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Simulacra and Simulations -  from Jean Baudrillard, Selected Writings, ed. Mark Poster 
(Stanford; Stanford University Press, 1988), pp.166-184. 

The simulacrum is never that which conceals the truth--it is the truth which conceals that there is 
none. 

The simulacrum is true. 

Ecclesiastes 

If we were able to take as the finest allegory of simulation the Borges tale where the 
cartographers of the Empire draw up a map so detailed that it ends up exactly covering the 
territory (but where, with the decline of the Empire this map becomes frayed and finally ruined, a 
few shreds still discernible in the deserts - the metaphysical beauty of this ruined abstraction, 
bearing witness to an imperial pride and rotting like a carcass, returning to the substance of the 
soil, rather as an aging double ends up being confused with the real thing), this fable would then 
have come full circle for us, and now has nothing but the discrete charm of second-order 
simulacra.l 

 Abstraction today is no longer that of the map, the double, the mirror or the concept. 
Simulation is no longer that of a territory, a referential being or a substance. It is the 
generation by models of a real without origin or reality: a hyperreal. The territory no 
longer precedes the map, nor survives it. Henceforth, it is the map that precedes the 
territory - precession of simulacra - it is the map that engenders the territory and if we were 
to revive the fable today, it would be the territory whose shreds are slowly rotting across the 
map. It is the real, and not the map, whose vestiges subsist here and there, in the deserts 
which are no longer those of the Empire, but our own. The desert of the real itself. 

 In fact, even inverted, the fable is useless. Perhaps only the allegory of the Empire remains. For it 
is with the same imperialism that present-day simulators try to make the real, all the real, coincide 
with their simulation models. But it is no longer a question of either maps or territory. Something 
has disappeared: the sovereign difference between them that was the abstraction's charm. 
For it is the difference which forms the poetry of the map and the charm of the territory, 
the magic of the concept and the charm of the real. This representational imaginary, which 
both culminates in and is engulfed by the cartographer's mad project of an ideal 
coextensivity between the map and the territory, disappears with simulation, whose 
operation is nuclear and genetic, and no longer specular and discursive. With it goes all of 
metaphysics. No more mirror of being and appearances, of the real and its concept; no more 
imaginary coextensivity: rather, genetic miniaturization is the dimension of simulation. The real 
is produced from miniaturized units, from matrices, memory banks and command models - 
and with these it can be reproduced an indefinite number of times. It no longer has to be 
rational, since it is no longer measured against some ideal or negative instance. It is nothing 
more than operational. In fact, since it is no longer enveloped by an imaginary, it is no 
longer real at all. It is a hyperreal: the product of an irradiating synthesis of combinatory 
models in a hyperspace without atmosphere. 



 In this passage to a space whose curvature is no longer that of the real, nor of truth, the age of 
simulation thus begins with a liquidation of all referentials - worse: by their artificial resurrection 
in systems of signs, which are a more ductile material than meaning, in that they lend themselves 
to all systems of equivalence, all binary oppositions and all combinatory algebra. It is no longer 
a question of imitation, nor of reduplication, nor even of parody. It is rather a question of 
substituting signs of the real for the real itself; that is, an operation to deter every real 
process by its operational double, a metastable, programmatic, perfect descriptive machine 
which provides all the signs of the real and short-circuits all its vicissitudes. Never again will 
the real have to be produced: this is the vital function of the model in a system of death, or rather 
of anticipated resurrection which no longer leaves any chance even in the event of death. A 
hyperreal henceforth sheltered from the imaginary, and from any distinction between the 
real and the imaginary, leaving room only for the orbital recurrence of models and the 
simulated generation of difference. 

Hyperreal and imaginary 

 Disneyland is a perfect model of all the entangled orders of simulation. To begin with it is a 
play of illusions and phantasms: pirates, the frontier, future world, etc. This imaginary 
world is supposed to be what makes the operation successful. But, what draws the crowds is 
undoubtedly much more the social microcosm, the miniaturized and religious revelling in real 
America, in its delights and drawbacks. You park outside, queue up inside, and are totally 
abandoned at the exit. In this imaginary world the only phantasmagoria is in the inherent 
warmth and affection of the crowd, and in that sufficiently excessive number of gadgets 
used there to specifically maintain the multitudinous affect. The contrast with the absolute 
solitude of the parking lot - a veritable concentration camp - is total. Or rather: inside, a 
whole range of gadgets magnetize the crowd into direct flows; outside, solitude is directed onto a 
single gadget: the automobile. By an extraordinary coincidence (one that undoubtedly belongs to 
the peculiar enchantment of this universe), this deep-frozen infantile world happens to have been 
conceived and realized by a man who is himself now cryogenized; Walt Disney, who awaits his 
resurrection at minus 180 degrees centigrade. 

