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PROLOGUE TO THE UNWARRANTED READER

or Scalpel-Letter For Those Who Dare to Turn This Page

Reader! — yes, you who hold this manuscript with fingers that have not yet learned to tremble before the economic abyss — before you plunge into these pages written with ink extracted from the brain of an eagle that read economic treatises while devouring the entrails of Prometheus, I must warn you! It is not without preparation that one enters this labyrinth where minotaurs wear ties and calculate compound interest on your soul! There are three subterranean currents beneath the stones you tread: the voice of Isidore Lucien Ducasse (Lautréamont, that inventor of literary typhoons), the narrow path where Friedrich Hayek raises warnings against the fascination of universal planning, and the anatomy of cold evil studied by Andrew Lobaczewski. If you combine these waters, you will see the outline of an abyssal fish: market, freedom, and psychopathy vying for the same sea, with your conscience serving as the boat. First, you must know me, or my literary father, who is the same: Isidore Lucien Ducasse, born in Montevideo as I was born from the rib of a lucid nightmare, who died in Paris at the age of twenty-four after vomiting upon the world the Songs of Maldoror—that treatise of lyrical cruelty where the ocean copulates with mathematics and produces monsters more real than men! Count of Lautréamont only on paper, for his nobility comes from the sewer where poetry rots until it becomes phosphorescent! My style—which now contaminates your retinas—is a razor blade soaked in laudanum: it cuts the flesh of common syntax and injects into it the controlled delirium of one who has seen God playing dice with tyrannies! But beware, thinking worm who believes you understand economics by reading newspapers! To decipher the tale that follows, you will need to tattoo on your cortex the lessons of Friedrich August von Hayek—that Austrian whose mustache hid theorems sharper than bayonets! In 1944, while bombs were redrawing the map of Europe, he wrote "The Road to Serfdom," a dynamite book that shattered the collectivist illusion! Hayek—blessed be his 1974 Nobel Prize!—demonstrated how central planning is a prostitute dressed as a virgin: it promises security and delivers shackles; it swears equality and breeds tyrannies! He belonged to that magnificent sect called the Austrian School of Economics—don't confuse it with Viennese waltzes, you imbecile!—founded by Carl Menger, that alchemist who transformed subjective value into science! Then came Eugen von Böhm-Bawerk (who dissected capital as I dissect metaphors), Friedrich von Wieser (who coined the term opportunity cost), and especially Ludwig von Mises—ah, Mises!—whose treatise "Human Action" is a Gothic cathedral built with syllogisms instead of stones! Mises proved that socialist economic calculation is as impossible as the virginity of a veteran prostitute—without free prices, the central planner is a blind man trying to paint a rainbow! And don't forget Murray Rothbard, that anarcho-capitalist who wanted to dissolve the State in the acid of pure logic! Nor Israel Kirzner, who discovered the entrepreneur as an antenna picking up profit signals in the ether of the market! All of them, like spiders weaving invisible golden threads, demonstrated that the spontaneous order of the market is wiser than any bureaucrat's brain—even if that brain is the size of a ministry! But there's more, reader who sweats like a horse before knowledge! You should also know Andrew Lobaczewski, that Pole who survived the double hell of Nazism and Communism to write "Political Ponerology"—the science of evil applied to power! Like an entomologist of horror, he cataloged psychopaths who rise to power like worms climbing onto a corpse: without empathy, without remorse, with a chameleon-like ability to simulate virtues they do not possess! Ponerology—from the Greek "poneros" (evil) and "logos" (study)—reveals that 6% of the population are natural predators of the conscience of others, and that totalitarian systems are magnets that attract them like carrion attracts vultures! To further temper your brain, delve into James Buchanan and Gordon Tullock, fathers of the Public Choice School, who proved that politicians are not angels but power maximizers dressed in the sheep's clothing of the "common good"! And into Frédéric Bastiat, that Frenchman who, as early as 1850, showed that the State is the great fiction through which everyone tries to live at the expense of everyone else! His parable of the broken window should be tattooed on the forehead of every central planner! Don't ignore Robert