Gl lery Exhibition - A Love
Story

Madi son Scott-C ary



NARRATOR 1
A night on the town. A bar for an
aperitif. A light dinner at a nodern
restaurant, one of those places with
default sensoria settings that turn
up the taste inputs and turn down
the visual inputs, so that you eat
intensely delicious food am dst a
t hi ck, Eigengrau fog. Another bar,
livelier and | ess painfully nodern,
for a digestif.

NARRATOR 2
And?

NARRATOR 1
Crowds. Crowds upon crowds. Your own
crowd a cell wthin a supercrowd.
| nstances drifting, or perhaps

forced by nomentum--- theirs or
others' --- along the thoroughfares
of a nexus.

NARRATOR 2
And?

NARRATOR 1

A | ow sl ung buil ding, a crowded
foyer, funbling for tickets.

A door opening, soft crowd noise.

I NT. A VWH TEWASHED LOBBY

NARRATOR 2
And?

NARRATOR 1
Wi ti ng.

NARRATOR 2
And. ..

NARRATOR 1

Programs. Expl anati ons.

El uci dations. Errata. Wrds to
chuckl e over with your group of
friends.



NARRATOR 2
Dear, Also, The Tree That Was
Fell ed, of the Ode clade is pleased
to wel cone you to its gallery
openi ng. Tonight, it has prepared
for you a nodest exhibition of its
works within the real mof instance
artistry. This is presented at the
culmnation of its tenure as Fell ow,
t hough the nane rankles, of Instance
Art in the Simen Fang School of Art
and Desi gn.

A door opening.

NARRATOR 1
A short, slight...thing, steps from
t he next roomthrough one of the two
doors on the far wall and calls for
attention. To call it a person seens
al nost msleading. It's a dog. A
wel | -dressed dog? A gl ance further
on in the programoffers a glib
expl anat i on:

NARRATOR 2

(As t hough readi ng)
The Arti st
This gallery exhibition serves as
t he capstone for Dear, Also, The
Tree That Was Fell ed, of the (de
clade inits role as fellow The
fellowship in instance art was
created specifically for Dear in
recognition of the excellence it
brings to the field.
Dear's instance is nodeled after
that of a now extinct animal known
as a fennec fox, a nenber of the
vul pine famly adapted to desert
living. Dear has nodified the
original formto be nore akin to
that of humans. The iridescent white
fur appears to have been a happy
m st ake.

NARRATOR 1
Well. That's a thing. Anyway.



DEAR
If I may have your attention, folKks.
My signifier, or...ah, nane is Dear,
Al so, The Tree That Was Felled, or
just Dear. | cone fromthe Ode cl ade
of Dispersionistas, and ama Fel |l ow
of Instance Art at the Sim en Fang
School of Art and Design.
An artist is, one mght say, one who
works with structured experience. A
play is art, as is nusic, as both
are nmeans of structuring experience
in a certain way.
So, also, is instance art. It is a
way of using dissolution and nerging
in such a fashion that the
experience of forking --- or of
wi t nessi ng forking...

NARRATOR 1
Dear forks, two foxes now stand
bef ore you.
Then one of themquits.

DEAR
...becones structured, becomes art.
Before we begin, | would like to

take a small census of those
present. This is for your own sakes
as well as for that of the artworks,
such as they are. W will let them
know. Coul d you pl ease rai se your
hand if you consider yourself a
Tasker ?

NARRATOR 1
A scant few hands go up in the air,
all huddled in one corner of the
room Perhaps a group? A group of
their own?
Unconfortable titters waft through
t he...the audi ence? The ticket
hol ders, at |east. Tal king about
di spersion strategies i s not
sonet hi ng one usual |y does.
Dear holds its face conposed in a
calm polite expression.

DEAR
Trackers? Rai se your hands, please.



NARRATOR 1
O those who remai ned m nus the
Taskers, perhaps a third raise their
hands. Several individuals, a few
di stinct groups including your own.
That | eaves well nore than half
bel onging to ---

DEAR
And di spersioni stas?

NARRATOR 1
Sure enough, |arge nunbers of hands
lift into the air. The
Di spersionistas are a vast majority,
and surround nost everyone else in
the room mnus the Taskers, who
remain off to their own side. The
audi ence seens to be nostly fans of

t he work.

DEAR
Thank you. Now, if you would be so
kind as to followne, | wll be
happy to wal k through the gallery
w th you.

NARRATOR 1

Dear turns adroitly on its heel and
W thout a nonent's hesitation,
forks. A second, identical instance
appears to its left and finishes
that turn in perfect synchrony.

A small wave of appl ause begins. To
fork so casually and continue to
move in | ockstep bespeaks no snal
anount of practice with the

pr ocedure.

Qui et appl ause.

NARRATOR 2
It doesn't | ast.

NARRATOR 1
One i nstance of Dear..

NARRATOR 2
(i nterrupting)
The ori gi nal ? Maybe?

NARRATOR 1
... Heads through the | eft-hand door
and the ot her.



NARRATOR 2
(interrupting)
The fork? It's so hard to keep track
with all these people

NARRATOR 1
...Steps through the right door.

NARRATOR 2
And here perhaps we nust take a step
back and acknow edge the fact that
this is all very strange, because it
certainly is. Because it's
confusi ng. Because it's opaque.
Because perhaps you aren't even sure
what these terns nean, even now.
Because, like all love stories, it's
So very easy to get lost. Like al
| ove stories it's told fromnultiple
angles. Like all love stories,
despite tine's true arrow, it
nevertheless is at its very core,
nonl i near.
How do you renenber it, these many
years |l ater? How do you take the
fact that so much happened
si mul taneously that night and you
merged so incautiously after that
even your very own Mmenories argue
with you? How do you square | ove
story with corrupted nenories and
still love the one you do?
You take a step back and acknow edge
it.
You acknow edge it because you
forked. You followed both Dears,
dam t he consequences.

I NT. A SVMALLER ROOM

NARRATOR 1
The roomyou wind up in is snmaller
even than the foyer, and the
ti cket-hol ders have to press even
cl oser together. The audi ence that
W nds up here is the | east diverse,
cont ai ni ng none of the Taskers and
very few of the Trackers who wound
up at this - apparently primarily
Di spersionista - event. As such, the
press is met with unconfortable
silence: one doesn't normally talk
about dissolution strategies with
strangers, but Dear has deftly
forced it to be an issue.



There's no sign on the fox's face
that it knows what it has done. Just
that calm polite smle. Curious.
How can one know that a fox is
smling rather than snarling or
sonet hing, nmuch less that the smle
is polite. Perhaps styled after

t hose ol d cartoons of

ant hr oponor phi ¢ animal s, or sinply
just an i npression.

DEAR
Thank you. Mich cozier in here.

NARRATOR 1
Many of the proclainmed
D spersionistas are grinning at the
trick, and even several of the
Trackers are smling.

DEAR
My only request is to not fork
during the duration of the
exhi bition...

NARRATOR 1
Dear continues, giving a know ng
gl ance to sone of the
Di sper si oni st as.

DEAR
Exi genci es asi de, of course.

NARRATOR 1
A thought crosses your m nd.

NARRATOR 2
Perhaps it's the drinks, those hip
and strong aperitifs and too-sweet
di gestifs.

NARRATOR 1
Vll, hell. It's hard to take a fox
standing on two | egs seriously when
it gives you instructions.

NARRATOR 2
This all seens rather ridicul ous,
when you take a look at it.
| nstances as art?



NARRATOR 1
You're not as snooth as Dear, but
you rmanage to step a little further
away from one of your friends,
| eavi ng enough room for you to bring
into exi stence your own second
i nstance.
For a noment, you aren't sure quite
what happens. After a second, things
start to click into place, though.
A nere fraction of a second after
you forked, Dear also forked,
instructing its instance to cone
into existence in a space
over |l appi ng the space that your
i nstance al ready occupi ed. This sort
of thing is very nmuch frowned upon
and, in nost public areas,
i npossi ble to even pull off.
As it is, collision detection
al gorithnms whine in protest and
force the two instances apart with
sonme force, causing a cascadi ng
ripple of collisions, spreading
conpl ai nts of personal space. The
room has safe settings, at |east,
and the collision detection al gos
regi ster a bunp at |least a
centineter before one body touches
anot her .
The Dear at the front of the roomis
smling beatifically, but the one
confronting your instance has
under gone strange transformations.
Its eyes are bl oodshot, alnobst to
the point of glowing red. It's nouth
is gaping, lips pulled back in a
snarl, nmuzzle flecked with froth

YQU
Rabi d. . .

