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'INTRODUCTION

| have no intention of revealing what there is of my
life in this book to readers who are not really prepared to
relive it. | await the day when it will lose and find itself in a
general movement of ideas, just as | like to think that the
present conditions will be erased from the memories of men.

The world must be remade; all the specialists in recondit-
ioning will not be able to stop it. Since | do not want to
understand them, | prefer that they should not understand
me.

As for the others, | ask for their goodwill with a humil-
ity they will not fail to perceive. | should have liked a book
like this to be accessible to those minds least addled by
intellectual jargon; | hope | have not failed absolutely.
One day a few formulae will emerge from this chaos and
fire point-blank on our enemies. Till then these sentences,
read and re-read, will have to do their slow work. The path
towards simplicity is the most complex of all, and here in
particular it seemed best not to tear away from the com-
monplace the tangle of roots which enable us to trans-
plant it into another region, where we can cultivate it to
our own profit.

| have never pretended to reveal anything new or to
launch novelties onto the culture market. A minute cori-
ection of the essential is more important than a hundred
new accessories. All that is new is the direction of the curr-
ent which carries commonplaces along.

For as long as there have been men—and men who read
Lautreamont—everything has been said and few people have
gained anything from it. Because our ideas are in them-
selves commonplace, they can only be of value to people
who are not. |

The modern world must learn what it already knows,
become what it is, by means of a great work of exorcism,
by conscious practice. One can escape from the common-
place only by manhandling it, mastering it, steeping it in
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dreams, giving it over to the sovereign pleasure of subject-
ivity. Above all | have .emphasized subjective will, but

‘nobody should criticise this until they have examined the
extent to which the objective conditions of the contemp-

orary world are furthering the cause of subjectivity day by
day. Everything starts from subjectivity, and nothing stops
there. Today less than ever.

From now on the struggle between subjectivity and what
degrades it will extend the scope of the old class struggle.
It revitalises it and makes it more bitter. The desire to live
Is a political decision. We do not want a world in which the
guarantee that we will not die of starvation is bought by
accepting the risk of dying of boredom.

The man of survival is man ground up by the machinery
of hierarchical power, caught in a mass of interferences, a
tangle of oppressive techniques whose rationalization only
awaits the patient programming of programmed minds.

The man of survival is also self-united man, the man of
total refusal. Not a_single instant goes by without each of
us living contradictorily, and on every level of reality, the
conflict between oppression and freedom, and without this
conflict being strangely deformed, and grasped at the same
time Iin two antagonistic perspectives: the perspective of
power and the perspective of transcendence. The two parts
of this book, devoted to the analysis of these two per-
spectives, should thus be approached, not in succession, as
their arrangement demands, but simultaneously, since the
description of the negative founds the positive project and
the positive pro;ect confirms negativity. The best arrange-
ment of a book is not to have one, so that the reader can
discover his own.

Where the writing fails it reflects the failures of the reader
as a reader, and even more as a man. If the element of bore-
dom it cost me to write it comes through when you read
it, this will only be one more argument demonstrating our
failure to live. For the rest, the gravity of the times must
excuse the gravity of my tone. Levity always falls short of
the written words or overshoots them. The irony in this case
will consist in never forgetting that.

6



This book is part of a current of agitation which the worle
has not heard the last of. It sets forth a simple contribution,
among others, to the recreation of the international revo-
lutionary movement. Its importance had better not escape

anybody, for nobody, in time, will be able to escape its
conclusions.




1 THE INSIGNIFICANT AS SIGNIFIED

Because of its increasing triviality, everyday life has gradually
become our central preoccupation (1). No illusion, sacred or
deconsecrated (2), collective or individual, can hide the pov-
erty of our daily actions any longer (3). The enrichment of
life calls inexorably for the analysis of the new forms taken
by poverty, and the perfection of the old weapons of refusal

(4).

