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5RICARDO DOMINGUEZ   We rented an RV, and we drove around Florida 

with a spiraling towards Orlando and Disneyworld. And in those days, there 
was CB, Citizen Band, so we had a CB in our RV. We had televisions. And we 
would pull off at different exits where there were restrooms, we would do these 
performances in the stalls, and outside of the bathroom area. We would show 
endless loops of cars crashing, the number of people who would die on their 
way to Disney World. Tourism on the road always requires highway sacrifices—

NILO GOLDFARB     —these are certain times. 

Yes, we’re living with the passing of the pope. But I’m excited that my bid for 
the pope is moving up in the ranks.

The African pope [Turkson or Besungu]?

No, the pope mobile that took the pope to his final resting place. I always want-
ed my own pope mobile. I could go to work and wave and bless people. 

Who was your bid for the pope? 

He really changed the balance of the cardinals, so it seems to me for the first 
time an African pope would be, certainly, possible. The numbers are certainly 
quite strong for Asia, as well. I haven’t checked the Vegas boards yet. For the 
pope app. There’s probably an app out there. A blessed app of some sort. 

A sort of pretentious word comes to mind. It is the word dispositif...

Mmmmm. From Foucault? 

His students have kept on using it... I don’t know what the good English 
translation is. Whether it’s mechanism or—

—device? 

The device... of the tingler?

Well in a certain sense the enactment of watching William Castle’s film was 
this device, this system of embodying the cinematic horror literally in the audi-
ence—individually and as a group—and it’s a system of embodied horror that 
is really kind of overly articulated in terms of what the nature of the horror of 
the tingler is. And that the audience themselves be immersed in this phantas-
magorical device. Castle would travel throughout the U.S. and rig the theaters 
where the film was going to show, literally like a traveling circus show to a great 
degree. And the mechanism was one that synchronized the cinematic loop into 
a kind of cybernetic loop, if you will. So, what occurs in the film is, Vincent Price, 
an actor, in the pantheon of great horror films—and he did several for William 
Castle—plays a pathologist. And during his research, he discovers that a new 
organ is produced in bodies who have encountered some horrifying traumatic 
event. And that the more horrible the event by which this body was trauma-
tized, the bigger was this alienlike organ of pure fear. It’s a black and white film. 
And it just so happens that the character is married to a woman who is deaf and 
mute. He believes, based on his previous calculations and measurements, that 
greater fear and greater inability would allow the tingler organism to grow too 
far larger proportions and thus be able to activate a more precise evaluation of 
this new organ, if you will. So he decides to test his theories around this entity 
of fear that grows inside the body as a new flesh. The centerpiece of the film 
is that he then takes a small apartment and starts creating Texas Chainsaw 
Massacre encounters. A series of weird creatures appear that are trying to kill 
her. Or specifically, they are trying to scare her to death! Terrible things are 
occurring...

And what is most fascinating about the tingler in terms of its cinematic ele-
ment is that when she walks into the bathroom, red blood starts pouring out 
of the sink, and the tub is covered in blood, and the bloody hand comes out. 
You must remember the film is in black and white, so in the red aesthetic, the 
splatter, reaches into the dynamics of the film-as-film, in the device of the film, 
through its moment of blood red color, which kills her: a moment of splatter 
science-qua-capitalism. He then takes her back to his lab. She now has a large, 
almost half-her-body sized, entity inside of her. It looks like a weird gelatinous 
centipede of some sort. I watched Cronenberg’s They Came from Within (1974) 
again and the hyper-sex parasite looks like the tingler. Well somehow, the Tin-
gler ends up escaping from their house where he got rid of her, or maybe the 
lab is nearby. But the tingler somehow gets through a vent into a movie the-
ater wherein a bunch of teenagers are watching a horror film, probably made 
by William Castle. And at that moment, when the tingler actually gets out—
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and this scene is actually quite similar to the Blob, which actually came out 
around the same time with young Steve McQueen where people are watching 
a horror film and the theater itself is this ultimate horror—what William Castle 
does, which is this mechanism of phantasmagoria embodied, and he called it 
“Perceptovision,” is he set up an electrical shock system into the chairs of the 
theater. And of course you had to sign this paper that said you wouldn’t sue 
the theater after you watched this terrifying film, and as people were scream-
ing he would shock them at higher and higher rates. People would go running 
out of the theater. So there would be these sort of spectacular news reports 
of this frightening film. This led to a certain degree to this kind of poverty row 
entertainment structure, that manifested to some degree in the concise artic-
ulation of a cybernetic loop or circuit of horror. A short circuiting of connection, 
an intimacy—or extimacy. Which was not just one of the optical and affective 
but literally the electrical shock to the viewer’s body itself. Basically, like mild 
tasers, and this was being promoted by his vision of this “Perceptovision.” The 
shock was a moment in seeing electrified in the loop. And this device would 
inoculate you for what was going to be coming up the road in the next decade. 
You had Michael Powell’s “Peeping Tom”, and in that the killer uses a movie 
camera with spike that comes out of the lens and then created these sort of 
snuff films where, as he gets closer to the victim, he then uses the camera to 
kill... a different kind of splatter circuit. 

