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Editor's Note.


In editing 
Experiment 8 I tried to make a selection of writing good enough to get both sold and read, small enough to fall inside the limits of our money, and wide enough to flatter a useful number of substantial contributors. To do this I thought it necessary to throw up the policy of just representation, and to refuse any attempt at a fair allocation of space among all the writers; so, from a little over four pounds of paper I compiled 
Experiment 8 on the revolutionary criterion of literary merit, with the result that eleven of twenty-two writers who submitted work have reached print. I mention this to destroy any suspicion that the smaller number of successful contributors in 
Experiment 8 reflects a decrease in the number of writers haunting the place or in the volume of writing submitted. There is no such decrease.



John Fowler
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the cross of soot


Albert Wendt



Short Story


Behind him the hibiscus hedge was bursting crimson boils of flowers; a morning breeze played with the licking lizard tongues of the sugar-cane trees which rooted themselves into the mud bank of the stream that flowed leadenly toward the sea; a twisted breadfruit tree threw a fungi of shadows over the young boy busy clearing the grass with short pecking movements of his hand; above all the greenness and the many sounds of the morning world the sun sailed like a copper emblem stitched onto a flag of crystal blue.


Sweating, the boy picked up an empty bucket and ran to the stream. Crabs blood red flicked back into their dark holes as his feet stamped their images in the mud. Kneeling he scooped up handfuls of pasty mud and flung them thudding into the bucket till it was full, then wiping his hands clean with the end of his lavalava he sprang up, picked up the bucket and staggered back to the shadow of the breadfruit tree where he tipped the mud onto the ground, sat down before it, and began to mould his great fortress. ... A segasegamou'u shot impetiently across the sky ... The image of his fortress was clear in his mind but his hands could not release it into the mud which oozed through his fingers refusing to be tamed into shape. Taking a machete he tried to carve the pulpy mass but again he failed. Defeated he stood up swearing under his breath and with one swift kick sent the whole mound of mud flying. Turning slowly he skipped toward the bank of the stream, stopped and scanned the other side almost as if he was expecting to see someone he knew. The prison compound was fenced in by a high barbwire fence which was dripping silver dew. The jail, a large square concrete building, stood white and bleached like bones on a beach. The boy picked up a stone and skimmed it across the water. He heard it clatter against the building. He giggled, and walked across the stream on a steel pipe, pulling faces at his reflection in the water.


He snaked himself under the high barb wire fence, stood up, brushed the dirt from his hands and knees, stooped down and began to wade through the green lake of taro leaves toward the jail. Emerging wet with dew he jumped forward and hugged the wall of the jail laughing softly to himself. It was a great game.


He peered round the corner of the jail. Smoke billowed like cold breaths from the roof of a small fale, rising angrily from a sparking umu bedded in the middle of the earthen floor; behind it, in the middle of the compound, an old man sat before a 'valusaga' scraping breadfruit and singing. The boy smiled as he watched the old man, - grey, wrinkled, kind-faced, huge-soft like a bear, - working, the fat on his arms wobbling in time to his singing. The boy moved stealthily away from the jail and tiptoed toward the old man, holding his hand over his mouth to stop himself from laughing.


He tapped the old man's head and jumped back laughing as the old man started in fright and turned abruptly to face him.


"Oh, it's you," sighed the old man, his face wrinkling into a smile, "You gave me a fright!"


The boy smiled mischieviously and sat down crosslegged beside the old man.


"You should be at school, Lototoa," boomed the old man ruffling the boy's hair which stood up like tufts of grass.


"Our headmaster died," replied the boy, "the devil entered him and killed him."


The old man, whose name was Filipo, guffawed and said, "Didn't you like him?"


The boy shook his head. He didn't understand why the old man had laughed at what he had said. He truly believed that the devil had killed the headmaster. Peering inquisitively at the old man the boy asked,





"Did you ever go to school, Filipo?"


The old man kept working as if he hadn't heard the boy. The boy repeated his question.


"No," whispered the old man, "I never had the chance ... Who wants to go to school anyway." He shrugged his shoulders and laughed uncomfortably.


"I don't want to either, but my father wants me to," said the boy, picking at his nose.


"Here," said the old man, throwing him a scraper," help me scrape the breadfruit. Use the valusaga over there!"


The boy caught the scraper, stood up, walked over and sat down before the valusaga, picked up a round breastlike breadfruit, and began to scrape the rough skin off it.


They worked in silence as the sun rose slowly toward noon and chased the shadows to the base of the trees and buildings. Flies buzzed around the boy and the old man, biting at the sores on the boy's legs. The stink of the stream grew stronger as the mud dried.


"Sure wish they didn't put lavatories on the stream," commented the old man, for lack of something else to say. He was used to the smell.


"It's horrible, isn't it," sighed the boy. He too was used to the smell. The old man nodded his head and glanced at the boy noticing with a choking in his throat the deep concentration on the boy's face, the clumsy movements of his arms, and the sores on his legs. The picture of his own son came into his mind's eye, dark and laughing. He looked away from the boy, his arms worked with more fury on the breadfruit as if he wanted to stop himself from remembering.


"Filipo," interrupted the boy," when are you going to leave here?" The old man stiffened. "Never." His voice was taut and sharp. He reached up and wiped the sweat on his forehead.


"Where were you born?"


"At Lefaga," answered the old man, scratching his face. He was trying to hide his face.


Surprised, the boy stopped working and said, "But that's where my father is a matai."


"Yes, that's the place. I knew your father very well when we were boys." He spoke in a soft monotone.


Another prisoner, a young man, hard faced, thick lipped, stocky, with flashing eyes and a livid machete scar on his cheeck, stumbled into the compound carrying a box of tinned herrings. The boy looked up at him and greeted him,


"Oh, have you come, Tau?"


"Look what we got, Filipo!" exclaimed the young prisoner ignoring the boy's greeting, "Were going to have a good feed this week!"


The old man dismissed him with a glance. The young man's face fell into disappointment. He dropped the box onto the ground and turned to the boy whom he knew would be interested in what he had to say.


"You know what, Lototoa?" he said to the boy, but looking steadily at the old man, "a new man's coming in today. I was in court when the sentence was ... You know the case of the Falefa murderer ... Well, he's been sentenced to ..."


The old man stopped him from finishing. "Tau, put the box over there 

and go and get some bananas." It was a command. Tau looked at the old man. The scar on his cheek seemed to have sloped down further. The boy glanced at the old man and then at Tau. The boy could feel the tension between the men. He shuddered. Tau snapped his eyes away from the old man. The boy relaxed. The old man had won. As Tau walked away the boy saw a cruel smile screw up the face of the old man. He stooped down, picked up the scraper and resumed work. He had suddenly felt distant from the old man.


"How is your grandmother?" the old man asked him. trying to break the barrier which had descended between them.


"She's well, thank you," replied the boy, noticing with interest that the old man had five black warts on the back of his right hand.


"That's good," commented the old man," my mother was like that ..." His voice broke.


"How long have you been here?" asked the boy just for the sake of talking. The old man's hand tightened on the scraper. "Five years," he sighed looking at the ground. The soil was bare, the grass burnt away by the sun.


"Why?" grimaced the boy, wishing he hadn't taken on the job of scraping. His hands were beginning to ache.


The boy's question seemed to push the old man into himself. He stopped working and stared at the flowing water almost as if he wanted to get up and go for a swim.


"Would you go and get a pail of water, Lototoa?" he asked the boy, deliberately changing the subject. Obediently the boy sprang up and ran toward the tap. The scraper dropped from the old man's hand. The hand rose up and closed tightly over a wrinkled face. The old man felt tired, very tired, very old.


He straightened up as he heard the patter of the boy's feet, picked up the scraper and continued working. The boy placed the bucket beside the old man and sat down facing him. He suddenly felt hot as he saw the trails of sweat on the old man's shoulders.


The silence was long. The boy wanted to break it so he asked, "Why was Tau put in here?"


"Oh, he raped a girl." It was a bare statement, no emotion.


"Uh?" replied the boy, not knowing what rape meant. But protending that he knew he added, "How long is he going to be here?"


A chuckle bubbled up the old man's back. He knew that the boy didn't know what rape meant.


"I don't like Tau very much," said the boy, slapping a fly on his shoulder. The old man remained silent. But the boy knew that the old man's silence was proof enough that he didn't like Tau either. ... A kapok cloud crossed the sun as Tau came back carrying a basket of bananas and a frown on his face.


"Peel them!" the old man ordered him as Tau threw the basket onto the ground. Tau stood clenching his fists. "Peel them!" repeated the old man. The boy stiffened as he saw Tau's eyes shift coldly to a machete which lay like a frozen snake beside the old man's feet.


"Don't!" warned the old man, as he saw Tau move toward the machete. Tau hesitated. The boy stooped forward, picked up the machete and lay it across his knees. He looked up at Tau. Tau turned, sat down hard, picked up a banana and began to peel it. A sense of triumph thrilled the boy as he sat caressing the cold blade of the machete. He stared at Tau. Tau sat hunched up tight like a clenched fist.





The boy sat still watching the old man, feeling warm and nursing his moment of triumph. He had stopped something terrible from happening. He couldn't quite make out what he had stopped from happening, but he felt good and that was enough. He looked up at the sky. The cloud no longer blocked the sun. The lonely pandanus trees on the banks of the stream seemed to stretch their long-sword leaves toward him. He shuddered, stuck the machete into the earth, moved away from it and sat down next to the old man - as if he was escaping from some quivering violence to the warmth of something good and wholesome.


He felt someone tap him on the shoulder. He turned. A dark mountain of a laughing young man loomed high above him. The young man, whom they called 'Samson' because they said he was as strong as Samson in the Bible, sat down next to the boy. The boy punched him playfully.


"How long have you been here?" Samson asked the boy, his voice booming like a lali.


"Not long," replied the boy hugging Samson's huge arm and imagining it to be harder than rock.


"What's the matter with our friend over there?" the boy heard Samson ask the old man as he ran his fingers over Samson's biceps.


"Don't know," replied the old man warmly. He liked Samson.


"Sanson," interruped the boy, "how did you get such big muscles?"


The two men laughed loudly. And Samson, eyes twinkling with merriment said, "I got them by killing a ghost!"


The old man laughed at Samson's remark, his grey hair shimmering with the sunlight as he watched the boy. The boy paused for a while, not knowing whether to believe Samson or not. He saw the smile on Samson's face and he knew, and he wished Samson would be serious for once.


"Don't worry, Lototoa," chuckled Samson ruffling the boy's hair, "You'll have muscles like me some day." Samson held up his right arm, and flexing it asked the boy to feel it.


"Sure wish I had some like yours!" exclaimed the boy, trying to strangle Samson's bicep. Again the two men laughed.


"Samson," requested the old man, "Tell Lototoa how you crushed that man who seduced your sister!"


"No," replied Samson, feeling slightly embarrassed, "He's too young."


"No, I'm not," interjected the boy, "Tell me please Samson!"


"Alright then, well I caught him one night and smashed him up with my fists." He sprang up like a huge cat and demonstrated, his arms flashing like arrows through the air to land with hisses on an invisible opponent. The boy sat with open mouth and watched him. He wished he could be proud of his strength as Samson was proud of his. Some day he would be, he told himself.


The old man's eyes never left Samson as he weaved his power in the air with his fists, his steel muscles rippling, his face a symbol of pride. The old man felt a scream surge up in him till it reached his head. He tried to stifle it. It was a scream of protest against old age, against the prison life which had gutted him like a fish and left him with nothing. He had no future, only nothing, nothing, and he knew that he could no longer do anything to change it. It had to be. But the most violent part was admitting it to oneself as he was doing. It was hard to accept an end of nothing ... He staggered up stiffly and admitted to himself that he was old; an old man soon to die.


"Finish the breadfruit for me," he said to Samson. There was no power in his voice. Samson nodded his head and sat down in the old man's place.


"Filipo, can I come with you?" the boy asked the old man.





"No," was the old man's tired reply, "the police might see you." The boy sat down reluctantly. Samson smiled at him and said, "Let him go. He is troubled."


They sat and watched the old man round the corner of the jail, his feet scraping the bare ground leaving little trace that he had passed that way. The boy glanced at Samson.


"I wish Filipo was my father," he said.


"Same here," agreed Samson.


The "umu" in the middle of the fale began to splutter tongues of fire, the burning logs decaying and falling to embers, the stones rolling off it onto the floor.


"Can't you put the stones back onto the umu," Samson called to Tau who had been sitting most of the time watching them. Obediently Tau stood up, picked up a iofi and began to place the stones back on the umu. The boy seeing that Tau wasn't looking poked his tongue at him. Samson winked at him. The boy giggled.


"Do you know why Tau was put in here?" Samson called to the boy. The boy knowing that Samson was going to tease Tau yelled back, "No."


"He got here because he killed a helpless Chinaman. He killed a poor weak chinaman. The poor man was sleeping when Tau knifed him!" jeered Samson, winking at the boy who sat trying to stop himself from laughing. "He's not a man. He's not a man!" added Samson.


"Can I go and help him?" sing-songed the boy.


"You'd better," chorused Samson, "He's too weak to do anything!" The boy skipped into the fale, picked up another iofi and proceeded to pick up the hot stones. He tried not to look at Tau. He began to feel hot, his eyes crying with the heat of the umu. He turned, gathered up the end of his lavalava and wiped the tears from his eyes.


He felt himself being lifted from the ground; his hands came up too late to stop himself from hitting the ground hard. He knew that Tau had pushed him as he felt the pain shoot like needles through his knees and chest. Rolling over to his side he heard Samson call,


"Why did you push him, Tau?" It wasn't a question. It was a naked threat which cleared the dull ache from the boy's head. The boy sprang up to see Samson advancing toward a cowering Tau, his feet stamping the earth as if he wanted to leave his mark on it forever.


"I didn't do it deliberately!" yelled Tau moving away from Samson. The boy saw Tau's knees knocking against one another like frightened children, and he suddenly wanted to laugh.


