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Sean Noonan, drum set, percussion, composer, conductor

Tom Swafford, violin |
Patti Kilroy, violin

Leanne Darlmg, viola
Da'».-'idWest, cello

1 A Gambler’s Hand 4:34
2 CaughtintheAct 81
3lally 424 V

4 Banshee Dance 4:09

5 Thank You 6:22 .
Ghost Quarters (improv canon) 3:49
7 Triptych 8:53

‘A far, no silence

Forced Meathalls
A far, soa far

8 | Feel the Clouds 5:44 = | |
9 Courage Unleashed 3:26 . «
16 Monster of Solitude 2:27 %!\ ‘
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... the wall’s lips moving ... imagine! wall’s lips moving! and not alone the lips ... the cheeks ... the jaws
... the whole face ... all those — what? wall of tongue? yes ... the tongue emerging from the wall ...
counting cards ... burning cards ... no speech possible ... next a move is made ... in this bet there is a
fool and a thief for sure ...

... | walked the floor assuming that the world was good as any means ...
watched the door wait to greet me in ... said come on in and lock the door
behind you ... did as | was told ...

... staring at nothing but pitch dark ...

... it is a dangerous world by far ... the wall speaks come in stranger you can stay
and play the most important game of your life ...
one where you have nothing to lose and all to win ...

... sat by myself and realized when God throws the dice they are loaded ... a wild card ... time stands
still after my blind bet ... one lonely hour seems forever ... my safe hand slips ... an infinite amount of
minutes go by without me knowing if it’s true ... luck never made a man wise ...

.. blank wall, ever so nightly ... caught in the act pinned to the wall now a chain
ever so walks me as if | were a child once again ...
all shapes and sizes approach one by one and now caught in the act ...

... luck sometimes visits a fool but the wall never sits with me ... sometime later rain comes ...
sometimes shapes and sizes approach on the other side of the wall ... I could hear nothing but could
smell rain upon that ever distant world ...

... as | awoke from what I thought was a dream ... I lay down dejected and weeping in a
shelter built around me of wood and nuts and by my side appears a fairy in figure and form as the
brightest object in the room ...

... sometimes white, sometimes golden ... | sometimes understand her message and then sometimes
knew which side of the wall I was on ... I turned ever so in a westerly direction hoping for day in night
and light in day ...

... day in night and light in day ...



. I guard your death ..

her fingers |wuzm to dance ..
[}

.. birth was thc death of my self .
again words weren't few .. |'I ;
|
.. dying too is a longer process llmn | |
what it takes to be born . , !
e ; | '
.. ghastly grinning ever since ... . J

'
. all lhc way so back | |
again to inconception i |
like it ends f

for all of us ... ‘
| 1
~ ~ -~ [ § [
.. from funeral to funeral . !
to now this night t' "
two and a half | ]

billion seconds ...
.. again two and
a half billion {
s

o

seconds ...

again hard to believe so few from funeral to funeral

one thirty thousand nights hard to believe so few again it never ends
. birth was the death of myself ... a Smith Wesson

. her hnu:i S hcs_‘dn to dance ..

[ guard your death said Banshee ..
. it was up and over ...

eats four aces and with this hand I had neither ..
. again words weren’t few and dying too is a longer process than what it takes to be born .
hirth was the death of myself olumrl\ grinning ever since ... up at the lid to come in cr adle and crib ..

. with the first totters from mammy to nanny and back ..
all the w ay so back again to inconception like it ends fm all of us ...

. from funeral to funeral to now this night two and a half billion seconds ..
again two and a half billion seconds again two and a half billion seconds again hard to believe so few

. hard to believe so few from funeral to funeral ...

from funer .l] to funeral ..
one thirty thousand nights hard to believe so few again it never ends

funerals of he and she J" hut said of loves



... a far no silence so afar ...
... s0 afar no silence in my bones which ache from the unexpected ... from the event ...

... my nose feels left out and drips in sorrow ... | smile in hope to hug the clouds or get a glimpse of it from ever
so a far ... it never ends so a far ... so a far ... always so ever so a far ...

.. sun long ago sunk behind the wall ...

... light long dead ... I feel the clouds as they walk by me never allowing an opportunity for a hug or even a touch
ot another soul ... it appears to be another dance that | find my fingers reluctantly joining in a spree that not
even | could refuse ... [ feel clouds ... smell wind ... walk in rain ...'I talk to taste where it came from ...
... ever so familiar sensation in my mouth ever so familiar to have
tasted such a thing before ...

... born again dead of night sunk |0ng behind the larches ... behind the wall match goes out!

... strike a second as before ... takes off holding it in left hand match goes out ...
strikes a third as before put my gloves on and turn my back to the wick ... it takes off

.. it takes off ... I'm pinned to the wall ... pins of all shapes and sizes
down me out I'm pinned ...

.. little left to tell ...

... in a last attempt to obtain relief I moved from where | have been so long together to a single room
on the farthest eastern side of the wall ... relief had helped and would flow from unfamiliarity ... unfamiliar room
unfamiliar scene out to where nothing ever shared back to where nothing ever shared from this ... I had one half
hoped some measure of relief might flow day after day ... I followed for hour after hour ever so extensions which

Ica(c]l to n(I) where ... in a long black coat no matter what the weather of the old world that lies outside ... | turn

and my slow steps retrace back within this maze slowly step and retrace my shadow which then comforts me
some what dearly ...

... never again a word was exchanged with the wall ...

slowly we grew to be as one ... the sad take takes a last time and sat on as though turned to
stone ... through now in front of me a single window at dawn shed no light from the street no sound of

reawakening ...... nothing left to tell ...

Sean Noonan
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