
The concert 
We push the door open onto a hushed scene. A scattering of people in sofas and 
chairs surround three brightly-lit performers who are intent on producing a long 
whining background drone and a foreground sound of shuffling.  

We find chairs and sit, forming a second row behind the sofas. I have a good view 
of the person making the shuffling sound. She is surrounded by percussive 
instruments and little bowls of things I can’t see. She is dropping large seeds into 
one of the bowls, then mixing them around. The seeds rub against each other, 
like so many ancient people in slippers walking down a lino corridor.  

She puts the seeds aside and takes up a plastic necklace, clinking it, one bead at a 
time, against the edge of another bowl. She drapes it across a small xylophone, 
then rubs it against the cymbal, making clinks of varying tones that scatter into 
the air. The saxophonist behind her takes a mute made of a plastic bottle and 
forces it into the horn of the sax, then blows through the mouthpiece. A shrill 
whisper of sound edges out. At the piano a man is doing something to the strings 
that makes them sound like electrical fuses popping.  

An industrial-scale squeal intersects with the first rumbles of thunder from the 
cymbals. Invoking a building site, a motorway, a broken home. A car crash, a 
crying baby, a nightmare. Ghostly, ghastly knocking. The wheeze of an asthmatic. 
The tapping of raindrops that never turn to rain. The scraping of a windmill 
turning lonely in a dusty field. The roar of an accelerating car, taking you away 
from me for ever.  

A faint cacophony of fairground.  

Piercing shards of noise. A child is twisting on a broken swing in a dilapidated 
playground, the wind blowing sheets of metal in the derelict building behind. 
Dogs howl in the night. Dingoes crying. Someone is trying to remember. 
Clutching at lost words and images. They disappear as soon as they are glimpsed. 
If I’m very still maybe I can catch them. There it is. Gone again. 

The sound of waiting, whistle-thin, with an undertone of lightly tapped drum. 

The sound of disquiet, the sound of rats gnawing, the sound of water gurgling 
from a tank. 

I walk home alone through overlit streets and I know that the performers were 
right. That is the world. 

 