"You're a liar," hissed Samson, "I saw you, you bastard!"


Tau's lips quivered. "No, I didn't!" he insisted. There was no power left in his voice, only a deep frightened tiredness.


The boy felt alone as he watched Samson change into a tight ball of locked violence. He was afraid. He wanted to cry. Samson would move soon and destroy. The boy closed his eyes and screamed,


"No, Samson.' He didn't push me! I tripped!" The boy wrapped his arms around his chest. He waited. He hoped. He heard the sound of running feet. He opened his eyes. Tau had fled as if forever. Samson stood looking at the ground. His face was set hard. The boy walked up to him, took his hand and led him back to the valusaga. Samson sat down. The boy sat down beside him.


Disinterestly the boy watched a pig, spiked like porcupine, noisily eating pieces of shit on the edge of the water. And he wanted to laugh. He turned and saw Samson's hands clutching the breadfruit as if he was trying to squash them into little balls. And slowly he noticed the tenseness ebb out of Samson.





"What's that on your arm?" he asked Samson after a while, pointing at a tattoo on Samson's left shoulder.


Samson relaxed and said,"It's an eagle!" He smiled, and the boy again felt safe, relaxed. "Filipo tatooed it on last week," added Samson, holding his arm up and flexing it; the eagle shimmeyed up and down as if in flight. The boy giggled.


"Do you think Filipo will put one on my arm?" asked the boy.


"Ask him when he comes back."


"Alright, I'll ask him," smiled the boy, running his fingers over the place where he hoped the tattoo would be. "Here he comes now!" He sprang up and ran toward Filipo, but he stopped at a distance after noting that a stranger was accompanying the old man. The stranger was leaning on Filipo's shoulder looking tired and sick. He wore a blue lavalava and a white shirt which was threatening to burst apart. In the man's hand was a tattered Bible.


When the two men came abreast of him the boy greeted them.


"Oh, have you come!" he said.


The stranger started in fright, and the boy saw that he had been crying. The man straightened up when he saw the boy. The boy's eyes found grey hairs sprinkled on the man's head.


"This is Tagi," Filipo said to the boy, introducing the stranger.


"Hello, Tagi!" the boy spoke formally, sensing that Filipo was feeling awkward standing next to the stranger. "I hope you like it here.'" The stranger let out a stifled scream and the boy knew that something was wrong. Filipo stared at the boy in anger. The boy stood awkwardly and gazed at the ground, listening to the stranger whimpering on Filipo's shoulder.


"I'm very sorry," he apologised to the stranger, as he turned and ran back to sit next to Samson.


As the two men came and stood before them, the boy noticed that Samson was trying his best not to look at the stranger, almost as if Samson found it hard to look at the pain on the stranger's face. He wondered why but he now felt reluctant to ask any more questions.


Filipo left the stranger's side, sat down at the other valusaga. The boy watched the stranger who stood lonely before him, who stood as if rooted to the earth but desiring to grow wings and fly away. There was an awkward silence. The stranger walked tiredly over to the edge of the stream and stood there like a statue. The boy watched him fixedly and felt a great liking for him. He wondered why the man was looking at the water so closely. Perhaps he's trying to count the pieces of shit as they float down, he said to himself. He had often done it when he had nothing else to do.


"Nice day, isn't it," Samson commented suddenly, his remark injecting into the silence as huge as his body. The boy looked at the stranger expecting some reply. The stranger just nodded and kept staring into the water. Hesitantly the boy stood up, and with bowed head walked over and sat down at the stranger's feet, dangling his feet over the edge into the water. The stranger didn't seem to notice him.


"How many have you counted, Tagi?" the boy asked.


"Uh?" started the stranger.


I mean, how many pieces of shit have you counted?"


The boy heard Filipo and Samson chuckring. The stranger suddenly laughed, the awkwardness gone. And the boy felt that the man was no longer a stranger but one of them.





"Oh, about fifteen," replied the man, "I may have miscounted."


The boy saw life coming into the man's eyes. "I don't think so, Tagi. I counted the same."


The man sat down beside him and Samson handed him a roll of tobacco. Tagi thanked him, pushed the packet open, took out a leaf, and began to roll himself a cigarette. The boy noticed that the man had two of his fingers missing. The wounds had only just healed. He wondered why but he knew that it was impolite to ask. Clumsily the man tried to roll the cigarette. The boy watched him but he didn't offer to help. It was an unwritten law among the prisoners that one should wait till he was asked for help. He knew this, but he waited hoping that Tagi would ask him. The tobacco spilled off the paper and before the man could stoop down and pick it up the boy reached over and picked the tobacco off the ground. Deliberately he took his time handing back the tobacco to the man. Tagi looked at him and then asked,


"Will you roll it for me?" His arms hung tiredly down his sides. "My son rolls mine for me."


The boy knew that the man was lying but as he looked at the man' s missing fingers he understood.


"Certainly," he replied. Tagi handed him the cigarette paper. "How can one so young like you roll cigarettes?" he asked the boy jokingly.


"Filipo and Samson taught me," was the boy's reply as his thin fingers deftly rolled the cigarette.


"He insisted that we teach him," interrupted Samson, "Your monther doesn't know does she, Lototoa?"


The boy shook his head as he licked the cigarette and handed it back to Tagi.


"I hope not," commented Filipotrying to look stern, "Or she'll come over and tell us off." He. threw the boy a box of matches.


The boy pushed the box open and expertly lit the match using only one hand.


"You're a clever boy," Tagi said to him taking a deep puff on his cigarette. The boy blushed. He liked people to tell him that he was clever.


"I can smoke too!" he commented proudly. The men laughed.


"If your grandmother ever finds out, we're in for it," boomed Samson.


"I don't care," replied the boy, "Grandmother lets me roll her cigars."


As the water whirled lazily around his legs the boy sat and watched Tagi smoking. He felt as if he was watching someone smoking his last cigarette. Every puff seemed to count. A fuia flew overhead relieving the blue monotony of the sky. Its dark reflection was trapped in the water for a moment and then vanished. The boy saw Tagi shudder, and heard him sigh deeply. The others remained silent. Filipo stood up, as if the freedom of the fuia had reminded him of something, and muttered,


"I'll be back soon."


The boy turned and watched him leave with the sunlight dancing on his grey hair. The prison gates clanged from far off. The boy saw a smile appear like a bursting bubble on Samson's face.


"I'll be out soon," he heard Samson sigh.


"Where are you from, Tagi?" he asked.





"Falefa," whispered Tagi, his eyes gazing faraway.


"Oh, that's right," blurted the boy, "Tau was telling us." He stopped, Samson had motioned to him to shut up. The boy glanced at Tagi who was picking at the wounds on his hand. He hadn't heard him. The boy sprang up, picked up a stone and hurled it into the stream, watching it cleave the water and send wavelets to the banks. He whooped like an Indian.


"What are you doing here?" a gruff voice asked him. Frightened the boy turned. And relaxed when he saw who it was. It was Galo, the fat Police Sergeant.


"Hello, Galo!" he said. The policeman smiled and tweaked him under the chin. The boy punched him playfully on the stomach. And together they went into boxing stances.


"C'mon," jeered the policeman trying to hold in his sagging stomach, "Hit me!"


The boy threw a left. He missed and felt a gentle tap on his cheek.


"Ha!" laughed his fat opponent, "Put that guard up!"


The boy threw another left followed by a right to the stomach. Galo feinted the left but the right landed.


"Ufff," he cried pretending to have been hurt. The boy dropped his guard. Galo slapped him playfully on the cheek. "I fooled you."


They laughed and the boy ran and sat down beside Tagi who had opened his bible and was reading from it.


"What are we having for lunch?" the policeman asked. None of the prisoners replied.


"Breadfruit and fish," said the boy.


"Good," said Galo trying to smile in the wall of silence. "Can I see you for a minute, Filipo?" The old man stood up and followed him. The policeman stopped as if he had forgotten something.


"Are you alright, Tagi?" he asked, avoiding the other man's eyes. Tagi nodded his head. The policeman turned" and walked away. The boy knew that something was terribly wrong. It had something to do with Tagi. Everyone was treating him delicately, as if he was something fragile, as if they felt guilty about something. The boy kept his eyes on Tagi. The man's hair seemed to be growing whiter and whiter. He blinked.


"Will you put a tattoo on my hand?" he asked Tagi. "I want a star."


Tagi turned to face him, and the boy saw that his eyes were melting with tears.


"Please will you, Tagi?" repeated the boy.


Samson stopped working and said, "Yes, why don't you Tagi. Dinner won't be ready for a long time yet." Tagi nodded his head slowly and smiled at the boy.


"I'll go and get the needles and soot," offered Samson. He stood up and ran towards the prison.


"It'll hurt a lot," Tagi said to the boy after closing his bible and placing it on a rook.


"I can take it," replied the boy, "I want the star right here." He pointed at the space between his thumb and forefinger.


"Alright," smiled Tagi, dabbing his eyes with the end of his lava-lava.





The boy looked up and saw Filipo standing in front of them. Holding out a tin of corned beef to Tagi, Filipo said, "It's for you. It's from Galo". Tagi took the tin and the boy saw that his lips were quivering.


"Tagi's going to put a star on my hand," the boy said to Filipo, trying his best to appear cheerful.


They fell silent as they awaited Samson. The boy looked awkwardly at the water trying to avoid the eyes of the two men. He leaned over and played with his reflection in the water. Then he noticed something funny. Tagi's reflection seemed to be disappearing. He reached over and touched the man's shoulder as if he was trying to re-establish the fact that Tagi was sitting next to him. Samson came stamping into the compound like a dark bull and gave Tagi the needles and soot. "It's going to hurt," he laughed at the boy.


The boy extended his hand. Tagi held it firmly. Immediately the boy relaxed. The man's hand was like his mother's.


"Clench it tightly," Tagi whispered to him. Then dipping the needles in the watered soot he drew the outline of a star on the back of the boy's hand. No one spoke.


The boy felt the first pain shoot like an arrow up his arm as the needle punctured the skin of his hand. And he closed his eyes, his face set in grimace. As the jabbing continued the pain grew duller. The boy opened his eyes. Tagi smiled sheepishly at him. The boy felt the man's grip go tense as if the pain was flowing from him to the man. The boy looked down at his hand. Blood oozed from the tattoo like a red paste. Tagi picked up a wet cloth and wiped the blood away. One black line was finished.


"Do you want me to go on?" Tagi asked him. The boy nodded his head. The needles continued to make pain. The boy's hand became numb. He opened his eyes. A black cross stared at him from his hand, He glanced at Tagi and asked, "How much more?"


"Not long now, be brave!" said the man.


Tau sped into the clearing like some dark intruder. The boy saw him halt behind Tagi. He stiffened.


"Tagi, your family want to see you now," Tau said to Tagi. He turned and left.


Tagi stopped tattooing and looked at the boy.


"You'd better go," the boy told him, "You can finish it later."


The man staggered up slowly, picked up his bible, brushed the dirt off it, and started to walk away. The boy tried to caress the pain from his hand, then looked up and saw that Tagi was looking back at him. He waved. The man waved back.


"Goodbye, Tagi!" he called, knowing that the man was never going to return. He felt cold as he watched the disappearing figure of Tagi, a hunched up man stumbling over the dry soil toward the corner of the jail leaving only a faint trail of rising dust. Like the turning over of the palm of a hand, Tagi disappeared round the jail.


The boy sat for a long while clutching his hand as if he was holding something precious. And as the sun dropped like an orange from noon the shadows grew long again casting themselves like nets over the silent boy. Samson and Filipo worked on, now and then glancing at the boy as if they were watching with deep concern some transformation coming over the boy. There was nothing they could do to help him.





As if in a daze the boy staggered up and whispered, "I'm going home now." The two men nodded. The boy turned, waded thru the taro plants, snaked himself under the wire fence, and crossed over the steel pipe like a tightrope walker. He paused on the other side and looked hack as if he had forgotten something, as if he crossed from one world to another from one age to the next.


He found his mother squatting before a fire of embers cooking fish. And walking up to stand behind her broad back he asked,


"Who was the man who died on the cross, Luisa?"


"Uh?" replied his mother turning to face him."Where have you been?" Impetiently the boy ignored her question and asked,


"Who was the man who was crucified, Luisa?"


"Why, Jesus," answered his mother staring questioningly at him. "What's wrong? What's wrong with your hand?"


"Nothing," murmured the boy.


"Then why are you holding it like that?" She clutched his hand and turned it over. "Who put that on your hand?" She was almost screaming.


"It's a cross, Luisa," whispered the boy, "A man put it on."


"What man?" she asked noting with interest that for the first time her son was no longer afraid to look straight at her when she was angry with him. He had changed, grown up.


"What man?" she asked. She wasn't angry any more.


Quickly the boy made his mind up. He knew what he was going to say.


"Jesus," he replied staring at the tattoo on his hand, "And he's never coming back, Luisa, never. He left me only this." He held his hand up proudly.






	fuia

	-

	a large blackbird





	sega segamou'u

	-

	small bird





	umu

	-

	Samoan oven - like Maori hangi





	valusaga

	-

	stake stuck in ground - used as support on which breadfruit or taro are scraped.





	iofi

	-

	Tongs made out of coconut frond.





	
Meaning of character's names:

	

	-





	
Lototoa

	-

	Brave Heart 
or Courageous.





	
Tau

	-

	War





	
Tagi

	-

	Cry
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out on the tops


R. J. Smithies




Deer culler, with windswept hair, and rifle,



Out in the clear, clear air with its very



Cold coldness, out on the tops amid



Shale, snowgrass tussock, and snow.





Hill after hill, looking down across



The valleys and further slopes shot



With fountains of tussock splashing



Up out of the thin, rocky,



Moss and bracken-covered soil as if



The whole of this rolling country were



An ocean under naval bombardment.





