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Poem For A Castillian Gentleman




Resilient,



He bore the brunt of summer unaware;



It stunned him almost, made him look away.



Ha blinked and blamed the dust, so premature,



As if it sought to seep behind his eyes -



The ochre-coloured dust of acrid autumn



That curled in spirals round the sterile square



Until it settled on the fountain-water



And rode the sunlight's gold expanding bangles



Concentrically jangling at the rim.





He was old and talked when no-one listened,



Recalling how the king at the Casino



Was gracious with all ladies, though austere.



He used to keep a book of old quotations,



Mostly from the bible or Cervantes,



Jotted down to look at now and then.





He still goes to that square to drink some coffee



And reckons it's the only medicine



To reach old bones beyond the scope of sun.



He writes from time to time; in this last letter



He says that summer has been late in starting,



Unlike the warmth of every other year.




Gordon Challis.
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Death Of A Saint




When the last though really current



judgement trumpet sounded out



his cup of sorrows at the crucial level



when it resonated with that note





of urgent pitch and timbre, he largely



surmised the kind of charges he would face



and set down all that could be counted sinful



plus anything that might plead for his case.





And at the gates of God he had to answer



not for himself but every man on earth;



as he had guessed, the judgement was suspended



whilst they should find him guilty, or of worth.




Gordon Challis.
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The Kingdom Of Cards




I used to build card castles on the floor



and tried all sorts of tricks to make them stand -



by nicking cards minutely at the corner



and bending them concavely in my hand;



but I would shake or, if my nerves were sterner,



some ghost would blow cold breath beneath the door.





The card-folk fell at random in collapse,



some face-upwards, others out of sight,



kings and queens strait-jacketed in ermine



and surely mad - as you could see from such tight



twisted smiles and enigmatic undiscerning



eyes that spied you sideways, cunning, or perhaps





did not see you at all. The fall itself was



no great pity; what really spoilt the game



was how these gracious monarchs never deigned



to come alive whilst I was there, never came



outside to find they had a subject, one enchained



by law for love of them and for their secret cause.




Gordon Challis.










Victoria University of Wellington Library




Experiment 6

The Beautiful Girl







The Beautiful Girl




If we combined the dyes of every eye



before familiarity could still



their individual verve;



if we could match the slightly varied arch



of many eyebrows, whilst surprised,



to fit one perfect curve;



if we, completely candid street photographers,



could take one day some sample random snaps



could ply one negative upon another



to make the girl we'll meet some day perhaps



to make the composite, impossible,



the-best-of-all-exaggerations face,



it would be you.



the formula most frequent in our dreams,



the girl-next-door-but-one, you who now



seem puzzled, chew



your nails, not conscious of it, out of character.



Yet we expect the goddess whom our praise has made



and you must strive



after your image magnified, in timelight skewed.



Will you be always faithful to our adoration,



believe our myth



and not be disappointed ? We make of you,



who are too near the norm, our pet exception;



we spoke the truth



yet made you far too good to be believed in



even by yourself, leave alone by both.




Gordon Challis.
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Shalom



Sandra Raphael


The hills rub their eyes and crawl slowly, unwillingly, from beneath their blankets of mist, dragged up by the rising sun. Below them, resting calmly within their circle, the harbour looks just as sleepy, the boats resting at their wharves with only flickers of movement to show that life is beginning again. On such a morning the world looks perfect - the sky washed clean, its glow spreading and becoming deeper as time passes, as if a bottle of sunlight had been spilt across it.


Down in the harbour below the hills the awakening is not so leisurely, especially down at the last wharf where a liner is being prepared to tear itself away from its rest. Eight o'clock in the morning. What a time to sail! Draped with assorted luggage, people bustle up and down the gangway, grumbling about the earliness of the hour and the rush to catch the boat, until the freshness of the morning wraps itself round them and silences their fuss. The hum of voices gets louder and louder - the last moments are still comfortably far away. The tears must be kept for their proper time. Even sadness must stick to the rules.


At the bottom of the gangway stand two people, waiting for the group in front of them to move on. Slowly they make their way up and on to the boat, where a steward rushes forward and relieves the man of his suitcases. Luggage for one. Only one is going with the boat but the same tenseness covers both - the boy going away and his companion staying here to push her life on until the time comes when she can go too. Down the stairs and through a maze of narrow passages they follow the confident steward until they arrive at a small cabin, a little box, neat and blank like an unused, printed form. Suitcases thud onto the floor as the steward is thanked and hurries out. Now the silence grips them, closes them into their own box, cut off from the bustling hum of the rest of the boat. Outside the porthole the dancing water is sharing a joke with the sun and the city, flung across its hills, is blinking in the clear light. But that is outside, the golden sun has no place in here. This is not the warmth of happiness but the cold shade of one going and one staying, the boy going now to chase his life in another country, the girl staying to count the days until her turn comes to be off to a different world.





"How long will it be, Joan? Two years? Three? That's not long to wait, really. And you'll still be studying and going on with everything else until you're free to come. It won't be long, honestly."


No, it won't be long. But watching someone else go, standing back and letting him go without question, that brings it home. That brings back all the restlessness, the longing to be going far from the clockwork life of working to learn and its accompaniment of frenzied activity. What peace can there be in her mind when she is ever looking forward and fighting the restlessness that wants to break through all the bonds that keep her here and be off, away to look for herself? But there is peace sometimes, months when the time flies by and life feels like an escalator going at three times its normal speed. She knows all this, knows that a few years is not a long time, knows that she is not going to live in the depths of misery all those years, but this is a moment when knowledge doesn't matter. Everything else is cancelled out by the bitterness of staying behind while someone else breaks loose.


"Why must I stay? What does it matter, staying here to struggle for a few letters to tell the world I've spent three years pulling other people's thoughts to pieces? What's the use?" She breaks off and pushes the fury away from her, looks up half-smiling. "Oh, doesn't matter! You're going, I'm staying here. But soon I'm coming. I'll catch you up. You won't be two years ahead of me again."


"No, not again. Soon you'll come."


"Peter, I'm going now. I'm not waiting for the boat to go, to stand here and watch you going. I don't want to stand on the wharf and weep for you. I'm going now."


Soon over, saying good-bye, unless you count the seconds as the hours they really are. Down the passage, up the stairs, down the gangway and then along the wharf, with only one look back at the boy standing up there looking after her. Soon over, just like pulling sticking plaster off your skin - steel yourself and tug, hard and quickly. It hurts less like that.


Along the road away from the harbour she walks, restlessness rising to anger, rage against the world that ties her here. People pass her, armoured in their ignorance, squashing their feelings into the bounds of convention. What do they know of this helpless fury, this force that drives against everyone and everything, that no-one can understand except the one who is 

gone. Look, the blank faces go on their way. Oh to grab them, shake them, batter them into feeling something, anything, any feeling that will jerk them out of their cow-like complaisance, their bland determination not to see or feel the pins that will prick their balloons of self-satisfaction.


The road becomes steeper, leading on up the hill until it fades into a narrow path that twists on up to the top. She climbs quickly, hurries up the path until she stands looking over the trees and houses at the harbour below. Here there are no people, just the wind winding its fingers through her hair, blowing out the bitterness, calming the fever to a quieter longing. She borrows the words from it from someone else's mind - " 'When will you ever, Peace, wild wooddove, shy wings shut, Your round me roaming end, and under be my boughs? When, when, Peace, will you, Peace?' There goes the boat. He's going now and I'm still here. But soon, soon I'll come. This won't last for ever and then I'll be free, free to wander and come to my own life. It won't be long before I come to my 'pure peace' and leave the 'piecemeal peace' behind. But before that, what is there? 'Patience exquisite, That plumes to peace thereafter.' But I've no patience, I can't pour patience over my restlessness to smother it. But it passes just the same, and time passes too and I'm not unhappy most of the time. Impatient patience! Nothing exquisite about that. Work and wait, that's all."


The boat has nearly vanished round the point, the water making way for it as it carves its way through. From the hill she watches it go. Then she sits down on the grass and leans back, feeling the cool hands of the wind on her face. The houses on the hills, the water plated with light, the trees shivering in the wind spread out below her. The quietness, the sun and the wind rest her, leave her still to make her peace.
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A Summer Night.



