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The convulsion started during autumn 2019.
Like a Volcano that has long been compressed, the social body 
of the new generations began erupting during Autumn 2019.
What will happen next?
What are the possibilities embedded in this uprising? What 
shapes will the LAVA take as it rapidly floods like water, 
inflaming the air, to then slow down and crawl as honey, turning 
finally into solid matter?
Let’s swim into the currents of the LAVA and fall into the 
proliferating eyes of the Volcano, so to foresee the forms of the 
unpredictable.

Destitution and constitution cannot be separated. 
They make part of the same process. 
Fire and Water. 
How to foreknow forms, in Fire and Water? 

Both in the incandescent LAVA and the liquid flow, no form does 
pre-exist to the collective disposition of an emerging swarm.
When one can read shapes in LAVA and water, it’s already too 
late.
The dissolution of the identitarian form must happen 
simultaneously with the creation of new social relations via a 
bottom-up constitutional process where people re-invent the 
rules of the game.

Our eyes have seen things that you can hardly believe: capitalism 
crumbling and money thrown in the dustbin. All those moments 
will be lost in time, like tears in rain? Time to die?
Is pleasure over, is freedom over, is the love of wisdom over, 
forever? Is extinction unavoidable?
Is the war going to expand from Iraq and Syria to the whole of the 
Mediterranean basin?
Is civil war exploding everywhere, as a merciless metastasis?
Is fire going to invade every corner of the planet? 
Is smoke going to invade the lungs of our souls?
Not really. Let’s see what happens close to those places in the 
world where the movement marches again.
During the last few decades, capitalism has taken the upper 
hand, everywhere. Putrid criminals by the names of Tony Blair 
and Emmanuel Macron have flooded the world and minds with 
their poisonous formulas of death, calling this invasion 
“competition,” “growth,” “meritocracy.” 
Now, their filthy venom has entered every pore and crack of the 
planet, and the detox process struggles to start because 
unhinged Nazis are swiftly occupying the suffering minds of the 
silent majority. And the forests, the forests are on fire everywhere 
on the planet, and billions of creatures are unable to find a way 
out: birds, insects, squirrels, wolves, children are being burned by 
the monsters who meet in Madrid at the summit of deafness and 
greed. Towns devastated in Australia, thousands of people flee 
to the beaches seeking rescue. 
Is it life? Who can dare to call life this no future no past and no 
present that we are obliged to endure in order to buy shit on 
Black Fridays, at the fair of death and narcissism?

You can no more go to college because college is too costly, only 
those who belong to the caste of the winners, only the progeny of 
wolves can afford education. The others, those who are dogs, like 
you and me, can only enjoy apprenticeships, the affordable paths 
to white-collar careers. You won’t study Plato and Lu Hsun, you’ll 
never know the beauty of Raffaello and Petrarca, you’ll only learn 
how to churn out abstract wealth for the rich.
 The beauty of this model is that you are not a human anymore, 
you’re a farmed chicken, you’ll grow up with canned shit, and 
you’ll be paid as much as it is needed to feed your children with 
canned shit, and so forth, forever. Forever? If you do not like it, or 
in the unlucky case “you’re waking up every day on the wrong side 
of capitalism”, and by tragedy you are a migrant coming from a 
place where life has become impossible because of war or 
pollution – you will be pushed into those concentration camps 
that resemble Auschwitz. Because you’re guilty of seeking a 
better life, of willing to be alive, and of running away from the 
consequences of a system which sees your life as an externality 
nobody wants to pay the price for. 
Planet Earth is becoming a refugee camp, and your destiny is to 
roast in the sun and eat shit in a can until you die - living like a 
dog, and fighting like a dog for that shit in a can, while the 
wealthy eat salmon and enjoy the necrotic shitshow they’ve 
orchestrated around you. 