At last, at long, long last,



A stand, After a two days' drive, a



Mob of twenty-seven deer in a rock-rimmed



Basin high in the hard, hard ranges of the Billows.



The careful culler laying out his ammo in



Glittering heaps, eyes picking out



The oldest grey hind, the leader of the mob.



Then the first shot. The old grey leader leaping,



Bounding off, staggering, and plunging



To earth, Resting deer coming up,



Now on their knees, half-risen, hindquarters in the air,



Heads turned to watch the still leader,



The culler muttering "Stand, stand, will you."



And the mob does not break.





Then the slow, deliberate work,



The smash of the rifle in his ears,



The pungent smell of cordite and the



Tinkling of shells on rock.





Ah, the very black rocks and the very white



Snow and the very bright red of the blood in the snow.



All around, dead and dying deer,



A huge stag staggering up to roar blood,



Hot and red, into the cold, white snow



Then collapse, his body spilling beneath his skin.



And an old grey hind on her knees in the snow



With iron in her chest;



And a little red fawn on his side in the snow








With a hole in his belly you could put a 
clock in.



And a tiny breeze ruffling the down of the little



Fawn's belly that is soft with a softness soft as



The softest flesh-softness.





In the hot heat of mid-day; And



Over all, filling the air, the rain-smell



Of rain and distant dog-warning growl of thunder.





And high on the ridge around the basin, in



A shower of spent brass shells, the man:



Spraddle-legged, spitting lustily skywards,



And thinking that at-least-twenty-five times fifteen bob



Is nearly twenty quid, and also—



Because these things require justification—



A saving of much feed and foliage due to



The death of these noxious animals.





[image: illustration of man with rifle at a river]










Victoria University of Wellington Library




Experiment 8

The Sugar Loaf At Nelson







The Sugar Loaf At Nelson




Almost a legend in the valley below,



The hill towers above fertile gardens



Where they tell tales of an extinct volcano



Whose crater is now filled in, and how



From the quarry one winter morning



It seemed to become a destructive force



And immense boulders fell without warning



On the road, a danger to houses and people.





Without exaggeration, the hill is steep.



Like the side of a house, or a ship.



A ship it is here, certainly. The street



Ends in the sea, and the pointed spires



Shrouded in mist derisively play



With the sun. No back Cyprus towers



In the distance: merely Golden Bay.



I climb the hill to find the crater



The eye longs for the sea in the heat



(yet midwinter here) and watches



The wakes left by the fishing fleet



Out to sea. This perpendicular



Slope is gorse-covered, dense, and hates me.



Here's a dead bird. The feathers are red



Round her beak; her eyes don't see,



Her claws are clenched on air. She's not



Fine company; no conversation.



Perhaps other people will appear.



Prophecy fulfilled: vigilant and thin



Under white robes, three sheep stand



Appearing from the East like the wise men,



And, finding me, come no further.



I reach the sheep tracks, and bound then



One to another, like a hill dweller.



Imagine if one lived on steeps



Always, how strange to walk on flat.



Now goat's paths rise, not sheep's,



And wind crasily towards the summit.



There, welcoming, five outlaws



Stare fixedly at me, the walrus



Blowing on a rook. One baas;



The noise is like a drake trying



To quack. So much for that.





I call aloud: Don't go away!



The youngest (only a kid) is still



And listens; they move no more. Here



Am I, and there are they. Will



They ask me to join them (No,



Stranger! You do not belong)



They live on the goats paths, their roof



Is the sky, and their life not long.



I stare at the boats, out to sea.



And remember, without cause, suddenly,



Why I started up this hill



Called a sweet name in the city



But otherwise by crazy types who climb it.



The internal rumblings heard below



Are not in the hill but the next valley;



The giant-strewn boulders perhaps also



Came there normally. And the crater?



A dip, certainly, and it's possible there's



A shaft here to the Centre of the Earth;



But as my friend the young goat says,



There's grass to eat, and that is so



And rocks beneath the grass also.


Kirsty Northcote-Bade
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the sound of summer


By James Lawrence


I can still remember that day last summer when we first drove into the town of Paraparaumu. We came in just before dark, as the shops were closing and the streets were a mass of people. We went through slowly, past the cinema and the open-air cabaret and out on to the wider road they call Marine Parade, where we left our cars beside the marram-covered sand dunes that were spilling on to the pavement.


I said: "Better look the cars, we don't want all the instruments taken."


"Anyone know this joint?" David said. "Where's the motor camp?"


We all shrugged. Auckland was a long way away, and none of us had been this far south before. We had come down to play in the carnival jazz competition, to compete with some of the top combinations in the country. There was big prize money, but that was only incidental, we had come to play and hear jazz.


We stood for a moment under the coloured lights that were strung in rows across the street. There were five of us: David Kaper, sax; Tony Maselli, bass; Johnny Rewa, who was half-Maori, played, piano; Al Turner, drums; and myself, Mike Anderson, the junior in the group, filled in with a guitar. Then we went along to a milk bar that was filled with teenagers and with frantic music that came from a battered juke-box in one corner.


Johnny turned his back on the music, grinned at us and said,"Dig that crazy trash!"


Al went in, pushing sideways through the crowd, and came out again with five bottles of coke. We stood back against the shop window and drank them, looking out at the dark sea, and at the trace of red in the sky where the sun had gone down. Just to the north of the red was the dark shape of an island. Al pointed to it. "What's that place called; Mike, you're out book man?"


I said: "I think that's Kapiti, it's a bird sanctuary or something."


At the northern end of the island a red light was winking. Al said: "Well, the birds have sure organised a fine homing beacon."


"Moron!" Johnny said, "I guess that's for the aerodrome."


"They have their own aerodrome? This place sure is civilised".


David said: "Come on you guys, we're looking for a motor camp, not an aerodrome."


Al took our bottles back into the shop. A sharp gust of wind came down the street, spinning the sand into a small spiral; a scrap of newspaper clung to a girl's leg until she reached down and picked it off.


We walked further along and watched the roller-skating, the people swirling rhythmically to harsh, amplified music. "They really like their canned music in this place, don't they?" Johnny said.


Tony Maselli pattered an accompaniment on a parked car. "Just wait till we hit them with some real jazz."


"We might be wasting our time," Johnny said, "They're probably immune to good music by now."


Al said: "You reckon we play good music?"





Johnny nodded towards the loudspeaker. "It's better than that junk, anyway".


It was then that we saw the girl in the small grey car. She was across the street from us, trying to manouver out of a tight parking space, but each time she moved forward the big car behind her followed and jammed her in still more tightly.


"O.K." I said, "Do we help her?"


So we went across and told her to sit where she was, then we pushed the car in front clear so that she could swing out, ignoring the shouts and laughter from the big car. The girl stopped beside us and wound her window down further; she was quite pretty, with wide-open blue eyes and long dark hair. She said,"Thank you very much."


"You don't want to be afraid of those jokers," Al said, "They're just a big noise."


"I can see that you're new here. They're more than just a noise in this place, now that it's summer."


"Now that it's summer," I repeated; "How do you mean?"


But she only said thank you again and closed her window up halfway and drove out into the crowded street.


As we walked past the big car that was behind her the boys inside shouted and blew their horn and revved their engine loudly. "Just a big noise," Al said, and he flicked a small stone on to the bonnet.


We came on to the stage about eleven, and looked out across a sea of faces illuminated by the big spotlights around the edge of the park.


Johnny said: "Hell, somebody's going to make a packet out of this lot."


"Don't kid yourself," I told him, "Most of them came in free over the fences."


We tuned up and then David's heel went bump, bump, and we moved off into "I cover the Waterfront," with Johnny carrying the melody, the rest of us drifting in the shadows at half-throttle keeping the rhythm alive. We stayed like that for most of the piece, taking it apart so that it was barely recognisable, then building it back up again, never losing the beat; then at the end David came in with his sax and very gently took the melody away from Johnny, nodding us out one by one until he was at the final long sad note alone.


The crowd liked it but they were becoming restless, so before the applause had died away we jumped into a wild, upbeat rendering of "Tea for Two," driving the sound out across the crowd with our violence. We played it through straight and loud, no variations, David's sax riding above the rest of us yet never quite submerging us; we swung into the last chorus with all our strength, giving it everything we had, so that when we finally stopped there was a long silence before the applause came.


Those were our two and so we moved back off the stage and made way for the next group. Some of them said: "Not bad, fellows," "You really blew them, Dave," "Just wait till you hear our sound," as they passed us.


We went down the steps at the back of the stage and there was the girl we had helped the night before.


"Hello," she said, "I camearound to tell you how good you were." She waved the small cyclostyled programme at us. "I know your names now, if you are the Kaper Quintet."





I said: "And do we know your name?"


"I'm Kathy Nartin; I'm staying out here for the carnival with some other girls along Hanly Street."


"Well, what about scaring up some of your friends," Tony said, "And we'll go to the dance-hall or somewhere and have a ball."


She said: "Sure, girls are a dime a dozen around here." But we did not go to the dance-hall; we took the girls down on to the beach, and sat there in the soft sand and with the gentle sound of the sea behind us we played "Take the 'A' Train," and "Undecided," and "Button up your Overcoat," with Johnny doing the vocal in a husky voice when there were words written. Then we moved slowly through our own original we called "Blue-eyed Girl," and finally, because she requested it, we took apart "I Cover the Waterfront" again.


I remember the days that followed as though they were last week. The long hot days that we spent down on the beach, practising our pieces in the shade of a hired sun-umbrella, then running out across the burning sand to swim in the cool blue sea. Kathy went with us almost everywhere, she seemed to have adopted our group; she always stood right up close to the stage whenever we played in the competition. Some of the other girls came with us for a while, thinking that we must be something different and special because we played jazz, and then when they found that we were just ordinary guys they left us and hooked on to somebody else they hoped might be different. But Kathy always stayed.


"You're a lucky guy, Mike," Al said once; "Kathy's a nice girl."


I said: "She's not my girl, she belongs to all of us."


"You're an old sly dog! You mean you haven't noticed how she always swims closest to you, and lies next to you when we're sunbathing. You can't put that one across!"


"It's probably only my crew-cut she likes. You know, All-American Boy and all that rot."


We worked our way through to the competition finals, and were listed to appear with three other combinations on the last night. That morning I found Kathy down on the beach by herself.


I said: "Hullo, all alone? You'd better be careful or you'll get picked up." I pointed to where a big car full of youths was racing around in tight circles on the sand.


"I am scared of them," she admitted; "But I can scream pretty well if I want to."


"You said something that first night I didn't understand, something about: 'they make more than noise, now that it's summer'."


The big car in front of us straightened up and went racing off to the north, splashing through a small creek that crossed the beach.


"You don't know what it's like here in the summer, Mike. So far this year it's been different, but usually at the end of the summer 'Paraparaunu' is almost a dirty word."


She said: "Sometimes when I think of summer I only think of that. Big cars racing through the streets and along the beach. Beer bottles thrown through windows and left broken on front lawns. Paper and dirt blowing in a hot wind. Gangs of hooligans blocking the pavements and spitting at parked cars. Sometimes when I think of summer I forget all of the nice things."


"Like the tinkle of ice in tall glasses." I said. "The sound of summer. Or the quick rush of a wave up a sandy beach. Or jazz. Any sort. Music that idles along in the shade with a muted horn and wire brushes on the drums. Or Jazz with all stops out so that the veins on your neck swell and the sweat runs down your face and all the people out there are dancing and shouting. That's summer."





"Tell me," Kathy said, 'What is it really like to play jazz?"


I said: "It's like coming down a river in a boat. It can be a fast or a slow river. All you know is that you have to reach the sea; you take the bends and the rapids and the waterfalls as they come; you go slowly where the river runs deep or where the banks disappear and you are in a wide lagoon. You follow the river at its own speed and you are always surprised when you reach the sea."


Johnny came along then. "Come on, you two; we're supposed to be practising."


"Will you be along to watch us win tonight?" he said to Kathy.


She laughed. "Just you try to stop me!"


She was not in her usual place when we came on to the stage. It somehow seemed strange not seeing her there. She would have to push hard to get through the crowd now, I thought.


Then we were tuning up: Johnny playing odd little phrases on the piano, loosening his fingers; David feeling for the first few notes of "Blue Moon" on his sax; Al pattering lightly on the drums. A few seconds of silence and then bump, bump, from David and we were into "Blue Moon." As we played I looked around in the crowd for Kathy, and by the third chorus I knew that she was not there, unless she was right at the back where the lights did not reach and the faces fringed into the darkness.


While we were waiting for the applause to die I said to Johnny: "Kathy's not here tonight." He ran his fingers quickly down the black notes, like a shiver down my spine. He only had time to shrug his shoulders and say: "That's strange," before the applause was gone and we were playing "Falling in Love Again," an arrangement of the old song that we almost considered our signature tune. There was more guitar in this one, and I forgot about Kathy until near the end when the saxophone came in louder and took the melody away from us. But she was still not there.


We had to stay out at the back while the last combination went through their numbers. They did a nice slow ballad that must have been their original, and then swung into a fast-tempo "Freight-Train." Halfway through we heard a slow siren that rose above the music and then fell back into it again.


"That's effective," Al said, "I wonder how they managed it."


"That's a cop outside; listen, there it is again," Johnny said.


We watched from the door as a big car with a red flashing light swept past, its tyres squealing as it turned out on to the Marine Parade.


David said: "Somebody's for it."


I said: "Do you reckon it's anything to do with Kathy not being here?"


"Of course not," Al laughed at me. "It'll just be some hooligans busting up some joint."


But after the show was all over, after we were presented with the third prize, and after the crowds had gone and the big spotlights illuminating the ground were turned off, Al and Johnny and I went to look for Kathy. The little bach where she stayed was empty and locked, and we could find her nowhere in the town. Maybe I knew then what had happened, because I suggested that we ask the police. Al and 

Johnny said I was crazy, but they came along. The policeman on duty was big and had white hair and a kind smile, but the smile went away when I asked about Kathy. He made us go in and sign a statement of where we had seen her last and what she had been doing.


