DIY FUR MANIFESTO

Model T. and Sara D.

Prologue

Yesterday it was Minus 37 Centigrade in the sunshine today if you consider wind chill. It’s Minus 29 without.  I consider wind chill.  It’s one more argument for fur. This morning, the drainage pipes to my kitchen sink froze.  I spent many hours emptying the sinks, pouring boiling water in, plunging, bailing again, running outside to rewrap the insulation and try to warm the pipes up, all to no avail. Then my visitor’s 1984 Mercedes would not start, even though plugged in.  It took three hours of jumpstarts with my 4 x 4 to get it going.  Running from car to truck in the freezing breezing cold in between flooding her diesel engine.  Tonight the pipes to the washing machine froze mid-wash, seizing the motor.  I just hand washed six towels and two sets of pajamas and wrung them as dry as I could.  I crawled around the outside of the house in seeping water, finding the taps to turn the washing machine water supply off.  The cold escaped description and even measurement. I walked to the store this morning to get a few necessities.  By the end of a half hour, I was hobbling on stiff feet, my fingertips in their microfibre mitts white and frozen.  Not my body, not my head, they were warm.  I was wrapped in fur. Inherited, hand me down fur, but fur nonetheless.  There is nothing like it.  Model T. knows, she can already DIY grow her own fur.

FIRST PRINCIPLES--BECOMING ANIMAL—The CODEZEBRA Manifesto

Have you noticed? Zebra and ocelot markings are everywhere, from haut couture to discount slippers. Can we crack Code Zebra? Zebra is the penultimate reaction/diffusion pattern, a proof of nature's capability to develop complexity, display and camouflage. Zebras are animals that appear docile but are known for their fighting qualities, especially when mating. Zebras defy domestication. 

Code Zebra (www.codezebra.net), is a software web of wills, in which faux science flies in the face of faux fur. Code Zebra is an intellectual reality drama and web software laboratory where art and science muse in mutual fascination. Triggered by plyotropic genes, reaction/diffusion (r and d) generation, the key to Turing's pattern recognition and neural network research, R and D throbs deep below the surface at the level of the cell, ovulating as ocelot and zebra patterns, voluptuous Voronoi clonal mosaics, colluding cellular automata. Only a pretty tool can miscegenate the cultures of art, science, philosophy, economy, performance and game play.

The artist and the scientist desire each other. They start with participant observation. They sit apart, high up in the rhizomes of a mangrove swamp. 

The artist turns to the scientist, "Are you ever visited by animals in your sleep?”  The scientist responds, "Recently. I dreamt of the genetic coding of a tiger stripe and its parallels in field analysis. I was up in front of a peer review committee. They asked, which door, and I accidentally choose the lady over the tiger, what a nightmare." The artist prepares to pounce, "Why not take the tiger by the tail? Are you sure that animals are not humans? After all, humans are animals. Ever been licked by a large cat? When you were little did you like to climb trees?” The scientist, dismissive, asks, “Are you some kind of a gene pool narcissist with data mining anxieties?  Animals are hardly human." The artist thinks, "I'm going to chew on that rational left ear." 

The artist does not want to proceed as an artist. Oh no. It is far too dangerous. Artists assume the identities of various other endangered species such as anthropologists or historians, in order to enact their will upon scientists, who in turn feel stalked. Perhaps the gap that separates the artist and the scientist will dissolve with these imaginings; perhaps they will find a space in between. Will there be progeny or parthenogenesis? 

The artist is tempted to get physical. The scientist weighs the situation from the bough, kicking a foot, wanting to get it on, but nervous about the encounter. The scientist, examining the artist, thinks about root systems, artificial life algorithms, the comfort of abstraction, as does the artist. The engineer who dwells inside both the scientist and the artist would prefer to reduce the problem of seduction to something solvable, manageable, to a design issue, to making something. The scientist begins to calculate the distance between one tree and the other, between the logos and the loci. The scientist sits erect, excited by the possibilities of research amongst the animals. Actually, the scientist is thinking of becoming an artist. The artist growls, it is suddenly protective of its territory.  Maybe its just time for lunch.  

While the scientist and the artist look at the common but distanced ground several overlapping committees are forming. One examines ethical practices, concerned about the artist's accelerating loss of identity and the scientist's research on human subjects. They are debating the artist’s lycanthrope, wondering whether it is psychosis or participatory observation, hence whether to reward it with censure or tenure. The second circle is comprised of elders. They feel that research upon human subjects requires a protocol. The elders understand the artist's lycanthropic role-playing and feel it may be the only means to burst the hermeneutic bubble of Western science. They are concerned about the artist's and the scientist's appropriation of their cultures' genomes and logic structures. Both committees share a mutual interest in the case study. Like Quake players, they encourage the two human creatures to trade skins and wear the results. This too could lead to the production of fur. 

Why are sciences and art such strange and powerful attractors? Why are we so threatened and yet hopeful about their relationship? Can we get them out of their trees and into the CodeZebra fake fur habituation cage or the embossed ocelot air stream motor home to merge their patterns? Can we get under their skin? Will social engineering work, or will the patterns become murky, ambivalent? Maybe the artist and scientist will solve world hunger, build the next utopian architecture, end global warming and save each other and us from the boredom of the familiar. Maybe they will figure out how to DIY FUR.

SPOT ON

CZ OS is a web based visualization tool that enables conversations between different individuals and groups on the Internet.   CodeZebra deploys animal print metaphors – a reference to the technological jungle in which human survival is increasingly reliant on communication skills. Its pattern recognition function is a new way to visualize the packs that converge around prey or subject. 

