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March 2, 2016
CREATORS’ NOTE
Harold is a clockmaker working on a book called The Aging Magician. He
has a bicycle he rides around his shop. He plays the accordion. His sister
calls him a lot. He takes the F train home. He hears the voices of children.
This is the situation.
We’ve been living with Harold for several years, contemplating his situation from our different angles of view: Paola, through the voices of the
children and the sound of strings; Julian, through his hands that conjure
magic from the most ordinary objects; Mark, who takes those same
objects and makes them sing; and Rinde, by inhabiting the character and
looking out at his world from the inside.
It has taken us a good deal of pushing and pulling, losing our way, finding
it again, disappointment, delight, curiosity and cunning to balance this
poetic equation.
Time.
It’s taken time.
And now, here we are.
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SCENE 1
		Harold
My notes and drawings: THE AGING MAGICIAN
That’s the title. It starts at the end, as he’s dying, or…not dying, almost
dying, or…
I don’t know. I have to decide.
Anyway, he’s looking for a protégé. That’s the point. Someone to carry
on the work. He has a book of secrets, stage magic, fantastic tricks.
He wants to pass it on to some child, the right child.
It starts when he see’s him, this boy, in a market in Marrakesh or Cincinnati or,
I don’t know. The aging magician follows this boy. He notices how the
boy touches things, how he handles the fruit or boxes, he notices that the
boy ignores the toys or anything decorative, overly determined, he sees
how the boy is drawn to shapes and color, how he tests the world, picking
things up and feeling their weight, feeling how cool or warm they are, how
they fit in the hand, and he knows. The aging magician knows this one
will understand. This one can be trusted with the book. This one will see
the elegance of his signature magic acts:
The Time Pendulum, The Moons of Neptune, The Eighteen Thousand
Invisible Birds, all his best tricks, a lifetime of magic. The aging magician
imagines himself approaching the boy, explaining, handing him the book,
the book and a watch, a pocket watch. The watch is a good touch. Yes, an
old watch. Something he was given as a boy. The book and the watch, a
legacy, going back to one of the greats: William Robinson. William Robinson, Man of Mystery. It’s Robinson’s book, handed down through the
years, so that the book is the sum of generations of insight and inspired
tinkering. And the Aging Magician has it now, but he’s old and has to
find an heir, the new keeper of the book, the next magician in the lineage.
And there he is, this boy in the market place. And the aging magician
thinks:
“Tomorrow I give them to the boy, the book and the watch.
I explain and give the book to the boy, and the watch”
But that night, on the train home, the aging magician collapses.
They rush him to the hospital.
He can’t speak. His heart stops
Here is the passage in the book:
		
		he reads
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“He could feel the sudden uncertainty of his heart, feel his legs losing
their purpose, feel a rush of air as he spilled to the floor of the train. From
then on there were only flashes of consciousness: the shadow of a figure,
a face, then the feel of arms carrying him, fingers on his wrists and neck, a
flicker of blue or green, the odor of disinfectant, the rose water breath of a
woman in white, leaning over him – ‘Stay with me now, Harold’, then the
darkness and the voices of children’”

