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MONO Text-work
9/1/10

I.  Prelude / Hearing (1)
11 mins [0:00 – 11:00] 
MUSIC:  In C.  Pretty much what I have now, except (maybe) instruments take over accompaniment by the end.
STAGE:  Me (or surrogate) @ computer on stage, or single actor on empty stage.  No video.  No dance.

PARAGRAPH 1

Monday morning.  I’m writing music in my studio.  Like every day for years, I’m thinking with my ears. I notice that the left speaker seems to be producing strange artifacts, 
the left speaker seems to be producing strange artifacts, weird extra pitches and buzzing. 
||: weird extra pitches and buzzing :|| (1)
A little investigation reveals that it’s my left ear, not my left speaker. 

I first notice the speaker problem about 9:30 or 10am, then become fully convinced it’s my ear, 
and that it’s getting worse, by about 11. I call my doctor, who refers me to an 
Otolaryngologist, an Ear Nose Throat specialist, who sees me immediately.  She confirms that nothing is blocking my ear canal, my outer and middle ear are OK,
||: nothing is blocking my ear canal, 

my outer and middle ear are OK :||  (2)

and she sends me to get a hearing test which confirms the diagnosis of Sudden Sensory-Neuro Hearing Loss, SSNHL, with hearing down to something like 40%-60% in my left ear.

||: Sudden Sensory-Neuro Hearing Loss, SSNHL :||  (3)

PARAGRAPH 2

It’s an idiopathic condition, which means they don’t really know what causes it.  Suspected causes are a viral infection or a “vascular event” which I think is like a mini ear-stroke.

||: It’s an idiopathic condition, which means they don’t really know what causes it :||  (4)

Besides loss of hearing, one of the main annoyances is

tinnitus, which is more or less like having a white noise generator in my left ear 24/7. 

||: tinnitus, which is more or less like having a white noise generator in my left ear 24/7 :||  (5)

The main treatment is steroids, so the doctor puts me on a short course of Prednisone, and tells me that I’m be likely to get back at least some hearing since I came in so early with the problem.

PARAGRAPH 3

By Thursday it’s a lot worse.  I go back to Ear Nose and Throat doctor, who sends me to an Audiologist at Columbia-Presbyterian Hospital, who sees me first thing this morning. She confirms – that it’s a lot worse. 

My language comprehension in my left ear is now at about 0%. 

||: My language comprehension in my left ear is now at about 0%. :||  (6)

You speak on my left side, loudly, and I might hear a kazoo-like sound which seems to come from across the street. 

||: You speak on my left side, loudly, and I might hear a kazoo-like sound which seems to come from across the street. :||  (7)

That’s how it is. The doctor says that SSNHL generally takes 3-4 days to establish itself, so it’s not unusual that it got worse over the course of the week, despite the steroid treatment. It only seemed mild at first because I caught it in 2 hours of on-set, because I’m thinking with my ears all the time.

||: because I’m thinking with my ears all the time :||  (8)

||: because I’m thinking with my ears all the time :||  (8)

But this is likely where it was going from the start. Given my current condition, she gives me about a 50% chance of getting SOME hearing back in that ear, 

She gives me about a 50% chance of getting SOME hearing back in that ear, and a much smaller chance of getting most or all of my hearing back.

||: She gives me about a 50% chance of getting SOME hearing back in that ear, and a much smaller chance of getting most or all of my hearing back. :|| (9)

PARAGRAPH 4

The doctor says there is virtually no reliable research about treatment.  We decide to go with a shotgun approach that includes all the various techniques she has been using in her practice. Which means: 

continue the prednisone for 5 weeks, do an anti-viral treatment for 10 days, get 2 injections per week of steroids through the ear drum for four weeks.

||: continue the prednisone for 5 weeks, do an anti-viral treatment for 10 days, get 2 injections per week of steroids through the ear drum for four weeks. :|| (10)

According to the doctor, it’s likely to be a week or two from now before I notice any improvement … if, indeed, there is improvement. No guarantees on any of this.

PARAGRAPH 5

Still, I’ve got commissions to write, concerts to play, a tour of China coming up. 

This is what I do, have done for 45 years.

Hearing what’s inside and what’s outside my head.