In the late 80s there was a group of artists called Ex-Communication, and they 
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Art Ensemble that I was a part of. We were in Tallahassee Florida. And I think 
Ex-Communication were in New York City. And there were Sister Serpents who 
were this cross between the Manson Family and a lesbian radical group from 
Chicago. Then there was this anarchist family from Dreamtime Village, in Wis-
consin. And the idea was we would drive this van to these different zones. Then 
take a week to develop a gesture or gestures that would not only articulate the 
different kinds of collective processes let’s say each of the groups had. But 
they also asked us to use what was available to stage these events, and bring 
in community where possible. The first gesture we did was at the University 
of Wisconsin’s television station. The name of the show we came up with was 
“Marx, Manson, Ché: Get Off Their Backs.” And it was an hour-plus long show 
where members of the different groups would have discussions why we should 
get off the back of these individuals, meanwhile Sister Serpents would be in 
the back dancing with their buckets of menstrual blood... like the Mansons... 
or we imagine, I don’t know the Mansons ever did this. I know the Mansons put 
symbols on their foreheads. We were doing random advertising. I remember 
we did an advertisement for “the accursed share card” where a college student 
is heading off to college in a city with her father and the father says ‘well now 
it’s time for you to get your own accursed share card.’ And the father says, ‘ah 
yes, Bataille, excremental cultures are not available everywhere.’ That sort of 
territory. And I think we did another one called “Recliner of the West” where 
the husband comes home, exhausted, and his wife says, ‘why don’t you recline 
on this wonderful Recline of the West recliner. And you can buy it at different 
stores.’ None of us had ever worked with an independent production studio be-
fore but the director of the station was fine and seemed to go with it. Listeners 
to the station would call in and say, ‘WTF is going on?’ 

I remember after that we were taken to a town, somewhere between Iowa and 
Madison Wisconsin. It seemed to be an old, maybe Ukrainian, community cen-
ter, and we were offered what used to be the Ukrainian gathering hall where they 
have dances and what not. There we invited cultural workers in that area and 
made large scale installations. And one of the things we discovered, across the 
street from this Ukrainian hall, was this eatery that was theme based. I think it 
was Horror based. Called, like, “Drack’s,” or something like that. You’d go up 
the steps into this middle-ancient building and it was full of haunting objects. 
It was just easy to get food there. But we talked to the owner cook/caretaker of 
this mad horror house of an eatery. And we said, ‘we’re doing this show across 
the way’ and ‘would you be interested in taking some of your objects here and 
we could do an installation? We’re looking at the Wisconsin death trip, how 
horror might occur within these territories.’ And he said ‘sure, I’d be happy to 
let me show you some of my other work.’ So, he then took us up these stairways 
up to where he lived and there were these kind of odd, mutilated dolls, as you 
went up the stairs. Almost like Texas Chainsaw Massacre-like scenarios. And 
upstairs, there were all these cooking pans like the pans you put in an oven 
to bake, like, a turkey or what have you. And when they were totally burnt, he 
would make these mad scraped drawings with curses and creatures. He joined 
the exhibition. The community was brought in. We had a fascinating encounter 
in this industrial zone ripped asunder sometime in the 70s or 80s. A hollowing 
out of what had been. From there we went to the University of Iowa where the 
famous Writers’ Workshop, is and did a sort of crazed communal lecture calling 
for a kind of possessed sensibility of the cybernetic—we had to end writing 
and end sculpture, and we had to do hacktivism, sculpt data bodies. Anyways, 
it was just rantings and ravings along these lines. The last thing we did was 
we went to this anarchist place where Peter Lamborn Wilson, AKA Hakim Bey, 
did a lot of his permaculture research. And there was this dreamtime village 
community that did these zines. And the whole town was dead because there 
wasn’t anybody there except a few anarchists. There were some anarchists 
from New York, from squats like ABC No Rio and Bullet Space that had ended 
up there. We co-created this zine of our experiences doing art labor togeth-
er... “Total Disaster,” I think, was the title. Reflecting the disaster of working 
together. 

