CMYX text written by JN for live performance

ACT1 (the meeting)

I’m never alone; I am on display ….. always too busy to think. Evil could spread out like a virus under the surface of all this desire…contagious as flu on a plane…. as long distractions allow no time to reflect on externals, or to hold out for the sheen of significance. Why review what we do once we’ve done it. But why wish for meaning. Let me stir your coffee, your chaotic desire, the breeze of your thoughts. Come closer.

ACT2 (exchange)

The City was a revelation. Exhaustingly beautiful. I concealed my impatience at the unusual interchange of amenities…….. We compete to share breath, so graceful at all times, yet almost maddening when there is urgent business at hand. We trade kisses like polka-dots snatched off the backs of heartless clowns. Of course it’s not enough.

ACT3 (craziness)

Might not this brooding become a real part of my nature, preying on my mind until under stress I became temporarily irresponsible? Would anyone believe it? Well, would they?

I laugh throughout your mad scene. I want to swim in the horror of your screams. I have no memory; conscience cannot reach me through remembrance. I think not. I care not. Lets see how superficial the face of evil can be. Living only in the moment I drift, an emotional nomad on the high seas of undetermined appetite. 

ACT4 (the murder)

I draw my words from the sound of car horns and anger, the timbre of ice cubes in glasses and the screech of break shoes in the late night street. Sounds swell…..then I swallow them. I must act. There is no ‘silent night’ here. Never… no…not for me.  Silence is total; the rest is all word smoke and mood exhaust. Its very weight contains the urge to fall.

ACT5 (the loss)

Here, take this; you will feel much better. A shot of flowing tears & two lumps of flesh…. in a warm cup of nerves… shaken not stirred. No one can save you now. I am no one so why should you feel safe. 

