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This is a translation of the first section of Traite de savoir- 
vivre a I'usage des jeunes generations by Raoul Vaneigem.
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INTRODUCTION

I have no intention of revealing what there is of my 
life in this book to readers who are not really prepared to 
relive it. I await the day when it will lose and find itself in a 
general movement of ideas, just as I 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 I do not want to 
understand them, I prefer that they should not understand 
me.
As for the others, I ask for their goodwill with a humil­
ity they will not fail to perceive. I should have liked a book 
like this to be accessible to those minds least addled by 
intellectual jargon; I hope I 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.
I have never pretended to reveal anything new or to 
launch novelties onto the culture market. A minute corr­
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



dreams, giving it over to the sovereign pleasure of subject­
ivity. Above all I have emphasized subjective will, but 
nobody should criticise this until they have exevnined 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.
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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 in 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 project 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.
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