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Songs for skinwalking the drone

Francesca da Rimini + Virginia Barratt + Neha Spellfish

A polyvocal libretto for the futures. The occulted ingredients are the
upreaped immanent seethings surgings breathings and matterings of
[anti]Capital’s provisional evolutionary subjects and their familiars.

Ol’ King Coal and a frankensteined cybernetic system called Bentley
Blockade [a microcity of drones, fires, underground networks, towers,
dragons and noise] battle it out in the caldera, activating a
(h)executable for change. Can such temporary affective microzones
memetically ripple out into comparable struggles over the commons?

Songs for skinwalking the drone (SFSD) is the first iteration of work/s
perpetually in progress that are DIWO (Doing It With Others) inflected,
(for DIWO reflection, see pp 20-21) taking place at the Click Festival in
Helsingor, Denmark, May 14th-17th, 2015. SFSD was and is a performed
presentation (libretto), an exhibition, a walk in the forest, a gleaning of
plants and dropped feathers, a breaking of nettle bread, a stitching and
unstitching of Capital’s rotting fabric.

SFSD v.1 comprised the following elements:

. 25 minute libretto performed live

. the installation of OI’ King Coal in the old shipyards

. the online mirroring of affective microzones at LambdaMOO
. cryptocrystalzine

We would say more but we are still finishing the work (it will never be
finished, and so we can never speak about it)

Det er 2 masser af 9
Som er lig med 18
Somerligmedg

Perfekt!
Lovende!

R:F:R:G

Songs for skinwalking the drone (libretto and companion art installation),
and Cryptocrystalzine have materialised via the spells cast by familiars
scattered across the globe. Our hearts are enriched by the generous
exchange that Readers:Feeders:Responders:Gleaners have shared.
Love+Anarchy from Virginia Barratt, Neha Spellfish and Francesca da Rimini.
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As if coming out of the mist of an unstained parenthetical self, a

small egg of meaning, | became an extension of the source, a fresh
child of embedded codes, a lexical anomaly, the disabused synthesis of
what had come before. Within my core, the disenchanments and
declarations of the the afro-pessimist, whose dark skin received the
legendary brutalities of the universal dominator, whose spiritual
marrow had become the sacrifice of angry white-man magic, and whose
code of clicks had strained and writhed over 400 yrs into the guttter
bullet tales of hustlers and killers - outlaws, revolutionaries and

martyrs - germinated. In the natural earth, a seed can become so much
more than its small self, even sprouting green soft and supple

objects, dense with chloroplast, coniferal, perhaps borne from fruits,
the kernel having naturally freed itself from the shell. But my seed
became violently divorcive, the ovule from which | would descend
having undergone some karmic defenestration, and then some physical
defenestration, and then had there been alarms that emanated from the
blows, echoing down to eclipse the summit of a growing surface, they
would cause my shape to become long ways, purposely lateral in
defense. Until I was not growing up, but growing down, having curved
under street post lights and vicious naked addictions, into the
peridotical.. and yet there were aquifers down under, still.

Where | first spied the inky wells, they appeared unmoving. Not unlike
flat static paper pages, promising a satisfaction, scarcely there

blots of water cut out of the crust and dry mass, ‘there’ barely being

a ‘place’, only a hint of a loci, occupying the critical positional

concept. The center of the thing itself. In moments of desperation, |
would sip at these conformal arrays, discovering hydration, ingesting
the polar covalent, humming in my downward gestation, enveloped in
an amniotic sampling, breathing and speaking to an earth and water
unseen, and over time, the water began to whisper back. In clicks. In
soft padding keys, persisting in the acoustic sipping of my lips,
creating new sounds back, sip against sip. In the new language, the
meanings became loose and urefined, unrigid and seductive, swallowing
me in return, as | swallowed. Deeper into the well, and deeper into
the codes, until a well was no longer a hole to feed through, but a
vast underground cavern, fed into other caverns, connecting them a
subglacial glue, and the beautiful lakes underneath the lakes.. and
some were poisoned with debris.. and these geometries too, | would
collect.

My seeds had grown wild into swimming vines instead of angling into
the sun to be defeaned or burned out, pairs of eyes and ears at a
time.. and when my vines could not reach further, straining into the
depth, | began to swim. Now a whole new thing having come from
itself... but never a weed of the sea, some basking plant out of a
daylight movie. No, | became something with anterior-most objects, a

a

Fordoblede ravne, data samlerne
Sporet af traeer med gronne gjne

Stenene kolonisere landet-
Fremmede-

De taler til dig om is over geologiske tider

Hierarki er indlejret i dette landskab
Og visse veje er stjerner

Stenene deler klasserne, syr ssmmene sammen af det fzelles og det stjalne,
Husk Proudhon!