NARRATOR 1
...You think. It has |ost nobst of
its humanity, though it remains on
two | egs.
You let out a shout, but it's
drowned am d a chorus of other yells
and screans.
Post - humanity, confronted with
humanity regressed feels a speci al
kind of fear, and as the feral Dear
herds your instance toward the back
of the room back toward the foyer
the other ticket-holders..



NARRATOR 2
Though per haps 'audi ence nmenbers' is
the correct termonce nore

NARRATOR 1
...surge forward toward the original
i nstance of Dear.

The audi ence i s shouting.

NARRATOR 1
It is still smling

Shout i ng conti nues.
NARRATOR 1

It opens the next door.
I NT. A SOVEWHAT LARGER BUT MORE CROWDED ROOM

NARRATOR 1
The crush is far nore intense than
expected, as you find both hal ves of
t he audi ence rejoi ned and dunped
back into a dark and already crowded
room
Al ready crowded with severa
I nst ances.
Dear has forked itself several tines
and each of those instances are
forking again, until there's easily
tw ce as many instances of Dear as
t here are audi ence nenbers.
The noi se doubl es and then doubl es
again as the instances start
chargi ng at and pi nni ng audi ence
menbers agai nst each ot her and the
wal I s, herding and shouting, al
wi th bl oodshot eyes, bared fangs,
i nhuman snarl s.
It's loud and dark and pani cky.
Sonme try forking. And the new
i nstances are ganged up upon,
charged at, with twice the intensity
as the parent instances. Mst quit.
You realize that these instances of
Dear are not actually attacking to
harm t he audi ence. There are no
weapons, no coercion to quit. Just
exercising, violently, the collision
detection algorithns in the room
which are still set safe.

NARRATOR 2
Thi s nmakes you furious.



NARRATOR 1
Wt hout even thinking, you reach out
a hand and grab one of the instances
of Dear by the scruff of the neck
and drag it to you, giving it a good
shake as you do so.

YQU
(shouti ng)
What the fuck do you think you're
doi ng?

NARRATOR 1
The fennec snarls at you and, with
surprising force, grabs your forearm
and, using itself as a pivot, sw ngs
you around through about a
quarter-circle's arc. It keeps its
paws on your arm one on your el bow
to keep it straight and one on your
wrist, and shoves you back by
| ungi ng forward.
It lets you go and, in one conpl ex
notion, ains a sw pe at your face
wi th one paw while the other slans,
pal mflat, against its jacket
pocket .
Sonet hi ng happens to the floor
beneath your feet.

A | oud crunch.

NARRATOR 2
You fall.

I NT. A LARGE ROOM - EMPTY AND ECHCEY

NARRATOR 1
The roominto which you and this
feral Dear fall is cylindrical.

VWal | s of concrete, floor of packed
dirt. The part of your mnd stil
wor ki ng on an intellectual |evel
finds this funny, cliché.

That's al so the part of your mnd
that notices the default settings
for sensoria and collision in this
room are nmuch, much different than
the previous room Full sensation,
with collision detection algorithns
turned way down.

NARRATOR 2
A room set for battle.



NARRATOR 1
You grin wldly.

YOQU
(rmuttering)
Good. Let it hurt. This '"exhibition'
goes way beyond what it shoul d.

DEAR grow s, feral.

NARRATOR 1
Dear only grow s.
There's no circling, not yet. You
two sinply collide and have at each
other. You with punching fists and
knees attenpting to find a groin
Dear with blunt, scratching claws
and not-so-bl unt teeth.
The sounds of a scuffle.

NARRATOR 2
The fox is wthout gender, you
guess, but perhaps that still hurts.
NARRATOR 1

You have the advantage of size, and
Dear has the advantage of speed. And
teeth and claws worth w el di ng.

It leads to an even draw in the
first match, until you fall back
from each other and do the circling.
Dear has |lost all sense of humanity,
to your eyes: hunched over |ike sone
werewol f out of a novie, fancy shirt
torn, tail frizzed and | ashing
about, claws and teeth bared,

sl averi ng.

For your part, you fall back on what
little you know of martial arts.

NARRATOR 2
Mostly know edge gl eaned from
fiction nedia, if you re honest.

NARRATOR 1
You keep your back away fromthe
fox, keep your fists up to guard
your face, keep slightly turned to
m nimze your profile.
You | unge.
Dear lunges a heartbeat |ater, and
you press your advantage with a
ki ck. Your foot inpacts the fox in
the side, just above the pelvis.
Dear lets out a satisfying...

10.



NARRATOR 2
...and satisfyingly inhuman. .

DEAR whi nes.

NARRATOR 1
...yelp of pain, collapsing on the
dirt of the floor and whining for a
nonent .
You nove to kick it again, but it
rolls to the side and staggers back
toits feet, landing a good sw pe of
its claws al ong your cheek and up
over your ear, tearing flesh.
Shaki ng your head to try and
di sl odge the spinning sensation of
jarred senses, you stunble back to
press your back against the wall and
gain yourself a nonent.
Dear does not permt this. The fox
scranbl es after you, deceptively
qui ck, and | eaps toward you, aimng
to land with both its feet...

NARRATOR 2
...or footpaws?...

NARRATOR 1
...and paws agai nst you, nouth open
wide to bite.
You try to roll to the left but
don't quite nmake it all the way
away. Dear's right paw catches on
your shoulder while it's left
softens its | andi ng agai nst the
concrete of the wall before |atching
up around your neck.
It's an inopportune angle, but you
feel it bite at you anyway, getting
nmost of your shoul der at the base of
your neck.
The pain of it's teeth lodging in
your skin is enough to make you cry
out. Its got enough of your soft
tissue in its nmuzzle that the
contact is solid and, despite your
attenpts, you can't swing it free.
You feel its right armslip away and
are too busy trying to gain the
advantage to realize why until the
paw swi ngs back in front of you
When you see the syringe..

11.



Thr oughout

NARRATOR 2
...that synbol of death, here in
this upl oaded world, a way to crash
your instance..

NARRATOR 1
...you panic and fork. As does Dear,
and now there are two of you, two
fights, two dances.
You scranble frantically to get away
fromthe fennec, but its grip around
your neck with its armand its teeth
is too strong.
You rai se both hands to bl ock the
syringe as it darts inward, hoping
to either knock it out of Dear's
paws or at |east buy yourself sone
roomto squirmaway fromthe fox.
You're too sluggish, too clunsy.

After all, it doesn't matter where
the syringe lands. It's only a
sigil, an item holding a bunch of
code.

A bunch of code that will attenpt to
crash your instance.

The syringe strikes you square in
the sternum just as you force Dear's
arns away.

The fox imediately quits.

Fadi ng, | eaving you to crunple.

The worl d around you dissol ves into
voxel s, each of which steadily gets
| arger and | arger.

The voxels step down in intensity
until they fade to a dull grey.

NARRATOR 2
Dying is no quiet affair. It's |oud,
pai nful . Surprisingly so.
Your instance, this body, is
crashing in spectacul ar fashion.
Every last bit of your sensoriumis
it up like a Christmas tree, but
t he pain goes beyond that. It's a
pai n of existence, of the need to
conti nue existing.
Those expanding rings of colored
bl ack speed up. The bl ack sonehow
i ncreases in brightness. You cry out
into it.
Perhaps this is why you were
instructed to send a forked
i nstance.

an increasingly jittery distortion.

12.



A sil ent

Fi n.
pause.

NARRATOR 1
Fin for now Fin for this you

NARRATOR 2
But, but, always another but.
But there is nore than that you

NARRATOR 1

You forked, after all, yes?
NARRATOR 2

Yes.
NARRATOR 1

Yes, and your heart falls as you see
that you crunple.

NARRATOR 2
There is nore than that one Dear,
t0oo. You see, this is the danger of
| ove stories. This is the danger
these days. Tine is funny. Space is
funny. Nonlinearity was al ways the
warp and woof of the world, but now
your face is rubbed init, the
mul titudi nous aspects of
post - humanity ground up agai nst your
nose in sonme strange puni shnent.