What kind of language are we speaking? Is this aesthetics? Academic? 
You went to a university to make the transmission, but it reached a dif-
ferent audience. People who weren’t readers of George Bataille, for in-
stance. 

Disturbance was a way to disarticulate codes. The very first gesture we did 
as Critical Art Ensemble was “Forget Foucault” so there you have the dispotif 
[sic] of disposing of Foucault. At a Miami nightclub. Miami in the 80s, Coked 
up... hardcore disco-punk or something. We turn off the music and project on 
the screen “Forget Foucault.” And our performance lasted about 5 minutes be-
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5fore they kicked our asses out into the hot Miami streets at 2am. 

Well, my students at Rutgers, of course, have never read Foucault. And I 
wonder what this means, to tell people who have never read Foucault to 
forget Foucault. 

So, we tried again... we did about three shows. 

Tallahassee is in the Northern part of Florida, about 30 minutes from Georgia. 
We would go to different BBQs up in the hills of Georgia. On Sunday nights, 
they had open mic. We would show up and do performance art. Here was an-
other type of “Exit Culture” and what we found is that we could do these criti-
cal interventions and dialogs. The crowds were very open because it was their 
space and they were drinking beer, having BBQ and stuff. It was our own kind 
of Percepto-vision wherein the horror wasn’t necessarily controlled by us but 
shared in a minor cultural meeting...a meaty meeting...sharing of beers and 
drinks.

Was it a box office success?

More successful than the Miami shows. We needed to find conditions wherein 
our gestures were not necessarily the conditions of transmission per se. Be-
cause it was more like an ex-transmission since they had not read Foucault. 
Or many of them probably had not. But they were open. In a kind of open text 
manner. We did parking lot shows where we would write our hypertext, utopian 
plagiarism, on some parking lot wall. We’d have a bullhorn, and we’d read the 
text. Central to all of this was the gesture... the gesture of disturbance. And 
what is disturbed is not only the criticism or the critical code, but also what is 
disturbed is the space of the artist or the cultural worker. 

I did a micro-gesture where I would just buy crap in whatever tourist place we 
were at. Usually, I’d keep it to $20. And then I’d just start playing with it. Like 
in the sidewalk. People would usually come and stare. But there’s this place in 
Florida called Daytona beach. And Daytona beach is nothing but cars on the 
beach. Like this big excessive carnival of car driving on the beach. You would 
think that some person playing with toys in the carnival like atmosphere would 
be overlooked. But almost immediately cops came and crowds gathered. 
There are pictures of the cops surrounding me, freaked out. We would also do 
our utopian plagiarism on the Citizen’s Band (CB), an accounting of the num-
ber of tourists who would die each year. And the CB community would respond. 
I remember it was truckers, and one guy responded oh it must be college kids. 
Which obviously we were to some degree. “Or, it’s a roving penthouse...”