SCENE 2
		Chorus
Harold? Harold?
Harold?
Scalpel clamp, clamp and scalpel,
Watch his levels. We don’t want to lose him before we’ve begun.
Hemostat.
Watch his levels
Hold on. Hold on.
Scalpel clamp, clamp and scalpel
Watch his levels. We don’t want to lose him before we’ve begun
Hemostat
Watch his levels
		Aging Magician
Who is that on the table?
Is it me or some other guy,
Someone I used to know?
Who is that that they’re working on?
		Chorus
No one.
		Aging Magician
I’ve seen him before. I’ve seen him in some photographs
I’ve seen him before. I know that face of his from somewhere.
I’ve seen him before, so long ago.
His hands are like mine.
Someone should offer him some kind of prayer.
		Chorus
Grant him eternal rest and let perpetual light shine on him
Grant him eternal rest
		Chorus/Harold
Hear our/my prayers. Hear our/my prayers
Grant him eternal rest, unless rest is not what’s best.
Eternal motion might be better
Not rest at all.
Something more like a train,
The movement of the spheres
Something with wheels and gears
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SCENE 3
		Harold
There he is in the emergency room, seemingly lifeless, his consciousness
out of body, hovering above himself, drifting away as the oxygen machines
wheeze and sigh, trying to breathe life back into this still figure on the table. Then, suddenly, guided by children, he finds himself boarding a train
and his past looms, a parade of special moments passing before his eyes.
It’s more a graphic novel, really. Words just don’t tell the whole story.
You can’t describe these things, these magic acts: The Time Pendulum,
the Moons of Neptune, the Eighteen Thousand Invisible Birds. You can’t
describe them. Time stops, gravity no longer applies, the air seems intelligent. Words are just words, but to watch a thing float before your very
eyes… Something appear out of thin air, a dove, a tiny moon.
The aging magician never liked words, the showman’s patter
He didn’t want to talk to the audience, just do the amazing thing, then
do the next amazing thing, but smooth, you know, seamless, no patter, no
badinage.
		

Phone rings, and Harold answers:

Yes? Hi sis. Yes, of course. Nothing special. Broken springs, loose cogs,
some grit, dust. No. No. It’s sitting over there, in the corner. No. I
swear I’m not tinkering, I’m not drawing or writing. I know. I know. I
know. No. No. I told you, I don’t want anything I can’t repair myself. The
accordion? No. I forgot where I put it. No. No. I’ll take the train, the F.
Maybe six or seven? Yes, I’ll call. No. No. Yes. I know. I know. Yes. Yes.
Yes. Okay. Yeah. Sure. No. Yes. Alright. Bye.
		Harold
What was I saying: “Badinage” yes. Good word, “badinage”. No badinage
during the act. He isn’t good at speaking, the aging magician, like William Robinson. Robinson did his act wordlessly, in the guise of a mystical
Chinese sorcerer. Called himself Chung Ling Soo, shaved his head, wore
an embroidered silk costume, like some great Mandarin, Bill Robinson
from Westchester, NY. And the aging magician is like Robinson. Hates
the patter. Maybe he stutters, or the words just won’t come. But he’s
not clumsy. He moves with grace, elegance of a kind. In his head he’s
eloquent, the aging magician. In his head he talks to the audience. In his
head the words flow, like a river in winter, flowing, but under the ice, a
swift unseen current under the winter ice.
		Music
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		Harold
Clear! Clear!
The aging magician is out of body, hovering between life and death, as
they try to save him: “Watch his levels. We don’t want to lose him”
But his soul is moving. His soul is on a train out. To where? Some kind
of heaven?
Angkor Wat? Machu Picchu?
		Chorus
Isle of Skye, Grand Canyon, Taj Mahal, Tuscany, Ha Long Bay, Great
Barrier Reef, Venice, Antelope Canyon, Galapagos, Amazon, Bali, Fiji,
Coney Island.
Harold (saying No to all but Coney Island then…)

		

No. No. No. No. No... Wait! What?
Solo Chorister

Coney Island?

		Harold
Yes. Coney Island. Why not Coney Island?
He remembers a certain day, the aging magician, a special day.
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		Aging Magician
One sees oneself as a boy at Coney Island with ones parents, in the shadow
of the giant Wonder Wheel, on the beach, rooting in the sand, unearthing
something wonderful, the shell of a horseshoe crab. And one has, at that
moment one’s first big idea. One’s young mind is startled into being by a
sense of time, staring at the shell of this primordial creature, considering
the passing of a million years, for the first time imagining the rise and fall
of empires, billions of births and deaths, and throughout it all, deep in
the sea, the horseshoe crab scuttling through the millennia, completely
unconcerned. In that instant, one is no longer the simple boy one was.
Time has changed him, me.
Then, suddenly, one is thrown up onto one’s father’s shoulders, told to
hang on.
One is suddenly flying, weaving through the crowd on the beach, the
horseshoe crab held tightly in one’s small hand. And time has disappeared, father, son, the shell of the primordial crab, the past and the future
all one, timeless on the beach at Coney Island, careening.