NARRATOR 1
To your relief, that second Dear
al so quits.
Movi ng faster than you thought you
coul d, as though sone | atent
i nstinct had kicked in, you sw ng
your arm up across your front and
strike Dear's forearmsquare on with
t he bony ridge of your own.
The syringe goes clattering. You
tear away from Dear and |eap after
it.
Scrabbling on the ground, you catch
sight of the syringe as it
demateriali zes.

NARRATOR 2
(bj ects only do that when their
owners quit.

13.
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NARRATOR 1
You whirl around just in tine to see
t he hazy, ephenmeral shadow of Dear
fadi ng away.

NARRATOR 2
The fox quit.

NARRATOR 1
You let out a yell of triunph.

NARRATOR 2
And now you're al one

NARRATOR 1
You stunbl e back to the wall and sag
against it, breathing heavily and
assessing the damage. A few m nor
scratching here and there, and then
the two maj or wounds: the scratch up
al ong your cheek and across your ear
and the bite on your neck with its
several small puncture wounds.
You set to work patching yourself.
For ki ng and nergi ng, again and
agai n, each fork fixing another cut,
anot her brui se.
This takes only a few seconds.
Once you're finished, another
i nstance of Dear appears. On cl oser
i nspection, it appears to be the
original version of Dear. A less
feroci ous instance. Dear-prine, or
sonet hi ng.
You' ve cal ned down enough that you
don't immedi ately leap at it, though
you do drop into a defensive stance.
It smles kindly.

DEAR

You may cal m down, now.
YQU

Li ke hell.
DEAR

No, seriously. Renenber where you
are. This is an exhibition. This is
an exhibit. You are an audi ence
menber, yes? Even audi ence nenbers
have roles to play.



NARRATOR 1
You furrow your brow. So
wrong-footed are you, the rolling
boi |l of your anger drops al nost
i mredi ately to a simer.

YQU
Li ke a play...

DEAR
Li ke a pl ay.

YQU
So you knew we'd fight?

DEAR
| knew a fight m ght happen. |
encouraged a fight to actually
happen.

NARRATOR 1
You raise your fists again, but you
feel the changes in the room
Col l'i sion algorithns back on
conservative, sensoria turned down.

YOQU
You encouraged a fight?
DEAR
Yes. You did not --- wll not ---

make it to the unwi nding room so |
will explain here. Stress is the
easi est way to force decisions to be
made. | forced you to decide, did I
not? I forced you to interact with
an instance, and | amforcing you to
interact wwth nme, now. Two

i nstances, two interactions.

The sound of a door opening.

DEAR
There is nore to it, but a good
artist never explains. Artistry lies
in the perception, and soneone's
wat chi ng.

NARRATOR 1
At that, it quits.
You drop your arns and sigh,
t hi nki ng for a nonent before headi ng
for the stairs

A silent pause.



NARRATOR 2
But now, we're back at the
begi nning, aren't we? W're back to
that first fork, when it all seened
so sinple. W're back to the choice
of the two doors, and the other
i nstance of yours, that one follows
the ot her Dear through the door to
the left.

I NT. A SVALL ROOM

You suppose it makes sense.
to all: forking for a specific purpose,
This was flagrant abuse of that in their

appeal

acconpl i shi ng goal s. _
however, given that these instances wl|

eyes,

NARRATOR 1
You, smrking, take the right.
The roomyou wind up in is smaller
even than the foyer, and the
ti cket-hol ders have to press even
cl oser together. The audi ence that
wi nds up here is the nost diverse,
containing the entire group of
Taskers who wound up at this ---
apparently primarily Di spersionista
--- event. As such, the press is net
wi th unconfortable silence: one
doesn't normally tal k about
di ssolution strategies with
strangers, but Dear has deftly
forced it to be an issue.
There's no sign on the fox's face
that it knows what it has done. Just
that calm polite smle. Curious.
How can one know that a fox is
smling rather than snarling or
sonet hing, nmuch less that the smle
is polite. Perhaps styled after
t hose ol d cartoons of
ant hr oponor phi ¢ animal s, or sinply
just an inpression.

DEAR

Thank you. Mich cozier in here.
NARRATOR 2

Ri ght .
NARRATOR 1

The taskers do not | ook cozy.

16.

There are bits of this that

i nst ances

i kely nove on

and live their own lives. |Independent, individual instances.
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DEAR
| would |ike to el aborate on ny
previous point. This exhibition is
about the idea of instance creation
as art, and in that sense, it is the
easi est job | have ever had.
| nstance creation is art.

Some nuttering.

DEAR

(i nterrupting)
Al instance creation. This showis
about utilizing that consciously,
but all instance creation is art. It
is structured experience. The
Taskers, and | believe you are al
here? The Taskers are the tightest
adherents to structure. The nost
bar oque.

NARRATOR 1
Dear, Also, The Tree That \Was Fell ed
forks once nore, an identical copy
of itself appearing standing just
next to the original. The instance
qui ckly quits and di ssipates. An
exanpl e, perhaps.

DEAR
The goal of this exhibition is not
to just tal k about that, though, it
is to explore the creative limts of
forking as art.

NARRATOR 1
Dear forks once nore, but this tine
into two additional instances. One
short, stocky human, hol ding up her
hand just as the original instance
still holds up its paw. And on the
ot her side of Dear, a small aninal
--- smaller than you expected, the
size of a small cat --- that you
suppose is the fennec nentioned in
the program colored in creany tan
fur. It beconmes clear that the
primary Dear is a synthesis between
t he two.
The human Dear reaches out to shake
one of the audi ence nenbers hands
whil e the fox dashes toward the
crowd, weaving its way between | egs
in a good simulacrumof an ani nmal
attenpting to escape.



Sonet hi ng about the fennec catches
your eye as it zips through the
crowd. It doesn't seemto be
foll ow ng any pattern, but its
notions remain purposeful. It seens
to be...perhaps, making eye contact
wi th each person in the roon?

And then it cones to you

And it | ooks up to you.

And wi nks.

NARRATOR 2
Can fennecs do that?

NARRATOR 1
The strange critter holds your gaze
for longer than sonme wld aninmal
should, or so it feels, but the
monment i s broken by the soft sound
of Dear clearing its throat at the
front of the room

DEAR
The next roomis just through here.
If you wll follow ne, please.

NARRATOR 1
It's difficult to deny the tiny
critter before you, to tear your
eyes away fromit. Easy enough to
forget that its an instance of Dear
as it leads the tour onwards.
Perhaps if you could just dally a
little and get a closer | ook before
novi ng on.
And then the expl osi on happens.

A bang. The audi ence shouts and scranbl es.

NARRATOR 2
Cliché as it is, the lights go out.
Perfect.

18.



NARRATOR 1
You, daring, intrigued, perhaps a
bit upset, fork. You follow You
keep heading left, where the fennec
was goi ng, pushing past scranbling
attendees to get to the wall. The
left wall, you reason, is a shared
wall with the other room the one
whi ch the other Dear had |ed the
ot her half of the group through.
There's probably a door between the
two, though you hadn't had the
chance to get a | ook, or perhaps you
coul d break through.
The snoke thickens. It has a | enony,
sul furous snell that, although it's
never something you' ve snell ed
before, makes you think of bullets,
gr enades, gunpowder.
In the dimlight and confusion, you
find the wall by abruptly slamm ng
intoit. Indeed, there's a door a
f ew hand- spans away, and a tiny
critter with big ears scratching
frantically at it.
You shuffle quickly over to the
door, barely able to see for the
snoke and di mess, and grab at the
handl e, praying that it's unl ocked.
The handl e turns.

The sound of a door opening

NARRATOR 1
You fall through.

EXT. A ROLLI NG PRAI Rl E
Sudden silence, a bit of w nd.

NARRATOR 1
It's a strange sensation to step
froma cranped, crowded, |oud, dark,
and snoky roominto such a space as
this.
The fall you took couldn't have been
nmore than a few feet, but even now,
your senses still feel knocked
slightly out of place. To have a
space like this, one that's bigger
on the inside than on the outside,
or outside when it should be
i ndoors, underground, is certainly
possible. It's easy. It's just also
incredibly rude. In nost sins, it's
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even illegal. In this one, you
vaguely renmenber hearing that it
requires a permt.

NARRATOR 2
But here you are.

