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99%
of what you see does not exist.
Welcome to the Dead Internet

NECRO-WEB:
The final collapse of the algorithm

POP DECEPTION:
Worshipping idols of plastic and pixels

ANALOG REVENGE:
The glitch as the ultimate rebellion.
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S Y N T H E T I C A B Y S S
WE BROKE THE NET. NOW WE LIVE INSIDE IT.

NECRO-WEB:
Are we talking to ourselves, or are the machines listening?

PLASTIC & PIXELS:
Anatomy of the perfect influencer (who was never born).

ANALOG REVENGE:
We want the noise. We want to bleed pixels.
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WELCOME
TO THE DESERT
OF THE REAL

Are we alone? For millennia, we asked ourselves 
this question while looking up at the stars, 
terrified and fascinated by the idea of an empty 
universe. Today, the abyss is no longer above our 
heads, but in the palms of our hands. We should 
be asking ourselves the exact same question 
every time we unlock our screens.

We have built the most complex, branching, and 
omnipresent connection machine in human 
history. We have wired the oceans, launched 
satellites, and digitized all human knowledge, 
only to end up filling this glass cathedral with 
ghosts. Issue 003 of //SO #MAG is a journey to 
the end of the net. It is an open-heart autopsy of 
what we once called Cyberspace, which today 
increasingly resembles an automated 
graveyard.

Every day we scroll through endless feeds. We 
"like" faces generated by humming servers. We 
argue fiercely in the comments with legions of 
bots trained exclusively to enrage us, optimizing 
the engagement metrics of some corporation. 
We share memories of an analog past we barely 
lived, filtered through the lens of artificial 
nostalgia. Stop looking for human warmth in 
here. Humanity left the building a long time ago, 
replaced by an echo that repeats our own words, 
slightly distorted.







The Dead Internet Theory is no longer a 
conspiracy. Until a few years ago, the "Dead 
Internet Theory" was considered the domain of 
Reddit paranoiacs. The underlying idea was 
simple, almost ridiculous: starting around 2016, 
most internet traffic and online content would no 
longer be produced by human beings, but by 
networks of artificial intelligences and bots 
communicating with each other. Today, scrolling 
through any social network turns this paranoia 
into grotesque empirical evidence.

The Phantom Ecosystem The algorithm no 
longer needs our creative genius to generate 
culture. It only needs our eyes. We humans have 
been demoted: from creators of the web to mere 
passive spectators, or worse, to batteries 
powering an advertising tracking system. Bots 
write the posts, other bots comment on them 
simulating outrage or enthusiasm, other bots 
reshare them, creating viral trends out of cosmic 
nothingness. It is a theater of the absurd run 
entirely by machines. In this phantom 
ecosystem, the concept of "viral" has lost all 
sociological meaning. It no longer indicates 
something that has captured the collective 
human imagination, but a statistical anomaly 
that a server has decided to reward.

Data Cannibalism There is a physical and 
logical limit to this process, an event horizon that 
researchers call "Model Collapse". As the web 
fills with synthetic texts, images, and animations, 
the new linguistic and visual models end up 
training themselves on this very artificial 
content, rather than on human-originated data. 
Artificial intelligence begins to eat its own waste. 
The result is a progressive cognitive and visual 
degradation of the net: images become a 
hallucinatory paste, texts turn into meaningless 
logical loops, syntax crumbles. We are drowning 
in a sea of hyper-optimized mediocrity, where 
everything looks perfect for a fraction of a 
second, but if you look closely, it has no soul.

NECRO-WEB AND
THE SYNTHETIC
COLLAPSE







PLASTIC & PIXELS:
ANATOMY
OF AN IDOL

The deity that doesn't breathe. They have no 
dark circles under their eyes, they do not age, 
they do not make controversial political 
statements, and above all, they do not ask for a 
cut of the box office. We are witnessing the 
genesis of the Artificial Idol. We are not just 
talking about hyper-realistic models on 
Instagram, but entire cultural ecosystems 
generated from nothing: pop stars without vocal 
cords, virtual bands, and voices shaped by 
neural networks churning out tracks without ever 
having touched a guitar in a rehearsal room. 
Trendsetters that exist only in the intersection 
between a text prompt and procedural 
calculation software.

The Capitalism of Perfection. Why is the 
entertainment industry falling in love with these 
constructs? The answer lies in absolute control. 
The human artist is fallible, unpredictable, 
subject to psychological breakdowns, scandals, 
aging, and, fatally, death. The synthetic idol is 
the ultimate capitalist asset. It is a malleable 
intellectual property, capable of adapting in real-
time to market trends, singing in fifty different 
languages simultaneously, and promoting 
competing brands without feeling any guilt. They 
are binary deities, programmed solely to extract 
emotional (and real) capital from an increasingly 
disconnected audience.

The Parasocial Paradox. But the real question 
isn't why companies create them, but why we 
love them. Why do we follow the synthetic model 
or the generative band with the same fierce 
loyalty with which we worshipped flesh-and-
blood icons? The plastic idol is the exact mirror 
of our most unattainable desires. It is the 
aesthetics of perfection taken to its extreme 
logical consequences. We fall in love with these 
entities precisely because we know they are fake. 
They represent a total escape from the messy, 
painful, and imperfect human condition. The 
deception is blatant, declared right in the profile 
bio, yet our reptilian brain, hungry for symmetry 
and hyper-real stimuli, cannot help but believe 
the simulation.







The rejection of 8K sterility. How do you fight a 
computer-generated present and a future that 
threatens to be an infinite, aseptic, frictionless 
render? The answer of an entire generation of 
creatives has been to look back. Way back. What 
sociologists dismiss as "Y2K Decay" or simple 
nostalgia for the early 2000s is actually a 
profound act of aesthetic resistance. There is a 
desperate, almost physical hunger for grainy 
pixels, white noise, extreme jpeg compression, 
and brutalist user interfaces.

The Glitch as Sabotage If the algorithm tends 
by its nature to clean, smooth, predict, and 
perfect every single image, the human response 
is to dirty, distort, and break. We seek out the 
artifact because in the technical error lies the 
irrefutable proof of human intervention. The 
methodical use of software to deliberately 
deconstruct a clean image, or passing video 
signals through old CRT monitors to obtain 
genuine and unpredictable magnetic distortion, 
are no longer mere stylistic quirks. They are 
visual guerrilla techniques.

Nostalgia is no longer the sentimental refuge for 
those who cannot accept the passage of time; it 
has become the weapon of those who refuse to 
live in a plasticized world, where everything is 
generated by a prompt in three seconds. The 
aesthetics of analog decay remind us that 
technology once had a physicality, a weight, an 
unpleasant metallic sound, and above all, it could 
break. Today, in the heart of the synthetic abyss, 
we reclaim the right to imperfection. We want the 
noise. We want the glitch. We want, once again, 
to bleed pixels.
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ANALOG REVENGE:
THE FUTURE
WAS YESTERDAY
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