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“Helping others to help themselves is critical to winning 
the long war” - Quadrennial Defense Review Report, 

February 6, 2006
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A first statement from Unvereinbar, a bastion of irreconcil-
able multiplicities, an ecosystem of fragments and fugitive 
planning. This was written in the year prior to the summer 
of 2020, in longing anticipation for the wave of revolts from 
Beirut to Hong Kong, Santiago to Port-Au-Prince, to come 
crashing on the shores of this continent. The virus revealed 
Happytown to be just what it was, a mirage. While we defi-
nitely didn’t predict the future, a reckoning for Dogville 
would come in late May of this year, shortly after the state-
ment was complete. The riots have indeed come. The wag-
ons are being circled. The decisive battles are still ahead. 
Sharpen your truths.



***

“Is there a name for where we are?”

Someone says Happytown; another says, 

“No dude, that’s what they say on the radio. I’ve known it 
simply as Dogville.” 

Doesn’t matter, we mean where lies are served up as food, 
everything is theirs not yours, and you FEAR that things 
will only get worse. Because there’s something like an event 
horizon out there - right? - where time speeds up and you 
get sucked into a black hole. Can happen to anyone. It’s a 
country song.  It’s the riots that haven’t come.

***

Point is (and you know this), there’s no more country, no 
home, no family, no “community” we can claim with more 
than half a heart. For us terrestrials and our lost cousins on 
their patch of ground or water or melting ice, the walls we 
bump against raise a terrible question: persevere? The only 
answer, of course, is “yes”. We’re all programmed to live 
and, for better or worse, the human vista is an open plane 
of potential becoming. Yet we have no clear instructions, 
in hand or head, for a way out of the present malaise. The 
instructions we possess are passed down by their creators, 
whatever gods or politicians, and we’ve learned that these 
instructions contradict who we are, what we want to be-
come, and the autonomous learning of ourselves as forms of 
life.  They are not instructions for living at all. Rather, they 
seem to be a program for idly spectating a world as it races 
past its own breaking point.
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***

These sorts of truths are precious. And strangely rare in the 
world at large, unless you consider that every catastrophe 
delivers a load of truths. More useful to us, perhaps, are the 
subtle truths, like when a wild creature doesn’t run at the 
sight of you or an acquaintance doesn’t fall silent when you 
use the common descriptor “capitalism.” Because truths are 
to be used, they aren’t just meanings, and if they have an 
eternal quality, paradoxically they arise at a quite particu-
lar time. In the lists of hurt that clutter our desk, we recall 
action as a catalyst for something further. Action as a truth. 
Not isolation, self-segregation and withdrawal but forms of 
active gesture in lines of destitution and collective memory.

***

Our blinking screens will not liberate us or bring us back 
to an imagined community or erase the angst of wanting to 
love ourselves and our world again. Respecting the pain is 
key. Admitting that refugee camps are personal. That the 
obscene wall being built contains us. That the rotting fabric 
of our dying culture brings us back to our screens simply to 
have us feel alive again.  And that COVID – 19 feels like 
something that was always meant to come. The virus is an 
eternal.  Fear will not liberate us, but a collective destituent 
action, certainly may…

You’ve been waiting, but like someone said, we’ve got to 
burn to shine. 

Let us name this misery and burn our way out of Dogville.
      
   

- Unvereinbar
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Fear will not liberate us, but a collective des-
tituent action, certainly may…
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