I said: "Where is she? What's happened to her?"


He looked down at his papers before he answered. "Some boys in a car took her up north along the beach to the mouth of the river.


Luckily somebody heard her screaming, and our car got to her before--before anything happened. The boys are back here in the cells now." He nodded behind him.


As we went out I said: "She told me only today that she could scream real loud. Or yesterday, I suppose; it's morning now." I kicked a small stone across the road and listened to it rattle into the darkness. "That's what she said. The sound of summer."


That was last year, during the carnival. Now it is summer again, and the time for jazz. But our group has broken up; David has gone to a big band across in the city, and Tony Maselli has moved to another town. But Al and Johnny and I are still together, and sometimes we call ourselves The Three Minstrels and play in a coffee-bar or at a Swing Club. Johnny is learning the horn now, for the places we play where there is no piano.


And this summer we will move south again, out of Auckland's heat. Perhaps we will go to The Mount, and live on the white sand next to the sea. Perhaps we will keep moving, and be the minstrels of our name.


We will not have Kathy this time. She wrote to me only once; "It was fun while it lasted," She said, "But it's over now. Please don't write again." It was not the Kathy I remembered. Girls come and go; some of them stay a little longer than others, that is the only difference.


So we will look for somebody else. We will play our music to her, music that is as soft as a caress, music that is immortal and that will be played as long as there is a girl to listen to it and a summer to lift it above the earth.
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The New New...


by R. Amato


It had given him a sudden feeling of isolation and loneliness to sec, the day the far side of the moon had been photographed, that the morning daily's fly-sheets proclaimed '
Red Tape Slashed For Mercy Flight'.


'But, perhaps, Red Tape is more important. Who am I to say?'


A box in a box in a box in a box.


He was the smallest box inside all those others.


Chinese game.


He did not matter much.


They had taught him that and he felt dutifully grateful.


Actually, he thought again, there should be schools for this sort of thing, classrooms and proper teachers and a real syllabus.


That feeling of isolation, for instance, was 
Not the 
Right reaction. He ought not to have felt the feeling, or to have impliedly questioned the judgment of the newspaper editor as to what was more news-worthy, or eye-catching, or of human interest.


Yes, he should not have thought it.


Proper schools were the solution.


And, for pupils who are not bright and do not make much progress, for pupils who, like him, every now and then falter and relapse into their old ways, there should be places where one could go and unburden oneself for minor little deviations such as this.


'Hi, mate.'


Greetings to him from a man he had never seen before.


An energetic sidewise sweep of his head.


The man had crossed over to his side of the empty pavement and was blocking his way, standing cockily on his legs, a proud challenging look in his eyes.


'Good morning to you, Sir.' said Gerolamo Musmeci, and sidestepped in an attempt to keep on walking. He smiled an empty, automatic smile and nodded his head.


But the man must have disliked the absence of warmth from Gerolamo's face, because


'Hi, you.' he said "What's the matter? What's this 'sir' stuff? Isn't plain English good enough for you?'


'Oh, yes, yes' said Gerolamo 'I was not thinking. I am sorry.'


'Well' said the man 'Watch your step, understand? I can hear you're not one of us. Where're you from? You chaps never learn anything.'


'We are not so clever.' said Gerolamo 'You will have to excuse and help us.'


'You're like leeches, you chaps from overseas. Taking the bread out of our mouths; always up to some dirty trick. Where're you from?'


Gerolamo would have liked to stop this sort of conversation, which he had not started and had no wish to encourage, but he did not know how to do it without appearing rude or unfriendly.





He hoped that something would distract this nice man's attention, something like a car-crash or a fight in the public street, but nothing unusual seemed likely to happen.


Two old trams, the best in the world for shabby, rusty looks, clanged by.


The day was a quiet, sunny one. People were working, shut up in shops and offices all over the place; the best people in the best shops and offices in the world. It seemed that he and this nice man were the only living souls for miles around.


Two boxes in a box in a box in a box in a box. But he was a box with a different accent and that made nice people like this man, so curious, and, in a way, so aggressive in their curiosity.


He felt like saying 'Nice man, why don't you go to hell? Why don't you bloody well get out of my bloody way?'


His brains again. Every now and then, they went into a mad jig of their own, as if he were just one of them, one' of these kind, nice people he had found in this new country.


Of course he did realize it: He was an outsider and his accent was the mark that branded him as such. It was a natural warning to these nice people, so that he would not be allowed to sneak into the community on an equal footing, catching them unawares, intending to do who knows what terrible things to them.


And he understood also, how his accent, his odd way of saying words, must sound disagreeable to the musical ears of these nice people, of this nice man who had stopped him in the street, in an obvious desire to be friendly and helpful.


'Well, where're you from, mate?' the man said. He was getting impatient because, after all, when one asks a question, one expects an answer, doesn't one? It is just manners, politeness. And, as he knew that these foreign chaps did not know too much about manners and nice ways of living, he felt now full of a sort of missionary zeal, obliged to show - no matter what - to this bastard of a leech the right way to behave.


'What the hell.' he said 'Gone dumb or something?'


Gerolamo did not want to become involved.


He said 'No. But I am rather in a hurry. You see, a friend of mine has taken ill and I am going to call a doctor. I am so happy to be in this country. Everything is so easy and doctors are so marvellous and they visit you and you get medicines. Yes, I am very happy.' He smiled again his meaningless smile. Then he added 'To satisfy your natural curiosity, I'll tell you where I came from. I am from Lichtenstein. ' he lied.


'That sounds like German.' the man said 'You're a Jerry. You don't look like one: you look more like a bloody Eye-tie to me. I fought them both during the war, you know?'


'A commendable, worthy enterprise indeed.' said Gerolamo. 'Now please, you will have to excuse me. ' and he moved quickly, averting his eyes and wondering if the man would make a scene.


Behind him, disappointed at being left so abruptly, the man turned around and, his voice getting louder and louder to make sure that Gerolamo would hear, said 'No, you're no good. We licked the bastards once and we'll lick them again and it's a pity we ever thought of picking you up from the gutter where you belong.'





Gerolamo walked quickly until he could not hear the man's voice and said to himself that it was certainly heart-warming to hear such patriotic feelings expressed with such vigour and conviction. And he was glad of being what he now was, because, perhaps only three years before, he would have turned around and knocked the nice man's teeth out.


But now that he had this new consciousness, this new outlook on life, he was glad to say he was much more tolerant. Somehow, he understood how everybody had a right to live and to do what he liked, to get drunk and be curious, without anybody interfering. As long as the proprieties were remembered and Peter got what was Peter's and the scale of values was not turned " upside-down.




[image: illustration of two men at a bar]


He realized now that the ideas he had had, before leaving his country, about foreigners and other people like that, were, to say the least, odd. When, somewhere in his growing up, he had missed acquiring that fine, what would you say, tribal spirit, that feeling of affinity only with members of his own little town, of his own little school and so on, he had been denied the most important key to a well-adjusted life. He had committed the sin of ignoring tribes and imagining - wrongly - that human beings - just for the mere fact of being superior animals - did not have any need to pack together and lean on one another's shoulders in the name of some symbol or other, or of some geographical accident.


How misguided he had been; what an inferior education he had received.


He walked along the fine, narrow main street, looking at the towering, two-storey high, fifty year old wooden buildings and thought of the splendid achievements of the early settlers. Their guts, their determination, their fine business acumen, their devotion to the nearly-sacred task of bringing civilization to these far-away shores and backward natives. With a Cross, symbol of faith, and a Mother Hubbard or an odd blunderbuss.


Monuments to posterity.





He went towards the wharves, to go and sit down and enjoy looking at the sea.


It was his annual holiday.


Down from the bush-country and a small lumbermen's township of 200 nice, decent people, to the great, great city.


Gerolamo Musmeci.


Jee Moochee-moochee, as everyone of these nice, decent people who found his name too irksome, called him.


He murmured a few thanks for being allowed to breathe.


He was a 
Happy Man.
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Introspection


John Parkyn, 1961.




I see my face in a side-show mirror;



The twisted gargoyle with a cyclops eye



Leers back with sudden insolence



In an uncertain way.





This shifting mask of amused indifference



Reflects no deadly sins (not even Sloth);



With shutter speed I see our core,



A basic evil, no hint of love.





I pass judgment



Crying hatred greed or cunning;



But dismissal by prejudice thwarts realisation



Only temporarily.





Now god, any god, where is your wrath?



Strike and destroy this damning camera;



Yet the wrinkling image mocks me still,



And I turn away, defeated



By revelation, not fatigue,



Seeking solace in the antics of the monkey-cage.
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Untitled


John Parkyn, 1961




They say



that if



a person



indulges



in black



magic then



he will



be cursed



beyond all



redemption



but what



the hell





why not assume that all people



are like me that is confirmed



atheists who neither fear the





lord nor



fight the



lord nor



find the



lord?
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Gods Had Feet of Clay


- a novel by R. Amato


Two extracts from:


(The novel is about the civil war in Italy during late 1944 and early 1945. The protagonist is a young boy of 16, Stefano Hemmi, who is too young to understand the real issues of all the fighting. He has run away from home and we find him here at the Genoa station, waiting for a train to go South).


Stefano did not know what the young girl was to the two older women: they sent her on errands, as if she were a maid, but she called them Aunts. When they sent the girl to buy the afternoon paper, Stefano said he would go with her. The two women did not object. He was only aware of the fact that she was a girl: he had not stopped to think if she was pretty.


She had a silent way of moving and smiling, and was young and slim, and he thought for a moment that they were going out on a date.


'May I call you Evelina?' he said 'I heard your aunts call you that.'


'They are not my aunts.' she said.


'Do you mind if I call you Evelina?'


'No.'


'I am Stefano.'


She stopped and held her hand out to him and said 'How are you Stefano.' He said 'How are you', but felt uneasy, because stopping and shaking hands and saying how are you was a country custom: Only country people did it. And country people had been something he had never thought he would ever have anything to do with.


'How old are you?' he said.


'Nearly eighteen.' and she suddenly was too old for him, too knowing, too wise.


'I thought you wouldn't be older than sixteen.' She looked peeved.


He carried the newspapers back for her and they went back, weaving their way through the people still squatting all over the place, over the steps, over the floors.


'I wish they'd hurry with the viaduct.' he said.


'What for? As soon as it's ready they'll bomb it again. You know that the line from Turin is out off?'


'And as soon as they bomb it, we'll put it up again.' He said. 'You don't think they'll win the war, do you?'


'I don't care,' she said 'I just don't care.'


He could not tell whether he liked Evelina, but he kept thinking that she was a girl; and that something should happen and that something might happen. That night, perhaps, or on the train to Leghorn, or, who could tell, in Leghorn itself. He might even go to Leghorn and stay there: for the first time in his life, he realized that he could really do what he wanted to without having to ask for anybody's permission. He would stay there and he would see her and take her out. Her aunts - why did she call them aunts if they weren't? - liked him.





They had been back for a while and the two women had left them alone, to look after the luggage: they had been cold and gone into the waiting room.


Somebody had said that the viaduct was nearly ready and they had asked him to go and call them if and when the train arrived.


Stefano sat on a soft bundle the women had and Evelina sat on a suit case. They both leaned against the hard edge of the stone seat. He said 'Come closer to me. We'll be warmer.' She went without saying a word, in the darkness that did not allow him to see her face. He said 'Do you mind if I put my arm around you?'


'I don't care.'


'If we only had a blanket.'


She moved and he heard her open her suitcase. Then they were under a blanket she had pulled out.


'You sure you don't mind my arm around you?' he said again. He did not know what he wanted to say.


'I don't care.' she said again. It was just sad and far-away. She was not with him and, really, whatever he said or did could not make any difference.


'That's all you say.' he said 'Isn't there something you care about?' They were whispering, but it was as if they were each whispering to themselves. The moon was not out yet.


'Not any more.' she whispered back with her usual sad sort of finality. He was holding her close; he felt her slimness against his body and wondered at how different a woman could be from the softness he had imagined. Then he thoughthe heard her sob quietly and stretched his other hand towards her face. She was crying.


'Evelina,' he said 'what are you crying for? You are not scared, are you?'


'Sorry,' she whispered back 'I'm so sorry.'


'Are you sorry because you are leaving your family and going with your aunts?'


'I have no family; and they are not my aunts. They are nothing to me.'


'What do you go with them for?'


'I can't go anywhere else.'


He was still holding his hand on the side of her face. He had tried to dry her tears and tried to comfort her, but the quiet way she had of crying made him feel useless. Her tears scared him: it was the abandoned crying of a child he could not understand.


'Where are your parents?'


'They are dead.'


'Evelina,' he said 'we can't do anything, even if we cry.!


'I don't care.' she said 'I feel like crying.'


That made him think that she was not very clever; feeling like crying when everybody knew that crying does not make dead people come back. But then, perhaps, he had never really thought that dead people could still make one cry.


'It's just that I can't get used to it. It was all so quick.'


'Were they bombed?'





They were under the blanket. He was so warm and snug: he had never been so close to a girl before.


'No. ' she said, 'We left Pegli because of the bombs. My father and I went into the country to be safe ...


Wasn't your mother there?'


'She died six years ago. '


'Don't think about it. '


'I am not thinking. It's there: that's all.' and he thought she broke down again, in that silent way of hers. He thought they could not really talk of anything. He took his hand away from her face and placed it under the blanket. And then he found that her dress had come up and she wore no stockings and her flesh was very smooth and warm and firm. He closed his hand around her thigh and she was soft there and he thought that girls were nice and good. He thought he liked to be a man, too, because - if he had not been one - he would not have had Evelina there. And while he was enjoying it and feeling that she was really his girl, a real girl, not just a dream or a wish, he heard her whisper again: and she said words, slowly and tonelessly, that were said to the air of the night, to nobody, to the darkness that was him.


