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From TheMiddle Rung

He seldom thought of the past, but when he did, he could not re-
member a single moment when he had not had a drum at his side. The
drums had always been there, just as they were now. His cabin was
filled with drums. There were war drums from Africa with their mon-
key skins, and their shells of hand-carved wood. There were tom-toms
from Brazil, bongos from Mexico, and congos from the Indies. There
were tall drums and squat ones, big and small, and each had its own
particular voice.

In the summer, when the air was heavy with warmth, he would
sit in his veranda. He would light his smallest oil lamp, and set it pre-
cisely in the centre of a crude little table of split logs. Then he would
seat himself on the nail keg that served for a chair, and carefully
arranged the drums around him, between himself and the light. In this
position he would remain motionless, awaiting the falling of the dark-
ness, the rising of the moon, and the coming of the cool, humid, evening
breeze that filtered through the rusty screen, and pushed and pulled
the flame through the movements of a monotonous dance.

All would be ready. For a long, hanging moment he would watch
the reflection of the flame as it sent its silver caresses slipping up and
down the drums. At times the gleam would climb slowly up, and slip
slowly down - up and down - and then it would dart up and flash down
as If by emotional impulse. Several wily spots of light would sit on the
flat of the skins, and then, instantly, they would all jump In a criss-
cross game of leap-frog from drum to drum. He would watch, mes-
merized, and his head would begin to sway in rhythm with the dance
of the flame.

Quickly then, he would reach for his favourite drum. He called it
Low-toe. His hands dancing on the skin, Low-toe would begin to speak.
His voice was a resonant, but mellow, “Doc”.

Softly, he would talk to them: “You are as beautiful as the moon
to-night.” His hands would move slowly at first, rhythmically, smoothly.
The pulse would grow heavy as fingers flew from drum to drum. Deep
rumbling bases mixed with high pitched squeeks and laughing altos.
All the drums would speak at once, but together. Each beat fell into
place, none came that should not be there, and none failed to come.
The eager voices coalesced and merged into a homogeneous whole, a
symphony of syncopation that told a story.

The man would sense that it was time for their story, and his eyes
would gaze with interest. “You could enchant even the wind, | think.”
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His soothing voice would console them, and assure them that he was
Interested.

As the tale proceeded, he would half shut his eyes and drift away In
a dream. He would smile as the theme became evident, for he loved it. It
was always the same. It was the story of the jungle, the virgin jungle.
The story can not well be told in words, but when revealed in rhythm,
it was commanding. It was like the spinning of a magical web, in which
one loved to be caught. It was a tale filled with a violence of colour,
and the surge of life. It held the hollow pound of pride, and the ever
steady beat of might. There was glory in it, and grandeur, but most of
all, there was in it a sense of right that checked its cruelty, held its
power at bay, and made the whole into a great and noble thing. He
loved the story for this. He loved it too, for the peace that was in it, for
the sleepy winds that it portrayed, and the slumbering shades, and for
the deep shadows that were thick with fruits, and abundant in cold,
blue water. The story told of a land of day dreams and leisure; a land
where a soporific atmosphere somehow endured amid the eternal,
crushing weight of thick, bright verdure, and the constant cacophany
of wild animal shrieks. The man was addicted to it.

The hands were moving rapidly, almost unseen. The pitter-patter
chorus rose to an insane pitch, surged magnificently, broke, tittered
quickly, and was concluded. The hands sat motionless again on the
head of Low-toe. The one-eyed drums looked at their friend. He was
wet with sweat.

The drums had sung for hours, and for hours more he would gaze
upon them. Fondly, he would take each drum up in turn, taking care not
to show his partiality to the ones he loved especially. He would dust
the crimson-laquered eyes of a crude mask carved on a congo drum, or
run his fingers across the perfect finish of a bongo, or follow the run-
ning reflection in the intricate weaving of a hemp-covered war drum.
And then the look of relaxed contentment would leave him, and he
would stand up, retreat a few steps, and try to look at all of the drums
at once. The deep purples, blood oranges, the whites and blacks and
browns, presented a dazzling sight. Slowly, he would sigh, and then he
would prepare the drums for their night's rest.