But now it’s accompanied by white noise inside, and by white noise plus kazoos outside.

||: But now, it’s accompanied by white noise inside, and by white noise plus kazoos outside. :|| (12)
I’ve had million days of thinking with my ears.

Now down to one ear. We’ll see … where we go from here.

II.  What Can Go Wrong  4 mins [12:00-16:00]
MUSIC:  In Ab.  Quasi a cappella.  Minimal instrumental accompaniment.  Lush vocal harmonies.  Upbeat, not sad, but not joyous either.  Just a list.

STAGE:  Singers at different part of stage from prelude.  Instruments in yet another part of stage, separate from singers.  Probably no dancers yet.

VIDEO: Maybe video begins with coordinated images of organs of sensation.  Then the images speed up and become kaleidoscopic.
ear

eye

mouth

skin

tongue

finger

brain

voice

ocular nerve
speed

speech

light

words

touch

balance
taste

food
drink and

smell

silence

noise

talking

light

colors
black
focus 

depth perception

tympanic membrane, the eardrum

cilia, tiny hairs lining the cochlea

hi frequencies

low frequencies

tinnitus
sensation on my belly, breasts, and armpit 

agreement between bone, cartilage, tendon, muscle and nerve

me 

nothingness 

me

who I am 

the map 
     of hearing

     of seeing

     of touching

     of tasting

     of feeling on my skin

feeling my skin

you whispering in my ear

III.  Rocket Eye 
10 mins [17:00-27:00]
MUSIC:  In E.  Male singer, story teller, female chorus/back-up singer.  Almost rap-like, talking blues like, heavy percussion bed, string beats, with sung vocal and instrumental refrain which keeps coming back..

STAGE: Male singer & backup singers are like 60s pop group.  Or, soloist is downstage, and chorus is on another level, or on other side upstage.

VIDEO: maybe video is old-looking images, rockets firing, etc., developing big black spot which occludes image over course of the piece – by at least mid-way through.  Maybe include close-ups of male singer, processed to look similar to old rocket images, etc.

DANCE: Dancers begin, to rhythms like pop-music show, punctuating refrain.  Maybe they freeze when no refrain?  Maybe they have analogous contrasting moves.
STORY: Story is event, then talk about vision, seeing with one eye, fear of loss of other eye.
I’m a draw-er.  I draw all the time.  Always have.  And I’m a sculptor.  I work with metal, light and shadows.  

The late 1950s.  I’m a teenager in Israel.  I like to take the gunpowder out of bullets I find lying around from the 48 war.  I use it to make rockets.  Take a ball point pen, put in gunpowder and a paper plug and a fuse.  Light the fuse.  The pen takes off like a rocket, but somehow that paper plug hits me in the right eye.  Lots of blood.  My mother freaks out.  They take the eye out and clean it, and find lots of paper behind it.  And put it back.

There’s a big chunk of my retina which has a scar on it, so in my right eye I have peripheral vision, but no focal vision.  I can’t focus that eye.  And there’s a spot where I don’t see anything.  It hasn’t stopped me from doing anything.  Except that in the 1970s it kept me from being sent to Vietnam.  And even with that blind spot, I play a mean game of ping pong.

I also teach drawing.  It turns out that having only one good eye is good for teaching perspective.  If you have two good eyes, they interfere with each other.  To learn perspective you really want just one eye.  You don’t want stereo vision to interfere, because perspective is about having a bunch of lines which converge to a vanishing point.  With two eye, the angles are a little bit off.  So you have to close one eye anyway to do a good job of measuring everything.  If you have two eyes.

Because my right eye doesn’t see well, sometimes it turns away a bit.  Maybe it’s too disruptive to have the blind spot in the middle, so the eye adjusts.  The doctor says he can fix it.  But I can force my eye to look straight, and when I do I start seeing double.  It seems my brain has figured out on its own how to deal with my eyes, so I tell the doctor I don’t need to be fixed.

I’m a draw-er.  I draw all the time.  Always have.  Since I hurt my eye, I fantasize sometimes.  What happens if I hurt the other one?  When I had two, I always had a spare.  If I lose one kidney, I still have a good one.  Now I don’t have a spare eye.  But you know, I figure if I lose both my eyes, I can become a composer ….