		Chorus
		
Careening.
We are riding on his shoulders
How’s it feel
Real good.
La, la, la, ooo-ah
		Solo Chorister
My son, how’s it feel?
		Chorus
My son, how’s it feel
Can you feel this
Can you hear this
How’s it feel
Real good.
		Chorus
Clear! Clear! Clear! We’re losing him. Clear! Clear!
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Mark Stewart, Clown/Aging Magician, Coney Island Instrument Initial Sketch, March 5, 2011
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SCENE 4
Phone rings again. Harold answers:
		Harold
Yes. Oh, hi sis. Fine. Uh…Working, A watch. No. No. Honestly,
I’m working. Yes. Yes, I know. Yes, you’re right. Of course. Uh-huh.
Uh-huh. Uh…I have a sandwich. Uh…I don’t remember, baloney or
something, it has lettuce on it. I’m trying. Don’t worry. Really. I’m
working. The book? Right now? Uh…it’s uh…somewhere., I…I don’t
know. Underneath some boxes. I put it away, I promise. The bicycle?
Haven’t ridden it for days. Okay. Yeah. I will, thanks. Okay. I love you
too. Okay. Bye.
Harold
I can’t work on the book as much as I’d like
I’ve got my shop to tend to: Pocket watches to repair, antiques, and
clocks, the old ones, the elegant ones, with wheels and gears.
Time stops in the shop, sometimes, and space.
I could be anywhere, Barcelona, Perth, Cairo, anywhere, any time
Like my aging magician, on the table but out of body,
time suddenly without any power over me
Time as the illusion of the linear, is a crude thing, stubbornly moving in a
straight line, creating history, religion, regrets.
But clocks, old clocks, the hands following each other, in constant motion
around a fixed point? The hands revolve like the planets around the sun,
like the sun around the galaxy, like the galaxy around whatever galaxies
ultimately revolve around…
I work on the book when I can. It’s almost done, I think
He’s dying. He’s not dying. He’s dying,
or not.
Harold brings out his pocket watch
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		Aging Magician
One is at Coney Island, on one’s father’s shoulders, running. Then on the
train, a tired boy falling asleep on his mother’s lap, while his father hums a
tune, and the wheels of the train go round and round, and one is sleeping
on the lap of one’s mother, and one’s father is singing softly:
		Singing softly
Take me out to Coney Island, take me to the fair
		Chorus
Boom cha! Boom cha!
Get on board. Take the subway. Take a seat on the subway.
You will see, you will know the right moment
Boom cha. Boom cha
Take your seat on the subway. Choose a time, choose a moment.
Pick a year, pick a day, pick an hour.
When life was summers and sandwiches, nothing in your head but lightning storms and joyrides and eighteen thousand invisible birds.
		Harold
Take me where the lights are brighter, where the music plays.
		Chorus
Endless rivers of colored lights, schools of glowing fish in luminescent
oceans,
And eighteen thousand invisible birds.
Boom cha. Boom cha. Boom cha
		Harold
Life is fine on Coney Island, daylight never stops
		Chorus
Take your seat on the subway. Choose a time, choose a moment.
Pick a day, pick an hour, choose your moment.
Heaven. Heaven.
Clear! Clear!
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SCENE 5
		Harold
How many times do they try to revive you before they give up, note the
time, call the next of kin, maybe a sister, like mine. Someone who hovered
over him all his life, made him sandwiches. She would be the one to call.
“Your brother, the aging magician has collapsed and hovers between life
an death. Your sandwiches won’t save him now.”
And his book of secrets, his legacy, the details of the stage magic? All the
beautiful illusions? Where is the book? Sitting on some table in some
room in some hospital in some city: Oslo, or Tel Aviv, or Kyoto. Extraordinary illusions sitting on a table waiting to be stuffed in a plastic bag with
ordinary things: keys, change… Just another forgotten object buried with
other forgettable objects. And no boy from the market place to carry on,
keep the illusions alive.
		Chorus
Next stop Bergen St.
		Harold
He would have been nine, at a street fair, when a stranger approaches him,
takes his hands, looks at them hard, says: “You have the hands. The hands
of a magician. You can’t do it without great hands. But it’s more than the
hands. You have the soul of a magician, the eyes. Without the eyes and
the soul it’s just a parlor trick, just sleight of hand. Love. It’s a kind of
love. Love of the object, the thing held in the hand.
One doesn’t want to possess it, the object, but to understand it fully.
You see how my hand handles this playing card? My hand has learned
its weight and balance and so there is respect here, and love. You know
don’t you? I’ve watched you, seen how you touch the things that interest
you in the market, feel their texture, take in the color, the shape. It’s all
meaningful. And it’s our calling, magicians, to make that meaning clear,
demonstrate the virtue of the ordinary, the magic of the common object.
Watch the magicians, son. Nothing is lost, nothing is random, nothing
is accidental. We don’t’ look away. We don’t let our minds drift. So be
calm and amazed. And when you finally step into the light, remember to
be as surprised as they are, as if you are seeing for the first time, as if the
cards have a mind of their own. Don’t think ahead. Don’t look back. The
magician always has all the time in the world.”
		Aging Magician
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Come be amazed, like a child on the boardwalk
Stare like a child at the lights and the shapes
Watch the magician disappear from the stage
When all that he leaves is his hat and a cane

