertising, even if only serving as the course through which the 
exertion of the commodity now finds its totalizing pull, remains the most tangible means by which the 
destruction of life may yet be examined, critiqued, and eventually, destroyed. Advertising is but a façade of the 
extent to the power of the economy today, but it is all that appears. It is the only language presented to the 
spectator today, thus, the speech of revolt will necessarily be branded with a certain tendency of negation with 



this reality in mind. In the modern riot, it is a well established fact that the first expression of contemporary 
alienation from the proletarian comes in the form of the pure destruction of commodities. The worker does not 
join a party for socialist unity, he does not sell the daily worker on the street, and he does not subscribe to 
Jacobin or Adbusters- he simply burns the nearest image of his enslavement. No amount of slick recuperation 
and high-end graphic design from the front of Adbusters will alter this reality, as will no amount of mourning 
from Jacobin on the death of the good and proper working class reformation. 

---           

“Advertising, to culture jammers, is virtually the same kind of universal scapegoat psychiatry became    
for Scientologists: an insidious, corrupting Demiurge responsible for all evils.” 

 

Opposed to a critique of revolution by image, Jacobin simply opts in for the easy blow against the easily target 
of the left. As the American Air Force chose to bomb Hanoi over Moscow in the cold war, so too has the logic of 
Jacobin led its glimmering fleet of B52s to one of the most suitably inept attempts at pro-situationist activity 
known to the left. Comparative judgment has a tendency to reduce the appearance of idiocy, as it goes. 

 

Incapable of mounting a serious critique against one aligned against all that which appears, Jacobin simply opts 
in for the accumulation of fast prestige. Adbusters is a well known target, and one idiotic enough to be critiqued 
plausibly from nearly any angle, thus making it prime hunting ground for any aspiring man of letters[3]. As is 
generally the case with any properly prepared piece of spectacular rhetoric, however, the target of your disdain 
should never serve as your target, which is to say, the Situationists cannot be held accountable for their victories 
and sins. Their critiques, oppositions, desires, resistances, paving stones, and beaches must serve purely as the 
backdrop for the occasional piece of misinformation, and little more. Instead of this target, one infinitely more 
nuanced, a proxy was called for, one more palatable to the grad school left. State in brief, that fine proxy was 
discovered in adbusters. 

 ---

It would simply be too easy for Jacobin to be recognized outright as a business of academic esotericism, as 
another lesson in semi-lucrative niche building, as much would ruin the widely held conceptions upon which its 
project is based. No, when reading any ideology of the left, the standard operating procedure must be one of 
ossification. Jacobin stands for left unity, for a serious coalition of progressives, for democratic socialism- never 
for capitalism as explicitly recognized in the widely accepted vernacular of the political known to the spectacle. 
The left of capital is still the left, and the left is an important alternative, as we all have been told to know. We 
see in the busting of adbusters yet another amateur hour conception of opposition and well-heeled polemic, in 
which our esteemed crusader of all that which is good, Glazov, affixes pure psychosis to the notion of opposition 
in and around the field of ‘advertising’. While adbusters remain a pathetic image of the SI, devoid of a critique 
of what lay beyond the image of mediation, the point stands that the two are one in the same when taken in this 
all too common view of the empirical academia prevalent in the language of ‘revolt. 

            

Glazov was quite mistaken in accosting adbusters for never having been on the side of the left, they always were, 
if not for reasons beyond his own comprehension. If there was one statement to be found to bear the primacy of 
ideological sin within this piece, it would indeed be that which proclaimed a separation to be found between the 
left proper and the presumed cultural deviancy of adbusters. 

 

Both Jacobin and Adbusters are parodies of ideologies long since exhausted in their amusement, putting on yet 
one in a long string of poorly cast high-school productions of West Side Story. Though their show has witnessed 
the disinterested viewership of 20 or so parents in the audience, it’s quite a bore to the rest of us.



            “It can often seem like culture jammers have the same concerns as anarchists and socialists: saving the 
environment, fighting capitalist exploitation, building a popular movement. But if they hate some of the 
things leftists also hate, it’s for the wrong reasons – and worse, their solutions are quack ones… 
Adbusters was never on our side.” 

