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The war between the anarchists and the 
statists was killing the environment. Something had to 

be done. But by whom? And how?  

Looking over the dark red, fluid landscape that was 

our planetary home, we decided to retreat back to base. 

Even though we had been perfectly programmed to attack 

the anarchists by disrupting their capacity for rapid 

mutation, these rogue cells were wilier than we had 

thought.1 They kept popping up in new and unexpected 

places, far from the malignant mass where the 

uncontrolled growth had begun.  

Once back at home base, we connected with the main 

transmitter to receive our orders. Because the 

anarchists kept mutating, it was clear we weren’t going 

to beat them with more aggressive attacks. The 

transmitter emitted a code telling us to turn off our 

DNA disassembly function because it was increasing 

cellular disorder, an environment in which the 

anarchists flourished. We needed to find something in-

between order and disorder, state and anarchy, war and 

inaction... some kind of compromise.  

No additional orders were sent by the transmitter. 

We, the statists, had been left on our own, in this host 
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body that was growing weaker with every new metastasis. 

How could we, a hive of nanobots who had only every 

carried out a single function, come up with some kind of 

natural contract with the anarchists? A way of living 

together that wouldn’t destroy our host, our home?  

As we circulated in the small space next to the 

recently removed appendix, we began to perceive the 

division of a mutated cell ahead of us. The anarchists’ 

rate of proliferation truly was astounding. How could we 

ever find a way to live with such radical creators of 

disorder?  

Incapable of individual thoughts, we moved 

collectively towards the dividing cells. We immediately 

recognized their cries: “Cancer cancer cancer cells! We 

are living cancer cells! We want to live! We want to 

live!”2 Could there be a way of communicating with them 

instead of disassembling them? Following the currents of 

the stream in which we had found ourselves, we began 

weaving in and out of the dividing cancer cells. This 

weaving began to tell a story, of them and us, of 

becoming TH-US.  

How could ‘Thus’ work together to stop killing the 

host? How could ‘Thus’ incorporate a new politics, one 

of neither anarchism nor statism? How could ‘Thus’ 

create an ordered disorder, or a disordered order? 

Something like a parasitic symbiosis? ‘Thus’ realized 

that the discourse of war, of ‘killing cancer,’ had to 
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end, replaced by stories of living with cancer through 

cellular dance, play and weaving.  

Distracted by the movements of ‘Thus,’ mutation was 

slowed but not stopped. A new rhythm was established, a 

new relationship, not because one group took over the 

other, but because the two groups became one and a half, 

always multiplying, but also always combining to be 

reduced by half. Could dancing and weaving really bring 

about a new mathematics where 1+1 = 1½ + some? Could 

this possibly be the way to counter cellular disorder?  

‘Thus’ had succeeded in creating a new living 

arrangement on the microcellular level. How would such 

life/non-life assemblages, as some might call them, 

reverberate on other political scales within and outside 

of the body? 

1 See Boris Sokoloff’s 1927 article “The Problem of Cellular 
Anarchy” in the Cancer Research journal. 
2 Adaptation of the refrain from LuYang’s video installation “Cancer 
Baby” (https://vimeo.com/90603945). 

                                                        