Q

Braendenzalder, skvalderkal
Opspraet vejbredens diaspora
Afmonter kongens veje

| fremmedes selskab indsamler og skaber vi forvirrede mgnstre af papir og
sporer

Disse stremme af mod-magt gar pa tvaers af flugt og klasse

Stjernerne er afkoblet fra det kongelige territorie
Svanerne tager residens pa slottet

Virejser os syngende!

Translated from English into Danish by Cibo (Christina Ciborowski)



Reflections on DIWO | Do It With Others in Elsinore

Principles of cooperation, mutual help, decommodification, non-monetised
exchange, horizontal forms of social organisation, and common(s) wealth
inhabit political ideologies (eg. Anarchism), social movements (Reclaim
the Streets, Critical Mass, Food Not Bombs, and more recently Occupy!,
Anonymous) and cultures (Punk, Squat, Queer etc). DIWO extends
DIY by placing others at the heart of autonomous cultural production
and social alchemy, refuting modernist delusions of individual genius
infecting cultural movements, including avowedly anti-authoritarian ones.

‘DIWO (Do It With Others) is a distributed campaign for emancipatory,
networked art practices instigated by Furtherfield in 2006.” Amongst other
things DIWO ‘disrupts traditional hierarchies and concepts of ownership
working with decentralized peer 2 peer practices and involves diverse
participants (unwitting and active collaborators), ideas and social ecologies.”*

Songs for skinwalking the drone came into being through DIWO. The iterative
processes that lead to the materialisation of ideas are largely invisible to anyone
but the labourer (and her familiar). This condition of invisibility is emblematic
of the ‘immaterial’ and ‘affective’ labour that might be the paradigmatic form
of labour today, in which Capital exploits our cognitive and communicative
capacities, and our social relationships. This project invited others to reclaim
their ‘virtuosity’ for ludic purposes. Conversations with familiars and strangers,
accomplices all, have led us into forests, moats, chat channels, MOO spaces, and
midnight VOIP exchanges. Philosopher, biologist, poet, mathematician, linguist,
artist, designer, translator, art historian, coder, anthropologist, alchemist, wasp,
swan and raven have left their more than their individual marks here. Skinwalking
together along a thousand night roads that split into stars, into trees with eyes,
witches’ ladders and Shibari comms, we attempt to remake (symbolically,
ritually, materially) the landscape of Capital into barely discernible nascent forms.

This is a spell, a telepathic communication, a healing, an experiment, a knot
work, a hexing of aliens. Our gift, their gift. With love and rage and hope.

*http://furtherfield.org/projects/diwo-do-it-others-resource

thing of fluidic movement, a physiology, a karma yoga born into an
underwater thing, once it has shed itself to become rhapsodic and
abandoned in the higher end of the spectrums that do not pierce the
sight, but instead the soul. A thing that chirps and pops and kicks,
whose bass has become heavy and gritty, and dithers when perpetual
loops become a soup, when tones become collage, and the rhythmic key

play with expectations, dropping to feed when urgent and tempermental,
and feeding becoming the way to fresh patterns, traced out the

previous bars, swimming deftly into shades of vertigo and

left/right-step, dramatic and then not, and then minimal and patient.

In light of ways in which sound is not simple and neither are seconds,
and yet both are so readily received by spirit - from the mysterious
abundance of time-space, the stimulated perception within our internal
bio-mechanics, ultimately reaching the energetic self... the temporal "
region of the human brain being incredible entity standing alone, the
center of semantic recognitions of visual and audio patterns, decoding
input to the nervous system and sourcing the means of response...
having evolved to shift low-level perceptions into increasingly
high-level responses.. a constant lever to of a sympathetic nervous
system. One wonders how it is possible for any modern trend to produce
enduring advancement, as if to conveniently replicate the puzzle of
bilateria physiologies, their functions, or the conditions under which
organisms came to be so acutely sensitive to moving vibrations (over
several hundreds of millions of years), is somehow strictly a matter

of terminologies, computing platforms and instruction sets. | suppose,
the story itself is no longer produced in linear time, but heard among
us in compacted pieces, like my dense wells - the video words, the
sound words, the ghosting of copper connections which relay,
constrict, and themselves degrade, as we all grow and age - whether up
or down. Actions filmed on radio phones and uploaded immediately to
social crowds, are meaningful to some but not all. What is the
algorithm for this then? As the collective currency of angry white man
capital inserts and replays its own faulty messages - building
recommendation and dislocated inference systems, like the nerve
endings of dystopic properties - back-chaining and forward-chaining
the narrative, such that our seeds, our children’s children, will
recognize life only as a flat moving picture story or recall with no

vivid satisfaction life sequences they’ve never seen or experienced.