R. Amato


It was a Roman summer night.


They came out of an 'osteria' - a wine-shop - near the Police station of Tomacelli street, the two of them, and started along the Corso, towards Via dei Condotti, heading for the Spanish Square, with its steps, the Fountain and the Church hovering above the street. It had been an extremely hot day, with a blazing sun which gave no respite, leaving one breathless, drained of strength and energy. There had been a mad desire to get out and go, but that was something they could not afford.


They were bums and beggers, Romanelli and he, satisfied with dragging along by the hour, with snatching a meal, somehow, or a cigarette. Romanelli was a writer waiting for his first book to be published. Albert was Romanelli's friend. He envied him his book, but affected a slightly contemptuous air of superiority, because his parents had been able to give him a more expensive education. They were friends, of a friendship the origin of which could more easily be found in a mutual need of company and in their utter indigence, than in a real affinity of mind and ideals. Albert envied Romanelli the book he had written, because he himself wanted to be a writer. Not in consequence of any need of his to say something important or deeply felt, but merely bocause the title itself (and what he thought was its range under a financial and social light) appealed to him.


They had first met in a house on the Via Flaminia, the consular road leading from Rome up to the Northern Provinces. The house had been converted into lodgings for the poorer type of guest, with seven or eight camp beds in each room. It was, comparatively speaking, good accommodation, where you could come and go as you wished, no questions asked, provided you had the money to pay. But oven that was a luxury often well beyond their reach, for Romanelli and Albert. There was, for instance, the meal problem that had to be solved first. Beppino, the owner of a restaurant patronized by tourists looking for local colour, granted them a cortain amount of credit, because, in a sense, they were part of his enterprise, representing the undiscovered-yet intellectuality of tomorrow; but, since more than a benefactor he was a caterer, he would not allow anybody to step over a limit he had previously set. So, many a time, 

when the weather had grown better and Spring had been on the way, they had given up their bed at the 'hotel' and slept outside, in the Park of the Villa Borghese or - if they could find a discarded railway ticket to show that they had just alighted from a train and were waiting for a morning tram home - in one of the waiting-rooms of the Station.


They were in Via dei Condotti, now. The Spanish Square was straight ahead and they could see the outline of the Church steeple. The fashionable shop-windows, on both sides of the street, were empty. The heat of the day had receded a little. They had spent the evening drinking iced wine and idly talking with some American friends of Romanelli's, until closing time, and had refused a lift home in the Americans' car, because they had no idea of where to go.


They came to Via Mario de' Fiori, a cross-street, which boasted two of the city's cheapest and most sordid brothels, and were starting across it, when Albert said:


'I wonder if the cigarette-woman is still up.' There usually was an old woman, two blocks to the left, who stood on the corner of the street selling black-market American cigarettes, loose or by the packet.


'How much have you got?' Romanelli asked.


'Twenty lire. We might get two cigarettes, if we are lucky.'


They passed by the locked doors of one of the brothels, and Albert looked up at the window-shutters which, in accordance with some Police regulation, had to be kept closed at all times.


'Would you fall in love with a woman from up there?' he asked.


'Perhaps. They are women after all.'


'Wouldn't you feel any disgust thinking...?'


'Why?' Romanelli said, 'Were all the other women you have known as pure as lilies?'


Albert did not feel like arguing now. He had put that absurd question, but he did not know exactly where he stood and what his ideas were. Vittorini's Red Carnation, about a love affair between an ageing prostitute and an innocent youth, had just come on the market and greatly impressed him. He felt that he might like to make a whore fall in love with him, make her lose her head for him, if only to satisfy his vanity and a morbid sense of curiosity. But he could not go any further 

than that; and he could not imagine what his reactions would be to such an unlikely happening. He did not care to imagine either: his age was still the age when all the complications of that most basic of all human relationships ware hidden behind a curtain of inexperience and vague cock-sureness.


Romanelli said, 'Someone is there. Look.'


Albert walked on, heading for the newspaper stand, right on the corner of the block, where the cigarette-vendor used to wait for her customers. He saw a shadow and thought, from the way it undulated out of the beam of a lamp-post, that it was trying to keep out of sight.


'Are you the...Oh, no,' he said, and then asked, 'Where is the woman with the cigarettes?'


'Asleep, maybe,' the shadow said, 'but I can give you a smoke, if you want me to.' They were very close now and could see each other. Romanelli, too, had come nearer.


'Think of it,' said Albert. 'It's Pierre.'


Romanelli chuckled and spat 'Jee,' he said 'He beats a street-walker hands down. Looking for a mate all the year round, night and day, day and night...'


'Take it easy' said Pierre calmly. 'As long as I don't bother upright and proper (and he stressed the adjectives) young people no harm is done, is it?' Then he added eagerly, 'How about some coffee? On me, of course?'


'Go to hell,' said Romanelli.


'Well, a cup of coffee doesn't mean a thing and there isn't much else you can do. Or is there?'


'No,' said Romanelli. 'We aren't going.'


'Listen here,' went on Pierre convincingly, 'What are you being pig-headed for? A lot of people with a lot of brains - think of Gide, Cocteau, even Napoleon, look at Williams - are like me. We don't smell; we indulge pleasures of our own. What is that to you?'


'I'd like to knock your teeth in,' said Romanelli. 'Shut up.'


Albert was uneasy. He had never seen Romanelli so upset and could not see any real reason for his sudden outburst of temper. For months they had contrived to live on petty expediences and tricks, luring perfectly unwary people, often met quite by chance, into inviting them to dinner or lunch; for months they had been putting aside all principles of 

dignity and pride and self-respect merely to survive, and entrenched themselves behind an almost sincere belief that they would assert themselves, one day, that their merits would be deservedly acknowledged, and that, then, they would change their way of life. All considered, Albert reasoned, what difference does it make whether it is Pierre or...Ann, or Sciortino, or Lulli, or Margaret the Australian... So many names, so many faces. Too many, perhaps. And he could not even kid himself that their scrounging was passing undetected. At times he wondered why he had mismanaged himself into such a situation and, at times, he wished he could go back to the quiet, monotonous sort of family life he had left to seek he did not himself know what in the big, big city. But the way back was barred to him. Not because of his pride - he had none - not because of blind confidence in his own values, but simply because - in a much more bourgeoisway - his father refused to have anything to do with him any longer.


Pierre was smiling ironically, shifting his eyes from one to the other of the two in front of him. He had sensed that Albert had nothing really against him, that he might favour the idea of getting something for nothing, and kept an interrogative stare, for a brief while, on him.


Pierre was slim and tall and wore a white silk shirt with an open collar, styled after the romantic, slightly effeminate fashion of the last century, with a pair of blue trousers of gaberdine. A complicated bracelet with a few silver charms dangled from his left wrist. He looked extremely young: the air of a harmless, defenceless boy of 16 or 17. His face, only, was worn out and tired: the face of an ugly woman on the threshold of her forties. He had stopped worrying about his 'peculiarity' now, and accepted it as a natural phenomenon, unworthy of a second thought. People who disliked him did not touch him any longer: he had grown insensitive to criticism and impoliteness and armoured himself with the firm opinion that homosexuality was a sure sign of a superior mind.


'How about chucking it?' Albert said.


'Chucking what?' Romanelli retorted.


'Being fussy. You have been insulting him pointlessly. You need not go and sleep with him if he offers you a cup of coffee.'


'Yes, that's the way to look at it,' confirmed Pierre.


'All right. Let's go,' Romanelli said after a moment's pause.





They moved and were in the Spanish Square a few minutes later. Albert turned to look at the Stairs. The previous night, they had crouched behind its balustrade, where the first flight of steps comes to an end to give room to the terrace, and talked and tried to rest beneath a dully blue sky, flickering with stars. They had been restless, full of desires and blurred hopes and could not sleep. Romanelli had started to talk about his book and Albert had felt a deep sense of humiliation. 'To tell you the truth, he had said, I don't think your book has any objective outstanding value.' He knew he was being bitter and unfair, but he could not help it. He wanted to break and destroy whatever satisfaction or pride Romanelli might feel. He was nearing an impotent form of obsession at the realization - slowly but surely coming on him - that he would never be able to write anything.