And often, on a summer evening, when the sky was clear and the
moon and stars were bright, he would select a few drums, not always
his favourites, and he would walk to the end of a rocky point, treading
up the little path that his feet had worn there. It led between a group of
poplar and birch, and came out upon a large, flat erratic. Here he
would sit against the sky, a hundred feet above the water, and here he
would set down the drums. The moon would shimmer up to him across
the lake, and he would let it enter into him, and mix with the lapping
of the small night waves, and the frightening cry of a far-off loon.

He loved these moments most of all. When the drums would speak,
they would not tell their story of the jungle, but would sing the song of
the one lonely cloud that ran before the moon, or the greatness of the
meaning of the long horizon, where the black and rugged islands seemed
to sit suspended just above the water. More than ever, he would feel

6



close to the drums, for they, too, were alone, and could read the stories
that the land could tell.

He would not feel the presence of the drums. He would not look
at them. They, too, were not aware of him, but together, they sensed the
whole of the universe. They sensed the magnitude and wonder of it.
They were glad to be alone.

The night has a million melodies. One evening, in early August,
when the weather was its hottest, a hymn of terrible wrath was chorused
In the sky. The deep, deep blue was cobble-stoned with clouds - black
clouds. They lost their shape and took it on again, rammed each other,
plunged through the sky, going nowhere, like tumbleweeds in a hurri-
cane. Even the moon refused to be still; it seemed to leap about, sticking
Its head out with impunity wherever it could find a hole. It was beyond
the turmoil, and curious to know what was happening below. It cast
a ghostly iridescence on the clouds around it.

The wind hid its roots in the heights and swept down at the earth.
Its thousand arms slashed their scimitars with insane anger at the lake,
and at the land. The waves were not sure where to go, but lunged and
swirled and spat their froth into the air, and a half mile inland. For
thirty feet above both lake and land the air was filled with water and
debris. The wind ripped at the screeching leaves, and split thick, crooked
birch. Tall pines bowed down as far as they could bow, and were
wrenched from the earth. The heavy clouds heaved and parted, and
lightning shook the air, and was gone. There was not a drop of rain.

He had been standing before the open window. He closed the shut-
ters and swung down the cross-bar. He selected from among the drums
only those whose temperaments would suit this evening. He chose those
with the lowest voices and those with the highest. He chose bassos that
would boom and roll, and sopranos that would skitter. He slung the
heaviest across his back, caught the others under his arms, apologized
to those who would have to stay, and hurried through the storm to a
long bay that was sheltered to the north and west by a peninsula grown
thick with pines. His feet stumbled across the rounded pebbles until
he came to an inner cove where the beach was suddenly stark white
against the night. When his feet struck the sand, he turned towards the
woods and disappeared between two great, flat stones, that stood on
their edges, leaning against each other in the form of a tent.

From the utter blackness between the rocks, he looked out at the
theater of fury. He addressed the mightiest of all the clouds: “Mr.
Cloud, you are a black one. You are a big one too, the biggest in the
sky. What it it like, eh, to be so high up? And fly! - you fly so fast!
Is this place so bad?” Lightning lit the footlights of the sky. “We will
play your song, Cloud. Come drums, sing. Now, let us sing.” They sang
together, he and the drums. They sang of the strength and great nobility
of the cloud, and of the omnipresence of the sky it flew Iin. And suddenly
they stopped. They had never stopped like this before.

A small canoe plied through the raging froth and into the cove.
It fumbled and teetered as a wave overtook it, and it staggered up. It
lunged forward with the crest, sweeping through the froth and surging



water like a lean knife. A wave passed and it lurched from side to side.
The boy at the stern dug his paddle hard. He looked resolute but afraid.
A huge wave rose before him and broke over the bow, rushed along the
bottom, dashed itself against him, and heaved over the back. The girl
in the bow cried a low, long, “Oh!” Her face was contorted with terror.
The boy laughed through a tight smile - a strange laugh, inspired by
both fear and defiance. The girl turned to him quickly, and her fear
changed to awe as she stared at him