The history of our times calls to mind those Walt
Disney characters who rush madly over the edge of a cliff
without seeing it, so that the power of their imagination
keeps them suspended in mid-air; but as soon as they look

down and see where they are, they fall. |

Contemporary thought, like Bosustov’s heroes, can no longer
_rest on its own delusions. What used to hold it up, today
brings it down. It rushes full tilt in front of the reality that
will crush it: the reality that is lived every day. -

*

Is this dawning lucidity essentially new? \ don’t think.
 so. Everyday life always produces the demand for a brighter
light, if only because of the need which everyone feels to
walk in step with the march of history. But there are more
truths in twenty-four hours of a man’s life:than in all the
philosophies. Even a philosopher cannot ignore it, for all his
self-contempt; and he learns this contempt from his con-
solation, philosophy. After somersaulting onto his own shoul-
ders to shout his message to the world from a greater height,

......



the philosopher finishes by seeing the world inside out; and
everything in it goes askew, upside down, to persuade him
that he is standing upright. But he cannot escape from his
delirium; to refuse to admit it simply makes it more un-
comfortable.

The moralists of the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries ruled
over a stockroom of commonplaces, but took such pains to
conceal this that they built @round it a veritable palace of
stucco and speculation. A palace of ideas shelters but im-
prisons lived experience. From its gates emerges a sincere
conviction suffused with the Sublime Tone and the fiction of
the ‘universal man’, but it breathes with perpetual anguish.
The analyst tries to escape the gradual sclerosis of existence
by reaching some essential profundity; and the more he
alienates himself by expressing himself according to the dom-
iInant imagery of his time (the feudal image in which God,
monarchy and the world are indivisibly united), the more
his lucidity photographs the hidden face of life, the more it
‘invents’ the everyday.

Enlightenment philosophy accelerated the descent towards
the concrete insofar as the concrete was in some ways brought
to power with the revolutionary bourgeoisie. From the ruin
of Heaven, man fell into the ruins of his own world. What
happened? Something like this: ten thousand people are con-
vinced that they have seen a fakir’s rope rise into the air,
while as many cameras prove that it hasn't moved an inch.
Scientific objectivity exposes mystification. Very good, but
what does it show us? A coiled rope, of absolutely no
interest. | have little inclination to choose between the doubt-
ful pleasure of being mystified and the tedium of contem-
plating a reality which does not concern me. A reality which
| have no grasp on, isn't this the old lie reconditioned, the
ultimate stage of mystification?

From now on the analysts are in the streets. Lucidity isn’t
their only weapon. Their thought is no longer in danger of
being imprisoned, either by the false reality of gods, or by
the false reality of technocrats!



2

Religious beliefs concealed man from himself; their
Bastille walled him up in a pyramidal world with God at the
summit and the king just below. Alas, on the fourteenth of
July there wasn’t enough freedom to be found among the
ruins of unitary power to prevent the ruins themselves from
becoming another prison. Behind the rent veil of superstition
appeared, not naked truth, as Meslier had dreamed, but the
birdlime of ideologies. The prisoners of fragmentary power
have no refuge from tyranny but the shadow of freedom.

Today there is not an action or a thought that is not trapped
in the net of recéeived ideas. The slow fall-out of particles of
the exploded myth spreads sacred dust everywhere, choking
the spirit and the will to live. Constraints have become less
occult, more blatant; less powerful, more numerous. Docility

The dialogue begins.
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no longer emanates from priestly magic, it results from a
mass of minor hypnoses: news, culture, town planning, pub-
licity, mechanisms of conditioning and suggestion in the ser-
vice of any order, established or to come. We are like Gulliver
lying stranded on the Lilliputian shore with every part of his
body tied down; determined to free himself, he looks keenly
around him: the smallest detail of the landscape, the smallest
contour of the ground, the slightest movement, everything
becomes a sign on which his escape may depend. The most
certain chances of liberation are born in what is most familiar.
Was it ever otherwise? Art, ethics, philosophy bear witness:
under the crust of words and concepts, the living reality of
non-adaptation to the world is always crouched, ready to
spring. Since neither gods nor words can manage to cover it
up decently any longer, this commonplace creature roams
naked in railway stations and vacant lots; it confronts you
at each evasion of yourself, it touches your elbow, catches
your eye; and the dialogue begins. You must lose yourself
with it or save it with you.