'What do you mean?' Romanelli had said.


'You know what I mean. You can criticize a book yourself, and you know that your book will attract some interest only because of the present political conditions. You have some good descriptions and some tension at times, but that something which makes a masterpiece, an ever-lasting book, is missing.'


Although Romanelli had been hurt, he had not shown it and had chosen not to debate the real values of his book, as people do sometimes when they do not want to discuss faults of other people they love.


'Who wants the masterpiece?' he had said, as if it had been a very naive mistake that of believing that he did. 'All I want is something with my name on its cover, that I can use as a testimonial for a job with a newspaper. I don't like having to wander around at night.' And the explanation, or justification, was plausible enough.


Albert had felt placated; somehow, the admission that Romanelli did not want any literary fame but only a chance to perform a routine job, had blunted the sharpness of his envy. He had just been told that Romanelli recognized the lack of any superior aspiration, and this had put them again on the same level. He had not felt pained any longer.


'Still, it is a beautiful night' he had said softly. 'Isn't it a beautiful night?' he had asked. 'You can nearly touch it. It's velvety; it's a lovers' night. I wish I could be in love and express what this place and this night are: the whiteness of the stones and the lights of the streets, the muffled scent of the flowers, long after they are gone, the 

years, the warmth that comes up and wraps you. If I only could do it, I might any perhaps that I have given beauty a new shape or, at least, that I have been able to reach it.'


Romanelli had looked mockingly at him. 'How much of this stuff is yours,' he had said 'and how much is copied? I'd like to know from where your augary sense of aesthetics comes. Your beauty is nonsense. Where is it and what is it like? Of all the stupid wishes you might have wished, couldn't you have chosen a more practical one?'


Romanelli probably had been taking an unconscious revenge for what Albert had said about his book, but he had said what he really thought. The night was there, and it was uncommon and he himself was affected by it, but Albert had miseed its qualities, he felt, or perhaps used inadequate words. Above all, Albert had sounded stale and untrue. Like a resume of old text-books or a digest of all the verse that was being written by the useless artistic flops of the 'Baretto' or 'Via dei Grecl'.


It was then that Albert had hurriedly said, 'Let's do something; let's do something. Let's go.'


And all desires had gone; and the feeling, true or not, that he was on the edge of a new knowledge or discovery had no longer been there. They had descended the Stairs and headed for a bar in a street nearby which stayed open all night.


The same bar they ware heading for now.


The water of the Fountain was the only break in the quietness of the night. From the Piazza del Popolo, through Via del Babuino, a huge American car floated by, silent and mysterious, slowly over-taking them.


They walked on, without saying a word. They had their thoughts and dreams; they were different and detached, each in the safe shell of his own private world. Pierre and his degradation (or was it degradation?); Romanelli and his book and the suddenly comforting thought that they might go and have lunch at the cafeteria of the unita', the official daily of the Communist Party, next day; Albert and his envy, and his despair at knowing that he was just a common specimen of humanity.


'Ehi...' Romanelli said, while going past the dark entrance of a cinema 'Tomorrow....'


'Today...' corrected Albert, just to say something. 'It must be three o'clock.'





'Today,' went on Romanelli, 'we'll go and eat at the Unita'.'


'Are you Communists now?' said Pierre.


'Mind your own damn business,' snapped back Romanelli.


And suddenly Albert realized that Pierre was submissively taking all that Romanelli thought of handing him and did not seem likely to react in any way, be offended and leave them alone.


The fact that they could eat at the Unita' was funny. Romanelli had had one of his stories - one about a serious execution carried on playfully and jokingly - refused by that paper. 'It is illogical, they had said, and without the slight trace of social struggle. This poor dope of yours, for instance. You can't let him hang to give a side-show to a country-town fair, on a charge of stealing three pears. He ought to be a martyr, die for something, (as if anybody could really die for something). And the Mayor; and the teacher of the village...Can't you make them something more than two stupid and cruel men?' They had failed to see the grotesque side of it, or, if they had not, they had not thought of letting their readers see it. Romanelli had said he could not and he would not change his story, and the story had been rejected. But he had gained something from this approach; permission to go and have, every now and then, a very reasonable meal at the Staff-cafeteria, if he just cared to go without becoming too conspicuous. Romanelli took Albert along with him as a matter of course. He kept to himself the fact that he had joined the Fascist Party during the war and did not let his conscience be troubled. Albert had no political ideas whatsoever and therefore had no problems. He went there for a practical purpose only, and forgot about it as soon as he left the table.


When they came to the Largo del Tritone, they saw, slightly to their right and flooding through open doors and windows, the lights of the bar. Straight ahead, shone the long empty tunnel with its myrias white enamelled tiles, like the inside of a public lavatory.


Albert was beginning to feel tired. He wanted to sit down and sleep. And, confusedly, he wanted to write a story. A story with no great ideas, with neither love nor hatred, with only common people attending to common things. 'Like those from the 'Tortilla Flats',' he thought. He had not liked them; he did not like Steinbeck at all, for that. But Tortilla 

Flats had been a great success, the public had liked it and one has to please the public if one wants success so badly, he thought. A story with a sprinkling of truth in it, beautiful and musical, with its words creating the impression of rhythm, evocative of something clean and peaceful. Something to outsmart the huge beast: something different from and at the same time similar to 'Cannery Row', or 'Arc of Triumph', or 'For Whom the Bell Tolls'. He had come to the conclusion that the Americans held the key to literary success and that, as long as he followed the pattern, nothing could go wrong. The only trouble is - he was convinced - that we have no Missouri or California here, no wide plains, no oceans, no swift sounding names like Rock Teel or Jimmy Lo, no language apt to catch the nervousness and energy of our times.


There were some men and women, on the pavement, just outside the bar, talking. A woman laughed, tiredly. There was a hunchbacked dwarf with them, and Albert remembered having seen him in some vaudeville show, years back, during the war: a comedian specializing in impersonations.


The dwarf turned to look at them and, recognizing Pierre, waved his hand.


Pierre said, 'Hallo, darling,' and Romanelli shook his head. And he wondered if it could really be true: here they were, in the great city they had been brought up to think of as the 'cradle of civilization'; here they were and here were the people and this was the city. 'Perhaps the trouble is with us; with Albert and me,' he thought. 'We are on the wrong side of the road and don't see the people on the other side. Or, perhaps, it's the artistic colony to be like this.' And he scorned the word artistic, within himself, as if it were worn-out and meaningless.


A stooping man stood leaning against the door-jamb. He looked down on them, disdainful and condescending, his head slightly bent, his eyes half closed. It was as if he were winking and saying, 'Go on, go on; there is no harm. And you must live too, mustn't you?' He was slightly familiar, although they could not say who he was.


Pierre nodded at him, while going in, but he did not answer. He stood there, still, superior and far-away.


The bar was empty, but for a man asleep at one of the small tables and a woman standing by the cashier's desk. The man lay with his head on his forearms, slumped across the top 

of the table and there was a touching air of loneliness and despair about him.


When the bartender saw them, he shouted, 'Three espressi?' half-way between an enquiry and a flat statement. Albert said, 'No. A beer for me and a roll.'


Pierre looked at Romanelli, 'And you?'


'Coffee.'


They wont to the cashier's desk. The girl behind the cash-register stopped talking with the other woman and stared at them waiting for their orders.


The other woman kept her eyes on Romanelli for a moment, then smiled and said,''Hi, Gio'. Hallo.'


'Hallo, Gloria.'


Albert thought that he had met her somewhere, but he could not remember where or when. He did not like being seen with Pierre now. Something in his background, deep in him, had stirred instinctively. A faint sense of shame. He glanced at her quickly and lowered his eyes. Then turned and went to the counter, while Pierre handed the money to the girl and Romanelli and Gloria started to whisper. He thought, 'I'll have to ask him about her.'


He said, 'God, I am dead tired.'


The bartender said, 'What will you have in your roll?'


'Ham,' Albert said, 'What's the money like in a job like this?' The bartender handed him the roll, in a paper wrapper, and ignored his question. He went to his machine and pulled levers and turned taps and switches: steam whistled through the jets and white bubbles of coffee.


Pierre was standing by the counter, waiting.