'I don't know why they did it. They came and asked me to go and call him. And it was me who went and it was me who sent him down.' Stefano listened because he was there, but it was not as if her words were for him: it was as if she were telling a story: one of those tales about other people and lands he always liked to hear. She went on repeating the things she had done that night and somehow he thought it might have been her in the story and it might have not. That was not a very real world to him. 'I went downstairs with him.' she said 'He didn't know them, because he said what can I do for you? They said can you come out a moment? It's urgent. Then I said I'll go and do the dishes. My father said all right and, when I was in the kitchen, I heard the shots and he was lying in front of the house, all bloody and dead, and the car was going away.'


'Did they shoot your father?' Stefano said, as if he could not believe it.


'They killed him.' she said.


'Who?'


'I don't know.' And the story seemed to him a poor story, because she was not explaining it.


'But were they partisans? Were they Germans? What were they?'


She said nothing; she let him keep his hand on her. The way she went on, without even noticing it, without moving or stirring or pretending to say no, made him feel out of place and uneasy. It was worse than if she had laughed at him or slapped him. He took that hand away and just held one arm around her shoulders.


'What was he?' he said.


'I don't know and I don't care. God should know, if God exists.'


'God doesn't.' Stefano said. 'It's all in your mind, you know?'


'I think so.' she sighed.


'Try and sleep.' he said. 'Here, put your head on my shoulder.'





...



Author's Note.


Stefano is separated from Evelina when the train comes into the station. He reaches Sarzana that night; sleeps in a farm-house, the next morning is on the way to Viareggio. The driver of an old lorry stops and offers him a lift.


...


'Well? 'What's the matter?' the man said 'Still asleep? Want to go or want to stay?'


'Oh yes. Yes, thank you.' Stefano said.


'Try and keep an eye out for planes.'


Stefano had never been any good at spotting planes in the sky. 'They wouldn't waste ammo on this, would they?' he laughed, but the man seemed annoyed.


'Why don't you travel at night?' Stefano said.


'And what about the curfew? What world do you live in?'


'Oh.'


And he looked up at the sky, to do something that the man might think useful, and to get back into his good graces.


He had never ridden in a lorry with hard tyres. It reminded him of a small char-a-banc he had been in, down South, when he was very young and cars and engines had not yet reached the small place where his grand-father lived. They went along, on those wheels that seemed square pieces of wood, with the man paying all his attention to the road. He did not ask Stefano where he was going or what he was doing, but seemed glad to have him in the cab, if only to keep talking to somebody. But there again, like two nights before with Evelina, it was not Stefano the man was talking to. He went on, in an endless monotonous stream that droned on and on, in unison with the apologetic coughing and puffing of the engine, immersed in the same strange uncommunicative monologue Evelina had given him in the darkness.


With the man, it was the fruit rotting away at Forte dei Marmi: the fortune waiting for the man who could manage to carry it to La Spezia or Genoa. It was also the dead people of Nervi and the strafing of everything that moved on the roads in day-time.


The man never altered his tone, he never even turned to look at Stefano. He never mentioned Germans, or Americans, or Italians; he never mentioned the war, although he spoke of a world very much affected by it. It was as if the abnormal causes of all this abnormality had been forgotten and he had never known things to be different.


Then he said: 'If my boy were here, it would be another story. He knew how to get things done; he'd have gone and fixed things up and helped me with this rotten business that I am too old to be doing by myself.'


He shook his head and sighed and Stefano went after the boy who was not there and imagined a boy younger than himself - the way the man had said 'my boy' - who could do wonders at such an age. Perhaps the boy had some hidden powers, he thought, some magics of his own, a private fairy's wand. And then he thought the old man was stupid to complain about the boy. Why hadn't he taken him along?


They went on chug-chugging, shaking with the whole of their bodies on the unpadded seat of the cab. Stefano wondered at the enormous hand-brake and the gear-lever and the disconnected floor-boards.


'But then,' the man said 'what's the use? what can you do?' Stefano didn't know if the man was meaning him.





'Can we buy something to eat somewhere?' he said.


All the trees on both sides of the road had a short piece of cord tied around them about two feet from the ground and he wanted to ask what the cord was for.


'I am hungry.' he said.


The road was dead. Lying there with nothing and nobody. Just the sun and them and the fields and the trees. Then they went through a group of houses and the houses were empty, and the windows were like eye-sockets in calcinated skulls.


'They've bombed it here.' Stefano said.


'If they'd only put it off for two years;' the man said 'if only they hadn't pushed me into marriage then, he might have just been your age and he'd have been all right. He isn't much older than you, you know?'


'Who?'


'My boy is not much older than you: he's just a child. I don't know why they took him away.'


'You mean your son is in the army. '


'This rotten, bloody war.' the man said 'If they've killed him, I don't know what I'll do.'


And now Stefano was seeing 'his boy' in a different light. The man was slightly mad. Stefano kept being hungry and the bumps, with his empty stomach, made him feel sick. He'd have wanted the man to stop, but the way he never answered made him wonder whether there would be any use in telling him.


'Ehi.' Stefano said at last 'Planes; I think they are planes.' and he pointed out of the window to his right.


The man jammed the brakes and stopped his truck and jumped out without bothering about Stefano and ran to the other side of the road and into the ditch.


There had been wisps of clouds in the sky and Stefano now realized he had mistaken them for planes coming in stupidly against the sun, from the Tyrrhenian sea. He, too, had come out on the road but did not go down on the ground. He strained his eyes at the clouds and nearly wished they were planes after all, now. Then he thought that, at least, that had shaken the man out of his blubbering, dispirited recollecting.


The man, in the end, came back and cursed him. 'Where the hell did you see the damn planes?' he said.


'I thought ... ' and Stefano pointed at the sky and the sky was beautiful. 'Look,' he said 'look. I thought they were there.'


The man muttered something and bent to stir the charcoal in the burner. He made a noise of old pokers on the grate of an old fireplace. An odd noise, there, on that road, lying dead and getting lost in the distance, with the dryness and greyness of a long silver ribbon, and rising slightly until it curved to the right and disappeared.


The air above the charcoal burner was dancing and stirring. The man stoked the burner with two shovelfuls of fuel he took from a box on the running-board, and then took Stefano's suitcase down from the tray and dropped it on the road.


'What is it?' Stefano said.


'Nothing.' the man said 'I've got a feeling. When I was there in the ditch, thinking of the planes, I knew there was something wrong. I can't take you any further.'





'Look.' Stefano said 'Look here ... '


'Shush ... It's no use talking; I know what I've got to do. You'll have to walk.'


'Have you got something to eat. I am starving. Mind you, I'd pay.'


The man went into the cab and handed him some bread and cheese but did not want any money. 'No,' he said 'I'd like to help you. I'm sorry it's like this.'


'Well, thank you. Good bye.'


The small truck took off painfully and was soon gone and Stefano wished he had not thought his disrespectful thoughts about it.


...
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pasticcio


by F. D. McAven




It's a little closer now, and now;



And now: the accepted time is



Now is the day.





And it's a great day for the race today:



- 
The Newman, Youman Race




That Grinds Through Space




At Jagging Pace




Without The Grease -



And we'll just wait



for a moment -





For when the numbers do go up



You may receive a big surprise,



A genuine giant economy size,



Custombilt and chromium-plated,



Supercharged high-octane-rated,



 Synchromatic, antistatic,



Guided missile.



(with your own name engraved on the warhead!)



The Judge's decision will be final



And no correspondence will be entered into.





But I never had a chance,



My parents were of two different sexes.



Nature or Nurture?



The iniquity of the fathers upon the children



How many Japs hate God?



Four generations?



More mutations?



Sterilize Nips and limit nippers



I'm all white,



It's the Wogs and the Chows and the Hindu cows.



The yellow horde stirs to the winds of change



Like mid-West golden wheat that's sold,



Or stored, or even burned



For profit.



Yon Capitalist has a sleek unhungry look.





Thou art of them also.



Will you lose sleep; or weep;



Or feed my people?



You don't want to join the Ku-Klux-Klan?



Try passive assistance.



The quality of mercy





- 
Are You Anti-Semitic? -





Of one man, not man, exceeds a multitude,



And covers a multitude - of sins.



Don't tell me



he



Was a Jew



too.





Get off my back and let me be!



For what have I to do with thee?



God helps those who



Ask and it shall be given.



Think on of Number One,



Join Jonah at Joppa:



The Judge's decision will be.






I aint got no new commandment;



It's the Law of the Jungle:



I'm just an ordinary man.



(The deodorant for social security.)



And he was sad at that saying



And went away in his grey flannel suit.





Is it for me to say



How many beans make five?



That's the sixty-four dollar question:



Heads or tails?



The older you get, the wiser you grow;



The more you learn the less you know.





"Can I be of any assistance?"



"No, just looking thanks."



"There's nothing else available like this."



"I think I'll leave it for now."




But Now Is



"That's a bit more than I'm prepared to pay."




But Now Is The



"I may come back later,"




But Now Is The Day



"If I can't get it cheaper."




But Now Is The Day Of



"What shall a man give in exchange?"





No correspondence will be entered into.



Entries close on ...
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To A Still-Born Hero


by R. Amato




It is indeed as strange a bier as any,



that on which you lie,



black-shirted,



your hands rosaried together on your chest,



you, ashen-faced warrior.



You could have lain quietly,



for a while,



draining yourself away



into their porous texture,



slowly,



on those red, dusty tiles in the corner



where nobody plays,



to keep away



the irreparable ruin



you would wreak



upon the green baize



of the billiard table.



Nobody would have minded.



Or,



they could have stretched you on a ladder,



and left you on the ground, outside,



by the rubbish bin,



under the washing line,



the way that other hero,



who was still-born and knew it not,



that young friend of yours



was left,



in that other farm-house.





What is a dead man



who is going to lose the war,



if not a bit of dirt,



a mound of fleshy bones,



a still-born hero?





Yes.



Somebody



should have thought



of the green, green baize



on the billiard table.
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Crucifixion




The kowhai tree stands in the city,



God grows by the Railway Station.



Black, twisted and bent



By the sun and the wind, the rain and the wind



And the wind.



The city passes by, the silly sinning city



It sins because it knows not, knows not because it sins ...



Forgive them for they know not what they do ...





The seeds fall upon stony ground,



Pennant flowers drop on the flag-stones



Mingling with cigarette butts, train-tickets,



Newspaper and broken glass.





God weeps as they pass Him by



In the sun and rain and wind



In the heart of my town.



— Mel Stone. Oct. 1959




[image: illustration of street kerb and gutter]
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Story


I was always considered an intellect.' At college I was in the select group at the top and when I graduated with a B.A. I was offered a junior lectureship in the English Department (which I turned down to go overseas). However I'm basically a modest man and I'd forgotten my youthful achievements until the other day when my past mental ability was thrust upon me with unusual clarity.


I was sitting in a coffee bar having my lunch and reading a book that I carried around in my jacket pocket. I usually only buy a cup of coffee at this place because I carry some sandwiches in my other jacket pocket. It's rather difficult eating your 
own food in an establishment like that but I have got the process of palming a sandwich down to a fine art - it's a surprising long way from one's pocket to one's mouth. Anyway I was absorbed in my book when a voice said,


"Excuse me but is there anybody sitting here?"


I was aware of an immaculate gentleman in an expensive looking suit standing over the empty chair on the other side of the small table. I didn't look at his face - I felt that he would be regarding my lumpy jacket, crumpled tie and worn trousers with contempt so I raised my eyes to his waistcoat and mumbled


"No. No not at all. Take it."


He sat down. It must have been the only one left in the joint for him to have sat down by me. I went back to my book and it didn't take long for me to forget him.


I remember I had one sandwich left and I did an extra good job of getting it out of the pocket and half of it into my mouth. I mentally congratulated myself on the effort. But it didn't seem to be sufficiently refined for my friend across the table. Perhaps the crumpled old bag was hanging out of my pocket or there was some egg left on my chin. He cleared his throat and I was conscious of him moving forward in his seat. I cursed to myself.


"Excuse me again but haven't I seen you somewhere before?"


This was the last thing I expected him to say. I was startled and glanced up at the beautifully knotted tie and the heavy fleshy face above it. It was vaguely familiar but who ? I racked my brain desperately then I remembered. I opened my mouth to voice my recognition but forgot that it was still full of sandwich. I spluttered, choked and felt a bloody fool.


I made motions towards my mouth and he smiled in a strained, over-tolerant manner.


"Take your time."


He seemed to be more embarrassed than I was. At least that showed some sensitivity. After swallowing my food and generally recovering I said,


"Sorry - forgetting my manners. But yes you went to Auckland University about eight years ago didn't you? Err ... um ... Rowlings - Henry Rowlings isn't it?"


"Yes that's right and you are Allan Digby?" I nodded. "You spent three years there then came down and finished your degree at Victoria didn't you?"


"That's right."


"What are you doing now then?"





"Working in the Internal Affairs."


"Good job? I mean do you hold quite a good position? What's erh ... umm ..."


He wanted to know my salary but was too polite to ask directly.


"I'm on nine hundred a year." I said.


"Nine hundred! Oh yes I see. You've obviously got very good prospects. I mean to say it won't be long before you're well into the four figures."


"No I don't think so - not as far as I can see. I'm happy, can support a wife fairly easily so what the hell is a lot of money?"


"Well it ... um ... it helps I suppose ..."


"Anyway what about yourself? Do you live in Wellington?"


"No no. I'm down here at a management conference. I live in Auckland where I manage a reasonably large firm."


He couldn't keep the tone of pride out of his voice. I recognised his type immediately. He was one of these guys who measure success by the two cars in the garage, a bloody great salary, the correct expensive wife and the right circle of shallow, empty-headed friends the majority of whom are neurotic because it's fashionable. No doubt he had all these qualifications. He kept on pestering me about my job.


"You did very well at 'Varsity - didn't you get first class honours in something?"


"Yes in English. After I came back from overseas."


"And didn't you get offered - I mean couldn't you get a better job? Surely there ..."