3

Too many corpses strew the paths of individualism
and collectivism. Under two apparently contrary rationalities
has raged an identical gangsterism, an identical oppression
of the isolated man. The hand which smothered Lautreamont
returned to strangle Serge Yesenin; one died in the lodging-
house of his landlord Jules-Francois Dupuis, the other hung
himself in a nationalised hotel. Everywhere the law is verified:
‘There is no weapon of your individual will which, once
appropriated by others, does not turn against you.’ |f anyone
says or writes that practical reason must henceforth be based
on the rights of the individual and the individual alone, he
invalidates his own proposition if he doesn’t incite his au-
dience to make this statement true for themselves. Such a
proof can only be lived, grasped from the inside. That is why
everything in the notes that follow should be tested and
corrected by the immediate experience of everyone. Nothing
is so valuable that it need not be started afresh, nothing is

17




sO rich that it need not be enriched constantly.

*

Just as we distinguish in private life between what a
man thinks and says about himself and what he really is and
does, everyone has learned to distinguish the rhetoric and
the messianic pretensions of political parties from their org- .
anization and real interests: what they think they are, from
what they are. A man'’s illusions about himself and others are
not basically different from the illusions which groups, classes  _
and parties have about themselves. Indeed, they come from
the same source: the dominant ideas, which are the ideas
of the dominant class, even if the take an antagonistic form.

The world of isms, whether it envelops the whole of humanity
or a single person, is never anything but a world drained of
reality, a terribly real seduction by falsehood. The three
crushing defeats suffered by the Commune, the Spartakist
movement and the Kronstadt sailors showed once and for
all what bloodbaths are the outcome of three ideologies of
freedom: liberalism, socialism, and Bolshevism. However, be-
fore this could be universally understood and admitted, bast-
ard or hybrid forms of these ideologies had to vulgarize their
initial atrocity with more telling proofs: concentration camps,
Lacoste’s Algeria, Budapest. The great collective illusions,
anaemic after shedding the blood of so many men, have
given way to the thousands of pre-packed ideologies sold
by consumer society like so many portable brain-scrambling
machines. Will it need as much blood again to show that a
hundred thousand pinpricks kill as surely as a couple of blows *
with a club?

*

What am | supposed to do in a group of militants
who expect me to leave in the cloakroom, | won't say a few
ideas—for my ideas would have led me to join the group—
but the dreams and desires which never leave me, the wish
to live authentically and without restraint? What's the use
of exchanging one isolation, one monotony, one lie for an-
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other? When. the illusion of real change has been exposed,
a mere change of illusion becomes intolerable. But present
conditions are precisely these: the economy cannot stop
making us consume more and more, and to consume without
respite is to change illusions at an accelerating pace which

gradually dissolves the illusion of change. We find ourselves
alone, unchanged, frozen in the empty space behind the

waterfall of gadgets, family cars and paperbacks.

People without imagination are beginning to tire of the im-
portance attached to comfort, to culture, to leisure, to all
that destroys imagination. This means that people are not
really tired of comfort, culture and leisure but of the use to
which they are put, which is precisely what stops us en-
joying them.