One-eyed me

I see

world at an angle

tilt in the tango,

draw the stars,

squint at Mars,

one-eyed’s easy to be

all right all right all right.

fix me never, 
one eye’s clever 

no begging

no reneging,

caught my fate

at the gate,

one-eyed’s easy to be

all right all right all right

BRIDGE

sometimes dawn

white dawn

chill dawn whispers 

it could all go, 

all go wrong… 

it could all

go wrong…

But one-eyed day

takes away

all that mumble

and stumbling,

drowns in light

my earthly fright

so one-eyed’s easy to be

one-eyed’s easy for me

all right all right all right all right

CHORUS (?)

Oo-oo, oo-oo,

All right all right all right, ETC.

IV.  Numb
14 mins [28:00-42:00]
MUSIC:  In C, ending on G.  As is, pretty much.  Singer, ensemble, processing.

STAGE: Singer is separated from ensemble, isn’t lit until she comes in half way through.  Visually balance video/text, singer, dancers and ensemble.

VIDEO: pretty much as is.  With song (at end), coordinate video text with sung text more … Think about colors.

DANCE: pretty much as is.  Think about where dancers are in relation to musicians and video projection.
CENTRAL NUMBNESS
It’s hard to notice things you don’t notice.  Patches of tactile sense loss don’t leave obvious holes in your field of information like visual blind spots would.  They mostly just feel weird.

For about a year after having mastectomies because of breast cancer, plastic surgeons were working on reconstructing my breasts, including taking some tissue from my stomach.  For maybe another year the pain + numbness from nerve damage slowly receded, leaving three puddles of numb skin over my breasts + belly.  That territory never regained surface tactile sensation + I can’t remember a time when I stopped to think this is never coming back.  It just became an unstated fact of existence that I adjusted around.

There is very little functional loss from this sensory failing, but this skin is central and vulnerable + intimate, so it’s strange to be out of touch with touch there.  I can tell from pressure awareness what is happening mostly + I’m thankful to have a sexual partner who gets this + adapts to it.  But if someone tickled me very lightly + I wasn’t looking, I wouldn’t know.  And if I think about it, I think loss of nipple sensation is really sad.  But the key is the “if I think about it” part + it is really easy to not think about an absence.
So I rarely consciously adapt to this central tactile loss.  It’s kind of an eye of the storm.  It’s strangely kind of vulnerable to not feel where you’re vulnerable.  The blankness defies the possibilities for vigilance + the numbness highlights the exposure.  Tactile sensory loss is quiet + much more about feeling than thought.  When some touch moves from the felt to the numb zone I’m just reminded to be patient, that life is quirky + that there just isn’t so much control over how it goes.
TOUCH SONG

Touch me

touch my skin

begin

touch me

even though

I can't feel

it still

is real

touch me

I still want you that way

still want to talk to you that way

want you to answer with your loving hand,

this talk we can't refute

although my flesh is mute

I still need your hand

Touch my

belly my breast

then

all the rest

I may not

feel your hand

skin may not

understand

but touch me.

I still want you that way

still want to talk to you that way

want you to answer with your loving hand,

this talk we can't refute

although my flesh is mute

I still need your hand
V.  Anosmia (1)
10 mins [43:00-53:00]
MUSIC:  In Ab.  Sung & spoken, with male/female duets and chorus.  Using full ensemble.

STAGE:   There’s movement in this section, activity in several different parts of the stage.  Must end definitively, stage empties.

VIDEO: video here, but not sure what.

DANCE: dance here, but not sure what.

STORY: This needs to have some humor … it’s a series of stories:  discovering the problem, what I need help with, fire, food spoilage, body odor, bathing, laundry, sex.
My partner and I are on the subway platform at rush hour.  The train pulls in, the doors open.  We enter a car which is nearly empty.  I’m happy to find so many seats available.  I sit down, but my partner is reluctant to join me.  He touches his nose and makes a subtle head gesture suggesting we change cars.  I notice a homeless man huddled in a seat at the far end of the car.  Other passengers are vacating the car to find seats in adjacent cars.  I realize that I have absolutely no sensation of the smell everyone else is rushing to avoid.  
Anosmia (an-OHZ-me-uh) — the complete loss of smell —can be temporary or permanent, depending on the cause. Loss of smell caused by a common cold will clear up on its own. Loss of smell caused by an obstruction of the nasal passage, such as polyps, will clear up when the obstruction is removed. Loss of smell from other causes, such as aging or a brain tumor, may be permanent.