 The objective profile of the United States, then, may be traced throughout Disneyland, even 
down to the morphology of individuals and the crowd. All its values are exalted here, in miniature 
and comic-strip form. Embalmed and pacified. Whence the possibility of an ideological analysis 
of Disneyland (L. Marin does it well in Utopies, jeux d'espaces): digest of the American way of 
life, panegyric to American values, idealized transposition of a contradictory reality. To be sure. 
But this conceals something else, and that "ideological" blanket exactly serves to cover over a 
third-order simulation: Disneyland is there to conceal the fact that it is the "real" country, all 
of "real" America, which is Disneyland (just as prisons are there to conceal the fact that it 
is the social in its entirety, in its banal omnipresence, which is carceral). Disneyland is 
presented as imaginary in order to make us believe that the rest is real, when in fact all of 
Los Angeles and the America surrounding it are no longer real, but of the order of the hyperreal 
and of simulation. It is no longer a question of a false representation of reality (ideology), but 
of concealing the fact that the real is no longer real, and thus of saving the reality principle. 

 The Disneyland imaginary is neither true nor false: it is a deterrence machine set up in 
order to rejuvenate in reverse the fiction of the real. Whence the debility, the infantile 
degeneration of this imaginary. It is meant to be an infantile world, in order to make us believe 
that the adults are elsewhere, in the "real" world, and to conceal the fact that real childishness is 



everywhere, particularly among those adults who go there to act the child in order to foster 
illusions of their real childishness. 

 Moreover, Disneyland is not the only one. Enchanted Village, Magic Mountain, Marine World: 
Los Angeles is encircled by these "imaginary stations" which feed reality, reality-energy, to a 
town whose mystery is precisely that it is nothing more than a network of endless, unreal 
circulation: a town of fabulous proportions, but without space or dimensions. As much as 
electrical and nuclear power stations, as much as film studios, this town, which is nothing more 
than an immense script and a perpetual motion picture, needs this old imaginary made up of 
childhood signals and faked phantasms for its sympathetic nervous system. 

*** 

 Is any given bombing in Italy the work of leftist extremists; or of extreme right-wing 
provocation; or staged by centrists to bring every terrorist extreme into disrepute and to shore up 
its own failing power; or again, is it a police-inspired scenario in order to appeal to calls for 
public security? All this is equally true, and the search for proof- indeed the objectivity of the 
fact- does not check this vertigo of interpretation. We are in a logic of simulation which has 
nothing to do with a logic of facts and an order of reasons. Simulation is characterized by a 
precession of the model, of all models around the merest fact- the models come first, and 
their orbital (like the bomb) circulation constitutes the genuine magnetic field of events. 
Facts no longer have any trajectory of their own, they arise at the intersection of the 
models; a single fact may even be engendered by all the models at once. This anticipation, 
this precession, this short-circuit, this confusion of the fact with its model (no more 
divergence of meaning, no more dialectical polarity, no more negative electricity or 
implosion of poles) is what each time allows for all the possible interpretations, even the 
most contradictory - all are true, in the sense that their truth is exchangeable, in the image 
of the models from which they proceed, in a generalized cycle. 

 The communists attack the socialist party as though they wanted to shatter the union of the Left. 
They sanction the idea that their reticence stems from a more radical political exigency. In fact, it 
is because they don't want power. But do they not want it at this conjuncture because it is 
unfavorable for the Left in general, or because it is unfavorable for them within the union of the 
Left - or do they not want it by definition? When Berlinguer declares, "We mustn't be frightened 
of seeing the communists seize power in Italy," this means simultaneously: 

1 That there is nothing to fear, since the communists [Donald Trump], if they come to power, will 
change nothing in its fundamental capitalist mechanism. 

2 That there isn't any risk of their ever coming to power (for the reason that they don't want to); 
and even if they do take it up, they will only ever wield it by proxy. 

3 That in fact power, genuine power, no longer exists, and hence there is no risk of anybody 
seizing it or taking it over. 

4 But more: 1, Berlinguer, am not frightened of seeing the communists [Donald Trump] seize 
power in Italy - which might appear evident, but not so evident, since: 

5 It can also mean the contrary (no need for psychoanalysis here): I am frightened of seeing the 
communists [Donald Trump] seize power (and with good reason, even for a communist). 



  

All the above is simultaneously true. This is the secret of a discourse that is no longer only 
ambiguous, as political discourses can be, but that conveys the impossibility of a determinate 
position of power, the impossibility of a determinate position of discourse. And this logic belongs 
to neither party. It traverses all discourses without their wanting it. 

Who will unravel this imbroglio? The Gordian knot can at least be cut. As for the Moebius strip, 
if it is split in two, it results in an additional spiral without there being any possibility of resolving 
its surfaces (here the reversible continuity of hypotheses). Hades of simulation, which is no 
longer one of torture, but of the subtle, maleficent, elusive twisting of meaning4 - where even 
those condemned at Burgos are still a gift from Franco to Western democracy, which finds m 
them the occasion to regenerate its own flagging humamsm, and whose indignant protestation 
consolidates in return Franco's regime by uniting the Spanish masses against foreign 
intervention? Where is the truth in all that, when such collusions admirably knit together without 
their authors even knowing it? 

	  