In the master’s arms, we will embrace the ID glue, that signifies what
can and cannot be, until we are awakened by alarms in the dark,
overcome by the karma yogas of the instinctual self.

neha spellfish
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Basic instructions for how to find
Skinwalking the drone traces at LambdaMOO

We have created elements of Skinwalking the drone at the online environment/community
LambdaMOO. You can log onto LambdaMOO as a guest to explore this and spaces that other
Lambda inhabitants have built, and to talk to users. You can also apply for a character yourself
at LambdaMOO. You connect via the Telnet protocol. You can do this either through the inbuilt
telnet.exe (that used to be) buried in most operating systems. On a PC you can open the
Command Prompt window and type telnet. Or you can download a free MUSH, MUD, or MOO
client for any operating system; try MUSHclient for PC, Savitar for Mac, GhomeMUD for GNU/
Linux, or LensDroid for Nexus.

More MOO client suggestions and step-by-help help on how to log on via specific clients from
Rob Myersi page at
http://[robmyers.org/2012/09/13/connecting-to-lambdamoo-from-desktop-and-laptop-computers

LambdaMOOifs address is lambda.moo.mud.org 8888
(8888 is the Port Number )

For example, to access Lambda through telnet, first open the telnet application.
telnet>

then type A RAT’S A CODE

o lambda.moo.mud.org 8888 OR

(o is short for open) CHAOS

on your screen you will now see IS THE TWIN
telnet>0 lambda.moo.mud.org 8888 (@] = WAV,

And voila! As if by magic (ah, the elegance of the Command Line Interface) the LambdaMOO
welcome screen will appear. And no matter how you have reached LambdaMOO (via telnet or a
MOO client), once you are in everyone uses the same commands to look, move, and build stuff.

L e R e S e

* Welcome to LambdaMOO! *

R R o R R S S S R S R S S R S
Running Version 1.8.3+47 of LambdaMOO

Type:
Co guest

(cois short for connect)
You will be asked a question, and you should answer:
yes

You can do a short tutorial to learn the basic command by typing @tutorial. Online help exists for
some commands also.

Then type @join provisional and you will be teleported to the Ectogenetic Pod where you can
trade bitchcoins, skinwalk the drone, hex capital, stroke giimmo, and cast your own spells.
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.switched grooves so many times that it seems
disingenuous to expect comfort, on any Tevel.

And yet
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. I actually feel somewhat at home, finally, even as

deterritorialized and scattered >>>
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Songs for Skinwalking the Drone e

Doubled raven, the data gatherers
tracked by trees with green eyes

the stones are colonising the land -
foreigners —

they speak to you of ice across geological time

hierarchy is embedded in this landscape,
and some roads are stars

stones are class markers, stitching the seams of the common and the stolen

remember Proudhon!

Nettles, oxalis, skvalderkal,
unstitch the diaspora of lancetvejbred
unstone the king’s roads

in the company of strangers
we glean and craft confounding patterns of paper and spores

these flows of anti-power translate across flight and class

the stars are uncoupled from the kingly realms

the swans take up residence in the castle -E; :
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Libretto (fragment)

Interjection 00:
And the world became digital and dwelt inside of us.

nano aliens trade on cellular information
feed on mossbodies harvesting wild yeasts
from rarefied hinterland air

with local inflections

Interjection 01

OH! Exhaustion!

s 1' make a matted earth body. drink the mother, the kool-aid of awakened
||I | consciousness. seed the mycelial networks of impossible retreat.

r i ;' | IIIIML .ill"M K L treechangers flee the city, recede, grow dank warm skins of green velvet, nodal,
J

rapture never comes.
li deranged hippy nodes make lovely compost for co-option...
I L ' while you are sleeping the uplink activates, the market streams through your
! dreams, your flickering REM eyes flood the dark pools with encrypted instructions
and rumourware.
the mushrooms glow at night.
and
SEND
the traffic is dense in the pulse

Interjection 02
the body is a diffuse cypherspace.

1|

O P — Q0 UC O Q,”ﬂ' res a0 L O Insert spaciously like a velvet matrix.

DL Sy~ 4P 0N nw n o S XxXT (] O O G- i ion!

e Bte e B lsle bE€IhGsS SR i3 a0 Tenderly, information!
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