The dwarf came in and cried, 'One for me, Alfredo.' Then he pointed at Albert and said, 'Well, Pierre, do introduce us, will you?'


And Pierre, with a curt jerk of his hand went through the formalities, 'This is Valdemaro; this is Albert.'


'Wonderful.' Valdemaro smiled. 'We are friends now. We are friends, aren't we? Have you ever seen this?' He searched one of his pockets. 'Wait a minute, wait a minute. Tell me now; isn't it cute?' and thrust forward his hand, for everyone to see.


Pierre was sipping his coffee.





Albert was esting his roll and holding his glass of beer in his other hand.


Alfredo, the bartender, his shoulders against the large mirror behind the counter, was yawning sleepily.


Pierre addressed Romanelli, who was still by the cashier's desk talking to Gloria, 'Your coffee, Gio'. Before it gets cold.' Gloria and Romanelli moved and Gloria said, 'One coffee for me, Alfredo. I am a derelict tonight,' and giggled.


Valdemaro - a court-jester's silhouette, his back distorted, short and old and hopping funnily, the obscene caricature of a featherless bird - went around from one to the other showing a small toy of celluloid: a naked hunch-back wearing on his head an out-of-proportion rubber hood. When he squeezed it, a thin thread of water flowed out. 'Ah ah,' he laughed convulsively, 'isn't he funny? and look, look...Isn't it big and nice for a hunch-back so small? A mule; I tell you he's a mule.' It was like a sudden attack of hysteria. 'What do you think?' he asked and went close to Albert. His eyes were fixed and bright. He leaned heavily against him and lifted his head and looked at him expectantly.


Albert felt the sudden impulse to throw his beer in those eyes. He felt embarrassed and uncertain about what to do. He could not feel any real anger and he could not make himself believe what he saw. 'It must be a joke,' he thought. 'This must be his sense of humour.' And again he felt ashamed for being with Pierre. Then he could not stand it any more. 'What a cow, what a cow,' he thought. He pushed Valdemaro back violently.


'Christ,' he said, 'stay away, or I'll smash you. Go pigging somewhere else.'


Valdemaro looked at Pierre with a surprised querulous look on his face. Then his eyes wandered to Albert.


'Go to bloody hell,' said Albert.


Pierre shrugged his shoulders. 'Someone must have had a wrong feeling...' and asked for a glass of water.


Gloria and Romanelli started to laugh and suddenly everything was again normal. Valdemaro, after a last helpless glance, headed for the door.


Gloria said, 'I am going now.' Her eyes went from Romanelli to Albert to Pierre and she added dubiously, 'Well... Bye.'


'Albert and I'll see you home, if you don't mind,' said Romanelli.


'That'd be fine, but...' and she looked at Pierre.





'Let the poor bastard be,' said Romanelli. 'He only wanted us to have something on him. Didn't you, Pierre?'


'That's right,' nodded Pierre.


'Thank you very much, then.'


'See you,' said pierre.


'Cheerio,' said Albert. Then, to Alfredo, 'Would you speak to the boss when he is back?'


'What for?'


'Oh, forget it.'


The street outside was empty. The darkness of the night was fading and the light from the lamp-posts was no longer bright. A night-watchman yawned and pedalled by, going down Via del Tritone to Piazza Colonna. Gloria shivered in her light evening gown and held Romanelli's arm tighter. Three people out of place and anachronistic at that hour. The city was going to wake up soon: tram and bus-drivers, street-sweepers and taxi-men would be out. A lorry cut through Piazza Barberine leaving a faint echo behind.


Gloria quickened her pace. Because she was cold and sleepy perhaps, or because she did not want to meet anyone.


Without actually speaking to either of them in particular, she said slowly, 'When I saw you two with Pierre, I thought you'd made up your minds.' And there was a strange tone of finality in her voice. Romanelli was brought to see himself in the actual dramatic gesture of casting the die and crossing a bridge over to a land from which no return would be possible. And he smiled for an instant at his way of dramatizing things. 'Caesar at the Rubicon,' he thought. 'What a crazy life.'


'It isn't so simple as that,' he said after a while. 'There are certain things one can't do. Lack of courage, maybe. But at times, when one is down and hungry and can't see any way ahead, one can talk and try to be logical and business-like. One might come to the conclusion that anything would be easy: stealing or being a prostitute. Making love to a woman or a man, in the end, must be quite the same thing: they ought to give the same sensations and the some results. But, in my case, and probably because I am a coward, when I come down to realities, I seem to go bang against something which does not want to work. It is neither decency, nor morality, nor even... It's the body and a fear or will-power of its own. I am not, that is I wouldn't like to be a boorish prig - I can't afford to be one - but there is something like physical revulsion and loathing. They are not in one's mind, but one can't do anything against them. Actually, it seems that one's mind, these days, seems 

ashamed of making distinctions between morality and immorality, filth and cleanliness. I don't know if I am clear and if you see my point. It must be different to a woman: it is sort of natural with her. All she has to do is lie down quietly, shut her eyes, let herself go and wait....'


Gloria stiffened and slowad down.


'I am sorry, Gloria,' he said. He could not think of anything else to say. 'Shall we ever have a normal life again?' he wondered.


Albert took her arm and intervened gently. 'Don't take him seriously, Gloria. He hasn't grown up yet and he's got complexes. Will you answer a question?'


'Yes?'


'Where have we met before?'


'Does it matter really?' she said. 'I work in a night-club, and those blonde girls are so much like one another that you might easily confuse me with someone else.'


He did not go on. He felt his tiredness again: his legs were heavy and did not want to move. It's the body's own willpower... Rome's pavements and her steep streets; History, with a capital H in each and every stone of hers; one of her walls, solid and ancient, covered by grass, and the cars parked by the kerb; the colour of dawn in his eyes heavy with sleep and the thought of a future stretching no farther than twelve a.m.. The future of man who is a date with the hangman.


When they reached Gloria's place, it was daylight.


She went through a small silk bag (had it ever been a sow's ear?) hanging from her wrist, found her key and opened the big gate. She stepped inside and turned to Romanelli and Albert, who had stopped outside.


'Come up and sleep, if you like,' she said. 'I have nobody today.'


'What was she doing five or six years ago?' Romanelli thought. 'No, thank you all the same,' he said.


'Don't let's waste time,' she said, 'and don't be fussy. There's a settee and a bed, and they are yours.'


'No, it's very kind of you...'


'I'm going up,' said Albert. 'If you won't, I'll see you at twelve.' He smiled at Gloria, stepped in past the gate and went to the lift.


It was going to be another day.
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The Tears Of An Almost Christian




The dark crazy laughter of the soul



Explodes my life.



My core of cynic, as hard and whole



As very moon



Lives on in faith's grey room.



I can hear him stirring



In the stone-dead tomb



Scratching on desire's hard floor



Latching that dead-cold door.



Spiritual:




Can't you hear him tapping



up the lonely blind alley and



knocking at each armoured door!





Can't you hear all heaven



dropping in the stillness!



hear him tapping



up the blind dark alley



----- o open myself



to catch him, catch him,



while all heaven falls.




Phillip Knight.
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Simple Sonnet Of The Passion




I watch the death in the slow flame



and mind collapsing and time gone



(with unuttered sadness), and life's blamo



filtering through each dying bone



His friends think now of the life shared



with us all (he the revealed end blinding good),



of the sea footstep, the seeing by clay,



his walking with tramps and tarts, and the day,



not water made wine, or stones made bread



were enough, but wine and bread to be blood



and body — which was his from Mary,



mother of sorrows; now, watching the slow



flame of death, she sees time's woe



(with unuttered sadness), dying, weary.




Phillip Knight.
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Music For Murder...



John Charles


I was talking to a guy once in the common room, at least i was listening to him...he was explaining to me, his girl, and the room in general that the essence of jazz improvisation was the use of such chords as the sixth, the diminished fifth (which is attributed to Fats Waller on account of his touching devotion to the fifth of gin), and other such crap. When I pointed this out to him, his girl friend intervened. She was a classical musician, that is, she spoke English like an educated Dutchman. Naturally she was familiar with sixths etc., as all Dutch settlers would know the meaning of the word "cheese". She said that at her Sunday School they had told her that jazz was rooted in degradation...this probably meaning that the musicians visited brothels, took drugs, and drank themselves to death. If they hadn't lived as they did they would probably have turned into mass murderers, with characters like this girl marked men.