"Look" I cut in. "I'm happy in the job I've got. I work with chaps whom I like. I eat three meals a day, can buy the books I want and am in love with my wife. What more could a man want?"


"But think of the money you could make with your qualifications. You could be so much better off. Where's your ambition?"


I laughed in his face.


"I've got intellectual ambition."


He looked at me incredulously. His mouth had dropped open slightly but he shut it quickly - a prosperous businessman isn't seen in public with his mouth hanging open. I changed the subject as I could see the discussion was pointless.


"Where are you staying?"


"Well I just arrived this morning actually and I haven't booked in at a hotel yet. I'll do so this afternoon."


"Well look what about having some dinner with us tonight then you can come back in and settle into your hotel."


(Afterwards I wasn't sure what made me say that. Perhaps I felt he would provide me with some amusement.)


"Thanks very much, that'll be very nice. I'd like to meet your wife."


I mentally visualised the meeting and grinned. He smiled uncertainly thinking that he had said something wrong.





"Good, good it'll be interesting."


We made arrangements about a meeting place for five o'clock and I left him.


Rowlings was already there at five o'clock. I stumbled up and greeted him.


"How."


"Erh Hullo."


"You haven't got a car or anything here?"


"No. One is in the garage at the moment and my wife needed the other one so I had to fly down."


(My first assumption was correct - more mental congratulations.)


"Too bad. Anyway the bus won't take us long."


The bus was crowded and we had to stand. Rowlings was very uncomfortable. At a few stops further on we were pushed in even more tightly - the driver must have filled the bus to capacity. My elbow was forced into Rowlings' stomach by the press of people. I pushed it in further. Rowlings turned pale. I wondered how long it was since he had ridden in a bus.


We got off at our usual stop, walked a block then turned into our street. Our house from a distance is the all-New Zealand-house. Boring, secure and monotonous. The street was equally colourless - a typical, lower-middle class, suburban street. But I said our house looked that from a distance. When one reached the front gate the difference was striking. All the other houses were neat, strict and correctly painted while ours was the opposite. It was about forty years old and was still wearing the remains of its original coat of paint. It was difficult to know what colour this had been . I had never got round to painting the damn place because there were better things to do. Anyway, what's a coat of paint? - it's only skin deep. I suppose the house didn't look too bad. There was a loose length of spouting straggling over a corner and sometimes a sheet of corrugated iron on the roof would flap noticeably in a southerly. There were a few vigorous clumps of gorse on the front "lawn" and I looked forward to the spectacular blaze of yellow in the spring which I hoped would put the surrounding gardens to shame.


However, Rowlings didn't speak at all, which was surprising. We walked through the gate and around to the back door. The night before I was taking a pile of books out to the washhouse as there was no room in the house left - all available space being taken up by other books. However, I had got as far as the kitchen door when I noticed a volume of short stories by Henry James on top of the pile so I put the others on the floor by the door and sat down to read James. As a result I read most of his book and forgot about the rest. Judith (my wife) had obviously ignored them during the day so when I motioned Rowlings to go into the kitchen, while I held the door open, the first thing he did was to fall over this pile of books. Judith was by the sink and when Rowlings threw himself all over her kitchen floor she gave a great shout of laughter. I rescued a Dostoevski from under the stove while Rowlings picked himself and some of the other books up. For the first time that day I saw him really flustered. He acted like a man in a bad dream.


I introduced him to Judith.


My wife is a shortish woman who wears her hair long - very long in fact. It is jet black and she always has it undone. As a result she looks as if she had been dug up from the bowels of the Left Bank. She was wearing an old flannel shirt of mine, a pair of rather shabby slacks and a pair of my socks. Obviously Rowlings had never struck anything like her before. Indeed there was a contrast between his beautiful, correct clothing and carriage and our sloppy dress and habits.





However, Rowlings was more at ease during dinner. The dining room was more civilised to him although he couldn't get used to Judith. The room was full of more books which startled him. The conversation during the meal was trivial and material and he did most of the talking. When we had finished up Rowlings asked rather stupidly and unnecessarily


"Do you read a lot?"


I nodded.


"I can't stop myself reading - neither can Judith." (She was sitting quietly smoking.)


"Do you have any recreation? - play anything, members of a golf club etc."


"Reading and talking is our recreation."


"But I mean exercise."


"When we want exercise we walk over the hill to friends, do a whole lot more talking, then walk back again."


Rowlings was mystified. He tried another angle.


"Do you see anything of or correspond with the chaps that we went through Varsity with - I mean any old mutual acquaintances that you are close friends with?"


"No. I meet them in the street sometimes and I can't talk to them.


I can derive nothing of value from their opinions - what opinions they have - so what good are they to me?"


He frowned.


I asked him a few questions about his life since I had last known him. He gave me the story of a typical, successful, executive type. Ruthless and hard. He was immensely proud of his achievement and I gathered that he was on an income of nearly £2,500 a year. He was prematurely aged and had already an unhealthy colour as well as the beginnings of an oversized businessman's paunch.


It was then that I realised how stupidly blind I had been. Of course he was just another in the street whom I couldn't talk to. The evening was useless. Perhaps I had invited him because I thought he might have been entertaining. He wasn't. His ideas and attitudes were material and depressing. I couldn't laugh secretly at his foolish theories on living any longer. They were narrow and pointless and the novelty of hearing them had worn thin. The words that dribbled from his mouth were selfish and pretentious like his bank balance and the circle of society that he moved in. We could never agree on anything - he would regard me as a blind idealist and I would dismiss him as a grasping realist.


During a lapse in the conversation he picked up the nearest book and looked at it idly. He read the title out.


"The Age of Reason."


"Have you read any of Sartre?" I asked.


"I can't say I know of him actually."


"Oh."


Then suddenly he did something which surprised me - and Judith too. He stood up abruptly and said,


"I think I'll go."





We were caught completely off balance. The hidden streak of sensitivity which I had seen in the coffee bar had come to the surface again. He realised the total lack of common ground between us and had finally accepted it. It was then that he came the closest to understanding my life and perhaps his too. I managed to push aside my astonishment and say,


"I'll walk with you to the bus stop."


"No don't worry," he replied.


I didn't protest.


He thanked Judith for the dinner and shook hands with me at the gate. I didn't despise him quite so much when he walked briskly off down the street.


N.W. Bilbrough. 1961
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mirror






mirror




I draw patterns on your face -



a twisted smile; I know and you



also know, the smile is of love.





My finger creates



destroys



builds



but never constructs or destructs



completely,



for I can add or take away.



sordidly beautiful



or



sensually ugly.



I create.



The pencil-finger rushes faster,



madly destroying creating building censuring



sensualising



this no this but not ...




I Draw Patterns On My Face, Also.


Mark Young
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To A Past Love




My world of non regret is a semi-barren womb



dedicated to your memory. Here still remain



the impressions that I formed of you,



but with each new conception, other seeds die



and I remember only those things



that I found uncomfortable.


Mark Young
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Fragment




'Where is the new messiah?' you scream,



as you run frantically down the corridors



of your unconscious mind.



'Where is he to be found?' Screaming,



running till you



fall



into the



grey, neurotic pit of morning.






And the next night,



and the next,



until ...





'The messiah,' you call, and the voices answer



'To the left.'



And to the left you go



and to the right you go



following the voices



screaming



question and response.



"To the right!"



scream the voices.



"To the left!"



scream the voices.




Where Is The New Messiah?



'In the first door.' Chanting of basses.



'No, no. The second.' The tenors.



'Wrong, wrong, not that door - the third door.' Volume of altos.



But the clear soprano -



'The fourth door is the right door.'



And you enter the room.



Subconscious yells, '
Empty!'



Four part harmony:



behind the door. (sopranos)



Behind the door. (altos)



Behind the door. (Tenors)




Behind The Door. (
Basses - 
Voluminous)



and your reflection is in the mirror.


Mark Young










Victoria University of Wellington Library




Experiment 8

the street






the street




The garbage-filled kerosene tins



are a mile high,



and bow with reverence



to the trolley-bus wires



that bind my world together.



For my sphere is of sodium lamps



and neon signs,



and the beauty that is the gutter.


Mark Young
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courting


by Renato Amato


Alan had walked under her window three times in the last hour. Her mother opened the door and went in.


"Have you seen him?" she said.


"Yes. I couldn't help it and he knows it."


"He looks sad."


"He always does."


"I think he would like to speak to you and can't find enough courage to come up. Have you quarrelled again?"


"Don't ask questions, mother." she said.


"Shouldn't you do something?"


"Let him walk around. He loves it: that is one thing he has never been in doubt about."


"He might keep walking around all day. It would be embarrassing."


"Do you think I should see him?"


"I wouldn't want to tell you what to do and what not to do ..."


"It is going to be a waste of time. I know what he is going to do and I know what he is going to say and he leaves me completely indifferent."


"Then ask him to go home and stop annoying you..."


"He never seems to understand."


When he walked up the fourth time, she was in the garden. He kept walking up the hill, with a concentrated look on his face, his eyes glued to the footpath. It was as if he were late for some important meeting and had no other thought than that of getting somewhere as quickly as possible. He pretended not to see her or know that she was there, beyond the wire fence of her garden.


"Hallo, Alan." she called to him.


He stopped, as if utterly surprised at the fact that somebody had called his name.


"Oh, hallo. Oh Lyz ... oh yes, of course; you do live here, don't you?"


"You had forgotten, of course, hadn't you?" she said.


"Yes, yes. Completely forgotten ... I was walking ... I like walking, you know?"


"I know." she said.


"Fancy seeing you here ... that is, of course, you live here ... Aren't you swotting?"


"Let us say that I came down for some air."


"Very good, very good."


Should she tell him she had seen him go by under her window three times in less than an hour? She decided she would. She was tired of this endless, aimless wandering that their relationship was.





She was standing inside the garden gate and she did not ask him in. As she spoke, she leaned towards him and said in a very low voice "Alan, why don't you grow up? Why don't you behave for onoe like a man of your age?"


"I beg your pardon?"


"I beg your pardon, I beg your pardon ... Don't you know what I mean? Or are you stupid?"


"Lyz ..." he said.


"Have you forgotten about yesterday?"


"Yesterday ...?"


"Yesterday," she said, "you vowed, for the fifth or sixth time in the last three months, that you would never want to see me again."


"Well?"


"What are you doing here?"


"I had no idea ... I was only passing through. It was you who called me."


"That is what you call a casual encounter, isn't it?"


"Yes."


"As all your other carefully arranged, casual encounters?"


"Lyz, please. It is so unlike you ..."


"What would be "like me"? I have seen you come up this road at least three other times this morning. What do you want?"


"It is a public street isn't it? What strikes me about you, Lyz, is your lack of subtlety at times. Why do you rush into statements you will regret? Are you sure it was me you saw, are you sure?"


"Yes, and my mother saw you as well."


"But, Lyz, that is what I want to say. How can anybody be sure? How can they? You seem to be angry with me only because you think I passed your garden gate three times this morning."


More than anything, she felt a hopeless sense of sorrow. She had a confused feeling that, as a woman, she was being deprived of something.


"I an not angry." she said "I despise liars; I don't give them my anger."


"Yes, it is this streak, Lyz."


"What streak?"


"You must admit it is a streak of vulgarity."


"Vulgarity?"


"That is the only name I can think of for it. And it makes me afraid of the future; of "our future", I mean ..."


"Our future ..." she felt like throwing something at him.


"Nobody can build anything durable and solid on shaky foundations. How can a man feel bound to a girl who despises him?"


"If you are referring to you and myself, I am not interested in building anything. Why don't you leave me in peace? I have heard all this before; in fact I have heard it every time you have met me "casually" the day after deciding we should part forever. Do you understand plain words? I am tired, I am fed up with you. Go and don't bother me any longer."





"Yes." he said meekly. Then he turned suddenly and said viciously "How can you blame a man? Damn it, it is you; there is something fundamentally and basically decayed in each and every woman ..."


"So you have told me already ..."


"They never come up to a man's expectations ..."


"Next girl you meet, don't put her on a pedestal." she said "We are just human beings with a difference, you know?"


He inhaled deeply. He held his lips tightly shut and breathed through his nose. He made a strange, wheezing sound by which he usually meant her to understand that he was thoroughly involved in some unfathomable anguish of his own. He made her want to laugh at him because that, to her, was only the blowing, regretful sigh that seemed to have sealed all his various, ineffectual attempts to assert his own manhood with her. He always sighed in the end and drowned her in his flow of explanatory, semi-apologetic words soon after. All their long walks in the hills or some solitary beach just outside the city had always culminated in this sort of personal signature tune. After kissing her and handling her (once, he had even undressed her completely) he would sit down and inhale deeply. Then, after a few moments of silence, he would snap out of what she thought was some sort of affected trance-like reverie and utter some highly inconsequential, highly intellectual nonsense.


"No," he would say, and she thought she nearly hated him for it "it would mark the end of a relationship on a higher plane. It would be a deteriorating metamorphosis, where all our most valued spiritual values would be wiped out of existence. There is the problem of respective entities, of our individual freedoms: we would only aggravate this problem by an impulsive gesture. If I destroy your other-ness; if, by doing something that would take your one-ness - and mine - away, I upset this beautifully balanced exchange between your intelligence and mine, I would never forgive myself. We are walking on the edge of a precipice, on a razor-sharp succession of mountain crests."


If those were his views, why did he keep seeing her? Hanging on to her as if she were the only piece of floating salvage in the empty vastness of his life? She had wanted to ask him, yesterday; she had wanted to make him feel at home with her and be Mother Earth to him, for him to find comfort and rest. Instead what had happened?


It had been yesterday and it was as if it had never happened, because she had decided that it would be humiliating for her to remember. It seemed, really, as if it had happened to someone else.


It had not been very clear to her until she had actually started speaking, and then it had seemed that it would be pointless not to broach the topic openly. Most of all, she had not wanted to be misunderstood and, at the same time, she had not wanted to risk hurting him. Without being able to find in anything that she had learned or read a oue to follow, she had said tentatively "Do you believe in what they call feminine intuition, Alan?"