For several years I have teased my partner, calling him super-schnoz.  I was convinced that he had a hyper-sensitive perception of smell.  It’s possible that this is so – he is always sniffing his food before eating, sensing fragrances during walks in the country or in the city and commenting long before anyone else,  And seems to be particularly aware of the smells we humans emit.  Suddenly I realize that he is less super-schnoz, and that I am schnoz-less.  I am simply devastated.
It looks like my anosmia is here to stay.  I’ve been tested: Neurologists subject me to smell tests – I convince them that I could not tell the difference between ammonia, lemon or paint thinner.  An MRI assures me there’s no brain tumor or other physical cause.  I just can’t smell.  Though there is an occasional fleeting moment when I sense the smell of something.  It is usually a sweet, not unpleasant, but unnamable smell.  It seems to be near me but not coming from me.  It comes and goes in an instant.  And every so often I think I smell myself.  Also, not unpleasant.  But it passes in an instant.
This nose is always with me, 

squat upon my face, you see,

it doesn’t leave or wander

the avenues of new york city,

but lately I’ve discovered

this schnoz is shirking and hard,

it doesn’t want to smell a thing,

my schnoz has ceased to do its job.

Thank god I have you, darling,

To nominate my super-schnoz,

I just can’t sense without you

When something’s smelling right out loud.

How would I know to shower

or brush my teeth, without your nose,

how would I know to launder

my lousy stinky working clothes

CHORUS

Dear lover nose, sweet nose, be my nose,

be my one and only nose.

VI.  Hearing (2) 
10 mins [54:00-64:00]
MUSIC:  In F#.  Isolated me (or surrogate) again, but this time more combination of electronics & acoustic instruments, with singers and instruments.

STAGE: Maybe singers and instruments start spread widely across stage, or around the hall, then migrate to a single spot, very stage-left (audience-right).

VIDEO: Maybe just a still image, or maybe live view of audience, morphing into … (what? something relevant?)

DANCE: not sure if there are dancers here or not …
STORY: talking about frustrations of not being able to hear in concert, studio situations.
I’m in Beijing.  The plan was to lead the premiere of my new piece at the Beijing Modern Music Festival, then some small gigs here and in Shanghai, then a repeat performance of the new piece in another venue in Beijing.  About a month in China.  Then the ear happened.  Or stopped happening.

I didn’t know if I could finish writing the piece, but now it’s done. I didn’t know if I could actually make the trip here to rehearse it and perform it.  Well, here I am.

The day of the premiere.  I’m frustrated by everything.  The students aren’t playing well, my student assistant can’t schedule the rehearsals I need, the equipment I use to perform the electronic parts of the piece isn’t working.  But the real problem is:  I can’t hear, or don’t trust what I hear.  I’m normally very laid-back, very professional in musical situations.  But now I have temper tantrums like a 15 year old.  I’m on a very short fuse.  I yell at the musicians, I yell at the assistant, I yell at the professors, I yell at the concert organizers.  I yell at the taxi drivers, though they don’t understand me, and I’m not sure they know I’m yelling.

The final sound check.  Erhu, play please.  Pipa, play please.  Cello, play please.  Can I hear the amplification?  I don’t know.  Can I hear the delays and processing?  I don’t know.  Can someone help me?  Does anyone else know how this is supposed to sound? Probably not.  The final run-through: I’m mostly fighting to separate instruments and amplification from white noise and kazoos.  The balance in the ensemble?  I haven’t a clue.

The concert:  I cue the musicians at the right times, I fade up the processing, I fade it out, I trigger different effects, I adjust levels. I only know how to do this by listening and adjusting what I hear.  I don’t think about it, I just do it.  But the adjustments don’t sound like what I’m used to.  It’s like playing a flute, but the sound is sometimes like a piano, sometimes like a tuba, and sometimes like a freight train.  I feel like a blind man driving on a busy freeway, with an auditorium full of people observing my progress.

The concert is over.  The students have misplaced one of my very expensive microphones, and I go off like a volcano, reducing my student assistant to tears.  She finally locates the mic, but everyone leaves me a lot of space, careful not to get in my way.