		Chorus
Watch the magician
Watch his hands.
Don’t look away
Watch the magician
Nothing’s lost
Nothing’s forgotten
Don’t look. Don’t look back.
Nothing to see. Keep on moving.
That life is over. Get onboard. Choose now. We’re waiting.
The moment is right. Don’t brood on the past when today is so bright.
Your past is over, this moment is full of light.
Don’t worry Harold. The past is finished.
Let us take you there. We know the way. It’s just a short ride.
It’s just beyond the river, outside the city where the colored lights, blue,
red, yellow, green, and the noise and laughter, all the noise and laughter…
Can you hear the music? Can you see the lights?
Stay on the subway Harold. This is not a dream, this is not…
Hey! What are you doing?
		Aging Magician
I’m just sitting here
		Chorus
What are you doing with that book?
		Aging Magician
Just leave me alone
		Chorus
Show us what’s inside!
Show us what it says!
		Aging Magician
It isn’t anything. Just some words on a page
		Chorus
These are diagrams. Diagrams, magic tricks, how to make a dozen elephants vanish – they disappear like invisible birds
		Aging Magician
This is all that I am, these secrets
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SCENE 6
		Chorus
Next stop Church Avenue
		Harold
I tried to stop writing it, The Aging Magician. I tried not writing.
Tried being diligent, getting my work done on time.
But I missed him, it. And the shop would get so quiet:
deathly quiet, quiet as a church.
		Priest/Chorister
How long has it been since your last confession?
		Aging Magician
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Forgive me father. It’s been six months since my last confession. I don’t
know if I’ve sinned or not. I assume I have, but nothing particular comes
to mind. Oh. I lied to my sister. I told her I was working on my clocks
when I wasn’t.
I told her I had eaten the sandwich she made me, but I hadn’t. She worries about me; that’s why I lie to her. She worries. I have to stop writing
it, my Aging Magician. I still have a sandwich from two days ago and I
don’t remember eating yesterday. I have to stop writing, drawing. But
there’s something new, now. I think when I last confessed I didn’t have an
ending. Now, there’s this boy at the hospital who discovers the Book of
Secrets and steals it. I know that’s a sin. Forgive me father, but it’s better
if he takes it. It’s a kind of posthumous redemption for the magician,
maybe even salvation or resurrection. It’s what he hoped for, someone to
carry on, a boy who might learn a century of tricks. So if the boy…What
if he hears a voice, the voice of the magician, inviting him to take it. Let’s
say the magician is out of body. He’s looking down at this troubled little
boy and he speaks. That would take care of it wouldn’t it, father, the sin
part, if the dead magician speaks to the boy? Or is that some sort of blasphemy? I have to say it’s really difficult to keep track of the sinning not
sinning border, you know? I mean, there’s lying to be kind and stealing to
fulfill a dying man’s wish, and there’s sloth that’s a kind of useful dreaming
and…
Yes father? Yes, I understand, other people, waiting to confess. Yes. I’m
going. Yes, father, I will eat the sandwiches; I will get back to my clocks.
We’re a dying breed: clock makers. We used to be like gods, the clock
makers, real magicians, masters of time. Now, time is just ticks, just an
endless procession of ticks. Nothing revolves anymore. Nothing reminds
us of the planets, of orbits, of what we are, orbiting bodies, orbiting,
always returning to the point of origin.
Yes father? Oh. Was I? Yes I’m going now. Other people. Yes. Forgive
me father. I can’t help dreaming of these things.

