
I WANT TO BE EVIL

Dazzled by so many and such marvelous inventions, the 
people of Macondo did not know where their amaze-
ment began. They stayed up all night looking at the pale 
electric bulbs fed by the plant that Aureliano Triste had 
brought back when the train made its second trip, and it 
took time and effort for them to grow accustomed to its 
obsessive toom-toom. They be. came indignant over the 
living images that the prosperous merchant Bruno Cres-
pi projected in the theater with the lion-head ticket win-
dows, for the character who had died and was buried in 
one film and for whose misfortune tears of affliction had 
been shed would reappear alive and transformed into an 
Arab in the next one. The audience, who paid two cents 
apiece to share the difficulties of the actors, would not tol-
erate that outlandish fraud and they broke up the seats. 
The mayor, at the urging of Bruno Crespi, explained in a 
proclamation that the cinema was a machine of illusions 
that did not merit the emotional outbursts of the audience. 
With that discouraging explanation many felt that they had 
been the victims of some new and showy gypsy business 
and they decided not to return to the movies, considering 
that they already had too many troubles of their own to 
weep over the acted-out misfortunes of imaginary beings. 
Gabriel García Márquez
- 100 years of solitude -



In discipline, the elements are interchangeable, since each is defined by the place 
it occupies in a series, and by the gap that separates it from the others. The unit is, 
therefore, neither the territory (unit of domination), nor the place (unit of residence), 
but the rank: the place one occupies in a classification, the point at which a line 
and a column intersect, the interval in a series of intervals that one may traverse 
one after the other. Discipline is an art of rank, a technique for the transformation 
of arrangement. It individualizes bodies by a location that does not give them a 
fixed position, but distributes them and circulates them in a network of relations.
Michel Foucault
-Discipline and Punish: The Birth of the Prison-

King Ndombe of the Congo 
consented to have his voice 
recorded in 1904, but imme-
diately regretted it when the 
cylinder was played back and 
the “shadow” danced, and he 
heard his people cry in dismay, 
“The King sits still, his lips are 
sealed, while the white man 
forces his soul to sing!”  
Michel Chion
- Audio Vision-

You are an apple polisher.

You are the apple of my eye.

Fruit of the forbidden tree.

“They want to take our place.”
It is true, for there is no native who does not dream at 
least once a day of setting himself up in the settler’s place.
Franz Fanon
- The Wretched of the Earth-

The model for the psychopath is a rotten egg or a wormy 
apple who skin appears intact.
Cady Noland
- Toward a Metalanguage of Evil-

Adam and Eve
Not
Adam and Steve
-Anti-Gay slogan c. 1977

Alice blinks her eyes. Slowly, several times. No doubt she’s 
going to
close them again. Reverse them. But before her eyelids 
close, you’ll
have time to see that her eyes were red. 
Luce Irigaray
- The Sex Which Is Not One-

The sharing isn’t real after all. 
It isn’t some magic or ESP that 
allows me to share the pain or the 
pleasure
of other people. It’s delusional. 
Even I admit that. My brother Keith 
used to pretend to be hurt just
to trick me into sharing his sup-
posed pain. Once he used red ink 
as fake blood to make me bleed. I
was eleven then, and I still bled 
through the skin when I saw 
someone else bleeding.

Octavia E. Butler
- Parable of the Sower-