I've decided that I like listening to Gerry Mulligan...anyway I enjoyed collecting the record off the person that lent it to me. This guy with his sixth theory would probably like it...a pianist once told me that he liked Andre Previn...I think Previn's got a mind similar to that of the guy who writes the "Inside Column".


If you play an instrument for long enough, there comes the time when you want to write something. Bach used to go up to his attic (to get away from his kids I suppose), Wagner to his bed, and Dameron to his needle. If you play the piano you will probably find that that is where you will end up. I always hide any Mulligan records that are lying around...might start writing a bop version of the "dixieland onestep". West Coast jazz has gone overboard...too polished, like a pet skull, grinning and empty.


(And now at the age of 18 years 9 months I have decided that one day I will become a great jazz pianist, and have my name written in cigarette butts across the floor of every recording studio in town ... the two of them).


Monk is inspiring, also Mingus, Teddy Charles. Listen to them for a while...play with them...sounds like a commercial...you too can be --, if you... One girl told me that to write a tune she used to shut her eyes and make wild blobs on her manuscript paper. The nearest I got to this was to use a telephone number. The result was surprisingly good...maybe her idea was the best.





Yesterday I nearly collapsed, or, as our doctor put it, "folded up"...exhaustion, physical mainly. I like to think it was also mental but I'm not sure, at least I wasn't until I started playing a Mozart sonata this morning, and used the pedal. ("But this 'jazz' is so exciting dear; it makes you want to tap your feet. Of course, they say it is rather primitive...") No wonder so many people dislike it so intensely. I used to think that they were being unreasonable, but now I see that the dislike was personal...they didn't want to be trapped by something that was alive, something they couldn't understand. A guy who is not reading music has time to think, to create, to fail. It is far easier to hide behind a piece of manuscript, semi-conscious, dying a painless death.


What does Stravinsky think of the characters who play his music? I'm probably wrong, but I can see them packing up and walking out if he told them. He is asking for a new world, and then some stupid bastard wants to know if perhaps Mr. Stravinsky has left out a page of his score !


("It's a pity that Parker was so uncompromising", comes the voice of New York box offices. Dizzy keeps one of his four eyes on the box; if he didn't have four eyes he'd be another Previn or Manne.)


Only lately have I realised that there is no compromise between jazz and classical. I don't mean that musicians and composers cannot try their hand at both (Waller and Garner wrote ballets which were flops), but that the concept of each is so far apart that there can never be a bridge.
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Summer Flight.



James Lawrence


They were together in the brown grass, Matt and the girl, in a slight hollow, a depression in the crest of the hill. They lay looking up into the deep, intense blue of the midsummer sky, on their backs in the softness of the sun-dried grass.


Matt rolled over sideways and looked at the girl. He was tall and brown, strotched out in the dry grass like a sleepy tiger in the sun. He pulled a couple of sharp bidi-bidis off his white shirt.


"Susan ?" he said softly.


"Mmm."


"You're ready to come away now ?"


"Oh yes," she whispered. Her eyes were very blue as she smiled across at him; and her long hair was the colour of wind-touched grass in a wheat-field, a shining, ever-changing golden brown.


"You're quite sure you want to do this ?" He looked at her anxiously. "It's your final decision."


The girl closed her eyes. In the brilliant sunlight she was very beautiful, lying close beside him. "I made up my mind a long time ago," she said. "All I want is to marry you."


She glanced mischievously at his worried face. "That's if you still love me enough," she said, teasing.


Matt swallowed hastily, taken aback. "Of course I love you, more than I could ever describe." His troubled expression disappeared as she smiled again at him.


"What about your brother ?" he asked. "Does he know you're going?"


"Steve's only a half-brother," she retorted. "He doesn't know about us ---- yet."


The wavering song of a skylark filled the hot air, drowning out one by one the other summer noises; by half-closing his eyes against the blinding sun Matt could just see it, a tiny speck, a black cross against the dark sky, tumbling high above the fields. He reached over and touched the girl's outstretched arm, pointed up.


"I only want you to be happy," he smiled, "just like the bird."





Further along in the clear sky a brown hawk circled over the hillside, gliding slowly on wide, ragged wings, methodically searching the ground. A flight of small birds fled low over the grass down into the valley.


"I've got everything I need here." She kicked a small suitcase, sliding it towards him in the grass. "When do we go?"


"Soon. But it's so nice here." He spoke softly: it was very quiet on the top of the hill, even the song of the lark was sometimes muted, borne upwards on the rising heat-wave so that it barely reached the ground.


A quick shadow slid across them, as the brown hawk crossed under the sun.


The girl suddenly giggled, helplessly. "Oh," she squealed, laughing, "I can't help it. I can just see Steve's face when he reads my note." She dissolved again.


"You gave him a note?" Matt asked sharply. "Then ...."


"No, I didn't give it to him. I left it on the kitchen table, he won't see it for hours yet, not till he gets in from going around the sheep." She giggled again. "Ooh --- won't he be mad; he'll be simply furious."


She wriggled her feet in the grass, arching herself up on her shoulders until the curves of her body began to press out against her thin cotton dress. She saw him watching and collapsed back into the grass with an indignant noise.


"You're quite sure he won't find it till then; we need a bit of time to get away."


"We don't really need to get away," she said, "He isn't my brother, and I'm twenty-one now; he can't stop me. But he would be awfully mad if he caught us." She made a wry face, as if imagining the consequences.


"Anyway, he said he was going across the river this afternoon; he took Chin --- that's his sheep-dog --- with him, so he'll be going right around the big paddocks."


She was silent for a moment, frowning. Then she rolled away from him in the grass.


"Oh, he's awful!" she suddenly burst out. "I hate him --- I'm glad I'm going away." She kicked her heel viciously into the ground.


She pushed Matt away. "It's alright for you, you didn't know him. He was awful. All those years I had to stay with him, doing the housework, cooking, washing his dirty socks and ...."





"You'll have to do the same for me soon," he reminded her.


"Oh yes, but you're different," she said happily, relaxing a little.


She stiffened again. "About the only thing he ...."


"Shh." Matt put his fingers across her lips. "You must try to forget about him now."


She gave a deep sigh and snuggled against him.


The brown hawk went on slowly searching, seemingly tireless in its silent circling, drifting away gradually in the slight wind coming over the rise in the hill, passing down to the lower slopes.


Susan disentangled herself. "Where are we going for the honeymoon?"


"I don't know," Matt murmured sleepily, "Wherever you like."


"As long as it is far away from here it will be wonderful."


They looked down into the valley, down across the dry grass to the little farmhouse below, distorted and bright in the shimmering heat-wave, with its clutter of fences and sheds and kennels; over the wide, grey, shingle bed of the river, to the green of the low-lying river-flat paddocks, the green flecked with white, the dots of scattered sheep.


"Is that where Steve is --- over there ?" Matt asked, pointing.


She did not answer for a while. "Y-es," she said hesitantly. "But he doesn't seem to be there now."


"How can you tell ? It's so far away --- you'd hardly be able to see a man at that distance." His eyes watered from looking into the glare and he turned away.


"If he was there the sheep would all be moving, but now they're not, they seem to be just grazing."


Matt saw her anxiously biting her lip. "Perhaps he has gone right over to the other side," he suggested.


"No, our boundary fence is on the top of the ridge up there." She squirmed a little in the grass beside him. "I'm worried --- I think we should go."


He said nothing. She tugged at his sleeve, "But Matt, Steve could be anywhere, please let's go now."





"Quite ..." he whispered. She saw then what he was watching. Coming towards them along the crest of the hill, in the narrow track pressed into the grass by some previouse animal, was a small grey rabbit, hopping slowly; little Purple and blue moths flew out from under its paws. They lay very still.


When it was close Matt lunged out suddenly, he grabbed one of its hind legs as it turned to run, then he closed his other big hand around it, trapping it. As he rolled over and showed it triumphantly to the girl it kicked strongly for a second and then was still. Susan took it from him and pressed it against her.