NARRATOR 1
You and a tiny fennec.

NARRATOR 2
(overl appi ng)
You and a | api s sky.

NARRATOR 1
(overl appi ng)

You and endl ess green fields.
You and a sunny day.
Qut side and a sunny day.
The fennec, which had been groom ng
itself after the flight fromthe
expl osi on, gives you what can only
be a smrk and another w nk, and
starts heading off away from where
t he door ought to have been but is
no | onger.

NARRATOR 2
Not hing for it.

NARRATOR 1
You follow along after the tan
beast, the fox | ooking m nuscule
am d the endl ess grass, nothing but
its ears sticking up above the
stalks. It |ooks out of place amd
the green of the grass.
The ground had | ooked flat at first,
but that seens to have just been the
grass all grow ng to about the sane
hei ght. Beneath the grass, you keep
rolling your ankle over tussocks and
failures in the earth, stunbling
over the fact that the ground the
grass is growing on is annoyingly
uneven.
The fennec winds its way am d these
tufts, having an easier tine of
things with dainty paws.
Your mind fills with stories, of
magi cal animals, of sleeping for
years and waking up to see the world
vastly change. You start to think of
the fennec as its own entity,
sonmet hing conpletely separate from



Dear, fromthe exhibition you just
left.

DEAR
You' re one tenacious fuck, you know
t hat ?

NARRATOR 1
You | ook around, sone part of you
unw I ling to believe that the voice
cane fromthe fennec. You had
forgotten, lost in your fantasies,

that the fennec was still Dear.
DEAR

Yeah, ne.
NARRATOR 1

The fennec continues its dainty
wal k.

DEAR
| say 'tenacious fuck' lovingly, of
course. | like you. You have pluck

GQunption. Another you forked in

anot her place, another tine. W

fought. We kind of fell for each
other. It was fun

YOQU
Anot her...?

DEAR
Not much in the way of brains,
t hough.

NARRATOR 1
You roll your eyes. The fennec
grins.

DEAR
You know you were told to send an
instance to the exhibition, right?

YOQU
(warily)
Yeah.

DEAR
So why not quit?

YQU
Hm??



DEAR
Way not quit? Wiay not nerge back
with your... (pause) hmm Wth your
#tracker instance?

NARRATOR 1
You shrug hel plessly, realizing the
two of you have cone to a halt at
the base of a hillock, a rough cave
dug into its side. The fennec sits
primy.

YOQU
This is...this is an exhibition
about instances as art, isn't it?

DEAR | aughs once or tw ce, though it sounds nore bark than
| augh.

NARRATOR 2
It | ooks perhaps nost feral at that
nonment .

DEAR

It is, is it not? Just thought you
woul d see it through, hmm? This

exhi bit?

NARRATOR 1
You nod. You feel ill-prepared for
t his.

DEAR

| will not lie to you, then. This
exhibit is just a franme. It is just
a canvas. You are the exhibit. You
are the art.

NARRATOR 1
You catch yourself noddi ng once
again and attenpt a nore graceful
response.

YOQU
There's a | ot of shows where the
audi ence becomes the cast.

NARRATOR 1
The fennec settles down onto its
belly, stretching out.
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The wi nd

23.

DEAR
| suppose. That is one way to think
of it, yes. I amnot fond of the

pl ay netaphor. Exhibit works better
for me and the way | think, since |
know who i s wat chi ng.

NARRATOR 1
Just as you begin to respond, begin
to ask the obvious who?, the fennec
quits. This sim as a whol e,
provides a courtesy feature of a
faint outline existing and then
fading after a quit, crash, or
failure. That just nmeans you get to
fume in the direction of a slowy
fading outline of a fennec, standing
at the nmouth of the cave.

NARRATOR 2
(resigned)
The fennec's right, though, you
could just quit.

NARRATOR 1
(a bit frustrated)
But you're right, too, you think
You want to see how i nstances becone
art.

YQU
Cave it is, then.

NARRATOR 1
You say this as though this is sone
sort of choose-your-own-adventure
book or rol epl ayi ng gane and you
have to follow the avail able exits.

NARRATOR 2
(sm rkingly)
Ah wel | .

sounds di e down. Quiet crawing.

NARRATOR 1
As far as caves go, this one is
rat her unremarkabl e.
You | augh at yourself for having
such a thought. The life you' ve
chosen for yourself does not include
many caves.
You drop to your knees, brushing a
hand t hrough the | ast vestiges of
the faint outline of that shitty



fox, and crawl past the entrance of
t he cave

It is unremarkable in that it is

al nost cartoonish in construction. A
low hillock with a rough hol e bored
in the side, rocks protruding here
and there, worns and roots dangling
fromthe ceiling. Al ways |arge
enough to craw through on al

fours, but never enough to stand up
in.

YQU
(t hought ful rmunbli ng)
The construction is actually quite
wel | thought out. At |east, as far
as cranped spaces go.

NARRATOR 1
As soon as the cave turns a corner
and the |light of day behind you is
lost to view, it all seens rather
less inviting than it did before.
The air was still before, but now
it's stale; cool and noi st has
become hum d and sti cky.
It's difficult to say whether the
wal I's are closing in or whether
that's just claustrophobia setting
an assertive hand on your shoul der.
You crawl on.
The ground starts to rise, and at
| ast you think you may be nearing
the other side of the hill ock.
Per haps, given the non-Euclidean
| ayout of the exhibit, an entry back
in, or at |east back out.
The tunnel keeps rising.

NARRATOR 2
The tunnel keeps going.

NARRATOR 1
Rocks dig into knees and pal ns.
And you keep cli nbing.

NARRATOR 2
(accel erating)
Up and t hrough

NARRATOR 1
You clinb.
Nearly verti cal
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(brightly, faster now)
And, to your relief, it grows
lighter.

You hast en.

NARRATOR 2
(exci ted)
Up and out!
YQU shout
NARRATOR 1
And fall.
NARRATOR 2

(overl appi ng)
And fall onto the street.

NARRATOR 1
Looki ng around, you see the building
housi ng the exhibition just behind
you. You hunt for the front door. An
i nstance of Dear putters around just
past the glass doors, picking up
prograns and generally tidying up
t he pl ace.
You go to give the doors a try, but
they' re | ocked.
That's why you | ooped back around,
isn't it? To confront that shitty
fox once nore and ask it what it
meant by who's wat chi ng.

NARRATOR 2
(angrily, as though through gritted teeth)
You just want to shake that--

NARRATOR 1
You're fum ng, you realize.
You sit down on the curb, indulging
in a nonent to relish the anger, the
self-righteous feeling of bolstered
confidence. Then you work on cal m ng
down.
There won't be a fox to confront,
and it's as Dear had said: this
space wasn't the exhibit, but the
frame. That nmeans you were the
exhi bit.
Dear ignores you

NARRATOR 2
Your evaluation of 'shitty fox' is
rei nf or ced.



NARRATOR 1

You wait.
You sit after the wait grows | ong.
You ponder visiting another bar.
You | ose track of tinmne.
Eventual |y, you hear voices fromthe
side of the building. Famliar
voi ces. Your friends. Yourself.
Still dirty fromthe cave, you
despair.

(pause)
So you quit.

| NT. BACK IN THE SMALL ROOM
The sane bang.

NARRATOR 2
But, ah, there was nore than one
choi ce made that night, wasn't
there? You forked again, didn't you?
You, rascal that you are, foll owed
that fennec, but you also did not.

NARRATOR 1
The fennec skitters off toward the
expl osion, toward the shared wall
bet ween the split roons, and you
have already sent a version of you
after it. You want to follow, but
you also don't want to deal with
expl osi ons.
Nei t her does anyone el se,
apparently, as the tight quarters in
the room quickly leads to a crush
and stanpede toward the door that
Dear has opened.
Into which you are forced.
The crush is far nore intense than
expected, as you find both hal ves of
t he audi ence rejoi ned and dunped
back into a dark and al ready crowded
room
Al ready crowded with severa
I nst ances.

DEAR grow s, the audi ence panics

NARRATOR 1
Dear has forked itself several tines
and each of those instances are
forking again, until there's easily
tw ce as many Dears as there are
audi ence nenbers.



The noi se doubl es and then doubl es
again as the instances start
chargi ng at and pi nni ng audi ence
menbers agai nst each ot her and the
wal I s, herding and shouting, al

wi th bl oodshot eyes, bared fangs,

i nhuman snarl s.