Very nice. Well, what came to mind for me was the discussions in the 
cinema journals around this time about the road trip movie, indefinitely 
protracting— 

—yeah, road trip movies were a key consideration. The soundtrack we would 
play when we would show the accidents was the opening song of the Chevy 
Chase Road Trip Family. I was already connecting this drift to that history, the 
great American road trip. 

The road trip movie suggests that the movie should be as long as the road 
trip itself, but of course time is money. And unless you have a data farm-
ing operation generating a passive income stream... 

Well number one, we lived in Tallahassee, FL, and we were slackers. I worked 
in a lesbian bookstore three days a week. As I remember we had applied to do 
this road trip to a Miami dance foundation, and that’s how we got the funding 
to rent the RV and get the CV, and then go on this weeklong road trip. Why the 
dance foundation based in Miami thought this was a good project, I don’t know. 
Then the money for the Wisconsin death trip came from an organization in New 
York for Excommunication. 

[...]

The deep red bleeds through the screen, or the blood red aesthetic breaks the 
black and white. One can imagine that the history of gestures are all black and 
white to a certain degree. And with “Perceptovision,” and the way the Vietnam 
War in 70s burst through everything for us, that was the bloody red hand, if 
you will. 

Since I’m here at UC San Diego, the border is concretized in a very direct 
and close manner. There is no way to completely disregard its unknowable 
weight on everything. The circumference and mesmerism of the Vietnam war 
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The thing that I’ve drifted into is the importance of UCSD in establishing one of 
the important layers of borderization, that is the virtual border, the intelligent 
or smart border, the electrified border. For a decade or so I’ve been part of a cu-
ratorial team developing a project called Drones at Home—that is, how UC San 
Diego is part of the manufacturing a wide variety of unmanned arial vehicles 
from your hobbyist toy to reapers and predators, and the later kind of Sky Gar-
dian system that is focused on a “total pattern of life” surveillance, as they like 
to instantiate. In the late 60s a group of physicists and others who were consid-
ered geniuses among geniuses called the Jasons convened at the UCSD. The 
Jasons met at UC SAN DIEGO to begin to develop a concrete theoretical device 
at the behest of McNamara, under Kennedy and Johnson specifically... And 
he requested of the Jasons, 60-68, a virtual fence that came to be known as 
the McNamara line, between North and South Vietnam, and the system would 
articulate itself by a series of sensors that would be dropped along the Ho Chi 
Min trail that would sense sound and chemical disturbances along the Ho Chi 
Min trail. And then there would be a Tom Cat, which was an early unmanned 
arial vehicle that would fly overhead and pick up the signals and send these 
transmissions to aircraft carriers off the Vietnam... with IBM computing sys-
tems that then would visualize, render this information as to where the North 
Vietnamese, the Vietcong, was, in terms of the Ho Chi Min Trail, trying to get 
into South Vietnam. But the North Vietnam community and army quickly re-
alized what these devices were, so they would put buckets of piss underneath 
these sensors. They would report to IBM hundreds of thousands of Vietnam-
ese here. Planes would come, what have you, drop napalm bombs in the area. 
Of course there was nobody there. The Vietcong then would just route around 
another way and attack South Vietnam, so this system that had been artic-
ulated in several congressional records that I’m looking at had already been 
considered as being useful for other places. One of the Jasons was working for 
Sylvania, that was a big tech corporation at the time, and congress were trying 
to get money for this McNamara line, and they mentioned a couple times that 
this could be brought home—bring the war home, right?—to the U.S./Mexico 
border. So even though it failed to do anything in Vietnam—and that’s sort of a 
protocol for the U.S., if it fails somewhere, you sell it to the locals. Upon his ar-
rival in La Jolla (San Diego County), Dyson, the well-known scientist, of the Ja-
sons, was immediately driven down to the US-Mexico border. Even though the 
story is about Vietnam, the narrative is already embedding itself in the circuits 
of borderization. And this is being rearticulated again by the new affordances 
and engines of production that you have with Peter Thiel and Palmer Luckey, 
Palantir and Anduril, who are at this very moment getting massive scaled-up 
funds to rearticulate the failures of the past. A new kind of tingler-type device. 
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