Later, I listen to the recording of the concert.  I point both speakers at my right ear.  It’s as horrible as it felt in performance.  The amplification of the ensemble is wildly out of balance.  I hear that  in performance I was unable to differentiate what was coming from the instruments acoustically and what was coming from the speakers.  So the instruments which were close to me on stage are too soft in the recording, the ones which were far away from me are too loud.  The levels of the electronic parts are totally random.  

The blind driver, taking out cars right and left, leaving the freeway littered with wrecks.  Maybe I need to stop treating this like a video game, and install some radar.  Or hire a driver.

INTERMISSION HERE

VII.  Fugue / Interlude
5 mins [65:00-70:00]
MUSIC:  In Bb, end in G.  pretty much as is, but change ending so that it fades to nothing, to whisper from afar.

STAGE: focus on dancers and instrumental ensemble … in 2 different parts of stage. Lighting changes at the end to wash all color out of players and dancers, so that we’re finally looking at completely black & white stage.  No color.

VIDEO: maybe no video, maybe camera on dancers or players live, fading..

DANCE: reflect fugue structure, maybe with indication of seeing/hearing/touching/smelling (the four senses we’ve examined so far). Keep going as light fades at end.
STORY: No text.
VIII.  Color Blind Drive    10 mins [78:00-88:00]
MUSIC:  In F#.  Mostly sung?  Maybe ensemble singing.  Act out and/or sing testing situations (with female singers as testers, man as subject)?

STAGE: Lighting entirely washed out.  No color.

VIDEO: Show stage and/or testing (dancers, live acting testing, maybe?), images of stop lights.  All in black and white.

DANCE: If dancers here, maybe they act out testing?  Driving?
I’m in kindergarten.  I go to the nurse’s office and she holds up cards with circles of dots.  She asks me to tell her what shapes or letters or numbers I see in the dots.  I don’t see anything in the dots.  She doesn’t believe me, and eventually sends me back to the classroom because she says I’m just messing with her.

I’m in 2nd grade:  I learn how to mix colors: like, mix blue and yellow to get green.  I learn all the combinations and get 100% on the written test.  But when the teacher points to colors on a color wheel and asks “what do you get when you mix this color with that color?” I get 100% wrong.

No one picks up what’s really going on:  I’m color blind.  I don’t find out until I’m 16.

Red/green color blindness.  Which means that red and green look the same to me.  Of course, to everyone else, red means stop and green means go.  So driving can be kind of tricky.

I do a couple of things to deal with this.  First, I watch what’s going on in the intersection more than I rely on the device that hangs above it.  If cars are stopped in front of me, I stop.  If cars in front of me are going through the intersection, I go through.  If cars from the cross street are stopped I go.  And if they’re going, I stop.

If I’m stopped at a light, I watch to see when it changes … when it changes POSITIONS.  I can see if the light moves up or down, even if I can’t tell what color it is.  I’ve learned that red is always on top, or on the left if the stop light is mounted horizontally.  This works pretty well.  Except at night.  Then, if it’s dark enough, I have to just guess.  And be really careful.  

Some towns have started putting a strobe across the green light.  If I see the strobe, then I know that if the light is on above the strobe or to the left of the strobe it’s red.  If the light with the strobe is on, I know it’s green. 

If there’s no strobe, I’m back to watching the traffic and hoping for the best.

Red is stop, green is go,

green is stop, red is go,

if you stop, I will, too,

when you go, I’ll go, too…

this is my wilderness….

When you stop, I can go,

when you go, I will slow.

red is top, green’s below,

I almost know what you know

in my wilderness….

BRIDGE

In my wilderness

I find paths and markings,

shadows bright, shadows darkening,

I bind myself to every traveler

pray my path is not unraveling 

my wilderness,

I find my way through this wilderness--

what’s yours?

Wait and watch, hope for best,

forest, trees, try and test,

if you go, I’ll go, too,

when you cross, I’ll cross with you

in my wilderness.

This is my wilderness…

what’s yours?  (ETC)

IX.  What We Lost   6 mins [71:00-77:00]
MUSIC:  In C, then to D.  Similar to previous list, but more percussion with voices.  Still lush vocal harmonies, mostly vocal ensemble texture.  Variation/development of material from previous list.