"Poor little thing," she said softly, stroking the ruffled fur. "Sometimes they die from shock when you pick them up suddenly like that, but this one seems alright." She held it up and rubbed its soft warmth against her neck.


"The shadow of that old hawk must have frightened him," she passed the rabbit carefully back to Matt. "They do that, wait for an animal on the ground to move, and then pounce on it. I expect this time it was a bit close to us for the hawk to come down." She rolled on to her back and squinted up into the bright sky.


Just then they heard the sharp bark of a dog, below them on the hill. The rabbit started violently and struggled in Matt's hands.


"That's what frightened him," he said.


She stared at him, unhearing, her face pale. "That was Chin," she whispered, "I know hie bark anywhere." Her voice was husky and afraid. "That means Steve must be coming too. He can't have seen us --- he just can't!"


Matt listened to the sound of the dog, behind it he could hear the cursing, irritable voice of a man, shouting at the animal to be quiet.


"They're just around that spur of the hill, it sounds like," he said. "Can we reach my car from here without being seen?"


"No, he could see the road from where he is, we'll just have to stay here and wait till he goes." She slid back into the deep grass, motioning for Matt to do the same.


"He's probably only going around to the pumping shed, it's along further, down near the river. He won't be coming up here."





Matt raised his head and looked down across the dry, yellow grass. He saw a man dressed in dirty overslls and a torn shirt come into sight, kicking viciously at a black-and-whitedog as it tried to get in front of him. They were at the bottom of the hill, and would pass a good two hundred yards below where he lay.


"Quick, get your head down," the girl behind him hissed. He crawled back beside her.


"We'll be alright, they haven't seen us."


They lay very still in the thick grass, listening for any further sound. The sheep-dog was quiet now. The wind rustled faintly down the hillside, touching the grass seed-heads together, whispering; the lark's song was audible again in the stillness. Matt could hear the slow, even breathing of the girl beside him.


She touched his arm. "Whatever you do don't let the rabbit go, if Steve seen it come tearing down the hill he'll know there's someone up here. He's probably seen your car on the road, and realises there's somebody else on the farm."


He nodded. The rabbit was quiet in his hands, warm and soft, pushing its head into the darkness of his pocket as he held it against him.


Susan gave him a small smile. "As soon as they're out of sight we shall go," she said, "I can't stand this." She shivered, and Matt knew she wasn't cold.


They lay in silence, motionless. The sun blazing down was very hot, almost unbearably so, Matt could feel it prickling on the back of his neck. A cicada suddenly shrilled into noise further along on the ridge, rasping, filling the heat-drenched air with exasperating sound. He shifted uncomfortably on the warm cushion of grass.


A small green lizard rustled through the undergrowth, Matt saw the girl give a start of surprise as it suddenly appeared in front of her, it looked at them for a second from a black, beady eye, and then vanished again into the grass.


He lifted himself cautiously up on his elbows to look down towards the river again; he saw the man still following the track around the bottom of the hill, but the dog had stopped. He stayed there looking down for several long seconds before he turned to face the girl.


"His dog must have caught our scent," he said simply.





She raised herself beside him, and he heard her draw in her breath sharply as she saw the sheep-dog looking up the hill towards them.


"He can tell I'm here," she whispered in Matt's ear, "But he knows there's someone else up here that he can't recognise, that's why he's puzzled.


Steve was walking on, evidently unaware for the moment that the dog was not following. Chin took a step up the hill, his plumed tail waving uncertainly.


They sank back together in the grass.


"Oh Chin, go away," Susan pleaded softly. "Please, please go away." Matt closed his eyes, muttering something inaudible.


Then they heard a voice. "Come back, you thick-headed mutt ---- where are you going. Get back here at once!" The voice rose to a harsh shout. They stayed deep behind the tall grass.


Matt parted the screen in front of him. He saw the dog notice his movement, it barked loudly, and began bounding up the hill towards him. Its head was high, sniffing the air. He lay back by the girl, helpless. She was breathing quickly and deeply beside him.


"Oh, Chin," she moaned, "Go back. You don't know what you're doing. Go back and show Steve you made a mistake."


The dog barked again, louder. "I hate you, Chin ---- you're a horrible dog!" She looked despairingly across at Matt.


He began thinking of what he would say when they were discovered, he turned and smiled encouragingly at the girl. Behind the excited noises of the approaching dog he could hear the angry voice still.


A dragon-fly hovered near them, a miniature, iridescent-blue helicopter. Along further on the hillside he could see the brown hawk flying, low now, swooping and diving at something on the ground. A rabbit, perhaps. Probably it was the same hawk that had frightened their little rabbit ---- or had it been the sheep-dog?


The dog ----- and the rabbit: he suddenly remembered the warm grey bundle in his hand. He set the rabbit carefully on the ground in front of him, holding it gently.


"Now, little rabbit," he said softly into its long ears, "you'll have to run. Run for your life, and for us as well."





He drew his hand away. The rabbit hesitated, then shot forward, fleeing down the hill in long, graceful bounds, leaping high to clear the long grass, his tail flicking white in the sun.


Matt saw it flash under the nose of the startled dog, swerve and dodge crazily, racing swiftly down into the valley. He saw Chin give chase with a loud bark of pleasure, bouncing clumsily down the slope in pursuit.


The barks grew fainter and further sway, fading into the distance; and they could hear the cursing of the man below them, angry, cursing the dog and all his kind. Matt smiled at the girl.


A little while later they left their hollow in the brown grass. As they walked down over the hill they passed Chin, panting home, weary after his long chase. He stopped by them, his brown eyes smiling.


"Hullo, Chin," said Matt, "You're a good old fellow, I hope you didn't catch your rabbit."


"Good-bye, Chin," said Susan, throwing him a kiss. "I love you very much."


She turned away, puzzled. "That's the first time he's ever chased a rabbit when he's been told not to." But she smiled. "Perhaps he suddenly saw us, and was trying to apologise for almost giving us away!"


"Matt, how did you know that the rabbit was going to run the right way, it could have gone anywhere? If it had gone the other way, Steve would have come chasing up and found us."


He laughed. "Perhaps I'm one jump ahead of you oountry people there; I suddenly remembered that I'd read somewhere that rabbits will always run downhill when they are chased, it's something to do with the length of their legs; and a dog's got a hard job to catch them."


"You beat me with that one," she said. "Let's go." She stroked the dog. "You bite Steve if he tries to hurt you when you get back."


Then they took hands and ran together, dancing, down across the golden grass to the white road where Matt's car waited, its windshield a brilliant dazzle in the sun.
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The Family Album




Row upon row of family rakes



Uncoil the years, the camera's eye



Ruling their divided house, whose faces,



Poised between black and white, seem shy,



Yet are willing enough for someone's sake



To ease discomfort through its paces.





Faced with scenes so well preserved



I soon see the wounds their smiles belie,



And knowing there is no escape - that



These days one 
must learn to love - sigh



For that leisured urgency, casually observed



By my own ghost, grinning before my eyes.





For, over the pages, love turns out a luxury:



Be it great grandfather or the girl next door,



That leisure relaxes, surplus to necessity,



Those early smiles widen, begging for more,



That little extra to top the day off with



Or work a suburban lifetime for.





And through it all young Jack Narcissus grins



His sunday pleasure to his long lost Jill,



Only to tumble in his settled pool



Where, sinking, he believes he swims



Towards the lost excalibar of love, with which



To cut the knot that holds his passion in.




Peter Bland.
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Breakfast Scene




Well, what 
do we want that makes you cry,



Insufferably sorry for yourself, and I



The instigator, bang out - 'Enough!'



Trampling you under tongue in the name of love?





Is it that each knows the other holds



Half of some dark divided toy



We can't always have, or of which we tire,



Turning on our own half with double fire?





It would be simple if needs ran on lines,



Mine to yours and yours to mine,



But they rarely do - we each in turn



Hope the other hurt when our own boats burn.




Peter Bland.
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Brigitte Bardot




Since you learned to be yourself, playing Eve -



Mere slip of a girl in a garden of nerves - or Circe -



Languishing among the blood's high seas - we feel



We don't deserve you, unless preserved



By dreams and distance on a technicolour reel.





At home in your exile, you may remember when



We felt much the same - the day of the Fall.



