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The Red Buoy Anne Cawrse

After Paul Signac, following a visit to 'Colours of Impressionism'
at the Adelaide Art Gallery in 2018.

La chute des étoiles (2016) Raymond Chapman Smith

1.  Andante sostenuto

2.  Allegro molto e con brio

3. Allegro ma non tanto

4. Intimo

5. Vivace

6. Allegretto

7. Andantino grazioso

8. Andante

9. Molto tranquillo

10. Allegro appassionato

11. Vivace, ma non troppo e poco lento
12. Andantino, molto espressivo
13. Allegretto

14. Con moto ma poco lento

1S. Allegro

16. Presto

17. Larghetto

That might just possibly be a solution for me: not hearing in and
through air anymore, catching the vibrations and oscillations of the
tones through it, which has become impossible anyway with my
hearing well-nigh totally vanished, but instead listening more intently
to the light from now on so that I can take in, via my face, the
movements of the sound floating on the waves of light, the songs of the
air borne to me by light beams and perceived when I capture them with
my glance —

For example, having the sound of a piano conveyed to my eyes, instead
of to my ears, by the lighting in a salon or an auditorium, so that I
would soon learn how to take in, with utmost accuracy of these altered
perceptual faculties, the chords adrift in the room and wafting their
sonorous way toward my head amidst much flickering of candles —

To try something like that with all my might, anyway —







Zirkusvolk (2016) Quentin Grant
. The Fire Horse

. Mouse Soprano

. Tumbler

. The Hunger Artist

. Thursday’s Child

. The Sleepwalker

. Juggler
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. Lions and a man

Fire Horse

If some frail tubercular lady circus rider were to be driven in circles
around and around the arena for months and months without
interruption in front of a tireless public on a swaying horse by a
merciless whip-wielding master of ceremonies, spinning on the
horse, throwing kisses and swaying at the waist, and if this
performance, amid the incessant roar of the orchestra and the
ventilators, were to continue into the ever-expanding, gray future,
accompanied by applause, which died down and then swelled up
again, from hands which were really steam hammers, perhaps then
a young visitor to the gallery might rush down the long stair case
through all the levels, burst into the ring, and cry “Stop!” through
the fanfares of the constantly adjusting orchestra. (Franz Kafka)

The Mouse Singer

Josephine is the name of our songstress. Those who have never
heard her sing simply haven’t experienced the power of song.
Everyone who hears her is pulled out of him or herself, transported,
and this is yet more of a mystery since our race as a whole has no
great love for music. Peace and quiet {Stiller Frieden} are what we
yearn for more than anything—our lives are hard—such is the
music that, generally, we love above all others, we just don’t have
it in us after another long day of work in which we strive to do our
best in dispensing with a thousand and one cares, there’s just

nothing left over with which we might pull ourselves to the distant
heights, so far removed, where music comes alive. (Franz Katka)

Tumblers

Mayaista could curl herself into a ring by bending backwards and
holding her ankles, and roll around the stage like a wheel. She
could leap over a tall man from a standing jump, could climb
quickly up a cloth rope using only her feet and teeth, and do a hand
stand balancing only on her index fingers.

The hunger artist had not, however, actually lost his sense of the
real situation and took it as a matter of course that he and his cage
should be stationed, not in the middle of the ring as a main
attraction, but outside, near the animal cages, on a site that was
after all easily accessible. Large and gaily painted placards made a
frame for the cage and announced what was to be seen inside it.
When the public came thronging out in the intervals to see the
animals, they could hardly avoid passing the hunger artist's cage
and stopping there a moment, perhaps they might even have stayed
longer had not those pressing behind them in the narrow gangway,
who did not understand why they should be held up on their way
towards the excitements of the menagerie, made it impossible for
anyone to stand gazing quietly for any length of time. (Franz
Kafka)

Thursday’s Child

On September 12, 1916, “Mary the Elephant” had attacked her
handler, Thursday Eldridge to his death. Several causes were seen
to be the reason of the attack. As a trainer, Thursday Eldridge had
used a stick to stab Mary, which may have infuriated Mary, but
there was a belief that the elephant was simply bored. Due to the
death of Eldridge, the town people of Kingsport Tennessee had
asked for retribution. They decided that Mary should be hanged.
On September 13, 1916, 2,500 people had witnessed the execution
of Mary by hanging on an industrial crane.

The Sleepwalker
She was blind-folded and put into a deep trance and, followed by
the gypsy violinist who played her terrifying, ethereal music
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