"You mean a woman's capacity to know what she doesn't understand?"


"I suppose so."


She had spoken without moving. Still lying flat on the ground, looking up at the sky through the crown of pine-trees under which they had earlier decided to stop, she had been aware of her disarranged clothes, of her skirts pulled up high above her body, but she had not tried to cover herself. Alan's hand had still been on her, but it seemed to have lost a sort of electric quality that made her blush and feel weak. Or perhaps her readiness to react to it had been smothered in a formless unexcited frustration. Just then, his hand and that area of her body where it was lying had been like two dead things come into contact by chance or by mistake.


"It is another generalization." he had said "Why feminine? Why a woman's? There are feminine traits in any man's makeup and masculine ones in ..."





"Let us not get involved in something I was not thinking of." she had said "Do you believe in feelings, premonitions, flashes of knowledge that come upon you suddenly?"


"Yes, yes. These mysterious powers that ..."


"Alan, are you sure that you like me? That is, are you sure you find me attractive, the way a man can say he finds a woman attractive?"


"I don't see exactly what you mean."


"Am I failing you in any way? You know I love you." And although she had regretted laying herself so open, for the loss of dignity that that had seemed to entail, she had been glad to have phrased a thought that was comparatively simple and straight-forward.


"Why are you probing? Lyz, this is what is terrifying in a man-woman relationship: this lack of privacy, this inability to escape."


It had been as if he had suddenly sown the seeds of her lack of sympathy or nearness. "Do you think being childish, resorting to half measures, preserves your privacy?"


He had sighed wheezily again. "You have beauty in your body," he had said "but it is a pity that your mind cannot match it. Cover yourself, Lyz; aren't you cold?" She had been aware of the bite of his remark, but had failed to see any relevance to what she had been trying to say. She had decided to notice only his last words and bitten back. "There is no point, you know? I feel safe and very much at home with you; you are such a dear."


"I don't think I want to see you ever again." He had said soon after, "I realize we are standing on opposite sides of the world."


What was he doing by the garden gate now? He sighed again and shifted uncomfortably on his feet.


"I want to confess something." he said.


She waited.


"I apologize for yesterday."


"You need not."


"Oh yes. I want to. And I want you to forgive me too."


"There is nothing for me to forgive."


"What I want to confess is that I did come here on purpose. I had to see you. I could not sleep last night."


"I am not interested."


"Have you forgotten everything?"


"There was nothing to forget. It was fun going for walks and holding hands."


"Lyz, I need you."


"Really?" she said.


"Lyz, would you ... would you please go out with me again tonight?"
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Poem




you:



who have grown



in sunken eyes



who i have shaped a year



from ignorance



to (carnal) knowledge



who love has taught



to hate



who coffee lips have kissed



and smoked desire



under an intimate dozen shades



who wisdom taught



to be a (different) fool



in a world of fools



to use



your body (is power)



your mind (your own)



and men.


Colin Bell
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the many-chequered thing


by Renato Amato


Donald stopped listening to what Monica was saying. His attention drifted and he could only hear Kathy discuss Bartok and Shostakovich. She was confusing one with the other and Donald felt uneasy at the thought that the three men who were near her would notice it and laugh at her. He wished she would stop.


Kathy laughed. "Of course, why should one remember what they did? I think they are both overrated."


From among the groups of people, Sal Godill came to join them. Monica left and Donald could not stop her because Sal was saying "I'm going. What's she all in a huff for?"


"I don't know."


"At times, a man wonders what's wrong with girls. But don't worry, boy; keep your chin up. They're only a bit of fluff, you know?"


"You don't understand." Donald said.


"That's right." Sal said. "I don't understand, but no girl has ever bothered me much."


"Perhaps yours are not like Monica." And it did not matter that Sal often had girls with him.


"All girls are the same, Don. I'm old and I've seen them; all of them are the same. You ought to know; why don't you?"


"You've got too much money, Sal."


"So what?"


"It puts things out of perspective; you're like a spider swallowing things and people as if they were flies."





"I see people as they are ..."


"How are they?"


"They are cheap and nasty, I tell you."


"Let's not talk about it."


"All right. But does it make any difference?"


Donald lifted his glass and said "Cheers" and drank slowly, holding the round goblet with both hands as if it were a soothsayer's crystal ball. Words would only soil this thing between Kathy and himself and Sal could not see how, because that would be beyond him. To Donald Kathy was, deep down, his own inviolable property, his hope and his reason for living: whatever touched her had a resonance within him. Deep down, he knew that - no matter what - she would go back to him.


There had been Andrew and she had married him and that was over; there was Peter Clouston now, but Peter was a failure in his eyes, and that would not last either. At the end of the line, at the bottom of his glass, when she would grow tired of wandering, only Donald would be there, the only man for her. It would be, then, the end of their cycle, which he had started three years before when she was too young to understand or want the finality and seeming drearyness of one man's love.


It was a pity that Sal could not see the quality of a feeling like his.


Sal could not see how, in a sense, he had welcomed Andrew into Kathy's life and that whirl-wind, mad marriage of theirs. Andrew had been no more than a puppy-dog, a whelp, flushed into a ceremonial gesture by some mysterious alchemy in which Kathy's perversely innocent wish to hurt him had acted as a catalyst.


Donald understood it: Andrew was another name for experience, Kathy's experience, and Peter Clouston was another stage in her slow progress towards her own maturity. She had known it herself! Andrew was going to be no more than an intermission and she had told him that before the wedding; she knew it would not last. Even Peter Clouston now did not really matter: it was only a matter of waiting, waiting for him to go.


Belafonte was singing. People chattered as if they were mice scurrying overhead in an inaccessible loft.


Monica was at the other end of the room, listening thoughtfully and bending her head forward in a pensive mood and Donald felt uneasy about her, even if everything had seemed so straightforward and clear from the beginning.


Sal had been whispering to another girl some distance away. He now stopped, turned towards him, waved and went towards the door. Without knowing why, Donald wished he would stay: in spite of the fact that they seemed to be at odds with each other on most topics, Sal seemed to have a solidity of his own, some sort of undeniable integrity. He spoke a language that made some sense to him; money and girls and work and, well, nothing else, but, then, one always knew where one was with him. With those others, instead, with all those in the room, he felt more or less, as if he were still in his restaurant, looking at a cross-section of customers he had to give food to and say Yessir to and bow slightly to, and who, in the end, were nothing more to him than part of a job; and a risk that they should be unable to settle their bills.


Kathy excepted, of course.


And Monica, too.


And ...


Donald reached Sal just before he went out of the main door.


"A pity you're going." he said.





"Sorry, I must go - don't worry and don't let bums and little bitches upset you."


When he went back, a man had just finished toasting Peter Clouston and was saying how much regret everybody felt at the thought of losing him.


"... but we accept the inevitable: this country lets all her best sons, all her best brains go away. What is left in those who stay is a feeling of pride for the contribution we make to the progress of the world. Everybody join me as I say ...."


He lifted his glass and sang "
For Heee Is A Jolly Good Feeellow."


When that was over, Peter Clouston stood up: a man of forty-five, small and unkempt, wearing shabby trousers and a sports coat. He cleared his throat and started with a slight nasal drag "Well, thank you all." he said "On occasions like this words seem to desert me." (Somebody said "
Hear, Hear") "Yes, words should be my business," Peter went on, "but the thought that one can't possibly express in a new way the ready-made sentimentality that dribbles out at hundreds of meetings like this, makes me shy. I feel like a typist leaving her job to go and get married. You say you're sorry and I'll have to believe you. Must I say I'm sorry, too? If I must ... But shouldn't I say that the future is as young a maid as any, drawing me forth and mesmerizing me? I am a moth drawn towards the light." He stopped and two or three people clapped politely and everybody joined in. Donald found the short speech unbearable. Kathy had been listening as if Peter had been an oracle, her own personal fortune-teller. It made him angry, because, in his opinion, what Kathy was doing was not becoming her, was not "fitting in" with his idea of her personality: she was making a fool of herself, for a man who was married and who was more than twice her age. She was going too far.


When Peter Clouston sat down, John Burton-Trulldale, J.B. to everybody, another man who, like Peter, wrote spare-time poems for Landfall and the Poetry Year-Book, but younger than Peter and looking more like an advertisement picture of an up-and-coming Young American Intellectual - spoke from an armchair. He was close to Peter and he could talk without having to raise his voice for Peter to hear him. But he spoke loudly all the same, trying to attract as many people's attention as possible.


"It is the meaning of your gesture, Peter, that makes me admire you: I see it as a renunciation of society's values, a long, painful, calculated swim away from the muddy quagmire we live in. I admire it; it shows courage ... at your age, at your stage in life. It reminds me of what another boy I know, a young friend of mine did within his own capacities and environment." J.B. paused and seemed to ponder overthis young boy's episode, made sure that all were listening and went on "This friend of mine used to work in a restaurant: I don't mean Donald's or any restaurant in particular. Just a restaurant. Well, he waited on nice people and carried dainty dishes around and earned good wages and seemed reasonably normal and happy. But one day, after he had been handing Wiener Schnitzels and fruit juices to these nioe people for nearly a year, he decided he couldn't take it any longer and do you know what he did?"


"He went to England." Monica said.


"No."


"He wrote a book and became a best-selling writer."


"No. He ... don't forget his environment ... he bared his private parts, put them on a tray and served them with the Schnitzels ... Well, it's all a matter of determination ... It's the same kind of impulse that can make a hero out of any bastard."


There was an uneasy silence, then three orfbur of those who had heard J.B. decided that, of course, J.B. must have meant something very deep and amusing. A girl giggled and said "It's the Puritanical background, isn't it?" and a man said "How did he manage to carry them on the tray? Did he cut them off?"





Donald took Monica's arm and, ignoring her coldness, said "Come on. Let's get ourselves something to drink."


Peter Clouston had not made any comment and sat withdrawn and silent. Who had had the idea of a farewell party? And why had he accepted it?


"You look tired." Kathy said to him "Won't you rest? Shall we go?"


"If I were a painter, one of those old Italian ones I mean, I would paint your face; if I were Raphael, you would be my Fornarina, perhaps, - there is an idea of slimness in it, isn't there? - and posterity would say: Look, the Virgin of Virgins, the embodiment of purity, Brigitte Bardot of the Renaissance."


"Italian women are fat, though."


"It is their diet, their hot climate, their men misusing them."


He wondered at how many of these generalisations applied in reality. Then he thought of Kathy and her slimness and tried to imagine her at thirty, hardened by time and men who would not leave her to herself for a long time to come.


From the armchair, J.B.'s crisp, pleasant voice was distributing choice pieces of wisdom to an attentive audience of young people in jeans. It had a compelling quality, it made itself heard even if one did not want to hear. It was not what J.B. was saying that mattered, Peter thought, but the way he said it: he had put his "gesture of rebellion" on the same level - on the same tray he felt like saying - with the young boy's exposure of his private parts and seemed to have made a point, with an interpretation of motives and reactions of which he himself, the hero of the story, was not aware. "There is certainly a future for public speakers." he mumbled and Kathy said "Beg yours ...?" and he said "J.B. speaks beautifully. He must get into politics or most of his talents will be wasted."


"But he says dreadful things at times, don't you think?"


"He'll have to grow up, like everybody."


Look at the way Peter Clouston had grown up ... Of course, he had missed something along the way, or something had missed him, but he had grown up; and, who knows, if he had cared more about public speaking, there would perhaps have been a Peter Clouston, political leader added to the Peter Clouston, poet, and the Peter Clouston, Public Servant, he had managed to become.


Really, though, there was another Peter Clouston, the Peter of more than twenty years ago; the dreamy, the foolish one who was better forgotten.


Kathy said "I wish you were not going. Why should you go? No, I am silly; I am glad you're going. We'll have time to think things out and, when I come to England, we'll know, we'll be sure, won't we?"


It was said slowly, nearly inaudibly, to keep it between herself and Peter, within what she thought she could call their magic circle, their secret world. Peter marvelled at her way of taking things for granted between herself and him, when, in fact, his interest had not been anything more than a cursory sort of aesthetical admiration.


Kathy seemed to have decided what was to happen to both of them and she went on interpreting his actions according to what agreed with her own preconceived plans. He was not extremely concerned about undeceiving her, because, from what he knew of her, Kathy enjoyed behaving dramatically, using theatrical gestures and theatrical words that were not quite her thoughts or feelings, but the thoughts and feelings she decided ought to have belonged to the character, not the person, she herself was from time to time interpreting. Apart from any other consideration, he realised that whatever Kathy said to him was said to the leading man of the imaginary play in which she was currently starring. Her feelings could not be very different from those of a leading lady who "suffers" her part, out of a professional sense of duty, wants her audience to "accept" and "believe" her rendition of a particular heroine, but does not "really" and "personally" care about the fate of her character.





"Yes." Peter said. Their future in England was such a distant possibility that it was unnecessary for him to waste any words on it just now.


"Are you sure you still want to hitch-hike to Auckland?"


"Yes; it will be like being young again. And I've never liked trains anyway."


It was not what people would normally do, but Kathy was not surprised: to her, Poets were romantic beings expected to behave in an out-of-the ordinary way. And, to her, Peter was primarily a poet.


"When?"


"Soon. As soon as I have drunk enough to make a phone call and feel warm inside."


That was also something that had to be done; a much more difficult problem than Kathy would ever be. And he needed the warmth inside because he felt it is always hard to speak to somebody who is not prepared to see the meaning of what they are told. On the other hand, one cannot write leave-taking poems to one's own wife, can one? In a way, it was the same as with Kathy: only, Jenny was not Kathy and he felt some kind of obligation. Was he cheating? His wife thought he would be going to Australia for a few weeks, sent there by his Department and he had preferred not to risk explanations or recriminations. He had thought of preparing a long letter, setting everything down very neatly, with paragraphs carefully worded and numbered, but that, too, was not satisfactory. He realized he could not write letters. The other solution - or non-solution - would be to disappear, trying not to leave too many traces behind and letting it dawn upon her that he had deserted her, after a perfunctory phone call.