CZ OS helps user/players to link ideas, see and create relationships, and consider the emotional qualities of a discussion.  It also creates affinities between underlying concepts that are not visible to the user.  The organic pattern device uses reaction/diffusion patterns and clonal mosaics. Individual users grow their own patterns (moniker).   CodeZebra expresses the behaviour of the individual but within a larger community of dialogue.  These personal patterns emerge through the process and history of ongoing chats and build layers of visual imagery that the user can keep in virtual and material form.  Patterns show relationships between postings and measure affective dynamics that in turn generate patterns (speed, word length, subject relatedness, frequency of posting, corrections, etc.).  Different parts of a conversation will show varied stylistic tendencies, allowing users to group within the conversation by a style they prefer.  The software provides a series of provocative language toys and games that can shift the dynamics of a conversation (fast and angry for example, at its most extreme expressed by flaming and swear words). A moderator or a participant can suggest that players play a game to resolve or amplify their conflicts.  Games relate to animal behaviours and CodeZebra improvisations about these.  Games are often language based (butterfly poetry magnet games, zebra stress relief sentence stomp, multiples species word shooters, snake speed writing games, hyena and zebra racing competitions…)

CodeZebra draws on the ancient history of animal and human contact.  Shape shifting into animal form provided humans with tools with which to understand the logic of animals that were part of the world around them.  Working out from the zebra metaphor, adding biological research, CodeZebra improvised ideas for the software with choreographers, dancers and dramaturges, bringing the software engineers into the play.

The fiction, fantasies and possibilities that bind human society to non-human living forms hover at the edge of knowledge about biology, evolution and complementary science.  Lycanthrope is the psychological term to describe shape shifting, especially when animal identities are assumed in order to act out desire, whether socially prohibited or permitted. Lycanthrope enables the exploration of forms of knowledge, life transition, truth telling, clowning or magic. 
 The images that result from it are a type of social aesthetic, in form and function. A suspension of disbelief occurs.  In many Aboriginal and African traditional cultures shape shifting, within specifically structured contexts is de rigor.  It is part of coming of age, naming and other key social transitions. In Christian and psychoanalytic cultures, shape shifting is identified with charged sexuality, psychosis, marginal science or witchcraft.  CodeZebra makes use of the practice of role-play, suggesting that we constantly move between roles in our daily lives.  Social science and science researchers have rituals, a society of validation and ways of imparting knowledge. CodeZebra investigates whether “animal” roles ally with professional and categories, personality or combinations of these. 

CLOTHING IN ON THE FUR

A double entendre lies at the origins of CodeZebra. Software is softwear in CodeZebra. A zebra fun fur cocktail suit with matching boots, purse, hat, gloves and other accessories inspired the first CodeZebra manifestation, transforming the artist/critic into the animal /artist/social scientist.  I spoke about the contradictory desires and power that flow between art and science. After that, whenever faced with debating philosopher kings or scientists, this writer turns animal, keeping talk taut and spurning tautology. “Claws beat skin,” Model T., meows. 

CodeZebra enables participants to express their identities in both software and fabric.  They can literally wear or display themselves as a unique but social being.  Printing, weaving or knitting materials from the software patterns brings these virtual social/individual patterns back to the physical social world of the user. The fabrics we produce are tactile, nearly FUR -- participants in the chat can feel the emotions of their and others’ dialogues on their skin. We are developing the capacity for materials to be responsive, so that they interact with their user, other fabrics, furniture, wall coverings, the softwear and garments that are in proximity or networked.  

Is this approach is too tame, too domestic, unlike the Zebra?  

THE FUR DIALOGUES 

On and off over the years, I have worked with a charming and clever Brazilian computer scientist.  I met him in a café in at an art biennale in his homeland.  He unlocked the mystery of how spots and stripes form on/in fur. I said that I had a deep interest in animals with reaction/diffusion patterns and that ways that these formed cooling systems and camouflage. Marcelo, with some surprise at our sudden mutual interest, told me with passionate conviction that I was mistaken: the process of pattern formation was through voronoi sets, also known as clonal mosaics, which distributed themselves relationally to create spots and stripes.  Each of these shapes reconfigured as each new form was added, creating a stable but malleable surface with three-dimensional depth.  Dark spots are thicker, acting as a coolant.  He had spent years simulating this process mathematically to achieve what looked like the fur of the Big Cats, the Giraffe and others.  He had attained biological accuracy through mathematical calculation. He is a world leader in the field of spotted and striped animal graphics and beyond this, clonal mosaic simulation in medical and other fields. 

Ever since I had begun to study these animals, research their behaviors, imagine their experiences in their worlds and use them as my models for behaviors in my software, I had also wondered what it would be like to temporarily grow fur on parts of my body.  I had no desire to be furry all over.  My desire was for small, changeable, sensuous patches of fur, fur that one could stroke when needing animal reassurance, or a hit of erotic pleasure, fur one could share with a friend.  Perhaps one could grow a full coat on an especially blustery day.  

PUSSY POWER 

CodeZebra was beginning to plan the invention of a virus, a genome patch or genetic algorithm that could if injected would spur fur growth.  On behalf of Model T.’s quest for self-knowledge, I asked, “Where does fur come from?” Marcelo smiled and said,  “You must shave the pussy to understand the pattern.”  My mind stood still and my heart raced.  This was a bold statement of feminine power.  “I must work with this scientist”, I thought, sidestepping the issue of research on human subjects. Model T.  sometimes does go for the lion shave.
It turned out to be a problem of translation.  Fur springs, already patterned, from under the skin.  The actual size of a spot or stripe is calculated in relation to animal mass and genetic memory.
  I had the opportunity to present some of Marcelo and my research at Sigraffi in Brazil in 2001. Translating “shaving the pussy” into Portuguese created some pandemonium at this event. Local conditions could allow for dramatic adaptive changes in patterning over very few generations.  Why could we not speed up the process for human animals, allowing skin patterns and/or then fur to grow as programmed in short bursts of time and space?

