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Foreword


[image: ]


Welcome to A Tension: Deficit!

As I continued building out my Spinoza Hotel story world, one fictional character began to emerge who seemed to have had an epiphany about being real, and no longer being under the sway of the attention economy and hustle culture. He was a kind of street philosopher-poet-activist sort who went by the artist name of G Cat. In this imaginary work, G Cat imparts a bit of poetic wisdom and philosophy about our relationships to attention in the brief bursts of verse that follow. 

One of the themes I was exploring at the time was that of people's weariness with having to fight to be seen as influential, and whether tools like social media were beginning to exact a heavy cost from people's happiness. It would seem that G Cat appears to think so.

As part of the A Tension: Deficit story world, I also put together a set of micro short films that show elements of the local alley scenery with narration of these poetic pieces overlaid. The films, together with this text version, make good companion pieces. I have included a link to the film playlist.

The layout of this book begins with a new story about G Cat's past, followed by the poetic verses from the A Tension Deficit collection, and concluding with another new G Cat micro short story.  

Enjoy G Cat's words!
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My name is G Cat and I'm a cat. No, it's okay, I don't expect you all to say “Hi, G Cat” like it's some kinda support group. I just wanted to introduce myself to give you a bit of background as to how I got here, and how I became, among other things, the Spinoza Hotel house cat.

I was born in a litter of six, small, as my mom was underfed. She ran away shortly after giving us birth, and we kittens were packed up in a plastic bag by a not-so-caring human who deposited us in a dumpster. This was in LA, and these things just happened everyday.

I've never known what happened to my siblings, but I was able to wriggle out of the bag and worm my way out of the dumpster. I was starving, literally, and lonely, and it took a lot of care here and there to keep me alive. I learned early that were good and bad people, and good and bad cats.

Flash forward to being in a gang. A gang of cats. We ruled an entire alley block, and looked after one another. We weren't bad cats, we just wanted to feel safe and eat well. A great many of us were suffering from abandonment issues and the like. We were each other's family.

A good night back then was just getting some decent food and if you were lucky, a cardboard box to curl up in. I had a nice one, that said “G” on it. I added “CAT” and the rest is, I guess, history. The gang started to call me G Cat and it stuck.

By now, you've figured out I have some special talents. For one, you know I can converse in English, and can write. Most animals can. That might surprise you. We've just learned not to do these things when you are around. Why do you think early cave art only had animals? Think about it.

Speaking of art, that is another talent of mine. Probably if you go back to our old alley in LA, you'd still see some of my pieces buried deep in the art history of the walls. Maybe a faded cat, or some G Cat tags. Stuff doesn't last, though, that's just part of the game. You held attention for a moment. 

I was pretty much on top of my game back then, when I was painting. I had respect, and was eating well. I had my box to sleep in. Good company. Even some people were decent, and gave us stuff to eat. It was a good life, considering how it had begun.

One day there was this kind of a sweep that took us all by surprise. We scattered, but there was all these people with nets and carriers, and the next thing I knew I was in a cat carrier. Turns out it had been some do-gooder thing about cat rescues. Like we needed rescuing!

I guess it wasn't the worst thing to get cleaned up and checked out. I missed my alley family though. But then I was in a carrier heading for the airport, destination Vancouver. The plane was freaky, but nice and cool. Honestly, I wasn't really sure what was going on.

Some kind of good soul was waiting as me and my carrier were unpacked, and she waited near the baggage thing with me till this odd looking older couple came up, all beaming with goodness and smiles. They took my carrier, and off we went in a taxi.

The couple lived in the west end of Vancouver, in an old apartment near the park. It was kinda shabby, but that part suited me. They let me out of the carrier and said for me to feel welcome in my new home. I wandered around. It was weird, but it would do. I knew I'd make it work.

I could see that the couple was smart, the place was filled to the ceiling with books and stuff. And they were welcoming, but I had never been that close in with people before. The were always smiling and talking at me, trying to get me to play and stuff. I needed some space. 

There was another cat down the hall, and a few more in the building. I had smelled that right away. Maybe I could pull together a new crew over time. The cat down the hall showed me these old milk doors that the apartments had, and said that the cats had figured out how to use them to go out.

The old couple was nice, but there was a funny smell in the place I couldn't get used to. I would thought-text back to my friends in LA, telling them stories of being trapped with these old people, and about the smell. It was the smell of contentment, I would later learn.

Still, I was a bit young for that scene, so I quickly tuned into the milk door thing and figured out how to deke through the closet and out the little wooden door. The old folks would reliably nod off around 9pm, after watching TV, and I could slip away. Clearly, the nights could belong to me.

Following the smells and the sounds, I ended up finding the downtown eastside, with its alleys full of street art and stuff going on. I scratched out a few G Cat tags, just to send the signal that there was a new cat in town. I tried to be respectful of the existing art, and find clear places for my art.

I'd get back home well before dawn, since that's when the old timers got up. I'd curl up on the wooden box by the radiator and doze off, savouring the great alley and city smells on my fur and paws, and sinking into a dream-filled catnap till breakfast time.

The oldsters were obsessed with breakfast, warm breakfast. Oatmeal. They went on about it like it was the greatest thing ever. Food is love. They'd give me a little bit with warm water, and I had to admit it went down like a treat. They put some fish flakes on it to make it cat friendly.

I had to admit I had the best of all worlds. I could roam late at night, and know that I had safe place to come home to. I was even used to the smell in the place. I thought-texted my friends back in LA that there were worse things than being in a loving home with warm breakfast. 

One night in the alleys I came across Spinoza Hotel, a bizarre portal into a whole array of alternate realities, populated with a bunch of eccentrics from the past, present and future. Or something like that. I couldn't smell any other cats, so I let myself in and took a little warmth. I met the residents.

I had been having a bunch of realizations, among them was that the swagger and boasting I had known back in LA had really been masking a lot of sadness and hurt in us cats. Having a loving home was getting me centred, while having the alleys at night was a good creative outlet.

One of the Spinoza Hotel residents was this filmmaker artist dude, and we started talking about street art and stuff, and he said he was hoping to make a film about the scene. I had shared

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