I recollect that we took your flesh



In exchange for eternity - but then



We love to be reminded of our God-shaking gall.





Demanding it as a treat - to be gorged



Through ten thousand feet of celluloid



Uncoiling like an umbilical cord.



Re-born, we put you by and stagger forth



To renew our nights of longing, our days of wrath.




Peter Bland.
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The Angry Young And One Other




'I've time on my hands and I'm feeling blue,'



Scowls the angry young man - with nothing to do.



'I've read all the weeklies from cover to cover,



Snubbed the neighbours and cursed my mother.'





'The old man's past caring, and Almighty God



Has cleared the streets with his Sunday rod.



I've a shine on my shoes and an itch in my toes,'



Snaps the angry young man with nowhere to go.





'We were promised a future as big and bright



As the Palaise do Dance on a Saturday night,'



Shouts the angry young man - failing to touch



The juiciest apples at the top of the bush.





'I must find a girl - she needn't be new



But she must be mine, she must be true,'



Cries the desperate young man - as he carefully hones



A knife, called loneliness for her lovely bones.




Peter Bland.
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My Fair Lady




The dawn will come too soon



My dear, too soon for me



To testify before the moon



Our sudden inequality.



I thought we could be equal,



You and I; together lie,



Or walk in stormy weather



Ever on - is this the sequel?



Knowledge is pain, but more



The parting: I 
must ascend



The end to seek, the upper stair.



In vain my sulky wings beat air



When hooded by your loyalty.





But 
come up with me,



Come now, it's day beyond.



The sun's no busy fool, nor fond



Embarrassed parent, but wiser



Than the moon and stronger,



Life giving to the moistened pinion,



(Not Sweeney's dying sodium flame



But morning's minion). Will you come?



But can you, or shall I drag down, must climb



Down, divided now but some-



How hope the sun will pass,



Like shadows in a looking glass,



Till day is done? Another time



May never be - dawn comes once more



For you alone. Dappled falcon soar!




Wilbur Skeels.
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The Well.



A. Kefala


The afternoon sun burns the sky, the air, the white dust covering the empty village street.


No shade.


I look at Anouk's bare feet moving cautiously on the hot earth, she is making cakes out of some yellow clay found at the bottom of the garden.


She wants us to play visitors.


I have dragged half of my body under the shade of the verandah but my legs are in the sun.


My eyes close. I seem to expand ... to expand ... a large fly moves around and around and if I look up at the blue sky the house and everything else disappears and I am left alone faced with a large, terrifying mass of blue, blue space ... deep ... deep .. that seems to advance for ever.


Somobody pulls me by the legs.


- Nina, Nina no more water.


- But Anouk you have enough cakes.


- No, I haven't.


- We can't go inside for water, you know that, mother will be angry with you for playing with clay.


It's more hot than I thought, I pick up my straw hat.


- Now - I speak very sternly - you will have to stop making them because you have no more water.


I am sleepy ... so sleepy ...


- Why can't we go to sleep Anouk ? We can play visitors later.


- No, - the chin goes up and the bare feet stamp the ground


- you promised that you will play now. Let's go and get some water from the well.


Now I know that we are not allowed to touch it, it isn't even in our yard but in the neighbouring one, but nobody has lived there for years and I haven't tasted well water for such a long time. I take Anouk by the hand and slowly we move along the verandah and then run to the fence, we open the small gate.


- What a noise, close it gently, mother will hear and then?





The place is full of woods almost as tall as me, all yellow and dry, they smell of hot dust and they crack at every step. As we reach the clearing on which the well stands the deserted house can be seen with the closed shutters, it looks so peaceful now and warm.


Anouk pulls my skirt.


So here I am as of old pulling off the wooden cover, the fresh air hits me and the water trembles mysteriously down.


I let the bucket fall, it hits the surface with a sudden .. splash and then it starts coming slowly up, the wheel squeaks, drops fall on the way sprinkling the surface and the bucket arrives full of water.


Years ago I used to come here and play with a girl called Tania, she lived here with her parents. The place was then well kept, the house always gay, the well covered always for fear that we would fall inside.


It was forbidden to open it.


I clearly remember the first time we did. It was a summer afternoon like this one, we came the two of us and pulled with difficulty the heavy cover and as I looked down the same cold air coming from the depths of the earth hit me and down there the water sparkled ingenuously in the light that fell from above.


The walls were covered with green moss and further down one could see small caves lost in the wall.


I could always see myself falling in, cutting through the cold air and hitting the surface of the water as if I was the bucket and I would start crying and the whole village would come and someone would throw the bucket down and I would struggle to get it and get in at last, wet and cold, and full of the darkness and the mystery of the depths, and be pulled slowly up, and look into the caves and probably discover some treasures or a lost girl who lived there for centuries ... and then I would come up into the light.


But of course by the time one had finished the nice story someone will come running from the house, pulling you from behind, giving you a good hiding for opening it and the nice fancy will be gone.


I always wanted to be able to pull the cover quickly so that I could surprise it, take by surprise whatever was going on, something must have been going on in there.





Sometimes Tania's mother would let us come with her, but then it was different.


And then one summer night I suddenly woke up.


A woman's voice was crying;


"Leave me alone will you, leave me alone or I'll call for help."


I jumped up, ran out of the room in my nightgown, falling over the doorstep in my hurry.


Everybody was in the yard. I ran and opened the small gate and looked.


Tania's house was lighted with all the windows opened. In the front room I could see her father's head and his hand coming up and down as if he was hitting somebody.


"Stop it, stop it or I will call for help."


Her mother ... he was hitting her mother ...


- Why doesn't somebody go and help her - I cried - and somebody answered:


- We can't my dear, after all they are husband and wife.


And suddenly her head appeared in the window; she pushed him with so much violence that he seemed to lose his balance and she came out of the house screaming:


"I will show you beast ... I will show you ..."


She kept on running, her long hair loose on her shoulders, and as she reached the well she pulled the cover with one movement and disappeared with scream inside.


Everybody rushed, I heard the bucket falling, somebody shouting:


"A torch ... a torch .."


A woman burst into tears ... "you beast, you killed her ... you drunken beast ... you killed her. Where is the child?"


"Where is the child."


And then somebody came and took me in.


From the window I could see the torches and the bright windows of the house suddenly silent, yellow, a warm yellow and the dark outline of the roof against the sky.


After that the house fell into neglect, Tania and her father went away and the grass grew everywhere, tall, green,in the spring and yellow and dry in the summer, 'and everybody said it would catch fire one day, but nobody did anything about it.





I didn't dare enter the yard for a long time, everytime I looked there I could see the woman with her long, loose hair rushing to the well and then the cry that made the walls echo.


I wondered for a long time if the well had changed, if anything happened.


So one afternoon when mother had visitors I slipped out and entered the next yard. The grass was tall as now, less yellow and still wet from the previous rain.


The trees at the end of the garden were full of ripe apples but none of the neighbourhood children touched them because since her death the place was supposed to be haunted.


I looked around with fear, hut everything looked peaceful, only the grass moved its head in the wind, slowly ... slowly ..


So I approached the well and slowly pulled the cover and as I looked down, the water was sparkling as always with the same naive simplicity and the closed air came up from the depths with the same type of freshness and mystery as always.


My head appeared on the surface of the water like a round spot.


Was she still there ? Could she see me ? ... Or had she gone to live in one of the dark caves in the wall ?


Then I heard mother cry :


- Nina, Nina where are you ? And then she added, I have never seen a child who wanders so much as this one of mine. She goes like a little vagabond around the whole neighbourhood.


I put the cover quickly down, if the grownups came I would betray it, I would betray the secret ... so I ran and cried :


- Here I am mother, I lost my ball over the wall and came to get it...
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The Man With The Green Eyes.



A. Kefala


It was pitch dark in there. I had to come down the steps carefully, holding with one hand the rail, with the other the satchel, stretched out in front of me for fear that I might bump into something.


I would pass in front of the women's convenience and then into the long corridor, full of cubicles stretching along, and walk the narrow path left between them and the large windows.


Most of the glass was broken and pieces of wood had been nailed to stop the cold wind from coming in.