		Chorus
Jesu Cristo, Jesu Cristo
		Harold
My mother’s faith was in her hands
As she adjusted my tie and jacket,
As she held her rosary and slid us into dark cool pews at church
And turned the pages of a prayer book
Pointing to the place I had to look
My mother’s faith was in her hands
That went half mad with grief after my father died
And trembled as she prayed
And couldn’t find the stillness they had known before
My mother’s faith was in her hands
That held her hymnal tight
And trembled as she prayed or sang
And reached out in the dark to pull me to her
And couldn’t feel how hard they held me
My mother’s faith was in her hands
That dived and fought like seagulls over scraps
Fighting for scraps like hungry seagulls
She couldn’t find the stillness when she prayed
		Chorus
Lacrimosa dies illa dona eis requiem
Lacrimosa dies illa dona eis requiem
		Harold
Liberame Domine

SCENE 7
		Chorus
Next Stop Neptune
		Harold
Is this my finale, then, thinks the aging magician, the last transformation, a
disappearance, abrupt like this, simply collapsing
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One thinks of William Robinson, Man of Mystery, who called himself
Chung Ling Soo, pretended to be Chinese so he wouldn’t have to speak
during his act. He always ended his show by catching a bullet from a firing
squad in his teeth, until one day: everyone in position, the music thrumming as the firing squad stage right raises the rifles, aims and BANG!
Chung Ling Soo, stage left, reels, awkwardly, crumples to the floor. He
cries out: “My God! Something’s gone wrong. Bring down the curtain!”
The mysterious Chinese sorcerer in perfect English:
“My God. Something’s gone wrong. Bring down the curtain!
Harold spills a deck of cards onto the floor from his inside jacket pocket
William Robinson, from Westchester, NY, accidentally shot in the last
magic act of his life, died in a heap of bloody Chinese silk behind the
dropped curtain, while the audience, confused, made its way out, grumbling to themselves: “What happened to the bullet catch? It’s on the
poster. We were promised. There was no magical finale.”
It should have ended with something like the Eighteen Thousand Invisible
Birds: hundreds of small bits of paper rising above the stage as if acted on
by the beating of a thousand wings. (like a barker now) Or The Moons
of Neptune: seemingly weightless orbs, circling, orbiting the magician.
He should have levitated himself, floated up and up, joined the moons of
Neptune, the gateway to the stars. Not fallen to the floor, dropped like a
sack of hammers, artlessly…No. Floating up, the act brought to its miraculous finish. The applause a roar, as the magician transfigures, becomes the
fourteenth moon of Neptune.
		Chorus
Neptune. The furthest planet from the sun
Neptune. The furthest planet from the sun
With thirteen moons
		Harold
All the moons of Neptune
		Chorus
Triton, Nereid, Larissa
		Chorus
Proteus, Psamathe, Thalassa,
		Harold
The gateway to the stars
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		Chorus
Laomediea, Despina, Sao, Galatea, Naiad, Halimede, Neso
The farthest planet from the sun
		Harold
Neptune. A core of rock and ice. I am that
I am that
		Chorus
A mantle of gasses, ammonia, methane
Harold
I am that
Chorus
The methane makes it blue from 2.7 billion miles
Harold
From 2.7 billion miles it’s blue.
		Chorus
A gateway…a gateway…
		Harold
So cold and blue, my planet. So far away.
		Chorus
A gateway.
		Harold
So cold and blue
Chorus
A gateway. A gateway to the stars
		Chorus
Clear! Clear! Clear!
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SCENE 8
		