DIY FUR

What if, like ocelots, humans could shift their genes to emerge unique patterns on demand, ingest, splice, inject as needed and have our skin pattern up for awhile and then down again?  What if we could make our hair pattern into soft fur rather than hair?  In considering this problem there are three processes the researcher will take into account. Firstly, she must create a local adaptation that will allow patterns to develop in timed ways. Secondly, she must decode the means to inspire a spurt of hair growth. Thirdly, she must deduce how to create the desired texture in the substance (fur or hair) grown.  

To begin, we had to grow the fur within CodeZebra OS.  Researchers and the graphics industry have invested many years and millions of dollars into “growing” realistic hair, fur, and animal patterns in computer graphics.
 Adapting these fat graphics algorithms to a real time on-line conversation patterning system was far from easy.   Algorithms for fur patterning are well developed in the avatar world as adaptations of computer graphics programs used in animation.  It is through Marcelo that we tested the differences between simulation of images and visualization of images from actual data, which is the strategy that CodeZebra eventually used, importing graphics that we designed, decoding these and turning them into algorithms that could grow.
  Undaunted, the CodeZebra team grew different abstract and explicit layers and styles of fur and its patterns for our software. You can see our versions on www.codezebra.net.
We taught each pattern to grow and then adapt into its voronoi constraints and we then built an averaging process to create grow an underlying pattern for each conversation.  The adaptation process in the software was somewhat like the animal’s fur growth.  Each pattern was predefined by a set of behavioral constraints within a neural network (read genetic memory)—it would grow according to the structure of the posting from underneath the skin of the interface.  The server provided deep structure and the client a kind of skin through which it would emerge. Shapes of the spot or stripe would vary in relation to neighboring postings. 

How to grow fur inside the human body is the next challenge.  Researchers have been trying to stimulate hair growth in balding men.  In the 1990s American researchers developed a patent for subcutaneous jewelry—bracelets, that could be programmed to release color and patterns (or medications).  

CodeZebra will be working on fur growing viral algorithms for the next several years. 

FUR n’ ECONOMIES

Why bother, you may well ask?  Why disrupt the strangely balanced luxury and subsistence trapping economies of actual fur?  Some Aboriginal populations still rely on hunting and trapping to survive.  Why even grow fur at all when fake fur is more and more realistic and efficient for warmth?  

Most to the point, why concentrate on growing fur when we put so much effort into removing hair from our feminine and most recently masculine bodies?  When shaving the pussy is part of the pattern of contemporary erotic aesthetic? 

Well, not for everyone.  The economy of excess hair and fur is tuned to the economy of its lack. Its much like a temporary and retractable tattoo, but tactile.  For some, the ability to give or emerge a tiny strokable fur pattern that would grow on the human body is a pleasurable idea.  Patterning your skin in a body tattoo that you can grow on command in key places or all over could be pleasurable.  More interesting are the possibilities of using pattern, fur growth and retraction as ways of responding to physiological or emotional stimuli.  Pattern and/or fur can attract, repel, defend, entice, or contradict.  

FURNOMES

For others, “becoming animal” in a more thorough way on occasion is already evidenced by the Furry and Plushy scenes, where people dress up in furry animal costumes, party and often have sex.  Humans have long struggled with the line between animal and human sexuality.  The power of animation as a space of identification and early erotic development may have opened the door to erotic plushy Fandom.  This scene is native to the Internet, and like a stripped down CodeZebra reflects on the fantastic possibilities of cyber identity while flipping back to a desire for the biological and animal within the world of cyber hype.  In CodeZebra, we hope that “becoming animal” will be tongue in cheek, with some ecological intent and a critique of evolutionary determinism, without losing the sexiness of role-play and shape shifting. 

This MTV interview provides a few insights into the aspirations of Furries:

Cas Kiyote: A lot of the mainstream has gotten the idea that Furry equals bestiality. 

Llere: I’m fairly sure, at least in this case, that that is not the case. 

Silfur: …When I come to conventions, I’m here really to meet people and to be social and to hug and scratch and bounce around and have a good time…

Yote:  My furry name is Yote. Y-o-t-e.  It’s short for coyote. I’ve known about furry for six or seven years but I’ve been furry my entire life.  For me, furriness—it’s being in touch with like, an animal. I think everyone has an animal in them.  They have attributes of a certain animal inside them.  Everyone does, whether they know it or not.  So, I go by Coyote. I feel that it’d probably be a better extension of who I am to look like one.  It’s being myself.  And part of myself just looks different, sort of an inside-outside thing.  Most Furs, when they think of their earliest memories of being furry, the things that most attracted them would be Saturday morning cartoons and Disney. For me, it’s been six years since I found the Internet and got online.  The Internet makes Furry possible. Without them, there would be no real Furry fandom, because it’s an easy way to organize people, to gather people from out of state, to bring everyone together. ‘Cause you know, its—as all the slogans say, “it makes the world smaller.” 

Having talked about the sexual economy of fur, there is the physical economy of fur itself.  More and more fur is farmed in large-scale enterprises. The demand for fur, including the fur of exotic patterned animals seems, to be a constant ebb and flow. In a fifty-year cycle of international fashion, animal spots and stripes and the seductive behaviors associated with them seem to crest during periods of technological boom.  The culture gets cooler and cooler—suddenly the ice needs melting by the heat of animal skin and the warmth of FUR.

DIY FUR may fall into the categories of hair and make-up, tattoo or jewellery rather than garment.  It will constitute an alternative to animal fur and faux fur. Perhaps we will learn to finally love our transformable body hair as an infinite resource of FUR. 