From the rock tent, the man had watched, amazed. Now his gaze
left the canoe and turned down. He rested his head on Skeebo, who was
between his knees. His body began to shake slightly. A tear appeared at
the corner of his eye and fell on Skebo. “No! No!”, he cried, “Oh no,
not now!” He raised his head to the water. His eyes were wet. “1 hate
you”. The words came slowly. “1 hate vou and your damned canoe!”
He struck Skeebo with his fist, and broke his skin. His eyes opened in
horror at what he had done. “Oh no! Oh Skeebo, Skeebo! | am sorry
Skeebo - I am sorry. | did not mean to do it Skeebo. I am not mad at
you! Oh! I am so sorry.” He began to weep silently.

The storm was beginning to break when the canoe landed on the
beach beside his shelter. The boy and girl tumbled out and onto the
beach. The girl fell to the sand and lay back on her elbows. She both
laughed and cried. The boy kneeled beside her and took her hand, but
he was looking at the lake. “1 knew | could do it,” he said quietly, “but
to know that it's done!” He threw a stick at both the sky and the water,
and laughed, a little foolishly. He turned to the girl, still smiling. She
pulled him to her. “I love you - so very much!” she whispered.

“1 love you, too.” he said. He bent and kissed her softly, withdrew
his lips and gazed into her eyes, then kissed her again - quite hard.

He had watched and heard all this from between the rocks. He took
up the drums and hurried to his cabin, careful not to be seen. He went
straight to bed. He did not put his drums away.

He could not sleep. There was no consolation in his old thoughts
of his drums, or of the lake. He tried to think of the magnificent storm,
but this was spoiled for him by the thought of the canoe, and of the
song he so much wanted to sing. His drums had failed him to-night.
He thought of the stick, the little stick, that the boy had thrown. He
thought, too, of the Kiss.

He arose early and began to pack. All of his belongings fitted into
his duffel bag - except his drums. He felt compelled to make his bed
and tidy up the cabin. When he had done this to his satisfaction, he set
out. At the bottom of the stairs, he could not help but look again at
the proud pines that studded the slow descent to the lake. He felt the sky
was watching him. He re-entered the cabin. The sunlight pierced the
window screen and sat upon his drums. They were quite still. Already,
a little dust had settled on the skins.

He said, “ 1 suppose you may come Low-toe.” He walked out, picked
up his duffel bag, and left. He did not lock the door. He did not look
back as he ascended the mountainside, but went straight up the path
to the highway that led to the city.
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DON GUTTERIDGE

NIGHT

The church bell tolls
“Seven o’clock in the city”

In the west the sun’s rays rising
Streak the sky copper

From behind a bank of sluggish cloud
Dozing on the horizon.

The city yawns

Eyes heavy-lidded and bad-breath
Smelling of rubber scorched and fumes,
And a thousand sweaty bodies

In a thousand sweating rooms —
And from the sewers seeps

The faint odour of despair.

The city

Weary

Licks its wounds, and sleeps.

And | solitary on the street

Seek out my solitary room.

Alone with the stale-beer-smell

And the odours of cheap perfume

That linger on to tell

Of kisses In the dark that taste

Of cigarettes and two-dollar gin,

To tell of promises protested

In the night and broken in the morning
When daylight disillusions,

When the sharp sun shatters

The dream-delusions of the night

And tosses them in tatters

Across the dull and dingy walls.

'Tis then that | must crawl

From the bed’s seclusion:

To live again with dread

The thousand yesterdays of my existence.

The church bells toll
“Seven o’clock in the city”
It will be night — soon.



ALBERT MacLEAN

PROCESSION

See the gods pass

This year's, last year's, next year's,

Old gods, new gods;

Discarded, revived, forgotten,
Manufactured.

See the gods pass
Old ones, new ones, both ones
Poor gods - ungods
Blind, dumb, dead
Man's fools.

See God!
Alone, supreme, perfect all.
He Is sad-glad. His man
Sees his God last.

All halil.

MALCOLM FRASER

CREEK

| bathe In the creek
Icy creek

Pocaterra Creek.
Dirty, it flows on.

SEA

The epileptic torrent of the morrow
will seek and find.