		Harold
I can’t let him go like this. I can’t let him go.
That’s where the boy comes in, the boy in the hospital. Maybe it’s the
same boy from the market or just some boy who wanders from the bedside
of his dying father. He’s wearing a white jacket. His hair is combed. He
wanders into the room, by accident, finds the magician’s book: drawings
and diagrams of the most amazing oddness. And then he hears a voice:
“Take these things, boy, take these things. Take the watch, take the deck
of cards, put them in your pocket. Take the book, study it, be amazed,
learn the tricks: The Time Pendulum, The Moons of Neptune, The Eighteen Thousand Invisible Birds.”
It’s the voice of the magician. And so the boy takes them: the book, the
watch, the deck of cards.
		Young Magician
One hides the book under one’s jacket, and with my left hand on the
book and my right hand holding the hand of my mother, I walk out of
the hospital, I leave the house of the dead, and my life begins again, with
a magic book tucked under my arm, my head full of magic drawings and
the diagrams of floating things. And suddenly I’m at the aquarium, with
my father, staring from the dark at the illuminated fish, just the two of us,
in the dark, staring, while schools of brightly colored fish swim before our
eyes. Reflect in our eyes, so that our eyes become tiny oceans.
Chorus (speaking)
Next stop Aquarium
		Chorus (singing)
Aquarium. Aquarium.
		Harold
My father always loved that word
		Chorus
Aquarium
		Harold
Something still and beautiful
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		Chorus
Aquarium
		Harold
Walking in the dark from pool to pool
		Chorus
Aquarium
-

