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Opt for self-rimmed or flush mounted.
Team with sumptuous cut pile semiplain velvet slip-covered cushions and
bolsters for pure empty luxury and
desolation. Choose from Fiesta, Tobago,
Xanadu or Clam. You can’t go wrong
with a Heppelthwaite camelback sofa
upholstered in woven stripe linen cotton for durability. Mist with the evocative scent of sandalwood and pissssss.
A breakfast nook always adds value.
A large lump of quartz is a striking
addition. Lay down an ash-grey oak
mansion-weave parquet floor. Install
a cotton-bordered seagrass runner.
Create a relaxed atmosphere with
strategically positioned boulders. Tent
with terracotta voile to achieve a roseate glow. For instant elegance, scatter
spare change throughout the vestibule.
Flank the bespoke gilt-edged mirror
with porcelain shepherdess figurines.
(pause) Brocaded taffeta on the lawn
creates a luxurious statement – choose
from Duck Egg, Sulphur, Amethyst or
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can create a sense of drama. Illuminate
the dark pockets with low-wattage polished nickel pendants and glow-worms.
Create an intriguing display of trinkets,
nick-nacks, gee-gaws and bric-a-brac
on a distressed Welsh Dresser to catch
the eye. Bold juxtapositions will pique
the interest of your guests – insert a
Pratware bust of Methodist preacher
John Wesley and a tusk amidst clustered ranks of enameled Victorian snuff
boxes and silver filagree thimbles. An
18th Century Saltglaze scratch-blue
decorated tea caddy will sparkle in the
company of tarnished candelabra and
chipped Pearlware elephants. Broken
teeth, shrunken heads, and splintered
matchsticks will add texture.
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I don’t care
what I say,
do I?
I don’t!
I don’t!
Honest
I don’t!
I’M PLAYING ALL THE RIGHT NOTES but not necessarily in the
right order. As it happens I’m wearing me yodeling trousers. Like
two sticks of celery sticking out of a carrier bag,. Woo hoo! No –
don’t laugh. No, don’t. No don’t laugh… Listen. Pull yourselves
together. You’ll make me a laughing stock. Use your ligaments,
boy and don’t percolate. Desist! What’s the matter? Lost your
bike? No individual laughter – the others have paid as much
as you. Ere, there’s a funny thing. She said ‘You’re not polished
enough.’ I said ‘What do you take me for – a coffin?” You’d be
thin if you came up the same pipes as this ale. I’m as full of vim
as a butcher’s dog. I’m as lively as a cricket. I don’t want to worry
you, but this tent-pole’s loose. It was a collar stud in me sock.
That’s no good. It takes 20 minutes to get me wellies off. And if I
eat another starch-reduced roll and turn over in bed I’ll crack. It
wasn’t raining – I went to see an antique curiosity. Sit down and
take the weight off your lavender bags. Wet-Whistle, Wallop or
Windbreaker, sir? You baboon-faced inkstain. Three old ladies?
Goodness gracious. How very uncomfortable for them and for
you. I wouldn’t fancy doing that on cold lino. Ada’s are much
bigger. She always has them loose on the counter. Have you ever
done it while drinking a glass of water? It was very tasteful but
they ruined it with a staple. By golly it doesn’t half go. Me kneecaps are working loose. Me jockey shorts are up round me neck.
Two of these and you’d disappear completely. They found him
the following day up a tree in Huddersfield with his peeler in his
hand. Out of bounds – a tired kangaroo. Never play ping pong
with your mouth open. With the outbreak of World War two, he
served with great distinction behind the bacon counter at the
co-op disguised as a middle-aged spinster Did you get your free
sausage on the way in?

Extract from Quantum Foam
Performed by David Cann
Commissioned by Kinsale Arts Festival, 2014

Extract from Death and Dumb – Part I
Performed by David Cann
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Place your hands under your buttocks
and exhale….

“Oh God—
my life is a futile
sucking hole.”
THE HARDER I TRY, the deeper I go
into sin. Isn’t there any power to
deliver me from the ache of my sinful
heart?” All have uttered the same
heartcry to the Lord for His power
and deliverance. I have knelt a thousand times with the prosperous and
the exalted and the powerful, and
the weak and the poor and the broken…Thousands have tried to forget
the realism of life in hectic pleasure,
drown it with liquor, cauterize it with
pseudoscience, vaporize it with

poetry, explain it away with philosophy, but it still lingers as a haunting
problem in every heart. Sin is the
root of our troubles and difficulties
and misery. The mistakes, failures
and sins are written into the Record
Book to await the Day of Judgement when every man shall give an
account before the Almighty. Danger
lurks behind every corner. The
thunder of those Four Horsemen can
be heard drawing ever closer. War,
Famine, Pestilence….

Aim the right knee towards the left nostril. Very gently roll down
your spine, just a vertebra at a time. Draw your knees up by your
ears and keep your hand on your ha’penny.. …Gently slide one foot
down the opposite thigh…and tremble. That’s it… Tighten your
abdominal muscles and gleeeeeeeeam... Draw your knees to your
chest and rock…Feel the pressure. Roll your eyeballs upwards and
let your scalp slide back…With full lungs, switch and repeat until
you pixelate. Just practice and you will see results sooner than
you expect. On the count of three, your thighs should be perpendicular to the floor, and your shoulder pressed firmly to the wheel.
Let your jaw become limp and heavy… Levitate. Rest your head on
your folded arms, then drop like a stone. Exhale slowly, relax and
repeat. Your chin will be pressed to your shin. Crack your knuckles,
arch your back and massage your knees gently...Allow yourself to
feel dreamy and drowsy, making sure that all negative things leave
your mind…Let your worries and tensions drift away.
Extract from Quantum Foam
Performed by David Cann
Commissioned by Kinsale Arts Festival, 2014

Extract from Quantum Foam. Performed by David Cann. Commissioned by Kinsale Arts Festival, 2014
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There is a motherless child hungry in the dark
crying out for a cup of milk. There is a penni-
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less graduate in a dole queue contemplating an
unscaleable mountain of debt. There is a melancholic
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schoolteacher in an overcrowded classroom waiting
for the bell. There is a pensive housewife in a clean apart-

The Luan, Athlone
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19 October – 9 January

ment grinding her teeth… There is a grubby old man in
Sidcup waiting for his papers. There is a motherless child hungry in the dark crying out for a cup of milk. There is a penniless
graduate in a dole queue contemplating an unscaleable mountain
of debt. There is a melancholic schoolteacher in an overcrowded
classroom waiting for the bell. There is a pensive housewife in a clean
apartment grinding her teeth. There is a grubby old man in Sidcup waiting
for his papers.
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Performed by David Cann
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