Red lobsters and the crucible makers
will return to the embrace of the sea.
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EVAN PIKE

WINTER

H20 in crystalloid whiteness,

Descent acceleration g,

Enprisms autumn's spectral brightness;
Burries everything but thee.

Out of the cold lunge Prufrock's asses

Into the warmth of Honeywell;

Odysseus laughs at their steamed-up glasses
And their Michaelangelian Doggerel.

Zero degrees brings osteoid tremours
Shaking lose phlegmatic brine,
Olfactory redness, influenza,

Winter - pathogenic clime.
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ELAINE COLWILL

The Celestial Express

“Now, here’s a plan you will really like,” | was assured by the
little fat clerk, Monsieur Evangelist of the Rank Travel Agency, a most
efficient place of business. “ It has all the highlights of these other tours
and not the cost. So many people have taken it that we have been able
to reduce the rates. Why, just last month, in the peak of holiday travel,
| sold no fewer than 300 tickets in one day! We had to put on several
extra trains. Well, yes. Here In one package is the fabulous trip to the
Celestial City - a place of a thousand and one attractions - a place with
all the mystery of the East and the pleasures of the South Sea Islands
almost at our doorstep. And what's more, you've chosen the right time
of the year to go. The arbutus will be In bloom. Oh what delicate
flowers! What a delightful fragrance! Of course, if you were to wait
for a month or so, the Bachia Choral Festival would be on but then, I
know once you get there you'll want to be there for some time. So, you
might as well go now and see the place at its most magnificent. It is a
great chance, the chance of a lifetime. It's a rare tour you really can’'t
afford to miss.”

Yes, it was a rare chance, the way the salesman described it. Also,
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it seemed to be the place for which | had been searching so long and
had not found in Bangkok or Ddusseldorf or Segovia. So it wasn't sur-
prising to find myself in the car the efficient travel agency had sent to
give me a comfortable trip to the station and to ensure that | caught my
train to that wonderful, exotic land.

Out of the congested heart of Moneia, or known better as the City
of Destruction, we passed into the older residential area, degraded into
apartments, and then into the sprawling suburbs in which only the
colours of the front doors distinguished houses. Past this was the bill-
board jungle of Used Car Marts and quick deals on easy terms. Out
In the open fields of ancient refuse piles now sodded into parks, stood
the station of my departure, a massive stone building, as solid as the
economy on which it rested.

At the Station of the City of Destruction, I was hurried through
the plate glass doors into a crowded interior, crowded with tourists who,
like me, were about to use their holiday in the journey to this greatest
wonder of the world. Since | was on a tour of the Rank Agency, | was
not required to stand in line at the ticket wicket to receive my piece of
cardboard from Mr. Goodwill. Instead, | was hurried through the turn-
stile by a jovial man who looked like a Department store Santa Claus,
a very business-like Santa with the glint of receiving in his eye. The
train was about to pull out so I had to hurry. My burdensome bags
were kindly taken by one of the many porters and placed in the bag-
gage car. He gave me a ticket with a number stamped on it and assured
me that with it 1 could redeem my sins at my point of debarkation. The
crew of this railway station was unnaturally kind.

The train was drawn up behind the station and what a train it
was! All shiny chrome and long, low cars with the largest windows I
had ever seen. There were parlor cars, and club cars, and dining cars
and each had its own observation dome for the best view possible. A
magnificent train and | hardly knew which car to choose.

“Hello there,” | was greeted by a tall man, perfectly tailored down
to the corner of his handkerchief, “1I'm George Dives, a director of the
railroad corporation and one of the largest stockholders. Perhaps | can
help you decide where to sit. I've often taken this tour so | think |
know just where one should sit for the best viewing.”

He put a hand under my elbow and propelled me through the
crowd. What a wonderful crowd it was! It would have made Bunyan
or an evangelist happy to have seen the crowd. For instead of one rag-
ged man with a pack on his back, driven out of the city by hoots, here
were many of the finest people In the town, social and business leaders,
with their packs comfortably in the baggage car and followed by the
envious sighs of friends. Among the gentlemen were characters of the
highest repute - magistrates, politicians, men of wealth and learning, all
leaders of the community and moral examples to the world. With them
were women who could charm any social circle with their beauty and
accomplishments.
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“And so you are going to the wonderful Celestial City?” mused
my guide - mused | think rather than asked, for without waiting for
my answer he continued, “Well, I hope you have brought the right
clothes. They tell me they are a rather particular group as to clothes;
bucklers and helmets or such.”