APPRENDIX

MORTAL ENEMIES:  FINDING THE INNER PATTERNS
As mentioned above, CodeZebra dancers, actors and engineers accepted a set of tasks.  
We acted out, discovered and researched stylized behaviors that would be performed as movement, as relations between animal types, as actions or rules within the software that would inform the artificial intelligence and mark individual postings as well as and conversation group patterns. 
Using garments and jewellery to establish their characters, the performers worked out behaviours for each of the animal types, first working in-groups and then as individuals. Each actor took on an animal to develop and reflected through writing or through thoughtful discussion, their version of how that animal would be.

This process built from back-stories that I wrote about the animals. These stories were tools to structure action within animal groups, conflict between the characters and events within each set.  

Each animal type or clan developed six degrees of freedom--these were the rules of engagement for the animal and a movement and if appropriate, sound vocabulary that could be adapted into dance movements, repetitive motion, and ways of acting with other species.  These were based on back-stories and biological research.  We videotaped and photographed the characters.  We simplified actions and rules the ways that one learns a character.  These would form the basis for the games, which we developed through later workshops and collaborations.
 The improvisations would also form basis for choreographies, actor activity in live events and clubs.  

Performers suggested ways that character groups could be distributed on virtual site, or within a club or more theatrical space.  We thought about the den, nest, and resting spot.  We thought about the ecology as a time-based mobile environment, one that aimed for either balance or managed change. We were interested in significant state stage, such as ecological crisis, or the ability to freeze action in order to refresh evolutionary patterns. We worked with state descriptions that might also align with social interactions. Even when predation was not taking place, animals were highly aware of the presence of other animals.  

We acted out the animals’ sets as predator, prey and protector.  This suggested ways that the clans would interact in a debate or conflict or even play situation. We switched roles to experience each other’s animal, teaching the movement and sound sets. 

We puzzled about death and rebirth, about what happened when characters groups, or individuals died and how to recycle or add new characters to the world. 

We held the second improvisation series in a home, with gestures more pulled back, working first with gesture iteration and then narrative.  We developed more familiarity with our movements, with a larger number of players.   The domestic space was evocative, intimate and felt like chat—the death of the zebra shook everyone. The theatrical improvisations were valuable for later theatre and dance performances of CodeZebra, for runway fashion gestures. 

These simple improvisations paralleled the software development and actually informed a sense of embodiment that stayed a goal of CodeZebra.  They fixed a sense of animal behaviour and type and directly informed the games and the coding activities, including, eventually the AI. The engineers and designers who participated in the improvisations, the pet-formances in Budapest and later in London, were touched to the core by the process and sustained the desire to build a beautiful, embodied and playful software.  

There are nine characters in CodeZebra, all characterized by their markings (voronoi or reaction/diffusion).  Below are descriptions, rules and back-stories for two of the characters -- mortal enemies, the zebra and hyena. 

Zebras: ROUTINE

1. Shake mane and listen, perk ears.

2. Run elegantly in a group to scuttle visual comfort of foe and then freeze (vogueing).

3. Preen each other and perform neck nuzzle, snort.

4. Lean over, with one hoof part grass, eats. Use downstage hand to part grasses.

5. Lean over far and use both hands to bring water to thirsty mouth.  

6. Stomp. 

Zebras:  SPEECH Barks of different orders.  Back and forth, stomp, browse, chomp, slurp, nuzzle, remake community sense, talk at length, nit-pick, run on talk and pause, consider dangers, restart. Thoughtful, graze (surf), slow rumination and breath, action and freeze.  

Zebras: STYLE Zebras are highly organized, self-protective, exclusive of others, narcissistic and able to present a strong common front.  They debate, pose reflectively, browse (research), drink in knowledge, digest, then begin dialogue again, all the while vulnerable to attack and to their enemies, highly wary.  They have strong camouflage capabilities and an urge for violence to enforce conformity.

I am a zebra, I was born on the plain—I lie at my mother’s side –on my spindly legs arising.  She nuzzles me; I have the very close to matching stripes that she carries on her hide.  I know in my little, pounding heart that the wind will carry danger towards me.  I sense the smells of the Big Cats, the Lions and Hyenas that are my enemies, uncontrolled dust storms, the flooding rains with torrents and nasty flies in their wake.  I drink my mother’s milk – she kicks at the dust, belligerent, wary.  I will get to know her fear and love her grumpy, protective character. She stays always close to the herd, teaching me to do the same.  With my flaring nostrils, my acute sense of hearing, I follow, slow in the heat, cantering when giddy with breezes, conserving our forces, then skittishly at a run, fast, fast, from the enemy.  I learn the art of moving as one, muscles contracting as one, flesh extending, hearts racing, as one, a field of moving pattern.   Stopping suddenly, our predators confounded, never outdistanced, but commotion, stripes, doing their duty.  Somehow we become horizon, disappear, into the green, into the brown, the primary divisions of no colour becoming all colour.  We defy our enemy’s eyes.  They squirm with nausea when they look directly at us.  

When I am but several weeks old, something happens that shakes me forever, although in time, it feels right, a lesson.  One of the other mothers, not mine, stumbles in a gully, goes down dramatically, ripping her foreleg.  After that she cannot keep up with the herd.  We see her downed, at a distance.  Ripped from the air and thrown down by a pack of hyenas, their snapping jaws opening her throat smell of red blood splashing. 

My little friend has lost her mother.  She runs along with us, bereft and hungry. When feeding time comes, she approaches my mother, whinnying.  My mother examines her stripes, but they do not quite fit our family pattern enough.  She pushes her away; even through the stripes vary marginally.  But it is enough, my friend moves on.  She seeks an available nipple, but there is none.  All the mothers bare their teeth.  They butt her and bite at her, as she becomes hungrier, more insistent.  This occurs again and again.  Finally, she curls on the ground, alone hungry, winnowing, cold in the night savannah wind.   If we had enough resource, we would feed her.  