The affluent society is a society of voyeurs. To each his own
kaleidoscope: a tiny movement of the fingers and the picture
changes. You can’t lose: two fridges, a mini-car, TV, pro-
motion, time to kill...then the monotony of the images we
consume gets the upper hand, reflecting the monotony of the
action which produces them, the slow rotation of the kal-
eidoscope between finger and thumb. There was no mini-
car, only an ideology almost unconnected with the automo-
bile machine. Flushed with Pimm’s No. 1, we savour a strange
cocktail of alcohol and class struggle. Nothing surprising any
more, there's the rub! The monotony of the ideological spec-
tacle makes us aware of the passivity of life: survival. Beyond
the prefabricated scandals—Scandale perfume, Profumo scan-
dal—a real scandal appears, the scandal of actions drained of
their substance to the profit of an illusion which the failure
of its enchantment renders more odious every day. Actions
weak and pale from nourishing dazzling imaginary compens-
ations, actions pauperised by enriching lofty speculations into
which they entered like menials through the ignominious
category of ‘trivial’ or ‘commonplace’, actions which today
are free but exhausted, ready to lose their way once more,
or expire under the weight of their own weakness. There
they are, in every one of you, familiar, sad, newly returned
to the immediate, living reality which was their birthplace.
And here you are, bewildered and lost in a new prosaism,
a perspective in which near and far coincide.

13




4

The concept of class struggle constituted the_first'
concrete, tactical marshalling of the shocks and injuries which

men live individually; it was born in the whirlpool of suffer-
ing which the reduction of human relationships to mechan-
isms of exploitation created everywhere in industrial societies.
[t issued from a will to transform the world and change life.

Such a weapon needed constant adjustment. Yet we see the
First International turning its back on artists by making
workers’ demands the sole basis of a project which Marx had
shown to concern all those who sought,’in the refusal to be’
slaves, a full life and a total humanity. Lacenaire, Borel, La-
ssailly, Buchner, Baudelaire, Holderlin—wasn’t this also mis-

ery and its radical refusal? Perhaps this mistake was excysable
then: | neither know nor care. What is certain is that it is
sheer madness a century later, when the economy of con-
sumption is absorbing the economy of production, and the
exploitation of labour power is submerged by the exploitation
of everyday creativity. The: same energy is torn from the
worker in his hours of work and in his hours of leisure to
drive the turbines of power, which the custodians of the
old theory lubricate sanctimoniously with their purely formal
opposition. :

People who talk about revolution and class struggle without
referring explicitly to everyday life, without understanding
what is subversive about love and what is positive in the
refusal of constraints, such people have a corpse in their
mouth.

14
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PARTICIPATION MADE IMPOSSIBLE:
POWER AS THE SUM OF CONSTRAINTS

The mechanisms of wear and tear and destruction:
humiliation (2), isolation (3), suffering (4), work (5),
decompression (6).
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2 HUMILIATION

The economy of everyday life is based on a continuous ex-

change of humiliations and aggressive attitudes. It conceals
a technique of wear and tear (usure), which is itself prey to -
the gift of destruction which it invites contradictorily (1).
Today, the more man is a social being the more he iIs an
object (2). Decolonisation has not yet begun (3). It will have
to give a new value to the old principle of sovereignty (4).

1

One day, when Rousseau was travelling through a
crowded village, he was insulted by a yokel whose spirit de-
lighted the crowd. Rousseau, confused and discountenanced,
couldn’t think of a word in reply and was forced to take to
his heels amidst the jeers of the crowd. By the time he had
finally regained his composure and thought of a thousand
possible retorts, any one of which would have silenced the
joker once and for all, he was at two hours’ distance from
the village.

“Aren’t most of the trivial incidents of everyday l|fe like this
‘ridiculous adventure? But in an attenuated and diluted form,
reduced to the duration of a step, a glance, a'thought, ex-
perienced as a muffled impact, a fleeting discomfort barely
registered by consciousness and leaving in the mind only a
dull irritation at a loss to discover its own origin? The endless
minuet of humiliation and its response gives human relation-

18



ships an obscene hobbling rhythm. In the ebb and flow of the
crowds sucked in and crushed together by the coming and
going of suburban trains,and coughed out into streets, offices
and factories, there is nothing but timid retreats, brutal att-
acks, smirking faces and scratches delivered for no apparent
reason. Soured by unwanted encounters, wine turns to vin-
egar in the mouth. Innocent and good-natured crowds? What
a laugh! Look how they bristle up, threatened on every side,
clumsy and embarrassed in the enemy’s territory, far, very far
from themselves. Lacking knives, they learn to use their
elbows and their eyes.