NARRATOR 2
It's | oud and dark and pani cky.

NARRATOR 1
Sonme try forking. And the new
i nstances are ganged up upon,
charged at wth double the intensity
as the parent instances. There is
anot her you, another fork, eyes
filled wth fury as it struggl es
agai nst the fox.
You realize that these instances of
Dear are not actually attacking to
harm t he audi ence. There are no
syringes, no coercion to quit. Just
exercising, violently, the collision
detection algorithnms in the room
which are still set safe.
The intensity within this roomis
overwhel m ng, and you find yourself
shrinking toward the walls, if only
to escape fromthe noise and notion
on one side.
A few others seemto have the sane
idea, shifting their ways toward the
wal l's of the room They're nmet with
l[ittle resistance.
In fact, the instances of Dear seem
to be encouraging it, growing and
barki ng and yelling as they herd the
audi ence to the outsides of the
room
You nmake it to the wall with
relatively little trouble, only to
be jabbed in the back with a
door knob.
Keepi ng an eye on the action and the
aggressive instances of the artist,
you slip a hand back behind you to
turn the knob.

A door openi ng.
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28.

I NT. A LARGE, QU ET ROOM

NARRATOR 1
The roomyou find yourself in could
not be nore different. It's a room
where one m ght feel quite bad
shouting and hollering, and nost of
t he audi ence gets that at once,
qui eti ng down.
It hel ps, of course, that the
conbative instances of Dear remain
behind in the previous room only
herdi ng the remai ni ng audi ence
menbers toward the door. It's a
curious dichotony of violence in one
roomand in the other, well...

NARRATOR 2
Qoul ence isn't quite the right word.
Sof t ness, perhaps? Gentle, rel axed,
soot hi ng.

NARRATOR 1
The room has nmuted |ights ---
brighter than the previous room but
still decidedly dim--- and soft,
anor phous furniture, none neant to
be occupied individually. The |ight
is cool, the color schene a soothing
set of blues w thout being annoying

about it.

Dear --- Dear-prinme, perhaps, as it
doesn't have any of the frothy

bl oodl ust | ook about it --- smles

di sarm ngly and urges the audi ence
into the room

Anot her difference: there's plenty
of space to spread out here, rather
t han the previous overcrowded roons.

DEAR
(politely)
Pease, please, take a seat. Please
sit. The stressful portion of the
exhibition is over, and nowit is
tinme that we had a talk.



NARRATOR 1
There's sonme grunbling, stress
i ndeed. Sone still ook warily at

the artist. But folks do as they're
told, splitting off into their
little subgroups. Couples and

t hreesonmes wi nd up on couches and

| ove-seats (if the blobby furniture
could be called such) while |arger
groups wind up on nelty-1ooking
beanbags. You and your group, al
single, find a cluster of such
furniture and scatter to the
conponent pieces. You wind up with a
| ove-seat to yourself and make
yoursel f confortable.

Dear follows along with the groups.
Al of them Forking and splitting
of f towards the clusters of
furniture so that each group w nds
up with its own instance of the fox.
You notice that each instance is
fluffier, softer, a touch heavier
than the original. As a schene to
make the artist seemfriendlier, it
wor ks pretty well. The new i nstances
nearly exude ki ndness.

You marvel, for a noment, at how
easily folks seemto take being
shifted fromthe context of violence
to the context of confort. That
there are a majority of

Di spersionistas certainly explains
part of it. The rest, you suspect,
m ght be due to the fact that,
despite those context shifts, this
all took place wthin the
overarching setting of an art

exhi bit.

NARRATOR 2

(wyly)
Those are meant to be safe.

NARRATOR 1
Dear had said that instances were
art, and perhaps that really is the
case: perhaps it's |like those plays
where the audi ence plays a role.
Per haps you and your friends, all of
t he audi ence, are the art. Perhaps
Dear only hung the franes.
As if summoned by thought al one, an
i nstance of Dear pads up to your
group and, by your |eave, settles
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Si | ence.

down on the cushions beside you. If
it anped up the friendliness of its
build, it doubled that with its
face. Teeth nuted, whiskers full and
slicked back, eyes bigger and
friendlier, ears gone fromlarge to
al nost com cal

DEAR
(softly, smling, unapol ogetic)
Once again, | nust apol ogi ze for
t hat stress.

NARRATOR 1
You decide to speak up

NARRATOR 2
Because of course you do

YQU
VWhat was the reasoning for that?
Were we playing a part, like in a
pl ay?

DEAR
You could say that, | suppose. |

prefer the termexhibit, though, as
it inplies that soneone is watching,
that you are being | ooked at.

NARRATOR 1
It makes a graceful setting-aside
gesture before you can question it
on that.

DEAR
Stress is a neans of forcing
i ndividuals to make decisions. |If
t here had not been real stress, real
ri sk, then there would not have been
real art to be nmade. Your calling it
a play is accurate in that sense, in
that plays are art nade in rea
tinme. This is also that. Structured
experience happening in real tine.

NARRATOR 1
It's easy to feel intrigued: the art
itself is intriguing.
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NARRATOR 2
Beyond that, though, Dear is
intriguing. Dear, with its choice of
form

NARRATOR 1
(overl appi ng)
Dear, with its mastery of this new
art.

NARRATOR 2
(overl appi ng)
Dear, with its casual refusal to
conform

YQU
So what do you get out of this,
then? This art?

NARRATOR 1

Dear grins and | eans back into the
couch, its tail flicking out of the
way and arm drapi ng al ong the back
--- an alnmost famliar gesture
toward you. One that you can't help
but notice. One that even your
friends can't help but notice.

DEAR
That, ny friend, is a very good
guesti on.

YQU
And do you have an answer?

DEAR
Not a good one. (a pause, then
wryly) Not yet, at |east.

YQU
Vel |l ? What do you have so far?

NARRATOR 1
Dear | aughs. Your friends roll their
eyes.
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DEAR
Part of it is integral to us. To al
of the "me's here, to all of the Qde
clade, to so many Di spersioni st as,
and, to sone extent, to all those
except perhaps the nbst conservative
of conservatives. (digging for
words) It is evolving. ldentity, |
mean. It is noving beyond the
romanti c concept of self.

YQU
s that why you're not hu--
(correcting yourself) Is that why
you' ve taken the shape of a...a
fennec, was it?

NARRATOR 1
Dear turns itself to sit
cross-1egged on the | ove-seat facing
you. You find yourself doing so as
wel I, al nost subconsci ously.
Your friends stand up.
Dear-Prime, at the center of the
room calls out in a soft voice.

DEAR
(froma distance)
The next exhibits are just this way.
If you will follow ne...

NARRATOR 1
Dear reaches out a paw and rests it
at op one of your hands.

DEAR
We can stay and chat a bit nore. Do
not worry. | amrunning this show, |

make t he rul es.

NARRATOR 1
Your friends are grunbling, already
noving to follow Dear-prine to the
next room
You shrug. Carefully, though, as
you're finding yourself loath to
di spl ace Dear's paw from atop your

hand.

YQU
Sure, why not? Cane for the
exhibition, after all. Mght as well

get the nost of it.



33.

NARRATOR 1
You repeat the shrug, this time to
your group, make no sign of getting
up.
They hesitate for a nonent, then,
frowning, give a dismssive gesture
and wander off to the next room

YQU
So. Fennecs.

DEAR
Fennecs, though one nmust be careful
to specify ant hroponorphic. Real
fennecs are quite small as you
r emenber .

NARRATOR 2
Do you? Do you renenber? Perhaps
sone ot her you does.

NARRATOR 1
Dear forks and a fennec --- hardly a
doubl e- handful of fuzzy critter ---
appears between you, bridging your
knees, back paws on Dear's knee and
front paws on yours. It's tan,
rather than iridescent white, and
hol ds far | ess humanity about it.
You raise a hand, but it quits
before you can touch it.

DEAR
This is intentional. | amnot a
fennec. | rather |like them of
course, but I amnot one. | am an

amal gam | am sonething nore. O
rather, we all are, and I amtrying
to enbody it.

YQU
(thoughtfully)
So you're greater than the sum of
the parts? Fennec and human?