I do not dare to get up, go to her, although we have frolicked together in the recent past.  I fear my mother’s will; I feel my sympathy move towards resentment at the foal’s pathetic aspect.  Over the days, this pattern repeats, while she struggles to keep up with the herd.  She grows thin and starved.  Then the fatal day arrives, a group of adults, mothers and our male herd leader, led by the Alpha female of our herd, surround her.  They butt her; kick her, until she collapses into the ground.  She resists them, or tries to at least, fighting for their life.  Know that your hooves are weapons!   

I try at first to block their access to her, nuzzling my mother’s nipple until I am thrown off.  They kick her until she is not longer able to make even pathetic sounds, vetting their animal rage, wilding.  Her black and white hide is covered with blood and she lies unconscious, the flies alighting on her body.  She is dying.  The pattern that keeps her whole ruptured.  My nostrils flare, smelling blood.  She was once a living colt, my friend, no more.  She is left there unconscious, for the lions.  I learn from this incident.  Stay close to the herd.  Learn its ways.  Do not stray. Watch where you run!  Hope that nothing happens to your mother while you still rely on her for nourishment.

The days are filled with richness, with running to the wind, with play, with high grasses, with an ever present sense of danger coursing through my nostrils, flicking my ears wide.  Nights as well as early day stay alert. I learn to be cautious, protectionist, conservative, even for a young thing.  I find my place in the pattern, where and how to exact the mystery.  I know how to sustain the camouflage.  I know my place in the evolutionary thread--our herd.  Our black stripes are heat thickened, making the white into coolants, dropping our temperatures in the blast of daytime heat.

I eat the luxurious grasses, always thirsty; I almost inhale the water at the hole we gather at.  It is there that I really learn to differentiate myself from others. We reign over the cruel world, over the other hoofed ones, like the antelopes.  Once, acting like the cruel protective creatures that we are, we kill some young wildebeests in our camp. They are mimics, ninnies, using us for stealth and if lost, for mothering. We will not even keep the inferior in our own group alive!  We stay together; our instincts are sharp, as sharp as the claws and teeth of those who would bring us down. 

This is how it is and how it always must be.  

The seasons pass and I grow.  The lion comes, the cheetah males, the hyenas. We evade them.  The vibration of our pattern sickens them.  Yet our meat draws them.  At times they pull a weakened member from our midst and feast.  

I am the zebra, black and white together, unified.  All colour no colour.  

One season, the end of summer, the approach of fall, I feel the change moving through my body, pushing and pulsing inside me, deep in my blood.  The days are growing shorter.  I am ecstatic.  I am lovely. I am just at the end of colthood, becoming a mare.  I am barely elegant.  My gait still needed occasional coaching.  I watch and learn.  I want to breed with the best, for breed I must.  Careful, careful, desire can escalate camouflage or evade it.  My head proud, my neck erects. My mother is a reminder of our fine stock, our symmetry.  The colts of my year have grown together, the young stallions are proud too, randy, full of discovery.  They knock each other over in their eagerness.  They will soon be forced out of the herd, on their own to join another band.  As the heightening storms flare and the lightning flashes on the savannah, the lightning feels as though it is crackling through my body.  Descending into me.  

The stallions fight magnificently. They rear onto their hind legs, spinning around each other like dervishes, straining to bite each other’s legs to bring each other to ground, straining, stomping, straining, stomping.  

Suddenly, they are behind close snorting, their breath, and me hot. They move me out, away from the herd.  They had been fighting at a distance, and I foolish, had stopped to watch, never quite thinking that I, in oestrus, are their desired one.  They move me away from the herd, trying to abduct me.  I run, back to my group, they force me away.  Suddenly, one mounts me from behind; his hooves bear down on my neck. I am frightened fearful; this is not a friend, but an older stallion of another herd, a respected master.  I am shocked at his approach, at my sudden desire and at the pain on my shoulders, my neck.  I feel him pushing into me, my virgin flesh.  I am wet with the blood of my time. This is my first season.  I am wet and he pushes again and again and I feel myself, almost ripping as he comes into my body and crashes against and inside me. I scream with fear, pain and the knowledge that all innocence is gone, overtaken.  He soon screams too and I pull away, galloping off. I shake my mane. I leave with him. I will not yet bear the child of this master. But the next season, when I am able to conceive, I will.  It will come in thirteen months, and I will become heavy, vulnerable, but my new herd will protect my foal and me.

This is how it is and how it will always be.  

Hyenas:  ROUTINE

1. Hyena places buttocks near the ground, shakes and appears to deposit hyena butter.

2. Rubs genitals against each other.

3. Tears from left to right, with claw.

4. Chomps down with arms as though teeth.

5. Chases and laughs.

6. Kicks back with right leg.

Hyenas: SPEECH 

Rhythm, back and fro, pissing contests, staccato structure, pops into conversations, laughter, non-ironic, sub-cultural and macho, expresses anxiety, erotic play—vicious. 

They all talk at once, or they express in All talk at escalating turns.  They are in run mode and big packs of noise.  Performative, watch each other greet and then join in. They also listen to the lone poet, to goal oriented radical speech—some call and response structures.  

Hyena:  STYLE

The core is, “Don’t fence me in”—this is the radical voice, the alterior, underground and subculture vs. the zebras.  We roam over large territories.  We are vicious, with sisters and siblings and then bonded. There are female harems of forty, with Alpha females carrying more power. They are the ones to aggressively broach new ideas—they are either amoral or highly ethical.  They respond to the moon, with a history of being the familiar to goddesses and witches. In a group they can overpower the individual lioness. Their aggression suggests a constant state of fear--looking for food all the time, fear of each other and others within abundance. They are the top of food chain, but appear not to be.  No belief in surplus.  