 

While differences in appearance no doubt exist between the misappropriated vulgarities of poorly rehashed 
‘situationist’ tactics and the slick, modernist, appeal of the slightly alternative leftist journal (separate target 
markets, demographics, etc), the production of alienation remains the same. Be it the preparation of a post-
provos ‘happening’[4] of dubious value, or the penning of another manifesto on the unified left from the secure 
heights of academia, an acceptance of the rule of the spectacular remains at the core of this ‘radical’ activity. An 
amusing point of reference to this point is the comment which Glazov makes towards the electoral sights found 
in the Adbusters of late, one which notes the dubious allies of Adbusters on the widely accepted fringe of the 
international right wing. Demolishing Adbusters for their overt and explicit solidarity with the physical wing of 
political capital, Glazov could not possibly be more oblivious of the definitions of power which he supports in 
doing so. These men are not progressives, like us, just look at their voting record! So goes the extent of Jacobian 
critical theory, comments on the validity of political democracy in the age of spectacle aside. 

 

Alluring as the feud may be to some in the business, the lot of it is quite worthless to the non-buyer.  

[1] Readers of the article in critique will recall that Glazov did a fine enough job of recalling the banal marketing tactics of 
Adbusters in selling various ‘revolutionary’ themed goods (shoes, flags, etc). Though hardly better than the commodity of 
ready-made revolt hawked by the well-respected social democrat, the point remains that Adbusters is visibly well enough 
detached from any serious critique of the spectacle. 

[2] The point raised by this denunciation is not that of a refutation of anti-situationism as a negation of the construction of 
representation, but rather one aimed at the supersession of ‘anti-situationism’ as fraud in appearance. An anti-situationism 
against the spectacle of  an ‘anti-situationism’ incapable of separating the SI from its unwanted fans is what is called for. 

[3] This same comment could be levied against this critique- Jacobin is of itself a laughing stock of most with semi-serious 
pretentions in the ‘milieu’ of the ultra-left. At the very least, this critique can be viewed as solid in its composition, relying 
on no socially-dreamed oppositions for its specificity. 

[4] Artistic gatherings of Dutch pro-situ hippies later brought into the fold of Amsterdam’s urban culture, known for running 
mock political campaigns on the city level and various other petty scandals.

Bosses! Five Respectable Points on Why to Hire a Communist!

1. Communists love work- it is not without due cause that they have such affinity for jobs in their 
programs and platforms. One of the Communist's major concern with capitalist society is that it doesn’t 
let more people work for wages, which says a lot of good things for their work ethic.

 

2. Communists are in it for business. Yes, they all talk about the 'stateless' society to come, but most 
have a rather serious fetish for organization and hierarchy. One of their favorite Russians loved 
organizational centralism, complete with lots of orders and commands, and they have followed in his 
footsteps. And from this love of power follows a respect for its authority. Like any good employee, they 
enjoy going through organizations in an upward manner.

 

3. You may be worried that your Communist employee will attempt to cause disorder and havoc in your 
workplace, encouraging sabotage, stealing, and laziness- but this is not true. On the contrary, 
Communists respect the sanctity of work more than most of your regulars. Not wanting to ruin their 



proletarian street credibility, or the ‘serious’ attitude of their party, they will no doubt seek to be the 
best of your workers. Production is still quite important to the communist- after all, commodities have 
to come from somewhere. 

 

4. Your communist will help keep order on the work floor. Most every Communist aspires to the role of 
a paid organizer, this is all they are capable of imagining as a career plan. It doesn’t matter if they need 
to work for the AFL-CIO to do it, they just want a permanent place in the revolution. To do this, they 
will almost certainly take their job at your establishment with all the importance it deserves, for this 
will furnish their resume will all the right 'work-floor' credentials demanded of their career. 

 

5. Communists enjoy revolution. They enjoy it so 
much, in fact, that they simply want to savor the 
anticipation before it. This leaves you in a superb 
position, because your Communist will spend more 
time dreaming about October than he will trying to 
burn your merchandise. 

 

6. Communists are superb negotiators. Ridiculous as 
we all know the possibility is, should your Communist 
endeavor on an actual strike with someone other than 
themselves, they will be incredibly easy to win over in 
any negotiations. Remember, Communists love their 
work in the revolution, which means they generally 
won’t stand up against your low ball offers. The 
Communist is a specimen incapable of bearing 
embarrassment in front of his proletarian friends, and 
nothing is more insulting to a party man than a strike 
that fails to bring home the bacon (in their terminology, 
a strike that brings about a minor raise in wages, 
perhaps).

7. Communists are your friends, even if they don’t 
want to say it in front of their friends.



Napoleon had had an accident at Waterloo, but that has not dampened our desire to be another and later  
Napoleon.

lettersofpublicterror@gmail.com

operati

onist.wordpress.com 

(Regardless of price, no better revolution in the world. That's all.)
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