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All Space is Occupied by the Enemy
We now have a uniform urban landscape more or less 
imitated by a uniform suburban landscape, which in its 
turn is imitated by a uniform rural landscape. Nowadays 
it’s as if there’s hardly any point in travelling, only to see 
things you’ve seen a million times before. Everything 
is mired in boredom, stasis and social glaciations. You 
might as well shut your eyes forever for what there is to 
see that could be remotely called stimulating and fresh. 
It’s an impasse endlessly playing on Raymond Roussel’s 
journey through Argentina decades ago in a taxi with 
the window blinds down. Everywhere we see nothing 
but vistas of consumption and thoroughfares. As for the 
countryside, we see nothing but arid green spaces of set-
aside, or insecticide drenched crops along with arenas of 
strimmed grass for recreation and parking, photoshoped 
images made real, thin unbearable-shaped hills of an ever-
extending domesticated habitation spectacle. The exchange 
value of urban space has become far more important than 
its social or natural value. And we cannot add culture to 
this mix simply because culture is over and out. Heritage 
sites/industrial parks are victims of commodification and 
trivialization for tourist industry gain, frozen set pieces as 
if in an Iceland supermarket, former public spaces of an 
ever-extending privatised police control.
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