Nozick either, whose "Anarchy, State, and Utopia" is a philosophical axe cutting through the pretensions of John Rawls! Nor Milton Friedman, that Chicago monetarist who, though not a pure Austrian, demonstrated with the precision of a surgeon that inflation is always and everywhere a monetary phenomenon—just as syphilis is always and everywhere a venereal phenomenon! And if you want to understand the psychology behind voluntary servitude, read Étienne de La Boétie, that young man who died at 32 and who, in the 16th century, already asked why millions obey a single tyrant! Read also Gustav Le Bon on the psychology of the masses, Ortega y Gasset on the rebellion of the masses, and Eric Hoffer on the "true believers"—those fanatics who exchange individual freedom for the narcosis of mass movement! Now, reader—if you still breathe after this avalanche of names falling upon you like stones from a ruined bell tower! — Know that the story that follows is a symphony played with these instruments: the hallucinatory prose of Lautréamont dissecting the entrails of Hayek's economic totalitarianism while Lobaczewski's psychopaths dance a macabre waltz in the hall of power! It is a text where Hayek's scattered knowledge meets Lobaczewski's systematized evil in the anatomical theater of my deformed syntax! Every metaphor you will find — from the silver fish of the price system to the psychopaths with rings of petrified ants — was forged in the furnace where Austrian economic theory melts and merges with the poetry of the sublime grotesque! When you read about the City of the Plan, think of Hayek's "fatal arrogance," that pretension that human reason can redesign society as an engineer redesigns a bridge! When you encounter the curators of risk and the architects of masks, remember Lobaczewski's essential psychopaths, those 4% without conscience who contaminate another 12% with diverse characteropathies! The market that rises from the ashes of planning is Hayek's catallaxy—that spontaneous order more intelligent than any individual intelligence! Clandestine exchanges are Mises's human action resisting coercion! The untamed sea is the liquid metaphor of tacit and dispersed knowledge that no central planner can gather—just as one cannot gather all the water of the ocean into a single glass! I further warn you: this text is not a libertarian pamphlet for lazy brains! It is a poetic vivisection of power when it dresses itself in the clothes of planning benevolence! If you seek slogans, go read manifestos! If you seek comfort, go read romance novels! Here we offer only the discomfort of truth dressed in the clothes of controlled delirium! Finally, guinea pig reader who voluntarily places your head on the guillotine of my style: remember that Lautréamont said that poetry should be made by everyone, not by one! Likewise, the market should be made by everyone, not by a central committee! And evil, when institutionalized, becomes more dangerous than a thousand Maldorores loose in the streets—for Maldoror at least was honest in his wickedness, while the modern tyrant kills in the name of your own good! Now go, plunge into the text as one plunges into a tank of formaldehyde where the still-palpitating organs of murdered freedom float! And if at the end you still have the stomach to think, you will have understood that the road to serfdom is paved with the best intentions and guarded by the worst characters! May the economic heavens have mercy on your previous ignorance!

Perhaps a small bestiary of references would be useful to you, not to chain you down, but to give you ammunition for reading when the hall darkens:

Isidore Lucien Ducasse, known as Lautréamont: Les Chants de Maldoror ; Poésies. Learn the technique of inversion, the music of vertiginous enumeration, the prosopopoeia that gives language to objects and monsters. Take with you also the shadow he cast on Rimbaud and André Breton's Surrealist Manifesto, to understand the arc of lucid delirium.

Austrian Economics: Carl Menger ( Principles of Political Economy ), Böhm-Bawerk ( Capital and Interest ), Ludwig von Mises ( Common Economic Calculation ; Human Action ), F.A. Hayek ( The Road to Serfdom ; Law, Legislation and Liberty ; The Use of Knowledge in Society ), Israel Kirzner ( Competition and Entrepreneurship ). For the antidote against flashy illusions: Frédéric Bastiat (What Is Seen and What Is Not Seen) and Henry Hazlitt (Economics in One Lesson).

Political philosophy of liberty: John Locke (Second Treatise), Benjamin Constant, Alexis de Tocqueville (Democracy in America, especially "soft despotism"), Robert Nozick (Anarchy, State, and Utopia 
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