“Well, not knowing | was going to be on this tour when | set out
from home . . .”

“Really, don’'t worry about it. Don’t give it another thought. Most
of the people on these tours don’'t plan to come when they leave home.
Anyway, where can one find a cloth of Truth?”

“Poor old Bunyan! If he had only waited another ten years before
he sent his poor Christian on the suicidal march, he could have caught
a stagecoach. It wouldn’t have been like this, but anything’s better than
walking. Watt's engine certainly put the business on the road. (He
laughed.) Now it seems each decade the trains are faster and better;
the seats more comfortable. 1 think we are going to have to do some-
thing about them though. With all the velvet and foam rubber over
Inner, deep-coiled springs, passengers are finding it almost impossible
to get out of them at the end of the road.”

| had to agree with that. The comfortableness, that is.

“Of course, I must admit those days of the open carriages and
cinder-belching engines weren’t so comfortable. Apollyon would vent
his anger on the passengers by blowing scalding steam and wood smoke
In their faces, but these practical jokes did make them feel like martyrs.
One must keep the customers happy. Still, there is nothing like progress.
| have always maintained that material progress is the answer to this
world’s ills.

“Speaking of progress, we had to move the station back from the
old wicket gate to the city gate. It was a little the worse for the wear-
and-tear of the ancient feud between the Gatekeeper and Prince Beelze-
bub. The deadly arrows aimed at the honest pilgrims knocking at the
gate more often missed and left so many scars and burns on the wood-
en frame that we decided to build a new, imposing station nearer town
- good for business you know. Besides, that way the passengers knew
they were getting more for their money. It was much to the credit and
reputation of that illustrious prince, and most certainly my committee
of enlightened directors, that the feud was so amicably settled. It was to
everyone’s advantage to incorporate. While he sits on the board of di-
rectors with his keen monetary sense, his subjects are employed in the
station house. The arrangement has worked out well. 1 do hope you gave
your porter a nice tip. If you don’'t, they all will add a little to your

luggage.”

Then, noticing the book in my hand, Bunyan's guidebook, he
exclaimed, “My dear fellow, don’'t use that antiquated thing.”

‘Why?”
“Why? Because Bunyan didn’'t know what he was talking about in
the first place and in the second, things have changed. We have pro-
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gressed in the last 300 years. Why, the itinerary has been changed in
many places. We don’t stop at the Palace Beautiful anymore. Its mis-
tresses, Miss Prudence, Miss Piety and Miss Charity are not the pro-
gressive type. They haven't changed since the Dark Ages. Even their
flirtation with the Free Thinkers didn’'t change them. They were so dry
and starched that even as a museum piece, passengers refused to stop
there. The customer is always right so we changed the route. Bunyan
couldn’t describe some place he had never seen so let me, with nmy*
experience, guide you.”

The train blew its whistle and the wheels slowly turned. It promised
to be the most interesting and pleasant side tour of my world trip.

“We finally had to bridge the Slough of Despair with a more con-
ventional bridge. When Nat Hawthorne was here last year he was right
In remarking how unsteady the road was. That just goes to show how
unsound Theology is. We thought those tomes would become harder
than cement but they kept bothering us. Also, those books of morality
and theological quarrels wouldn’'t stand the new higher speed and
vibration. Vi R-/V x E— 700/tan 30 you know. It's a little too difficult
for me but that is what the engineers said. We took scrap iron and
made it into nickle and copper to build this bridge, the longest of its
kind in the world. You really can’t know how useful old toothpaste tubes
can be! | don’t know how anyone could expect to bridge the quicksand
pool In 1600 years with 20,00 carts of wholesome earth! If you have
read Mr. Bunyan carefully, | suppose you will be looking for the
Interpreter’'s House now?”