STAGE: singers, ensemble, video and dancers separate on stage, but in different arrangement from first list section.  

VIDEO: Again, images of organs of perception, speeding up to kaleidoscopic, but this time color drains for black & white by end.  Or maybe some other monochromatic hue.

DANCE: dancers here … abstract rhythmic movements?
STORY: just a list.
eye

ear

mouth

nerve

smell

music 
taste

tongue

sensation on skin

high pitches

pins dropping

birds at my window

traffic noise
silence

balance

light

focus

Lavender soap 

colors

traffic lights
feeling your hand on my face

the crash of waves on shore

foam on waves

the taste of cake

the tase of ice cream

what she said
   didn't say

who I was 

how I heard as a child

you whispering in my ear

words
sentences
paragraphs

depth perception

stereo vision

peripheral vision

focal point

my mind understanding 
   my eyes/
   my ears/
   my skin/
   my nose/

   my tastebuds 
the touch of food on my lips and down my 
   throat

sensation on my belly, breasts, armpit

agreement between bone, cartilage, tendon,    

   muscle and nerve

silence

quiet without ringing

who I am

who I am not

who I was

who I thought I would be

X.  Tasteless
10 mins [89:00-99:00]
MUSIC:  In E.  Music is more abstract, scarier.  Vocal harmonies, acerbic.  Female voice in lead, telling story.  Very little pulse or rhythmic drive in this.  Least tonal of the sections.

STAGE: Lighting entirely washed out.  No color.

VIDEO: Food.  Multiplied over screen(s) as image divides to cells, smaller and smaller, with varied food images, until it’s just abstract patterns.

DANCE: probably no dancers here.
I find out I’ve got tongue cancer.  They take out my tongue and reconstruct my mouth.

I’ve lost all sensitivity in my mouth except some sensation on my palate and cheeks.
After one year I start having foods by mouth again, but the experience is and will always be so very different than before: having no sensitivity in my mouth means that I have no idea where the food is, I have zero perception of it. 
I relate to the food through my sight, then through touch on my lips.  

Once it enters my mouth, it gets lost in the void, in the nothingness of the non-me: I am just not there where the food is! 
I can feel it again when it goes down my throat. The connection between lips and throat is psychological, an act of imagination. 
Of course, this means I have no sense of taste: what I taste is an imaginary mixture of smell and memory. 
If I focus really hard I think I remember how it felt to really eat something: 

take a bite, 

taste the differentiated flavors, aromas, temperatures, textures, 
move the food naturally from side to side 
then swallow everything down.
Delicious is a word I used to know,

delicious I knew with mouth


and tongue and throat

knew it all the way down

it was delicious all the way down

Now it’s just a word, a three or four


syllable word, delicious
depending on how you hear it (this line might be spoken),
delicious is just a sound now, like many other sounds:

(sung or spoken or both??)

apple

ice cream

scallop

pear

asparagus spear

broccoli

donut 

banana

zucchini

onion

rice-a-roni

sausage

marmalade

pepper

carrot

garlic

jello

hamburger

bouillabaisse

jelly

walnut

pineapple

the sounds 

march on and on….

…and I can’t hear these sounds without wondering, wondering

what will feed me

what will truly feed me?

what can I eat that will feed me now….?

Is there bounty in sitting down

with my family to break bread, as they say,

is there nourishment in breaking bread
breaking the fast 

dining, as they say,

with the ones I love…?

will that feed me,

will it truly feed me?

what can I eat that will feed me now….?

XI.  Anosmia (2)
10 mins [100:00-110:00]
MUSIC:  In C, then to Ab. Sung & spoken, with male/female duets and chorus.  Using full ensemble.

STAGE: Color returns to stage.  There’s movement in this section, activity in several different parts of the stage. 

VIDEO: video here, but not sure what.

DANCE: dance here, but not sure what.

STORY: This needs to have some humor … it’s a series of stories:  discovering the problem, what I need help with, fire, food spoilage, body odor, bathing, laundry, sex.
I can still taste, but it’s not the same.  The other night a friend made a gorgeous grapefruit tart.  I’m blissing out on its balance of acidity and sweetness, a perfect finish to a robust winter meal.  Then one of the guests comments on the ginger in the tart.  And I suddenly realize I had no idea there was ginger in the tart. I am not able to taste it.  I know I am missing the subtle shadings, perhaps the unique aspects of certain things.  And even though I still enjoy eating, it’s different than before.  It’s now more of a necessity than a source of pleasure. 