There is no intermission, no truce between attackers and
attacked. A flux of barely perceptible signs assails the walker,
who is not alone. Remarks, gestures, glances tangle and coll-
Ide, miss their aim, ricochet like bullets fired at random,
which kill even more surely by the continuous nervous
tension they produce. All we can do is to enclose ourselves in
embarrassing parentheses; like these fingers (I am writing this
on a cafe terrace) which slide the tip across the table and the
fingers of the waiter which pick it up, while the faces of the
two men involved, as if anxious to conceal the infamy which
they have consented to, assume an expression of utter indiff-
erence.

From the point of view of constraint, everyday life is gov-
erned by an economic system in which the production and
consumption of insults tends to balance out. The old dream
of the theorists of perfect competition thus finds its real
perfection in the customs of a democracy given new life by
the lack of imagination of the left. Isn’t it strange, at first
sight, to see the fury with which ‘progressives’ attack the
ruined edifice of free enterprise, as if the capitalists, its off--
icial demolition gang, had not themselves already planned its
nationalised reconstruction? But it is not so strange, in fact:
for the deliberate purpose of keeping all attention fastened
on critiques which have already been overtaken by events
(after all, anybody can see that capitalism is gradually finding,
its fulfillment in a planned economy of which the Soviet
model is nothing but a primitive form) is to conceal the fact
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that the only reconstruction of human relationships envisaged
is one based on precisely this economic model, which, because
it is obsolete, is available at a knock-down price. Who can -
fail to notice the alarming persistence with which ‘socialist’
countries continue to organize life along bourgeois lines?
Everywhere it's hats off to family, marriage, sacrifice, work,
inauthenticity, while simplified and rationalised homeostatic
mechanisms reduce human relationships to ‘fair’ exchanges of
deference and humiliation. And soon, in the ideal democracy
of the cyberneticians, everyone will earn without apparent
effort a share of unworthiness which he will have the leisure
to distribute according to the finest rules of justice. Dist-
ributive justice will reach its apogee. Happy tne old men who

live to see the day!

For me—and for some others, | dare to think—there can be
no equilibrium in malaise. Planning is only the antithesis of
the free market. Only exchange has been planned, and with
it the mutual sacrifice which it entails. But if the word
‘innovation’ is to keep its proper meaning, it must mean
transcending, not tarting up. In fact, a new reality can only
be based on the principle of the gift. Despite their mistakes
and their poverty, | see in the historical experience of.
workers’ councils (1917, 1921, 1934, 1956), and in the path-
etic search for friendship and love, a single and inspiring
reason not to despair over present ‘reality’. Everything con-
spires to keep secret the positive character of such exper-
iences; doubt is cunningly maintained as to their real im-
portance, even their existence. By a strange oversight, no
historian has ever taken the trouble to study how people
actually lived during the most extreme revolutionary mo-
ments. At such times, the wish to make an end of free ex-
change in the market of human behaviour shows itself spon-
taneously but in the form of negation. Whén malaise is
brought into question it shatters under the onslaught of a
greater and denser malaise.