Yes, | had been watching carefully for this place where | had
been told all answers could be found.

“Then I'm terribly sorry. We don’'t stop there. Not even the milk
trains stop. The place has been dry for some time. Now that he was
converted by the Rev. Moderate, he serves only water and advice. He
refused to join our corporation and although he wouldn’t believe that
“Corporate” was the formula for success, he knows that competition is
the life-breath of business, ours anyway. We built the track around his
iInn and he lost a lot of business, but not his sharp tongue. There is no
place in our corporation for Nonconformists. There is a footpath to the
Celestial City from Moneia - hardly ever used so you didn’t notice it -
that passes by his inn so he has company now and then. Not all the pop-
ulace has been persuaded by advertisements to avail itself of the ad-
vantages of progress. Some are still too old fashioned to own T.V. But,
this relative peace gives our innkeeper lots of time for contemplation and
philosophy. His magic tricks did become terribly boring.

“1 don’t supose you realize just how popular a resort the Celestial
Eand is. We have air service twice daily for politicians who are in a
hurry and a special diesel, the Businessman’s Special, which makes no
stops. There is talk of a new highway but that is only talk. We all need
a rest from our hair-clipping traffic.”

Once again | found myself in complete agreement.
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“As | was saying earlier.” he continued with only a slight pause,
“that guide book really isn't of much value. Did you notice the Hill
of Difficulty or the Vale of Humiliation? Of course not. We decided
those were too old-fashioned. Progress demands a constant re-evaluation
so we bulldozed the one in to fill the other. Anyway, it had to be done.
These new engines, the best to be had, can’'t negotiate a grade steeper
than 3% - not like interest - and It seemed cheaper to level off the Hill
of Difficulty than to face the difficult task of building a spiral tunnel In
it.”

That sounded most reasonable, economically.

“Now, we are coming into an area, a new phenomenon. It wasn’'t
around during Bunyan’s time although Shakespeare did much to start
it. It's some strange meteorological phenomenon, the Vale of Tears.
After all those epic tragedies, Gothic horrors, sentimental novels and
soap operas, it is little wonder that the air somewhere became saturated.
| only wish it had occurred on someone else’s railroad. The Romantics
did more than their share too, I would say. Our experts are studying the
phenomenon and | expect any day a report that they have become
certain enough to disagree on the cause.”

The train shrieked, startling me, and suddenly we were plunging
downward at a terrific speed, like a roller coaster, into the dread Valley
of the Shadow of Death. Involuntarily | grasped the back of the seat In
front of me and began to whisper formulae of appeasement. Then |
heard my conductor laugh and | saw - hey, this wasn't the Valley of
the Shadow of Death! - it was just a tunnel lit by the latest in fluor-
escent lamps, a sulphurous radiance hurtful to the eye and flashing neon
signs. “Take Time Out For Coke”, “Sleep Tonight on a Sleep-Easie
Mattress”, “You'll Wonder Where the Yellow . ..” swosh! . .. “Prepare
Ye for Our Prince Cometh” . . . Oh what wonderful colour! A rose
growing from a stemmed bud, wheels moving and the tails of contented
cows moving!

“Ha! Ha! | thought you would enjoy it. A vast improvement don’t
you think? And so effectively placed, our advertisment? You have to
credit us with imagination. But that isn't our masterpiece.”

No, that wasn't their masterpiece of imagination. Shortly thereafter
we arrived at Vanity Fair and since our tickets gave us stop-over priv-
Ileges, we decided to explore this wonder at our ease.

Vanity Fair - Vanity Fair, how shall 1 sing thy praises, 0 wond-
rous city on the fair Rum River? A truly magnificent place with its
motto, No Price is Too Great, or Value and Price are Incongruous. It
was a kind of an Eastern Bazaar crossed with a circus and amusement
park and a trade exhibition. The railroad had brought an influx of bus-

Iness and with it a new kind of businessman, the sharp operator who
transformed the old fair into an ultramodern Flea Market or Petticoat
Lane. You could buy anything here and the passengers were greatly
carried away by the spirit of buying. Many of the things they bought
| thought were silly but then you know how salesmen can use the
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language.

