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The Cremation of Sam Magee
Russell H. Van Vlack

Copyright (c) 2002 by Russell V2

The voice line should be spoken in the rhythm indicated by the music.  Inflection
is up to the narrator except where indicated by the unpitched notes (i.e. measure 46.)
In addition, the narration is free meter in 40-41 and other similarly marked passages.

Percussion 1

Percussion 2

Suspended
Cymbal

Snare Drum Woodblock Whip Bass Drum

Vibraphone Glock.

Crash Cymbal Temple
Blocks

Three
Toms

Tambourine Anvil or
Brake Drum

Note on percussion parts:  During the introduction and conclusion of the piece the
vibraphone pedal is to remain depressed throughout to somewhat give the illusion
of bells in a church tower peeling.  Through the rest of the piece percussion parts
are free to improvise within reason and at the director's discretion to add feeling and
character to the music and narration.

Text by Robert W. Service

PERCUSSION KEY:

All instruments are one on a part
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Now a promise made is a debt un-
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days to come, though my lips were dumb
in my heart how I cursed that load.