In a negative sense, Ravachol’s bombs or, closer to our own
time, the epic of Caraguemada dispel the confusion which
reigns around the total rejection—manifested to a varying

20



extent, but manifested everywhere—of relationships based on
exchange and compromise. | have no doubt, since | have
experienced it so- many times, that anyone who passes an
hour in the cage of constraining relationships feels a pro-
found sympathy for Pierre-Francois Lacenaire and his passion
for crime. The point here is not to make an apology for

terronsm but to recognize it as an action—the most pitiful

“action and at the same time the most noble—which is capable

- of fucking up and thus exposing the self- -regulating mech-
anisms of the hierarchical social community. Inscribed in the’

logic of an unlivable society, murder thus conceived can only

appear as the concave form of the gift. It is that absence of

an intensely desired presence that Mallarme described; the’

same Mallarme who, at the trial of the Thirty, called the

anarchists ‘angels of purity’
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My sympathy for the solitary killer ends where tactics begin;
but perhaps tactics needs scouts driven by individual despair.
However that may be, the new revolutionary tactics—which.
will be based indissolubly on the historical tradition and on
the practice, so widespread and so disregarded, of individual
realisation—will have no place for people who only want to
mimic the gestures of Ravachol or Bonnot. But on the other
hand these tactics will be condemned to theetetical hiber- .
nation if they cannot, by other means, atwract collectively
the individuals whom isolation and hatred for the collective
lie have already won over to the rational decision to kill or

to kill themselves. No murderers—and no humanists either!
The first accepts death, the second imposes it. Let ten men

‘meet who are resolved on the lightning of violence rather
than the long agony of survival; from this moment, despair
ends and tactics begin. Despair is the infantile disorder of
the revolutionaries of everyday life.

| still feel today my adolescent admiration for outlaws, not
because of an obsolete romanticism but because they expose
the alibis by which social power avoids being put right on the
spot. Hierarchical social organization is like a gigantic racket
whose secret, precisely exposed by anarchist terrorism, is to
place itself out of reach of the violence it gives rise to, by
consuming everybody’s energy in a multitude of irrelevant
struggies. (A ‘humanised’ power cannot allow itself recourse
to the old methods of war and genocide.) The witnesses for
the prosecution can hardly be suspected of anarchist ten-
dencies. The biologist Hans Selye states that ‘as specific
causes of disease (microbes, undernourishment) disappear, a
growing proportion of people die of what are called stress
diseases, or diseases of degeneration caused by stress, that.
is, by the wear and tear resulting from conflicts, shocks,
nervous tension, irritations, debilitating rhythms..." From

now on, no-one can escape the necessity of conducting his
own investigation into the racket which pursues him even
into his thoughts, hunts him down even in his dreams. The
smallest details take on a major importance. lrritation,
fatigue, rudeness, humiliation...cui bono? Who profits by

them? And who profits by the stereotyped answers that
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Big Brother Common Sense distributes under the label of
wisdom, like so many alibis? Shall | be content with explan-
ations that kill me when | have everything to win in a game
where al/l the cards are stacked against me?

TENSION HEADACHE MIGRAINE HEADACHE CLUSTER HEADACHE

Newsweek

Most common complaint; Usually on one side; Occurs as series of at-
muscle tightening pro- migraines begin with tacks; similar to the mi-
duces throbbing pain changes in blood vessels graine but more painful
2
. The handshake ties and unties the knot of encounters.

A gesture at once curious and trivial which the French quite
accurately say is exchanged: isn’t it in fact the most simp-
. 'lified form of the social contract? What guarantees are they
‘trying to seal, these hands clasped to the right, to the left,
everywhere, with a liberality that seems to make up for a
total lack of conviction? That agreement reigns, that social
‘harmony exists, that life in society is perfect? But what still
worries us is this need to convince ourselves, to believe ‘'t by
force of habit. to reaffirm it with the strength of our grip.
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Eyes know nothing of these pleasantries; they do not recog-
nize exchange. When our eyes meet someone else’s they be-
come uneasy, as if they could make out their own empty,
soulless reflection in the other person’s pupils. Hardly have
they met when they slip aside and try to dodge one another;
their lines of flight cross in an invisible point, making an
angle whose acuteness expresses the divergence, the deeply
felt lack of harmony. Sometimes unison is achieved and eyes
connect; the beautiful parallel stare of royal couples In
Egyptian sculpture, the misty, melting gaze, brimming with
eroticism, of lovers: eyes which devour one another from
afar. But most of the time the eyes repudiate the superficial
agreement sealed by the handshake. Consider the popularity
of the energetic reiteration of social agreement (the phrase
‘let’s shake on it’ indicates its commercial overtones): isn't
it a trick played on the senses, a way of dulling the sens-
itivity of the eyes so that they don’t revolt against the
emptiness of the spectacle? The good sense of consumer
society has brought the old expression ‘see things my way’
to its logical conclusion: whichever way you look, you see
nothing but things.