Harold

In each one, a different kind of fish
		Chorus
Aquarium
		Harold
Suspended in the water, in the half dark:
My father’s church, he said:
Chorus
There is a deep truth here
A calm, a lack of fear
Each world of corral and sea grass
Electric eel, silver tetra, phosphorescent wrasse
All lifted, weightless, there before our eyes
		Harold
Softened in the dark, his eyes, my fathers
Then, when he spoke, I turned to look, I took them in
His eyes, another kind of ocean,
Wet with wonder, blue and green,
The fish reflected in them, darting, flashing, then serene
Through my father’s eyes I saw the fish.
There in the half dark aquarium,
Our eyes were oceans, in the half dark
Both of us made young by wonder
And the world was colored fish
Both lum’nous and tender
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SCENE 9
		Chorus:
A gateway to the stars.
A gateway to the stars
far from the earth
far from the sun
no gravity
nothing holds us
we can roam the galaxy
we are free
Nothing holds you
Nothing holds you
Do you know why the train is stopped?
		Aging Magician
Yes
		Chorus
When the train’s stopped and it’s dark as night
The past is hidden from our sight
Then we travel at the speed of light
Here in the dark we can see the moons of Neptune
and the space beyond and the stars of night
Here in the dark we see the light
		Aging Magician
Here in the dark I see the light
Harold plays his accordion as image of birds and figure are formed by the
chorus. Harold reaches out to the figure ends up with a handful of paper
With a phone receiver in it. He listens
Phone rings. The receiver is wrapped in the handful of paper
		Chorus
Are you coming with us?
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SCENE 10
		Harold answers the phone
		Harold
What? No. Who? Tell him ‘next week’. Well he shouldn’t have worn it
to the beach. Well the salt and sand got way in there. What? Why don’t
you take her? It always calms her down. Yeah, well, I don’t make her do
things, you know, test her memory or anything. I just hold her hand and,
you know, help her with her rosary, open the hymnal to the right page,
prompt her a little. Yes. Yes. But… Uh huh. Well maybe you should…
Uh huh. Okay. We’ll do it your way then. No. No. I’m sorry. Sorry.
Yes I ate it already. Yes, thank you. Okay. Love you too. Bye
		Chorus
The parts of a clock/heart
See the world as it turns around them/as a wheel
And death is part of its journey
		Aging Magician
I can see you. I am coming
		Chorus
The wheels of the train
Go round and round
		Aging Magician
These voices. These voices
		Chorus
We see you. We hear you
		Aging Magician
I can see you.
		Chorus
Do you see us?
		Aging Magician
I am coming
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SCENE 11
Harold (speaking)
I want to pull him back, revive his heart, his ancient heart, reanimate
his hand so he touches things again, feels the weight of things, in that
extraordinary way of his, the way of a magician.
But there is a schedule to be kept on the train from where you get on
to some final stop: Venice or Shanghai or Chicago or Mumbai or
Lagos or Johannesburg or Coney Island.
Some ageless Coney Island where the lights shine like stars and
words are useless, just sounds, as incapable of explaining anything as
any mute object. Words are just shapes piled on a workbench like
watches, crowding each other on the shelves like broken clocks
waiting for someone who’s never coming back, someone who was
never really there, a trick of light, mirrors and illusion.
You know how it ends, Harold. No more badinage. The aging
magician is lost in the wheels and gears of the train, the rhythm of
the wheels and gears. He is sound. He is light. He is weight and color,
or simply the way something warms in the hand. Watch him vanish,
Harold, into the heart of the clock, into time.
Harold crosses up to Sound Installation.
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FINALE
Chorus
You are far from home.
You are not who you were.
You have disappeared.
Coney Island. Coney Island.
That’s it. Write it! You know how it ends.
You know where the train stops.
You see it clearly now, what heaven is.
For the aging magician, the time is now. The time is now.
Heaven is a moment.
You know how to finish the chapter.
Of all the moments in his lifetime, this: Coney Island.
Write it! Write it! You know how it ends.
Disappear and reappear.
You know how it ends.
It’s almost always where it began. So it is here.
The aging magician disappears and reappears as a child.
What has he become, this child, this man? What is he now?
A set of wheels and gears? Rhythm?
Rhythm of the wheels. Rhythm of the gears.
Rhythm of the days. Rhythm of the years.
A trick of light. Just a trick of light.
Just a trick with mirrors, just an illusion.
He is sound. He is light. He is weight and color.
The way a thing, the way something warms in the hand,
the hand of a magician.
Watch him vanish into the heart of the clock,
into time
Harold plays the sound installation while the chorus
does the bird shadow
With bird sounds and whistles.
END
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1 Prologue 		
2 Who is That on the Table?
3 Emergency Room 		
4 Careening 		
5 The Shop and Time
6 Coney Island Memory
7 Next Stop, Bergen Street
8 This is Not a Dream
9 Next Stop, Church Avenue
10 My Mother’s Faith
11 Lacrimosa 		

(5:14)
(3:22)
(2:17)
(2:32)
(1:41)
(3:08)
(2:55)
(1:47)
(2:43)
(1:52)
(2:25)

12 Neptune Prelude 		
13 Next Stop, Neptune
14 Aquarium Prelude
15 Next Stop, Aquarium
16 Gateway to the Stars
17 Harold’s Song* 		
18 The Parts of a Heart/Clock
19 Coney Island Prelude
20 Last Stop, Coney Island
21 Epilogue 		

(1:54)
(1:37)
(1:23)
(2:39)
(2;13)
(1:39)
(2:40)
(1:56)
(2:51)
(2:26)

*Track 17 composed by Rinde Eckert

34

35