Hyena: BACK STORY

I am a hyena.  Born under a full moon, scourged and scorned. I am goddess of life and death, a strange attractor, make you double over with laughter, split a gut then eat the contents. I kill. I take your kill.  Savanna kills--kills of the night.  I outwit a flock of buzzards. I take the trembling zebra colt down.  I do not fear to look at their patterned backs, those air conditioned, giddy and stupid creatures that think they are wise by height and weight alone.  I am hyena, she who takes down the antelope while it bucks and tears in her strong jaws.  

And you my lioness, my mortal enemy, it is your own mortality that you should fear, for I will humble you in the name of all that suffer, should you turn away from me.  I run fast, faster than you. I will take the zebra from your feeding pride. I will take your very cub, and even you, if you are weak. I will kill. I will eat your bones.  You think I feed on carrion, well yes, it is a delicacy, but mostly, I love to kill.  

Never what I seem, I am of woman made.  As the tiniest of cubs, I suckled at my mother’s teat and felt the power of her near feline ways.  Heard her purr, her rough tongue licking my fur.  Yes, feline. Well, almost, for we claim our own breed. We are of woman ruled—we are of the moon.  When I eat the lion, I am cannibal.  

We are the marines of the plains--the female shock troops.  We train on our own; almost a third of us die from friendly fire early on in life.  We kill our sisters.  We learn to be wary, vicious and always ready for attack. Our men are jealous, they bait us, but we fight back, defend our right to rule.  They come they go, we resent their roaming ways.  We live in girl gangs, loyal and true.  

We are sexy, sexy, sexy, are you afraid?  We squat to paste hyena butter, special excrement, around our territory--marking it.  We greet each other by mounting, our clits or dicks pressing into each other, same sex rebels or hetero sluts. Perverse creatures you humans say.  Suits me, we survive.  How can I redeem myself?  I dare not try.  I laugh!  I laugh!  I laugh!  Frightened?  Not I -- excited perhaps.  Ready for the kill.

My hind legs lowered towards the ground, back low, I am a running machine.  Ugly you think?  Functional beauty I say.  You create your myths about my magic powers.  Proceed, for these are real.  

The bigger my clit, the more power I have.  We worship the clit, the place of pleasure, so near the source of life.  My mother’s opened to bring me into the world.  My first fight was down that narrow passage.  Many of our mothers and cubs die.  My mother was a clan leader.  This is a world where butches are bitches and rule.  I walk the line of the transgendered.  Three things always on my mind: meat, sex and a good laugh.  

FURTHUR THOUGHTS

What can one add to the preoccupations of a hyena, but a commentary from another sort of cat?

BIOGRAPHICAL NOTE and RESEARCH COMMENTARY

© MODEL T. 

SHE was working on CodeZebra for about eighteen months when to HER alarm, I became a researcher in my own right. It may have been that our programmer was living with us and I would stay up all night with him, helping with the monotony of coding, sitting on his lap, or stepping delicately on the keyboard.  I worked on the patterning of those arrogant great-aunts of mine, the cheetah and those silly little cousins, the ocelots. Cats that can swim, how ridiculous!  All about collaboration herself, SHE became quite jealous of my collaboration with John. 

Methodology: My toys are scattered all over the living room.  This archive is a hand wave to a nostalgic past-a time when chasing and jumping were core initiatives and sleep and meditation for twenty-two hours a day was not my steady state.  Now, dreaming is my key research method and it comes deep and often.  I am twenty-one and deaf, this has brought me a terrific and stoic wisdom, which I cover by a lopsided smile. Learn from the Buddha.  I am driven by a heat seeking if existential phenomenological sangfroid. This allows me to spend hours basking by the fire in the glow of my resulting algorithms.  

Recent Projects: The Alpha Project

Key Words:  Action research, Dominance theory, Prediction algorithms, Audio-linguistics, Sleep states, Fluid Dynamics, Gravity, ANT, Evolutionary Algorithms, Biological determinism, Participatory Observation, Phenomenology.  

The Alpha Project:  Phase One 

I awake at least five minutes before SHE does every morning. I gently sink one claw into HER eyelid, raising it to open position. With another claw, I enter a nostril pulling it open to better assist morning breath to pass through. In the interests of science, I sniff this and then drool a bit on her face.  I turn thrice and settle on Her face and head, purring loudly and establishing dominance.  All this activity is undertaken in advance of the alarm-- I am testing the relationship between my internal clock, the alarm mechanism, which even if deaf, I can anticipate and her arousal capabilities. 

The Alpha Project:  Phase Two

A second phase of the research relates to principles of leverage. SHE is ten times my weight at least. During the night, I will endeavor to lever HER from fetal position onto HER back. I will then lie on HER shoulder and neck, keeping us both warm.  This position can never quite be reassumed in the morning, rather there are a series of moves, initiated by again firmly covering HER head and face with my entire body as in Phase One. SHE will push me off.  I uproot HER; wiggle my body underneath HER, despite the discrepancy of her abundant weight against my paltry size. SHE lies on top of at least half of body and pretends to fall asleep, pinning me down. SHE is playing Alpha, but I am the True Alpha, because I have chosen to be covered. I celebrate my victory with earth rumbling purrs that deprive both of us of sleep.   