Perhaps what they didn’t have is of more interest than what they
had. The main section and the large department stores didn’'t stock
Clear Conscience. However, In a little, out-of-the-way square, my friend
and | found a man who had discovered a secret formula to produce this
diamond artificially under great heat and pressure. He had built sev-
eral Conscience-o-mats in which pilgrims could drop their life-wages
for a caret-size Conscience. Of course this man, being a sharp business-
man, knew that the demand was very great so he kept the supply scarce
and unlucky pilgrims had to settle on opium for poetic Inspiration or
rare elixirs for broken hearts to spend their hard-earned money in this
place.

Unfortunately, the Fair was crowded with businessmen. There was
a convention on and no accommodation was available. It had been a
very crowded city for some time and with the arrival of our train it
became too crowded for pleasure. So my friend and | hurried to reboard
our train. One can’t see everything on a trip as thoroughly as one
wishes, especially on a conducted tour.

It had been an exhausting day so gladly | sank back into the velvet
and foamrubber. The rocky land flew by and soon we had topped the
rise of the ancient Delectable Mountains. There before us lay a vast
plain with a city rising on a hill in the centre. Here was the beautiful
Celestial City with all the mysteries of the East, as attracive as Mon-
sieur Evangelist had promised.

“1 was going to quit you here, my dear chap,” said my dear con-
ductor, Mr. Dives, “but I feel that | would like to go a bit farther with
you. Here we must leave the train, as it goes no farther. We'll cross the
lake that separates us from the Celestial City by boat. The company
has just put into service a new fleet of crack ships all very modern and
most luxurious. Much more satisfactory than the old steamboats and
side-paddlers but not so romantic. Progress, you know. The lake was
once the river Jordan. We dammed it up a mile or so down stream from
the City and built a hydro plant to run an electric railway but that
wasn’t satisfactory so we switched to diesels and the hydro’s used only
to light certain tunnels. Progress will soon replace them with better
lighting but we will always keep the Lake of Artificiality because most
of our prominent businessmen like to bring their families here for the
summer vacations and weekends - good fishing and boating on the lake
and an excellent view.

“Yes, | think | fancy a boat ride. It is very relaxing and | would
like to talk a little longer with you before you are swallowed up in the
Celestial City. You would make a good businessman. Of course you

would have to learn to talk more but then, when I'm the undisputed
master of that, it isn’t surprising you couldn’t say much. Also, you
don’t think, and In our corporation robots are better than philosophers.
Only a few thinkers can be at the top. Yes, you would make a good:
addition to our staff.”
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BR WOODS

THREE POEMS

THE BIRD

The bird,

Impaled upon fear,
Wing-beats the pane,
Confused,

Until soaked in feverish red,
In foreign flight

To the sucking mire

He pummels

Down

Down.

Fast rooted in the muck,

Fingers wrapped around the life-hot corpse,
| hear a wild, terrible song

And then,

| hurl him back,

Back with a scream,

Broken and dead,

Into the clean, clear air.
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THE HALFLING

That summer while the sun lived

| worked the boat,

Crossing the lake twice,

Forty miles to -

Forty miles back.

Grease-encased behind a spattered grill,
Hot dogs two bits, hamburgs thirty-five.
But my thoughts were beyond

The chomping jaws and the warm beer,
Beyond the sunlight to the night,

To the moon-scaped dunes of velvet uncertainty,
To the million grains our bodies warmed
In our need,

And the halfling

| loved for a briefness

That must and could happen

In its perfection

Only at night, for an instant,

While the lake-locked sands

Transmitted for a pulse beat

Their ever-passion and ever-closeness.

Through the slush-choked gutters

Runs out time between those nights and now.
The lake ice-welded

Caresses not the shore,

Buried under impersonal winter-white.

And | quess, alone, feet sunken in the snow,
That warmth will return

To the nights, to the sands.

But I'm weary of waiting, waiting,

Lifetimes of waiting

For a halfling's summer smile

From far beyond this cold grave place



POEM

You say my friend and | are lazy louts?

