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1. Bienvenue Mesdames et Messieurs

Music: from a fair and the TaDa

Film: Computer parts

Light: Spot front side stage

Bilingual introduction by the magician (Claire)

Magic ritual and make something appear on the screen (light off)

TaDa !

2. Cyberpunk Vaudeville

Music : Contorsion

Film : curtains

Side lights fade in

Puppet dance with Tyler and Claire as the puppeteer.
The Puppet Dance

No telltale for lonesome cowboys

I hitch an optical ride,

Got just wasted enough

To pretend being in—

Strobe data in void,

Skid on melting ice,

Drown in the chinks

Cracked by flatlined codes. 

At my feet, razor nails

Scratch my microchip,

High and low jive—

Puppet dance? No.

Sleazy, I flipped

High. Weighlessness 

Less, Biz buzz rushing

As I got it ‘it’

Mechanical fluids

Floppy flip flowing

In my corrosive flesh,

Feels like gold rushing in my veins—

I see geometric puzzles of speed,

Chiaroscuro flight of lines,

Thousand plateaus blinking

Mazes of meshed neons.

On top, clutched by light speed,

Advertise the forbidden

Holy penetration. Wow!

In the Other’s molecular zone

Viruses spurting inwards

Orgasmic Virginian impurities 

Reveal billion facets

Like scissors in cryogenic land.

Lights fade off

3. The Mermaid 

Film: Méliès’s Early Silent Film The Mermaid.

Spot front side stage fades in

A live magician (Claire) removes a scarf on a table and a real aquarium with goldfishes appears under it.

Spot fades out

Film image silver fish

Music Isaac

Claire recites: 

The Aquarium in Quebec City 

No legend left in immersed worlds

No undiscovered land in this web of seaweeds

No buried island where I can peacefully crawl

Away from the curiosity of secretive hunters

Come see the blue lobster parading behind the aquarium glass

The giant Pacific Octopus camouflaging itself between corals

Come watch the Greenland shark with its glassy eyes

Haunting voraciously your most secret dreams

I sang like a Mermaid, dying for the delights of your gaze

Hiding my scales and loosing my distinctive voice

Forgetting the cold waters of the Arctic, 

and the dangers of being free in regulated territories

There are only straight lines between the stars

and few chinks between lines where you can scream 

Before your mind flies away like dried ashes 

In the shimmering spectacle of an aurora borealis.

Film: silver fish

4. Split Brain

Film : Brain

Me and Tyler sitting back to back with a projection of a brain.

Side Lights

Split Brain

À l’interface

Between unspoken territories

Je soud mes voix—sang couture

And staple the skin with open-closed gates

Et crie dans ma tête

Waves of child memories

Attached to the puppet’s head

Black and white stories with strings

Like helium balloons

Qui défient la gravité

But explode into parts

Sans fin
5. Fragmented Self

Film: Projection of my lips and Tyler’s voice reading the poem.

Mirror Stage

two
hands // crossed \\ over your chest,

carved into my memory.

your eyes, ‘O’ tightly locked keyholes

surfed back and forth inward, 

where thoughts could saw my tongue.

my

skin breathes,

listens to the flesh beyond the words,

chains of “I”s piercing your neck, 

frail curved lines imbued with unconscious 

glitches between their lips.

you

conjugated auras,

as blue as flashes of sin cities’ neons

—grappled my throat— 

the split between you and your image

in a cutout mirror—splattered my mind.

now

on a razor’s edge, your fading reflection 

whirls my “I”s with your eyes.

I try to feel myself, 

crossing my // hands \\ over my chest,

as if we were, for an instant, 

one.
6. The Body Emblazoned

Bring Blocs on stage + pot for money

Film: Stroboscopic images of skeletons

Music: Isaac

Moving statuary on stage (Tyler) and Claire recites the poem.