People trying to create a private world sheltered by a few blankets. Refugees ... they seemed to spring up everywhere ... covering the beautiful ruin of the building ... hundreds of them ... thousands of them, making the large rooms small, the long corridors full, the stairs dirty.


Down in the courtyard people were queueing for breakfast.


It was cold.


The old man at the corner of the corridor was up as usual sitting on his blanket, his coat and hat on, drinking tea out of an old tin, biting now and then from a piece of white bread and cheese. Almost everybody was asleep in the second corridor, bodies lying in a row covered with blankets, elongated bundles from which nothing could be distinguished. One had to walk very carefully on the narrow path left between them.


And then the marble stairs stretched in front of me ... dirty but still magnificent. Every time I came down I imagined myself in a palace, dressed in an evening gown, carrying behind me a long elaborate trail full of frills and laces, and I would start to move slower. One could never run in an evening gown with a trail, could one ?


At the second flight of steps I looked down into the courtyard. He was always there, leaning against a column. Dressed as usual in his patched coat, the collar up to his chin, a pair of boots with his toes out and his blanket rolled into a bundle near his feet.


He always looked up at me, he had the most magnificent eyes I have ever seen ... deep green ... large .. very large .. full of some luminous quality ... like a child's.





He was there every morning .. a pale, strong, serious face. At first I wasn't sure that he looked at me, there was no understanding in his eyes. I thought that his head had simply come into that position somehow, and that he couldn't be bothered to turn it away.


He had been in the camp as long as everybody could remember. No one knew who he was, he didn't talk to anyone but just stayed all day long in the sun, when there was sun, or crouched in the corner of a corridor when it was cold.


Every night he would take his bundle and go out into the huge grounds which surrounded the building and sleep on the marble steps of a deserted chapel which stood at the beginning of a garden full of small anaemic olive trees.


Around him floated like a diffuse light, unfinished - half known stories, of dead parents ... war ... of an adolescent lost in foreign lands ... of police and fear ... fear ... a fear that made him forget everything ... forget where he was ... and who he was ... and made him silent ever since.


No, there was no understanding in his eyes.


He didn't seem to belong anywhere, be anything, want anything, he seemed outside everything.


One morning as I was coming down the stairs I noticed that he had moved closer to the end of the stepe and as I approached and passed in front of him he smiled ... he smiled at me. I was dumbfounded, he had actually smiled at me.


I smiled back, surprised, and hurried down the steps and ran across the yard into the street.


I was sure that this was going to happen some day ... that he would come back ... come back into the moving circle. Something had to bring him back, he couldn't be lost for ever ... The street stretched long before me shadowed by trees. The shops were just opening.


I walked on the sunny side of the street feeling very warm. A waiter was arranging the tables in front of a cafe and further down at the tavern a gramophone was already playing :




Open - open the door



'cause I can't resist no more.



The sky was blue and the street wide ... wide. O God! Let him come back ... lot him come back. He can't live for ever in the unknown.





As I walked along the corridor the next morning, watching the old man biting the white bread with his toothless gums, I wondered if he would smile again.


And as I came down the steps he was leaning against the column and his eyes looked at me ... and beyond me ... at the wall ... and through the wall. But there was no understanding in his eyes. And I was more than ever convinced that he had turned his head for a moment towards the stairs and didn't feel like moving it again but kept it there towards the stairs for no reason ... for it didn't matter in what direction his head was turned, it didn't matter where the eyes were looking ... they couldn't see.
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Bewail Levitycuss



R. W. Kerr


a poethetical short story.


Muse Mathew mused...melody...mellowdaze..airy faery fierrry fury..ff..f...feeble..."Philis, where are you ?" No music except the stylovnight echoing rite and Matt left weighted mindful..moving 'maricans milled maestro..mailed Mat..ratified..."Phi"...fair art thou...contract..tactick tock..time..timid..aye..me..."Phi"...why?...white..wait...waaaaaaaa....


Jilted Jay


sailed away


preening Jaded plumage


alone alofty..lewd in mouth for bitchful bewitchful Phi - unmet - left below mingling mangled frame with metal - unknown - ...Remember...the frostime I saw you?...cold deception, three weak weeks ago now...ah gone..a g o n y ...thought we had tightly tied the mesh..tidy mess it must have been. You didn't arrive. I whaited, worried, flurried, fumed, but fated I waited and wailed and wilted and longer I waited....


...al...you were the liveliest lovely when we married...perhaps presumptiously premature..too much tarrying and I trying my symphonies..some fun eh?...being accepted, approved, at such a distance too...we didn't wait long before...I received the first oommission..royalties..that should please...I led and you followed..I at the altar watching..waiting....


...I couldn't wait longer. I phoned..emergency..the line buzzed and I swore...that it was like that at the party..small talk swimming all around..some drowned.. sinking, while we wished together supported by buoyant conversation..you attracted me while I was warming...the engagement brew..ritual for the uninitiated..an excuse to preview the gloom of bedlock...away...


...and then we completed the ceremony...sealed and signed..without sinning..close, but..I finished, honour prevailing capping all..at last...at once away....





...in the country for two days, I braised, desires, crazed for you...business bloomed and those that liked my patronising patter plumped themselves with the goods on my platter...and you pay me this way...you whole for my soul...but I'm not religious...I rely on justice out of church and chains..your gomorrah's Showing with its cheesy clews..gressy laws...did we try to be as adults try, and trip tip toe into a trap?...another week of Mathew not at home...was he ever home?...marred sex years and still borne by sterile flow, childless, your blood runs free...and I found you Phi....


...iiii...always the career..notes musical to ear tinkling crinkling pocketwise... I kept this tune from you my dear, this fortissimotune in movemement...my little surprise for your waiting patience...while I lead you are lead, inorganicly resonant, we will vibrate together a powerful chord, and you shall cordon and guarden my seed to fruit...we will settle at last..at least a lease..not lost....


"What a bloody mess! what happened?" "Shh! minister's there" "I saw it...belting along the road eighteen to the dozen" "Shouldn't 've been going so fast and it wouldn't 've 'appened" "..kid ran in front of the truck...little bastard.." "..swerved to miss her, slewed in the gravel and smashed into the new hall.." "Hall? huh! new hell!" "..must have had about seven ton of metal on.." "Well, that's meant to go on the road, but not like this" "Quiet, the driver.." "...uhhhmmmaaaa...ahhwwwhhhhh...aaaaaammmmm...oooommmaaaaa...hhhaaaaannn...nnnnnnnnnnn ...aaaaahhhhh...aahhh...ahh...a...." "Is the driver out?" "No, 'e's stuck under a pile of..." "..the poor man, can they not get him out ? He's upside down" "...must be cut in half..." "..minister's holding his head up" "Whose head?" "..no doctors.." "sshh!" "What's 'e sayin'?" "ssshhh!" "Dam' you!" "...aaaappppaayyy...ttttterrrrr...rrraaahhllll...cccaaaa...bbbhhhh...nnn...wh...oooo...mmmm..a..." ".. 'e's dead" "..what's that the minister's got in hia hand ?" "..'s like a shoe.." "..a dirty shoe.." "..a dirty woman's shoe" "...shoe in 'is cabin, raandy old bastaad..." "..shurrup!" "Here's the ambulance.." "..they'll need a bulldozer to get him out" "What a bloody mess!"





...you didn't answer the phone...I sat sweating..two tickets plainly burning my breast..I didn't know if you were..not coming..sick..or...I wavered but never lost faith in you Phi...belched brandies double...no trouble for us...new life for you, moving with me...stabalizing our motion..me, the wanderer, lusty, not lost now..but, you...where?....


...flew back with doves wings early with music to descend and crescend upon your...here's all I'll say....


...Consternation to constellation,


hell to heaven,


hell plus, helpless


seat strapped,


stripped of fine fancy,


low on land, but,


god's own here


...the great salesman lost a deal..still gained...I'm tired cursing...I'll laugh now Phi...new land for me an old lie for you...
Joke...rings me...Let the belt fall now...gutless...godless...blast!....God Bless....


...we leave for the promissed land, premissed for the faithful..you Phi and I shall walk together, talk the weather..music, still..and out. Right has won us our freedom..our destiny..planned...has guided us..righteous wretches..to the new land...oh!..."Phi"..my love...weigh it...our love... wait...iiiit....
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