Ah! Yes, that is true. But are we dead?

| mean, Sir (and Sir is the respectful

Term you expect),

That we are not labourers but that

We are respectful indolents,

And, although we have not taken our
Esteemed places in middle class

Society that by birthright is our due,

We are still much richer than you,

O Worshipper at the shrine of

Credit financing and new car every two years.
1 think, we think of things that

Have been forgotten and thus we have
Forgotten to don our gray fiannel faces

And to take our place in the bread line

Of providers who are good sound risks.

But please don't leave, my friend;

You need me; you need me to see for you

As a machine needs an erratic human being
To take care of its failures,

Things that deviate from the norm or the mass.
For | would not see even you, my dull friend,
Become a happy slave.
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JOHN NELLES

The Game

| was sitting in the third row of the spectator seats waiting for
Max to come out. Danny O’Brien was going to have him work a couple
of rounds with George Conrad, the old Harlem trial horse. George
spent most of his career as a trial horse; tough but not too tough, soft
but not too soft. But Old George wasn't a trial horse any more, just a
sparring partner, putting his big porpoise body and his battered good
natured face up there to be battered around some more for five dollars
a round. Good old George, with the gold teeth, the easy smile and the
old-time politeness, calling everybody mister, black and white alike,
humming his slow blues as he climbed through the ropes, letting himself
get beaten to his knees, climbing out through the ropes and picking
up the song right where he had left it on the apron of the ring. That was
George, a kind of Old Man River of the ring, a John Henry with scar
tissue, a human punching bag who accepted his role with philosophical
detachment.
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hen | think of Old George and his lot, I inadvertently look to-
wards the men’s locker room and think of Little Joey Samuels, the
blind attendant. Kid Samuels, with the beautiful footwork, who went
15 rounds without slowing down, an artist who could make a fight look
like a ballet. Little Joey in those beautiful double breasted suits, and the
cocky jaunty way he skipped from one corner to another to shake hands
with the participants in a fight to decide his next victim.

The Kid had Danny O’Brien in his corner in those days. Danny
looked after his boys. He knew when the Kid’'s timing was beginning to
falter, when he began running out of gas around the eighth. Because of
a beating Joey took one night, at the hands of a tough young slugger,
who had no business in the ring with him when the Kid was right,

Danny made him pack it in; so the vultures nosed In to feed on the
still warm corpse.

It was Vince Vanheim who managed Kid Samuels out of the
top ten and into the men’s can. Vince had him fight three or four times
a month around the small clubs from San Diego to Bangor; any place
where “former bantamweight champion” still sold tickets. Vince chased
a dollar with implacable single mindedness. | caught up with him and
the Kid one night several years ago in Toledo, when Joey was fighting
a little southpaw who knew how to use his hands. The fight was so
brutal that by the end of the seventh, I felt | had to make a pitch. |
rushed over to the Kid’s corner and said: “For Christ's sake, Vince,
what do you want to have, a murder? Throw in the towel and stop the
slaughter, for Christ’'s sweet sake.”

Vince looked down from the ring, where he was trying to help the
trainer close the cuts over the eyes. “Siddown and min’ your own
friggin’ business,” he said while working frantically over Joey to get him
ready to answer the bell.

Half an hour after the referee stopped the slaughter, 1 was having
a hamburger across the street, when Vince came in and squeezed his
broad buttocks into the opposite booth. He ordered a steak sandwich and
a bottle of beer. He was with another guy and they were both feeling
all right.

When | paid my check | turned to Vince’'s booth, because | felt
| had to protest against the violation of the dignity of Kid Samuels. |
said, “Vince, in my book you are a chintzy, turd-eating butcher.”

That's a terrible way to talk, and the only thing | can say Iin my
defense, iIs that if you are talking to an Eskimo it iIs no good to speak
Arabic. But what | said didn't even make \ince lose a beat in the
rhythmical chewing of his steak.

“Aaah, don’'t be an old lady,” Vince said, “the Kid’'s never been
kayoed, so why should I spoil his record.”

“Sure,” | said, “don’t spoil his record. Just spoil his face, spoil his
head, spoil his life for good.”

“Go away,” Vince said, laughing. “You'll break my frigging heart.”
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