DEAR

It would be better to say that we

are all nore than human. W nay be
post - human, as the old saws woul d

have it, but we are certainly now
nmore than the sumof the parts of

our identities. (grinning) Fennec

nostly just because | |ike foxes,

t hough. All the deep words in the

world will not hide that fact.



NARRATOR 1
You laugh, giving its paw a pat with
your free hand.

YQU
Well, hey, if it fits, mght as
wel | .

DEAR
(1 aughi ng)
Think it does?
YQU
Well, sure. Just got me wondering

what you get out of it.

NARRATOR 1
You feel your hand drop as the
fennec turns up the sensitivity of
its instance and turns down the
rat her conservative settings of the
collision detection algorithnms. You
hesitate for the nonment, then do the
sane, feeling the concomtant
sensations of tenperature and touch
junp in intensity.

DEAR
Vell, | get to be soft as hell.
Seriously, pet ne. | |love being a

fox sonetines if only for the
physi cal contact.

NARRATOR 1
You | augh despite the heat rising to
your cheeks. After a nonent's
hesitation, you pet the back of
Dear's paw lightly wth your hand.

NARRATOR 2
It's soft. Very soft.

NARRATOR 1
You keep up those touches. It's hard
to remenber the last time you felt
fur.

DEAR
Al of ny intellectual bullshit
aside, | think it is very inportant

to renmenber the sensuality of
senses.
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NARRATOR 1
Its eyes hal f-close in apparent
pl easur e.

DEAR
Wien the systemwas built, there was
a big debate as to whet her advanced
sensoria should be included at all,
whet her we shoul d have sins and
roons and things to |l ook at and
touch. Too nmuch work, they said.
Nerds, the lot of them living in a
worl d of text. Some of the nore
romanti ¢ upl oads argued | oud enough
t hat we overrode nost of the
obj ections. Pet ny ears, those are
softer.

NARRATOR 1
It's hard to i magi ne, a world
W t hout sensoria. Wiy? Too nuch work
how? Too much strain on the systenf
What |ife would that be, though?
Wt hout touch? Wthout taste?
Wt hout drinks and couches and very
soft foxes? Wy bot her?
You nove to conply, then pause,
tilting your head.

YQU
‘W' ?

NARRATOR 1
You finish the notion and brushing
your fingertips over the back of one
of the ears once. Then again and
agai n. Dear wasn't kidding about the
softness. You suspect it was a
selfish request on its part, as the
fox ducks its chinto tilt its head
toward your hands, |eaning in
cl oser.

DEAR
(muf fl ed)
"We', yes. The Ode clade is quite
ol d.

YQU
(pause)
You descri be them as romantic, but
tal k of noving past romantic ideas
of self.
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DEAR
(munbl i ng)
Do | contradict nyself? Very well,
then | contradict nyself, | am
large, | contain nultitudes. O her

ear, if you please.

NARRATOR 1
You | augh, earnestly and easily. You
slip your other hand from under
Dear's paw, and bring it up to
stroke the back of the other ear.
The touch gets a pl easant shiver out
of the fennec.

YQU
Fennec fits. O, at |east, soft
ani mal does. You seemto act a
little |ike how cats acted, though.

DEAR
(lazily)
Meow. Seriously. There is roomfor
romanti ci smand romance itself
W t hi n post-noderni sm

NARRATOR 1
You nove the hand that was stroking
the first ear to ruffle the fur
bet ween the ears, |aughing again.

YQU
Romance, eh? You com ng on to ne,
t hen?

DEAR
Well, nore like...you are the first
one to show interest in ne, rather
than the exhibition. (laughs) And |
have run |l ots of exhibitions.

NARRATOR 1
Moving gracefully, it |eans forward,
up onto its knees, and then in
agai nst your front, pushing you back
agai nst the arnrest of the | oveseat.
Its arns slip up around your
shoul ders. The nove startles you
into stillness, but after a nonent,
you settle your arns around the fox
in turn.

DEAR
But | amnot not comng on to you.
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NARRATOR 1
You're at a loss for words. Wat
coul d you say?

NARRATOR 2
What woul d you say?

NARRATOR 1
(distantly)
I'mflattered, but--
NARRATOR 2
(distantly)
You' re sweet, you know -

NARRATOR 1
You settle for silence and sinply
rel axi ng beneath Dear.

NARRATOR 2
Warmt h, softness.
YOQU
Lonel y?
NARRATOR 1

Dear settles with its nuzzle resting
al ongsi de your neck.

DEAR
Mrhm

YQU

(sigh)
Sane here.

NARRATOR 1
The fennec nuzzles in against your
neck. Wi skers tickle, raise
goosebunps.
A nonent of shared silence and
touch. Your hands brush al ong the
fox's back, imagining how soft the
fur mght be beneath the dressy
shirt. Dear's blunt muzzle continues
t hose soft rubs agai nst your neck.
It | eans up, nose dotting its way
agai nst skin, cheek, to your ear.

DEAR
(murnmuring, playful, close)
The only downside to being a fox is
that it is really hard to kiss with
a nmuzzl e.



Si |l ent pause.

NARRATOR 2
And then it quits.

NARRATOR 1
Your arns col |l apse agai nst your
front, through the epheneral outline
of the fox that remains.
Wth a shout, you scranble off of
the | ove-seat, shock forcing you to
stand in a defensive position.
The air is cold after the contact.

YQU
(stanmmering, confused, shocked)
Dear ?
NARRATOR 1

The roomis enpty.

It takes a nonent for you to
remenber that you're wthin a
gallery exhibit. That Dear hung the
frames in which you're the art.

How cyni cal of it, though, to build
enotional rapport, to tease at the
edges of your feelings, questing at
| oneliness, and to leave, to do this
for art. You nust admt it hurts.
You | augh, forced and bitter.

NARRATOR 2
Lonel y, indeed.

NARRATOR 1
You turn your touch sensoria way
down and head to the door.

I NT. A VWH TEWASHED GALLERY

NARRATOR 1
Nunb --- or, that's not quite it,
nmore |i ke confused and in pain but
unw I ling to feel either --- you

shuffle into the final room Seeing
the pointed ears of Dear over the
heads of the crowd fills you with
strangely shaped enotions, which you
set aside and nove to rejoin your
friends. All of whom it seens, are
set on | aughing at your expense.

NARRATOR 2
Not hel pi ng.



39.

NARRATOR 1
A group of audi ence nenbers next to
you gives a shout and junps away
froma spot in the floor as a panel
begins ato lift up. A ..trap door?
Fromit, a ragged and slightly dirty
| ooki ng head peeks up.
Your head.
Your dirty, scraggly, frowning head.
It | ooks upset, catches your eye,
and quits. A set of nenories, new
and fresh, awaits you, ready for
ner ge.

NARRATOR 2
How many of you were there, now? So
hard to renenber, and in | ove
stories, the nunber of
counterfactual universes we set up
for ourselves far outnunbers any
heat - of -t he- nronment forks, so does it
even matter?

NARRATOR 1
You try to get a peek of what's down
the hol e beneath the floor, but,
other than dirt and rock, you don't
see anything before it slans shut.

YQU
(grunbl i ng)
Fuck it.
NARRATOR 1

You nerge the nenories blithely,
ignoring any potential conflicts.
You're hungry for reasons to hate.
A panel in the side of the room
gives way and folds back into a
corridor.

No, not a corridor, a staircase.
Fromit steps another audi ence
menber, anot her you, | ooking pale,
shaken. They do not | ook as though
they would like to talk, though.
Those around them | ook sullen at
bei ng rebuffed, but that version of
you doesn't seemto care.

You send a quick sensoriumping to
them instructing themto quit. They
do so.

You feel that hate begin to simrer.
Once all of the audience is brought
back together in this whitewashed
room with its exposed ceiling, you
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hear Dear's kind voice waft above
t he heads.

DEAR
The final roomof the exhibition is
not participatory. Please feel free
to wander and explore. I--

NARRATOR 1
It pauses, forks a few tinmes, each
i nstance smling, and conti nues.

DEAR
W will be avail able for questions
and chit-chat. Finally, | would |like

to thank you all deeply for
attending this exhibition, and The
Si men Fang School of Art and Design
for hosting it. SF wel comes you back
to any future exhibitions.

NARRATOR 1
There is applause, then, but it's
scattered, confused.

NARRATOR 2
Dear | ooks proud at this.