Dangers?  I need my partner to smell the milk in the refrigerator that’s getting close to its expiration date.  I read “best-if-used before” labels with a new commitment.  The nose helps us avoid dubious food, liquids, locations.  I’m now dependant upon others. The way ancient kings had official tasters, I now rely on my closest friends to warn me if my food is bad.  
In the kitchen I burn things more often because I no longer smell smoke.  I have to be very careful when I use the fireplace.  I am anxious about fires.  Just how far could an accident go without my sensing it?  I pray I’ll never find out.  
Would I know if I were breathing a toxic chemical or gas?  Another question I hope never to have to answer.  I can only watch those around me and take their cues.

Do I smell?  I don’t know.  My partner lets me know if it’s time to change the shirt, take another shower in the summertime, check the soles of my shoes, use a bit of mouthwash.  Increasing dependency – it’s not always a bad thing.

Sex?  Your partner’s smell ignites desire. The sexual response is driven by smell much more than the “smell-unimpared” might realize.  The smells of your partner and of yourself are fundamental.  I do miss this stimulation.  When I think of this, I realize how primal smell is – it goes to some of the most primordial parts of the brain.  Smell protects us from danger, from smoke and fire, from unsafe food and drink, from hazardous locations, but above all it fuels sexual desire.

The city could be burning,

the Hudson ripe with toxic oil,

bring your beak close, dearest,  

I won’t miss the news at all.

Springtime, we’ll take your nose

under secret apple trees

and pledge evermore

to super-schnoz eternity.

CHORUS

Dear lover nose, sweet nose, be my nose,

be my one and only nose.

I’m lucky that my memory hasn’t gone the way of my schnozz.  I still remember some favorite smells:

· Thanksgiving turkey;

· a campfire; 

· the freshness after a July thunderstorm; 

· a newly cut Christmas tree; 

· an Indian spice shop; 

· garlic browning in olive oil; 

· the salty sea air at the ocean; 

· flowers; 

· my partner on a hot summer night.

XII.  Finale / Hearing (3)       15 mins [110:00-125:00]
MUSIC:  In A – Bb – B – C.  Begin with me (or surrogate) again speaking with drones, like beginning, but adding instruments more quickly.  List song comes back (with singers) we go through 5 senses.  Full production number with dancers, video, musicians, full surround sound.

STAGE: Begin with me (or surrogate) alone on empty stage again, like beginning.  Bring in (either with movement or lighting) the full ensemble, dancers, singers.

VIDEO: Bring back some of everything, maybe?  Or find a single image or family of images or process to sum things up with.  If multiple screens, use them all.

DANCE: dance here, but not sure what.  But ramping up to finale, magical realism land.

STORY: A magical leap.  I can hear what other people hear, see what other people see, taste what they taste, feel what they feel and smell what they smell.
NEIL:

Here I am, on stage again.  Do I hear any better than I did in Beijing?  Not really.  But here I am. 

I can still hear the music in my head.  The trick is to feel confident when I play it for you that the translation from my head to your ears is true.  It’s still the same job I’ve always had, but my difficulties hearing make me aware that I can no longer do it alone.  I can’t adjust the levels and cue the musicians and trust my ears to lead me where I need to go.  But I can surround myself with people who help me get there.

LK:

I’m still a draw-er.  I work with shapes, with metal and shadows.  I play ping pong.  I can’t rely on stereo vision to locate objects in space, but there are other cues which let me navigate in three dimensions.  And I can beat you in ping pong with one eye tied behind my back.

CT:

I can’t taste my food, but when I share a meal with  my kids, I remember that love is the nourishment which sustains me.

RO: 

I don’t smell bad.  I smell badly.  I have a partner who serves as my nose, when necessary.  And smell isn’t the only sense that’s sexy.

JB:

You touch me.  My skin may not know, but I know.  It’s your touch that matters, not my skin.

NEIL:

Here I am, on stage again.  What I hear with my ears doesn’t matter so much.  What you hear does matter.  Your ears replace my ears.  Your ears make my ears whole again. 

Thank you.