Become as senseless and easily handled as a brick! That is
what social organization is kindly inviting everyone to do.
The bourgeoisie has managed to share out irritations more
fairly, allowing a greater number of people to suffer them
according to rational norms (economic, social, political, legal
necessities...) The splinters of constraint produced in this way
have in turn fragmented the cunning and the energy devoted
collectively to evading or smashing them. The revolutionaries
of 1793 were great because they dared to usurp the unitary
hold of God over the government of men; the proletarian
revolutionaries drew from what they were defending a great-
ness that they could never have seized from their bourgeois
enemy—their strength derived from themselves alone.

A whole ethic based on exchange value, the pleasures of
business, the dignity of labour, restrained desires, survival,
and on their opposites, pure value, the gratuitous, parasitism,
instinctive brutality and death: this is the filthy tub that
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human faculties have been bubbling in for nearly two cen-
turies. From these ingredients—refined a little, of course—:
the cyberneticians are dreaming of cooking up the man of the
future. Are we quite sure that we haven’t yet arrived at the
security of perfectly adapted beings, moving about as un-’
certainly and unconsciously as insects? For some time now
there have been experiments with subliminal advertising: the
insertion into films of single frames lasting 1/24 of a second, -
which are seen by the eye but not registered by conscious-

ness. The first slogans give more than a glimpse of what is to
come: ‘Don’t drive too fast’ and ‘Go to church’. But what-

does a minor improvement like this represent in comparison,
with the whole immense conditioning machine, each of whose

cogs—town planning, publicity, ideology, culture—is capable

of dozens of comparable improvements? Once again, know-

ledge of the conditions which are going to continue to be

imposed on people if they don’t look out is less relevant than

the sensation of living in such degradation now. Huxley’s

Brave New World, Orwell’s 1984 and Touraine’s Cinquieme
Coup de Trompette push back into the future a shudder of

horror which one look at the present would produce; and it

_Is the present that develops consciousness and the will to

refuse. Compared with my present imprisonment the future

holds no interest for me.

The' feeling of humiliation is nothing but the feeling of
being an object. Once it has been understood as such,
it becomes the basis for a combative lucidity for which the
critique of the organisation of life cannot be separated
from the immediate inception of the project of living
differently. Construction can begin only on the found-
ation of individual despair and its transcendence; the
efforts made to disguise this despair and pass it off under
another wrapper are enough to prove it.
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What is the illusion which stops us seeing the disintegration
of values, the ruin of the world, inauthenticity, non-totality?

Is it that | think that | am happy? Hardly! Such a belief
doesn’t stand up to analysis any better than it withstands
the blasts of anguish. On the contrary, it is a belief in the
happiness of others, an inexhaustible source of envy and jeal-

ousy which gives us a vicarious feeling of existence. | envy,
therefore | am. To define oneself by reference to others is to
define oneself as other. And the other is always object. So
that life is measured in degrees of humiliation. The more you
choose your own humiliation, the more you ‘live’: the more
you live the orderly life of things. Here is the cunnmg of

reification, by which it passes undetected, like arsenic in the
jam.