This is why one million women and men are filling the streets of 
Santiago de Chile shouting down with the fascist dictatorship of 
money. This is why the throngs of workers and students are 
marching together in Hong Kong against the fake communism of 
the totalitarian god who sits in Beijing. This is why children are 
gathering on Friday to say there is no planet B, I don’t want to be 
roasted for your profit. 
The collective body is trying to rise again from the squares of 
the planet, the eroticism flooding the streets have taken over for 
a moment the abstract exorcism of the capital engrained in its 
bones. Bodies start sweating again, singing together and licking 
each other wounds, filling the sky with serotonin, from Chile to 
France, Lebanon, Hong Kong, Bolivia, Catalonia, Colombia, 
Ecuador, Egypt, Haiti, Indonesia, Palestine, Puerto Rico, Rojava, 
Syria, Sudan, Teheran, Venezuela…
Are we going toward the final stampede, are we going to perform 
the worldwide hecatomb as a sacrifice to the Abstract God of 
the Economy? Are we doomed? 
Maybe not.
Are we going to destroy the intimate subjection to money, and 
emancipate time from the rationale of accumulation?
Are we going to come out from depression, and to fall upward in 
a joyous suicidal act of insurrection?
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The murderers who control the state machine are killing 
torturing blinding arresting. This is the way they react to the 
LAVA spilling from the Volcano.
Is there a way out? Is suicide the only way out?
Why resist? Because a dreadful end is better than dread with 
no end.
From a conventional political perspective, Hong Kong and 
Santiago are very different things. Divergent programs, 
opposed ideological frameworks.
But that kind of politics is no longer relevant, unable to 
scrape the surface of the events.
The methodology of politics is out of service. Democracy is 
an empty word, at least since Greece has been raped by the 
European Central Bank, and its instigators, in 2015.
Conventional (representative) politics is over because it’s 
impossible to decide timely at the infinite speed of 
computational communication flows. Techno-finance blindly 
administrates the chaotic complexity of social life, and the 
digitally exploited-exploded unconscious has made the 
course of events both indeterminable and pre-formatted – 
and as such, Janus-faced. 
The connective machine has embedded automatisms in 
language, cognition, behavior. This cycle started in 1973, 
when North-American economists used a murderer called 
Pinochet in order to destroy the democratic experiment of 
Salvador Allende, elected by the majority of Chilean people, 
and killed by the fascists who wanted to defend profit-driven 
economy.
In the following years, Thatcher and Reagan exported the 
counter-revolution experimented in Chile and Argentina all 
over the planet. Let’s not forget that the philosophy of 
Neoliberal capitalism is based on the same principles of 
Hitlerian Nazism: natural selection, and the imposition of the 
law of the strongest: a form of social Darwinism which has 
been accelerating in the last 20 years due to technologies 
used to pampered inequality instead of redistributing wealth. 
Techno-fascism on steroids.
The neurotic and necrotic embrace of late capitalism pushes 
representative politics out of the window, and the towers of 
power resist ad nauseam against the continuous waves of 
social rage by killing and mutilating people in the streets. 
Furthermore, dissociative forms of political and suicidal 
schizophrenia threaten wars and fuels climate hecatombs, 
bringing real politics out of time, and manipulating social 
conflict through fears and misery. There is something 
pathetic in the frantic acceleration of contemporary politics. 
Like the unlucky guy who, locked in an elevator, falls 
precipitously towards Hell, the contemporary citizen is 
desperately pushing buttons which say: right-wing, 
democracy, nation, justice and similar words that no longer 
have value or meaning… 
But, if politics is over – then what is left?
The desire of desire beyond capitalism-driven addictions and 
compulsions is finally at work again as the engine behind the 
inundation of millions of people sharing a collective vision 
and a different form of life, at the frontlines of capitalism 
devastation, for months in a raw.
It is urgent to go beyond the absurd counter-position 
between constitution and destitution. In the intensity of the 
convulsive proliferation of revolts against the psychosis, 
neurosis, and necrosis of abstract capitalism, we’re looking 
for new weapons, and building new strategies. We need to 
conjoin and melt in the LAVA of the insurrections that are 
erupting all over the world, find in the rivulets and lapillus the 
emergent orientations towards the improbable, over the 
calculable. 
Destitution and constitution attempt to unfold symbiotically 
not only in Chile but also in Lebanon, where people have 
realized that the Lebanese constitution based on 
sectarianism has been the way to divide et impera. 
We are striving to build a transborder and transoceanic 
process of subjectivation capable of turning the fire of the 
LAVA burning the lungs of the planet into water. We’re LAVA, 
and we’re water.
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The planet is on fire, fueling Earth six mass extinction. 
Meanwhile, a convulsion shakes the world of the humans.
From Hong Kong to Bogotà, Barcelona Beirut Quito and Santiago, young 
people are revolting. The dynamics of the revolt are different, divergent, 
even centrifugal at times, impossible to be reduced into a common political 
process. 
Maybe. Are these kaleidoscopic dynamics leaving traces that are 
symptomatic of an underlining sickness? Are they producing common 
emerging aesthetic and strategic threads, shared transversally by these 
seemingly distant outbursts?
The Volcano explodes. LAVA spills all over the places. In our time social 
dynamics intermingles with ethnonational processes. We urgently need to 
learn how to deal with the fact that from now on the orientation of future 
conflicts will be ambiguous, fragmented, multifaceted, Janus-faced.

Since February 2020, the world of the 

human shakes under a pandemic caused 

by an invisible virus called COVID-19. 

The volcanic explosion and its 

LAVA – the collective body resuscitating 

after more than 50 years of psychic and 

financial abuse –  turns into an implosion, 

forcing people to separate from each other 

and to forget the joyous transnational 

insurrectional moment. 

COVID-19 is a form of LAVA, too. 

Governments promulgate laws that limit 

individual freedoms to face the spread of 

the LAVA-virus, while at the same time the 

global economy enters a phase of 

recession of unknown length. COVID-19 is 

the non-human force that enters the realm 

of human politics towards both regime-like 

repressive politics and the possibility of 

reimagining politics from scratch, 

rethinking the rules of the bulimic capitalist 

trap from below.

For these reasons, we decide to release the 

first number of LAVA – Letters from the 

Volcano, without modifying the tone and 

energy we felt during the Autumn 2019, to 

remember people in quarantine about the 

political situation right before the 

spreading of the virus, and to help building 

a bridge between the two moments,  

opening up a discussion about the political 

possibility implicit in this new situation, 

which will be addressed in length in the 

second number of LAVA.