NARRATOR 1
You and your friends wander slowy
t hrough the room
It's a square. Equidistant fromthe
wal | s and each other are four
pedestals, with one nore a
positioned at the center. Each
pedestal is about waist-height and
is just as white as the rest of the
room Inmages float a few inches from
the top of the one nearest you, so
you and your friends begin the
circuit, wandering to inspect each
pedestal in turn.
Each is labeled with a sinple
pl acar d.

NARRATOR 2
The Wander er



NARRATOR 1
It's a surreal experience, watching
yoursel f, your actions, through
soneone el se's eyes. Sure, there are
vi deos and such, but there's
sonething a little different about
this. The way the 'canera' noves
is...well, it's not a camera.
There's no way it could be a canera.
It has to be Dear.
You watch nore closely as the
recording loops. It starts with a
flash, a point of view very close to
the ground. Lots of ankles. Shoes.
Then it noves, quickly and jauntily,
dashi ng through that forest of Iegs,
pausing to |l ook up into faces. Most
give it only cursory gl ances,
apparently unsure of how to take
this tiny animal noving anong them
A fewrefuse to look at it, clearly
di sconcert ed.
Then there's your face. You | ook
nore curious than anything, trying
to figure out this thing before you.
The you here, now, stares back into
your eyes through the playback.
Those younger eyes, |ess tainted by
menori es than your own.
You hol d your breath.
There's the expl osion.
The viewpoint skitters off to the
side (lots of ankles, here) and

toward a wall. It seeks out the
nmol ding on the floor at the base of
the wall, then the corner where that

nmeets the perpendi cular nolding of a
doorjanb. There's its place. There's
where it belongs. It scrabbles at

t he door, waiting for you, know ng
you'l | cone.

And there's your shoes, with |ess
dirt on themthan they have now, and
then the door swi ngs open. The

vi ewpoi nt | eaps through, into sun
and grass, wth the shoes (and the
rest of you) falling after.

Until now, the playback had been
silent, but directed speakers start
to project a little bit of audio,
muf f 1 ed.
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DEAR
(through recording)
You' re one tenacious fuck, you know
t hat ?

NARRATOR 2
Everyone but you | aughs.

NARRATOR 1
You hear your discussion with the
fennec, heavily obscured by the
crunching of grass and the
occasional grunts fromyourself as
the two of you make your way through
the field. Your discussion on the
meani ng of exhibit, of nedium of
art versus frane.
The video slides slowy lower to the
ground as the fennec stretches out,
t hen goes dark.
Repeat s.
There's a touch of resentnent, you
feel. That Dear had sonehow managed
to record a portion of its sensorium
and was playing it back to these
strangers.

NARRATOR 2
Was that even possible?
NARRATOR 1
It bodes ill for the other
pedest al s.
NARRATOR 2
The Rebel
NARRATOR 1

This pedestal contains a fairly
short | oop, nore obviously taken
froma conventional security feed.
It's hard to discern what happens at
first. It nostly |looks Iike a bunch
of people standing still, and then,
as if on cue, freaking out.

A cl oser | ook, and you feel your
cheeks go red. You know what's goi ng
t o happen.

There's you.

And there's your forked instance.
And there's Dear's forked instance.
And then chaos as Dear deftly noves
the roominto strife.

Then the recording | oops.
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You swal | ow hard, knowi ng what's
going to cone next. You avert your
gaze fromthe pedestal as you watch
t he chaos begin again. Your friends
j eer at you, but you don't feel
proud at havi ng done what you did.

NARRATOR 2
The Fi ghter

NARRATOR 1
As you catch a glinpse of the next
pedestal on approach you wi nce, both
at renenbered pain enbarrassnent.
You had not known this would be the
next in line, but you had suspected.
The scene in this pedestal shows
fighting, chaos.
Once again, this appears to be a
sensorium recording. ..

NARRATOR 2
How had Dear done that?

NARRATOR 1
...Showing a fight that's far nore
wel | - chor eogr aphed t han you
remenber. Seeing it fromDear's
point of view, it |looks a lot nore
i ke purposeful herding. The safety
settings on that room had been so
high that that's about all it had
been.

Then the instance's point of view gets whi pped around to face
you, your face squarely in its vision.

YQU
(through the recording)
What the fuck do you think you're
doi ng?!

NARRATOR 1
You wi nce at the sound of your
voi ce, hoarse from excitenent,
prof ane, comng fromthose directed
speakers.
Then the fight begins in earnest.
You're dragged to the center of the
roomof the fight and then dropped
into the ring, those concrete walls
and that dirt floor making your
remenber ed wounds ache.
This fight is | ess well
chor eographed. More jagged.



Except to you. You know.

The details play out on the pedestal
with a cool, alnost clinica

preci sion, holding none of the
enotion that you had felt. The

bl ows, the circling, the junps and
scrat ches.

The syringe.

DEAR
(softly, from nearby)
| had to nean to do it.

NARRATOR 1
The fight isn't so far off, that
anger not so much less than at a
boil that you don't still have a
strong urge to deck the fox standing
in front of you.

DEAR

(sad, resigned)
If | did not nean to do it, you
woul d have been confused. Maybe
there would be victory, but it would
have been enpty and hol | ow
Confusion is not what was call ed
for, in this exhibit. Victory or
| oss. Stress and deci si ons.

NARRATOR 1
You take a breath. One of those
intentional breaths, the ones where
you breathe out |onger than you
breathe in

YQU
| think I understand why you did it

NARRATOR 1
You will yourself to tanp that hate
down, if only for the sake of
propriety.

YQU
| don't like it, but | think
under st and why.

NARRATOR 1
Dear nods, offers a hint of a bow,
and backs away.

DEAR
That is ny job.
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NARRATOR 1
It retreats into the crowd.

NARRATOR 2
You feel sick

NARRATOR 1
You think you know what wll cone
next. You will yourself to walk to
t he next pedestal but, sone part of
you perhaps hoping to forestall the
i nevitable, veers to the center of
the room to the fifth pedestal
i nstead. Vain hope, but one does
what one nust.

NARRATOR 2:
The Medi um

NARRATOR 1
The fifth pedestal, the one in the
center of the room is four
recordi ngs playing at once.
They all feature you. They al
feature the things that you did
during your tine here in the
exhibition. Al of those sly forks
and subtl e nergers.

DEAR
(smling, close by)
Did you think I did not know?

NARRATOR 1
You feel a heat rise to your cheeks.
A bl ush? Deeper anger?

YQU
.l nmean, | didn't--

NARRATOR 1
Dear holds up a paw, indicating
silence. It seens fond of the
gesture.

DEAR
| knew. | expected it fromat |east
one nenber in the audience. There is
al ways one.



NARRATOR 1
It smles. You find it a touch odd
that the smle is sinple and kind,
not sly and know ng, not triunphant,
and you're not sure why. Not sure
why it smles in that way? Not sure
why you find it odd? Perhaps bot h.

YQU
s it okay?

DEAR
(1 aughi ng)
O course it is! This is a show on
instance art. That is why it is
expected. That is why there are five
smal | exhibits here, not four.

NARRATOR 1
You smle tentatively.

DEAR
That was a rather Dispersionista
thing to do for a Tracker.

YQU
(abashed)
| may have had a few drinks before.

DEAR
| suspect a good nmany of those here
di d.

YQU
So why did you allow it?

NARRATOR 1
Dear spreads its hands in a graceful
gesture before clasping themat its
front once nore. Its tail, you
notice, is swaying behind it,
st eady.

DEAR
You and | have tal ked about this.

YQU
(munbl i ng, distracted)
| suppose we have

NARRATOR 2
You are still sorting through the
merged nenories, after all.
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DEAR
SF calls me an instance artist.
Hell, 1 call nyself an instance
artist, but that is not totally
accurate. | amcloser to a director,
t hough. | organi ze the stage, the
crew --- even if they are all nme ---

and the choreography. You are the
art though, or close enough to it. |
wi |l not say audi ence, or actors.

do not like the play netaphor al
that much, since the art is not in
the acting. There is no acting, but
t he netaphor will serve.

NARRATOR 1
You nod, watching the multiple feeds
play out in their own courses.
Wat ch. CGuess at the contents of the
next pedestal. Let that hate warm
you, then sag away once nore.

A silence, the sounds of chatter and the recordings.