At the same time, as inferred above, I undertook a piece of rather obscure and difficult perceptual scratch and sniff research Phernome (FURnome) research about the ways that SHE responded to various stimuli, from drooling, to kneading, to scratching, to crying, to lap-sitting. This research and my painstaking reports which I scratched onto the living room couch as well as maintained on my former research site, established an already evident species-typical capacity for empirical observation based research on my part.  The couch publication is still legible and locally available to other researchers.

In the early winter of 2002, I put a paw on delete and destroyed my web site and substantive email archive. Although strongly tuned to the historical, I feel that the ephemeral qualities of my research required that it live only in the memories of those who had visited my site or corresponded with me.  

Since your publication is insistent on proof of my research status, I think you need to consider the following notes. The first is a statement of protest. Many of the observations in the first texts of this essay infer my agreement.  In fact, these do not express my views but HER's.  The second are excerpts from my correspondence with Kellie Marlowe, who kept my spirits buoyed during this difficult research period and its documentation.  These prove the existence of my former site and email list and document this researcher’s hardships.  

Model T
SHE is a very difficult research subject. SHE spends lengthy hours away from this researcher. SHE keeps the laboratory under heated during the day, which makes it necessary for me to sleep, not work.  The food SHE serves me is underscored by a lack of dietary glory with the occasional fresh chicken or liver dinner.  SHE underrates my intelligence and focuses instead on my unique and stunning beauty and my luxurious FUR.  SHE pretends to understand me, and projects empathy and other humiliating motivations onto my behaviors, failing to comprehend my simple, scientific research steps such as stalking.  SHE wants my FUR.  In short, SHE wants to become ME. 

Excerpts

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Subject: I miss you
Kellie. Sara is awful clingy.  SHE does NOT brush me enough. Lately SHE shoves pills down my throat, too anxiously. Mostly I have managed to spit them out, but not always.  I have puked two nights in a row, precisely at 3 a.m. Last night on the left side of the bed, the night before on the right side.  Do YOU miss me?
Model T.  


Re: I miss you

Oh Model T,
Taking pills is a nasty business for the taker and tricky for the person ensuring you ingest it. On the gagging front - can you not when feeling a ball surfacing go into the basement or kitchen and rid it with some decorum keeping in mind that at these locations you are ensuring that the clean up is minimal and the distasteful sounds and smells inherent in such an activity don't impact your partner to such a great degree....

Ask Sara to brush you everyday and find little ways to make this job easier for her...
I do miss you and wish that I could be there for you both at least sometimes.

OOOXXXX Kellie

Re: Re: I miss you 
It is true Kellie. I do use a lovely green throw rug that SHE bought as my forum for these activities whenever I can make it down those stairs.  I am enjoying the combined emotional impacts of my daily nausea and prolonged hunger strike on HER emotional
state.  SHE says it’s almost over, but it isn't over ‘til its over is it.

PETS RULE THE ROOST!
ALL POWER TO THE PUSSY!
MT


Subject: I am much better now
My bladder infection is gone.  I had a WONDERFUL time at our party; everyone fell in love with ME not HER. I stayed upstairs amongst the 50 dinner guests, wine drippers, break dancers, hip hoppers ALL night, either on my little chair, by the fire or in their arms.  I am greasy and full of perfume from so many hands patting me and lipstick kisses.  The boys hugged me too.  I got MANY, MANY complements.  There are names for my lovely colours in French, Spanish and Japanese apparently.  I feel that I should be sent on international peacekeeping missions. 

SHE is having the furnace cleaned today, maybe cause you are coming back for a few days, so you will not sneeze and wheeze more than you do anyhow (ignore HER, I snore too, remember?) Apparently it is full of MY hair, why do I get blamed for such things? It is probably HER hair, like the bathtub.  SHE is furrier than I am.

Apparently the vet apologized for the deadly antibiotics etc.  I am NOT going back there for the holidays. No Way.

I PROMISE not to shed too much at your place, or get sick.  Well, I might puke once just to prove that I can still make you gag, Kellie.

Have a nice day.

Your friend forever, (I am NINETY, so it might not be FOREVER,
FOREVER) Model T. 


Re: I am much better now
Dear Model T,
While reading your most recent email, I laughed all the way through it. Even for ninety, you are a clever kitty. I'm so glad that you managed to fight off that infection. I will be happy to host you over the holidays. I can't however promise you the style of living you are accustomed to nor the social life. I do promise however to give you lots of love. Also I am trying to not be such a tight ass about the small things like hair on the furniture and my pillow. Let's make sure that SHE brings your favourite things like hairball medicine, treats and brush. Let me know if there’s anything else she should bring.
Air kisses until I can give you the real thing.
XXXX Kellie


----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Subject:  You never write me any more
Now that SHE has taken me hostage and will not let me visit you this weekend because she thinks that all the changes in altitude and temperature and me crying for two hours is bad for me and my ears, and because SHE wants me to take advantage of Justine and
prevent her from being lonely here.  I don’t know about that Justine, better not be another Goth.   MT
Re: You never write me anymore
Justine is very, very clear that I am not to go near her. I will find my ways. Currently going for additional amounts of fur where she likes to sit. This way she will understand that fur on top of the lap from a warm, real time kitty is better than post-produced
fur on the bum where only others can see the results.

Re: You never write me anymore

Dear Model T,
I do miss you and the little girl downstairs enquires after you daily. So by the way does that grey cat Jump - I think Jump wishes you two could have had a more civil chat.

I hope that SHE has had time to give you a bath. I think you will find Justine very amenable to sharing her lap - she just seems like the type. Re: your ears -- try putting your paws over your nose and mouth and blowing hard - perhaps you have earwax lodged in there and are not deaf after all. Give HER a wet smooch for me and know that I miss you both very much.
XXKM

Re: Re: Re: You never write me anymore
Kellie. I hate baths. What on earth are you trying to talk me into?