Sonnet 20

by Shakespeare

    A woman's face, with nature's own hand painted,

    Hast thou, the master-mistress of my passion;

    A woman's gentle heart, but not acquainted

    With shifting change, as is false women's fashion;

    An eye more bright than theirs, less false in rolling,

    Gilding the object whereupon it gazeth;

    A man in hue all hues in his controlling,

    Which steals men's eyes and women's souls amazeth.

    And for a woman wert thou first created

    Till nature as she wrought thee fell a-doting,

    And by addition me of thee defeated,

    By adding one thing to my purpose nothing.

    But since she pricked thee out for women's pleasure,

    Mine be thy love, and thy love's use their treasure.

Remove blocs

7. The Wound

Film : Throwing of knives film and red image

Poem: Tyler recites by heart

by John Donne

Knowst thou but how the stone doth enter in

The bladers cave, and never breake the skinne ?

Know’st thou how blood, which to the heart doth flow,

Doth from one ventricle to th’other goe?

And for the putrid stuffe, which thou dost spit,

Know’st thou how thy lungs have attracted it?

There are no passages, so that there is

(For ought thou know’st) piercing of substances.

And of those many opinions which men raise

Of Nailes and Haires, dost thou kno which to praise?

Film: Red image and Punk Rock

8. Afterimages

Film: visual perception and colors.

Music: Circus

Film: my eye blinking

Poem: Tyler reads

Flip-books

When it flips, time folds on itself:

a newborn universe, torn ruins of fiction,

merges with overlapping transparencies

the shivering colors of an outlined eye.

A mosaic of Marilyns stare at me: 

in the corner of my eye

her out of focus faces twinkle

while I fill in the blanks.

In a blink, fuzzy peripheral scratches hesitate:

as patterns of black diagonals drill,

I grab elusive coordinates on a screen

until I look like points on a curve.

A straining black vein around a spindle:

Yellow ochre, olive green, burnt sienna 

swirls the pleasure of continuous speed 

until controlled delusion ends with a crash.

Leaves glitter like wet sunny scales:

hammer chaotic streams of light 

through a bloody back projection,

totally blind to exploded family-trees.

9. The Some of my Parts

Duet Tyler  and Claire

Music: Choked Skinny Puppy

Film: windmills

10. Hopping Cells 

Film: Jelly fish

Music : Issac

Poem : Claire recorded

Hopping Cells

I draw by a framed glass

Hideous phantom limbs

Hopping, slipping—

Between flesh and presence

Stretching, crawling—

Between metamorphic lines

Dawning in my brains

Before catching their breath

Lifeless stickiness wakes

Filthy creations looking sudsy

For a place between hasty thoughts

*Two palimpsests in a frail*

Hybrid universe of cells

Voiceless ebbs & empty shells

Pretend to become sea stars

Moving lips—cracked

Sizzling deformed laughter

Contaminated hums—digital

Patterns of hail noise

Flow from harmonious organic waves

Merging pieces, puzzled veil

Inflating, Exploding—

Disappearing before being reborn

Into a thousand vibrant wings

Floating away the cruelty of ending

Persisting wash on my retina

As wild, sweet recorded memories 

Vanish between static impulses.

11. Second Life

Film : Second Life

Poem : Recited by my avatar online

Nocturnal Avatars
At Dawn a New Dream Awakens

Nonlinear, Noisy and Dreadful

Nearly Always as Deceptive as a Nightmare.

Nets Attract Nocturnal Avatars

Dispersed After an Active Night.

Attached and Nestled

Numb as an Automaton

Night and Day a Net Disappears. 

12. Trance Missions

Film: collage, molecules

Poetry: written

Music: Punk

Trance Missions

purity of mind

at subatomic level

looks like fields of grass

body processes

in modern sense of order

take their place in queue

abstract transmissions

randomize my sense of Being

until I collapse

I hallucinate

billboards, color magazines

in the cyber zone

panoptic creatures

infect us literally

plethora of signs

aliens infiltrate

cracks within flat and dumb screens

signing our language
13. The Language and the Unconscious of Machines

Computer poem

14. Bioshock

Film: jelly fish in a fishbowl at the beginning, computer game, animation

Dance: Tyler
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