YQU
What are we supposed to do with our
experi ences here?

DEAR

(1 aughi ng)
This is not a lecture. No classroom
no notes, no papers to wite. It is
not a tool that you take away to
use. (pause, sly) And even if it
were, that's your fucking job, not
m ne.

NARRATOR 2
The Lover

NARRATOR 1
Seeing the cool blue hues of the
scene above the final pedestal
brings an i medi ate and
unconfortable reaction. It feels
i ke you swall owed a ball the size
of your fists and it has | odged
itself behind your rib cage.

NARRATOR 2
Enbarrassnent. Frustration. Anger.
Loneliness. Al in equal neasure.

NARRATOR 1

It nmakes you queasy.
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The audi ence surrounding the
pedestal gasps at sonet hing

FRI END 1
The instances aren't the art. |
don't think so at least. | don't
actually know what the art is.
FRI END 2
Maybe i nstances are the brush?
Laughter.
DEAR
| nst ances the brush, enotion the
pai nt .
NARRATOR 1

The voice is famliar by now, and
you aren't sure how you feel about
that budding famliarity. Dear
stands attentively nearby.

DEAR
The art is the story behind it all.
The art is...experiences?
FRI END 1
Was that a question?
DEAR
(bemused)

| do not make art because | know
why. If | knew why, | would not need
to make art, then, would |?

FRI END 2
So you're a romantic?
DEAR
(smugly) o
Per haps you shoul d watch the exhibit
agai n.
NARRATOR 1

You approach the pedestal just as
the feed | oops back to the
begi nni ng.

Once again, you're viewng a scene fromDear's point of view



DEAR
(fromthe recording)
We can stay and chat a bit nore. Do
not worry, | amrunning this show, |
make the rul es.

NARRATOR 1
You watch yourself shrug.

YQU
(fromthe recording)
Sure, why not? Cane for the
exhibition, after all. Mght as well
get the nost of it.

NARRATOR 1
When the instance of Dear | ooks
around, you see that the roomis
al nost enpty, the last fol ks, your
friends, drifting out the door.
The conversation that follows is | ow
on intensity and high on subtle,
enotional cues. You watch yourself
and the fox have a slow and easy
conversation about 'why's.
The i mage of Dear | ooks down, and
you see that it's pawis resting
atop yours.

NARRATOR 2
You --- the you here, the you now
--- clench your fists.

NARRATOR 1
You know that that instance was
desi gned specifically to be |ikable,
approachabl e. The big eyes, the
sof tened gaze, the larger ears. You
know t hat you wal ked right into
t hat .

NARRATOR 2
But hey, you were |onely and honest.
You thought it was |onely and
honest .

NARRATOR 1
That feeling in your chest becones a
constriction, frustration and anger
W nning out. Hate w nning out.
You watch the whol e interaction
again, this tinme fromthe other
poi nt of view. You watch your own
face as it slowy opens up, as you
di scuss being a fox, sensori a,
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post - noder ni sm and romantici sm And
romance.

You watch as the point of view
rises, leans in closer to the you

pi ctured there on the pedestal,
watch as it leans in close, into a
hug far nore intimate than one would
expect from soneone one had j ust
met, two bars worth of drinks aside.
The vi ewpoi nt switches to sonewhere
above the fox and yourself on the
couch, though the audio stays cl ose

by.

DEAR
(fromthe recording)
The only downside to being a fox

NARRATOR 1
You turn around as casually as
possi bl e so that you don't have to
watch. You will yourself not to
hear. WII| your ears to turn off,
your sense of hearing to disappear.

NARRATOR 2
You hear all the sane.

DEAR
(fromthe recording)
Is that it is really hard to kiss
wth a nmuzzle

NARRATOR 1
There's Dear, in front of you.
Not the softened overly-kind dear
fromthe blue room Just nornal
Dear. Well, “normal'. Dear-prine.

NARRATOR 2
It's good because you think that the
sight of the kind-Dear in this
context woul d've made you quite
upset .

DEAR
Was that unfair of ne?

NARRATOR 1
It's done sonmething to the room ---
unsurprising that it would have
admn privileges in its own gallery,
cone to think of it --- the two of
you are in a cone of silence.
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YOQU
.well, yes.

NARRATOR 1
You try and count the |layers of
renmove fromthe reality of what you
had experienced, try to calculate
the cuils in your head. The
experience, the exhibit on the
pedestal, talking to the artist. Are
you tal ki ng bout the pedestal ? The
vi deo? The performance? The
experience? You shake your head.
Dear waits.

YQU
|'"d say you did an admrable job
wi th the exhibition

DEAR

(qui zzical ly)
Adm rable? | set up a situation ---
several, really --- in which
audi ence nmenbers feel enotions
toward epheneral constructs and nade
it art. | do not knowif that is
admrable. It is just art.

YQU
But you- -

DEAR

(i nterrupting)
| aman artist, that is what | do.
am a person, though. Also a
f ox- person, but a person
nonet hel ess. And | feel like | cut
too deep with that one. Was that
unfair of nme?

NARRATOR 1
Your shoul ders sag.
Dear waits.

YQU
| don't know. | had a few drinks,
the exhibit was stressful. It was
supposed to be stressful |ike you
said. Just...it may have been an

act, but | fell for it pretty hard.

NARRATOR 1
Dear waits. You feel disconfited.



YQU

(frustrated, but resigned)
Look, it's just silly, is all. I
don't even know why it affected ne
so nuch. (trailing off) Look. Was it
true? What you said? Are you |onely?
Were you earnest? Were you comi ng on
to me?

NARRATOR 1
Dear nods, sinple and
strai ghtforward.

DEAR
It is perhaps easy for ne to talk
about because | rehearsed hard for

this show, but yes, | amlonely as
hell. I fork to formrelationships
and keep nyself...l nean, | do not

lieinny work if I can help it.

NARRATOR 1
It is your turn to wait, which
di sconfits Dear in turn.

DEAR
| amsorry. | did cut too deep.
was not thinking. It is not ny goal
with these things to damage anyone's
trust in art, in instances. O in
me, for that matter. It is just that
| do not make art because | know
why. If | knew why, | would not need
to make art. (pause, sigh) | feel
really bad about this. | amsorry. |
would i ke to do what | can to
regai n your trust.

NARRATOR 1
The wei ght of decision hangs heavy
around your neck, heavy enough to
bow your head. There's very little
you feel you can say w thout making
t hat decision right then, so you
stay silent for a nonent.

A | ong pause

YQU
(cautiously)
| feel like you're trying to ask ne

out .
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DEAR
(equal 'y cauti ous)
| am not not asking you out.

NARRATOR 1
Dear smles faintly.

NARRATOR 2
So do you.

YQU

Li sten, can you give ne a night? Let
me put sone thought into it.

DEAR
Fair. And listen, | really amsorry.
There are bits of this show that |
wrote thinking that they would | ead
to one thing, some spectacular art,
and they led to...well, this.

YQU
(nore upbeat)
| get it. Kind of like a
choose-your - owmn- adventure story that
got alittle out of hand.

DEAR
| suppose.

NARRATOR 1
It hesitates for a nonent, then
draws a card out of it's |eft
pocket, reaching out with its right
paw at the same tine, a perfectly
formal business card exchange.
You grin and, on a hunch, turn down
your touch sensoria way up to accept
the card --- a flash of contact
informati on and | ocations --- and
shake the fox's paw.

NARRATOR 2
It is very soft.

EXT. QUTSI DE THE BUI LDI NG
Foot st eps, no tal king.

NARRATOR 1
No one seens to have cone out of the
exhi bit unscat hed.
A few bear the runpled | ook of the
recently roughed-up, but with their
safety turned up, that's about as



far as the physical effects go.
Rat her, everyone within the group
| ooks enotionally bruised, bitten,
scratched. Sone | ook dazed, sone
hurt, but no one | ooks bl asé.

NARRATOR 2
In that, Dear, Al so, The Tree That
Was Fell ed was successful .

NARRATOR 1
You and your group wal k to anot her
bar. Quiet, subdued.
You give the | owslung building a
w de berth. Only you cane away with
sonet hing. There's a card in your
pocket, the dot on the question mark
of an unanswered questi on.

NARRATOR 2
Two things, then.

NARRATOR 1
A card in your pocket, and a
deci sion to nake.
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