I think I really am deaf. I cannot hear myself at all, even though I feel my mouth opening and my little voice box vibrating like crazy, pushing out something that sure gets a running, scowling reaction from HER.

I have to say, this gives me the ability to scratch the furniture at leisure.  After all, I cannot hear HER when SHE waxes (pun intended) hysterical.

Last night I managed to interrupt HER sleep six times, one for each of the lives that I have lost in various ways.

Maybe I can do the same for you? She said SHE is going into the city tomorrow. I said I am NOT going with her, not for two days, Oh No. I will stay home and
supervise the piano movers.

MT


Subject:  Help! Help! 

Somebody save me. I mean it! Help! Help! I hate HER, I hate HER, I hate HER. Well, slightly less now cause SHE got me really stoned, right after the Big Trauma.  Why you have to save me.   Here I am now, licking, licking my wet, wet fur, and just thought I would take a minute to write you. (SHE just got your call.  SHE wanted to talk to you personally about MY bath).  Nevertheless, it’s too late, so I am writing to you instead, while SHE cooks a stinky lamb sausage. What if my FUR ends up smelling like stinky lamb after all THAT HELL?  She set up a little bed right by the roaring fire, but do you think I am about to please HER and sit there after what I have just been through. I would rather sit on the floor, near the fire mind you, with my wet ass picking up dust.

SHE is wearing this pink sweater I hate, ugh! I should have known something awful was about the happen.  First, she gives me that hairball stuff which I do like.  Then SHE brushes me with some new super brush forever, she removes half my fur, all cajoling and impressed with the technology and apologizing for the shit brush SHE subjected me to for all those years.  Nevertheless, woman on a mission, you would just tell from the brushing.  I hissed and submitted.  Then its gets much worse.  SHE tried to drown me. Had this nice little sink filled with water, plunks me into it and starts pouring water over me, saying nice things. At first I was anaesthetized with shock, what with the warmth. I thought I had peed myself bad, or something awful.  Then I realize that SHE is dead serious.  Tons of soap, water, even cleaning my ears.  Nightmare.  I lunge and cry.  I almost escape once, but I have no weapons, my claws are short and you know about my teeth. That Fucking Goth who cat-sat me got them all pulled out -- thought I was supposed to be her familiar and I hated her, so she punished me. Anyhow, there I was in the sink. For what seemed like hours.  Scrubbed. Rinsed.  Violently towel dried. I try to escape, but SHE has me in paw cuffs.  Moreover, SHE is much, much bigger than me.  SHE sniffs me, throughout this near death ordeal, to see if I am improving.  It is true that I had achieved ripeness appropriate to my age, which is now dissolved down the kitchen drain.  It didn’t end then. No. SHE puts me on a big huge towel on the floor and rubs me until I am dizzy. Again and again.  I scream in anger.  Then, SHE brushes, me head to toe. Again and again.  Enraged. Violated.  SHE decides enough is enough.  Puts me down on a towel with lots of cat nip by the fire and this is when I decided to write.

Running on…MT

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

Subject: Some cooking hints

Thanks for your nice reply.  SHE made me fresh salmon last night. Yum. SHE had hers with sake, poached.  I do not like to drink. Mine was just with water and a bit of oil.  Not bad.  I think I can manipulate her into cooking for ME, like SHE used to cook for you.  SHE makes all kinds of stupid appreciative sounds when I eat HER cooking.  Today I had ricotta with chicken cat food.  Not bad either.


SHE is still at work. Wonder what's up for dinner? I made her watch Divinci's Inquest last night with me. It was fun. Then SHE wrote and wrote. I have figured out how to make her share her lap with that ugly flat warm beeping thing she hits all
the time, with ME.


Model T.

� On April 10-12, 2001 a group of theatre artists, performers, software engineers and set designers met in London in two locations, the Back Hill Studios of the London Institute and my apartment in Finsbury Park.  Later improvisation and final development of movement occurred in Hungary August-October, 2001, as part of a performance and installation at the Ludwig Museum. Improvisation is discussed later in the paper. 


� In Hopi culture, for example, ritual clowns with complex animal behaviours and human identities express community critiques to authority figures that are compelled to listen to them at prescribed times of the year.  This clears the air in the community. Carnival provides a similar system throughout the world.  


� As well as participating in the first CodeZebra software workshop at the Arts Alliance Labs, December 2000, Marcelo Walter was the president of the respected Siggrafi graphics conference in Brazil, 2001.  Marcelo has published a number of papers on the graphics related to CodeZebra in SIGGRAPH proceedings, 2002, 2003. 


� SIGGRAPH conferences are testimony to the currency of these problems and the relative progress.  


� Sheelagh Carpendale deserves credit for her assistance here as well as the team led by Rich Lachman with Artem Baguinski and Kevin Liang and Erik Kemperman, managed between Banff and V2 Labs. Joshua Portway was of great assistance in strategic thought and John Tonkin programmed Prototype One of simple voronois that is still lively and available on � HYPERLINK "http://www.codezebra.net" ��www.codezebra.net� . 


� Transcript: "Plushies and Furries", MTV Sex2k and for a detailed encounter, � HYPERLINK "http://www.fursuitsex.com/" ��http://www.fursuitsex.com/� and Related to the Furry underground but more skin contact based is the paint-by-animal-scene. Sexual fantasy is enhanced by exacting skin make-up, see � HYPERLINK "http://www.beastpaint.com/" ��http://www.beastpaint.com/�  


� Key dramaturgical collaborators were Vanessa Richards and Lizbeth Goodman. 


� SquidSoup, UK and C3, Josh Portway, Anne Nigten, v2, as well as David Furlow and Lizbeth Goodman in the early phases are to be thanked here.