The gentleness of these methods of oppression throws a cer-
tain light on the perversion which prevents me from shout-
ing out ‘the emperor has no clothes’ each time the sovereignty
of my everyday life reveals its poverty. Obviously police
brutality is still going strong, to say the least. Everywhere
It raises its head the kindly souls of the left quite rightly
condemn it. But what do they do about it? Do they urge
people to arm themselves? Do they call for legitimate re-
risals? Do they encourage pig-hunts like the one which

decorated the trees of Budapest with the finest fruits of the
AVO? No: they organize peaceful demonstrations at which

their trade-union police force treats anyone who questions
their orders as an agent provocateur. The new policemen are
ready to take over. The social psychologists will govern with-
out truncheons: no more tough cops, only con cops. Opp-
ressive violence is about to be transformed into a host of

reasonably distributed pinpricks. The same people ‘who de-
nounce police violence from the heights of their lofty ideals
are urging us on towards a state based on polite violence.

‘Humanism merely upholsters the machine in Kafka’s ‘““Penal’
Colony”. Less grinding and shouting! Blood upsets you?
Never mind: men will be bloodless. The promised land of sur-
vival will be«the realm of peaceful death, and it is this peace-
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ful death that the humanists are fighting for. No more Guern-
icas, no more Auschwitzes, no more Hiroshimas, no more
Setifs. Hooray! But what about the impossibility of living,
what about this stifling mediocrity and this absence of passion?
What about the jealous fury in which the rankling of never
being ourselves drives us to imagine that other people are
happy? What about this feeling of never really being inside
your own skin? Let nobody say these are minor details or
secondary points. There are no negligible irritations: gangrene
can start in the slightest graze. The crises that shake the
world are not findamentally different from the conflicts in
which my actions and thoughts confront the hostile forces
that entangle and deflect them. (How could it be otherwise
‘when history, in the last analysis, i1s only important to me In
so far as it affects my own life?). Sooner or later the contin-
ual division and re-division of aggravations will split the atom
.of unlivable reality and liberate a nuclear energy which no-
body suspected behind so much passivity and gloomy resig-

nation. That which produces the common good i1s always terr-
ible.

3

From 1945 to 1960, colonialism was a fairy god-
mother to the left. With a new enemy on the scale of
Fascism, the left never had to define itself positively, starting
from itself (there was nothing there); it was able to affirm it-
self by negating something else. In this way it was able to acc-

ept itself as a thing, part of an order of things in which things
are everything and nothing.

Nobody dared to announce the end of colonialism for fear
that it would spring up all over the place like a jack-in-the-box
whose lid doesn’t shut properly. In fact, from the moment
when the collapse of colonial power revealed the colonialism
inherent in all power over men, the problems of race and
colour became about as important as crossword puzzles. What
effect did the clowns of the left have as they trotted about on
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their anti-racialist and anti-anti-semitic hobbyhorses? In the
last analysis, that of smothering the cries of tormented Jews
and negroes which were uttered by all those who were not
Jews or negroes, starting with the Jews and negroes themselves.
Of course, | would not dream of questioning the spirit of gen-
erosity which has inspired recent anti-racialism. But | lose int-
erest in the past as soon as | can no longer affect it. | am speak-
ing here and now, and nobody can persuade me, in the name
of Alabama or South Africa ahd their spectacular exploitation
to forget that the epicentres of such problems lies in me and

in eachsbeing who is humiliated and scorned by every aspect
of our own scciety. |

| shall not renounce my share of violence.
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Human relationships can hardly be discussed in terms of more
or less tolerable conditions, more or less admissible indignities.

Qualification is irrelevant. Do insults like ‘wog’ or ‘nigger’
hurt more than a word of command? When he is summoned,
told off, or ordered around by a policeman, a boss, an author-
ity, who doesn’t feel deep down, in moments of lucidity, that
- he 1s a darkie and a gook?

The old colonials provided us with a perfect identi-kit portrait
of power when they predicted the descent into bestialit