Kathy said "Will you go home first?"


"What for?" and he shrugged his shoulders. It made her feel maternal and like wanting to be the woman of a second, what was his name?, oh yes, Milton.


"Won't you have to get your luggage?"


"No. I sent it ten days ago."


"I wish I were going with you." she said with a sigh.


It was like a child offering to swap all his marbles just to be allowed to sit in, at a game, with a gang of other children. Actually, he thought, she is a child offering marbles. Only tning, it isn't fun any longer.


"I am sorry I can't just now," she went on "but things will work themselves out, won't they?" She could not think of anything more definite than this "self-working-out" of things, and Peter had an indistinct feeling of annoyance at her unwarranted hopefulness.


"I'll rent a flat in London, I think, and I'll try to do some work."


"I'll see what my husband thinks about a quick divorce. There is no point in letting things drag on, is there?"


"No."


"I'll keep my fingers crossed."


"You do that." And he wondered whether she had not kept her fingers crossed before she married that young pup of hers and whether his own wife had not kept her fingers crossed before she married him and whether all those people in the room had not kept their fingers crossed all their lives without knowing for what.


He himself had crossed his fingers so many times that they had become misshapen and crooked.





From his brief moment of passion, the brief moment of the youthful, foolish Peter Clouston, when - at the end of the thirties - sons ago, names that sounded like flowers and had been lost battles had branded themselves in his memory, to a comparatively recent time, when robust words still evoked definite concepts in his mind, he had dutifully performed his wishful gesture. Guadalajara and Saragossa and Paris from the South, in the wake of the defeat of the Spanish Republicans; London and Normandy; honour and justice; love and family; the bright new world and peace forever; the dawn parades of an April day.


And they lived happy forever after ...


Donald and Monica came back and Donald said to Peter "So you are going. Do you think you'll come back some day?"


"I can't say."


"I can't understand people who leave. There must be something wrong with them."


"Don't be rude." Honica said.


"What do you mean?" Kathy said. "This is a pond for dead ducks. I think there must be something wrong with people who come here: I would never have left England."


"The trouble with you is that you've never been there." Donald said "I don't know why people make such a fuss about it. Of course, one might have special reasons for wanting to go. What do you think?"


"Whatever we do has its special reasons." Peter said "You know why you came here; I know why I am going." But when he tried to think of some reasons that he could mention it was not easy to pinpoint any.


"At times, going looks too much like running away." Donald said pointedly, with a sort of finality that would not leave room for any denial.


"Not always, you know." Peter said "Maybe one wants to re-acquire a more precise sense of perspective. I know this place, and it is nothing but a country of peasants employed in peasants' pursuits: we mind our cows, our sheep, our pennies and we grow up and die convinced that nothing better does or can exist anywhere."


"Of course it doesn't."


"It is a matter of. opinions."


"I can't see it."


"Perhaps one needs a more acute sensitivity and a larger spiritual experience."


"I don't know what you mean."


"That's what I mean." Peter said.


"Now," Monica said "let's not get heated about it."


"It's true." Kathy said "We do become like the sheep we grow."


"I am glad we don't become like the poets we grow. At least, a sheep has some use."


"Come on now." Monica said and pulled Donald away. She put the blame of Donald's unusual behaviour on Kathy and the hold she still had on him. She pulled Donald away and left Kathy and Peter alone.


"What does he know?" Kathy said "He is happy with his little shop; he's got a hired cash-register in his head."





"You know?" Peter said "He is sensible. What do you think people like me are good for?"


"To write beautiful things." she said "To write poetry that discloses hidden truths, that opens your soul."


"Try to eat it, or drink it, or build a house with it, if you can. Try ... " How silly little girls can be.


J.B. was still slumped on his armchair, with his legs crossed, and looked as if he were trying hard to hook out of the depths of his soul a concentrated pill of food for the mind.


"Donald has no finer feelings, Peter." J.B. said. "He prefers sheep to poets, because sheep do not ask themselves anything. That's what Donald does, in a way. That's why he is sympathetic to sheep. He does not realize that a poet's function consists in this continual fossicking, this ceaseless hammering at a rock, this torturing search without which a man's soul is nothing but blanched bones. There is fulfillment, if at the end of your fossicking, you can say "This is what I was here for; that's what I was meant to do". Breaking the barriers down; finding a new form of communion. Donald does not even formulate the question."


Kathy gave J.B. an admiring glance and Peter shrugged. He seemed to have lost his sense of love, or even interest, in what people say happens to them. He had lost it along the way, somewhere, and now he felt only like nodding and jeering within himself: a quiet talk with the old man hidden in some forgotten corner of his mind, so old as to believe that he could hold himself in front of the world and say: Heyyou. Look here. Look at yourself in here. I am Christ and the two thieves; I am every single one of you and I know what you are, better than your own good bloody selves."


J.B. was certainly going to have a future, for whatever that meant. He could give him the answer, a very simple one, to that "what for?" famished question of his, but why should he ruin his fun? Why don't you go and look up the newspapers of twenty years ago? One is here to do exactly the same things other people have done before: one is here to write letters to the papers, say how good everything is, die for King and country, vote for the same party that now calls itself something and now something else, pray the Lord and worship money. When a man has a memory that reaches back long enough, what good is he for? He has seen it all before; he can't be swindled again.


"Well," Peter said "I'll make this call and then I'll go." He staggered slightly, but everything was terribly clear: he always saw everything in sharply defined detail when he was drunk. It used to be his way of writing poetry, at one stage: it was like having somebody prompting him from behind an invisible curtain and telling him the difficult words only University lecturers could understand. (Poetry is made of words, after all.)


"All the best, Peter." J.B. said.


"I'll give you a lift to Johnsonville and drop you at the entrance of the motorway." Kathy said.


"Good." he said. "I won't be long; where's the phone?"


She took him to the telephone and went to look for her handbag in another room.


"Hullo, hullo, Jenny?" he said "You weren't asleep, were you?"


"No. But I was in bed. Are you going to be long?"


"There's something, Jenny. Somebody's going to Auckland tonight and has offered me a lift."


There was a pause. She said nothing and he went on "I won't come back ..." then he added "tonight. I'll write as soon as possible, but you know how it is with my letter-writing ..."





"Won't you say good-bye to the children?"


"I don't want to wake them up. Will you do it for me?"


"It wouldn't be the same, really. Can't you come?"


"I'm afraid I won't have time ..."


"As you like" she said.


"Oh, Jenny," he called "thank you very much."


"What for?"


"Just thank you. We've been married such a long time."


"Are you drunk?"


"No." he said "Only a few, you know."


"Oh well, good-bye then." she said.


"Good-bye." and he hung up with a sigh. He also felt as if he had stood aside, just now, and listened to a conversation in which he had had no part. He only felt a slight regret, because he knew that nobody can be a tragic figure if he is not terribly and deeply involved. And, at times, he would have liked to have a tragic stature, to be a victim of fate and circumstances...


Kathy said "You ready?"


"Yes. Shall I go in and say Cheerio, fellas, and thank you Donald?"


"Let Donald get lost."


"We've had the little speeches, anyway, haven't we?"


"What did she say?"


"Who?"


"Your wife." She never called Jenny anything but "your wife", as that helped keeping everything very impersonal. It was not like talking of any specific person, but rather like discussing the transfer of some office staff from one branch of a firm to another.


"Nothing." he said. "Just the usual things."


"Did you tell her?"


"No. It would've been unfair, wouldn't it? I'll write to her as soon as I get a chance."


"And I'll have the lawyer write to my husband." She took his arm "I am speaking about it, because we have so little time left. You don't think I'm trying to make you do what you don't want to, do you? and it isn't wrong, is it?"


"Of course not." he said. But then, he thought, we should ask Jenny, really.


They went out and, when they were in the dark garden, with the bay all lit up at their feet, he noticed the deep-blue clear sky over their heads: suddenly it was Spain again. It was the same sky he remembered from his nights in the field, during the October retreat towards the Ebro. At the end of a long dusty summer, he had started to notice the sky at night and to examine its stars for omens: the war was already lost, but he had kept hoping that in the end they would win, somehow. And those nights, when he had been marching from one position to the other, came 

back to him in a rush with the muffled sound of occasional gun-fire and the barking of a farmhouse dog. It was the kind of night in which a man seems to move with ease and without care: nights which are too abysmal and ever-lasting to make a man think that sometime he might not be there to see them.


It was a long way down. Donald's house was perched on a hill, two hundred yards up from the sea, and there was a goat-track and a few steps, now and then, to get to the road.


And that, too, was Spain. It was impossible for him to say why, tonight of all nights, he had to remember things that he thought had long bean dead and buried and which he had no conscious wish to resurrect. Unless he ought to think that, tonight, he might be retracing his long-lost footsteps, the fanciful ghosts of his inexperience.


"It's cold." Kathy said. "Hadn't you better go by train?"


"No." he said.


Kathy backed her small car on to the road and drove out of town.


It was only when they were at the beginning of the motorway that she said "Let's smoke a cigarette before you go." and drove up a side-road.


Peter seemed startled out of a dream, said "Yes" and fell back into another. There was a chance to smoke a last cigarette before the firing squad did you in and he had seen the Maquis shoot a young Frenchman, somewhere around Caen, after the ritual offer of a priest, a glass of cognac and a rolled smoke. From across the years, of all the glory that had been built out of the macabre slaughter, it was only this young, beat-up Froggie that stretched himself to reach him. He had seen it all, then, the young frantic Frenchie, and himself on the run from Bilbao six years before, and the similarity had made him grasp the absurd futility of people and things and ideas and everything else. It had been something he would have liked to write about, this young Frenchman's death in the summer of '45, but it would all have been so useless: he was dead, he was a traitor and he had utterly lost his war. And there are some things one does not talk about.


Kathie said "I never told you before why I like you, but, really you are so different. All the time we've been together, you've never put your hands on me, you've never even tried; you haven't even kissed me, do you know? I've been looking and looking for a man I could love and trust."


"Do you think you've found him?"


"I think so."


"What about the man you married? And what about the girl I married?"


"We were wrong. We made a mistake. It can happen to anybody."


"It can."


"But now it's different, isn't it? And we are not hurrying up or anything, are we?"


He was amused at her tone of wisdom, at what seemed to be her logic.


"Peter," she said, without waiting for him to speak again "you've been very understanding towards me. I'd've died rather than saying this, if you hadn't been leaving, but is there anything you want me to do? Anything in particular?"


There was suc h a desperate eagerness and a humility in her voice, in the darkness broken only by the glimmer of their two cigarettes, that he would have felt moved if he had not thought that she was merely playing a role in a seduction scene.





"Thank you," ho said "I might have wanted something, years ago, but now, just now, you've got to understand one thing: I don't seem to care for anything or anybody, any more."


And he savoured the effect on her of words that she had not expected and thought he would regret it later, to have refused a girl so bluntly.


"Well... Good-bye" he said and opened the door and he heard Kathy say "Good-bye then. It was nice meeting you" which, he thought, was not in any script she knew and must have been the first thing to come into her head which seemed to her would sound witty and stinging and poised and collected. There was not any time to make a scene.


He disappeared quickly and Kathy felt wronged and angry, unable to decide on what to think or do. Then she started the car again and started back with a confused impression that something was out of order.




[image: illustration of man on the phone]
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In the laughter of the morning



After the yawn of the hills,



Within the grasp of the sun



And the blue's bright caress,



He followed his tread



Into the emptiness of the shell of the sea.





Down the springing, twisting path



Which sang and sprawled,



Intoxicated by itself - Narcissus



And the mirrored, bounding



Being which sprang back



Tripping his stumbling step and jolted breath.





It curved, leapt then was lost



In the impartial spread of sand



Which was dead, sullen and



Grey within the blank indifferent



Cup of the bay,



Dead beneath the weight of the cliff.





A cliff living with crowded,



Coloured shadows shuffling



Across the slate of its face.



A face contorted and battered



Which shifted its shadows,



Silently scornful of the human absurdity.





And the black, bold rhetoric of



The rocks sounded his frailty



In striding strokes across his brain.



The skeletons of driftwood which



Were the images of his broken thoughts



Etched on the littoral of his mind.





There on that gull-loud beach,



There where the surf spat and grinned,



There where the birds bayed and dropped,



He felt the continuance, a vague thread



Of meaning which swelled to recognition in his eye.



The sea his identity.
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Ward 1.
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Here they lie, the dregs and the results.



Wisps of humanity like newspaper huddled



In the corner of the square where a jerk of wind



Will cause a scrap to saunter across



The puddles and settle vaguely, uncertainly.





Bodies which have been too well-handled,



In public use too long, now only second grade,



Only for the lower-income groups.



Spread out carelessly in beds in



The auction room for the rejects, the not-wanted.





Parodies of people. The jokes of



A macabre artist - a ghoul who



paints human understatements,



A creator who specialises in club-feet,



Incontinence and mental decay.





Thrown out in lines, living and



Half-living in uneasy, spasmodic silence.



A twilight of sound where faint



Organic rustling rises and falls



Like the heave of a shell to the ear.





Here death is a break in the



Restless, dry images which dance



And cry across the screen of the mind.



A stop to the insistent dripping



From the tap of pain.





Here they lie, exhausted in



The last act. Soon the curtain will



Fall and there will be no encore.



The audience will rise and forget



And throw away their programmes.
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Her mouth tasted of river water,



Sweet, sensually strong, clear and



grey of the shingle-sand characteristic



and bent neck toitoi.



Eyes which were the willow leaves turning



green to gold under autumn's



watery, infinitely artistic caress.



A glance the smell of drizzle on



the dawn's fresh skin.





Words fingered by the subtle warm lips



nipple and shatter on the surface of my thoughts



(like the rain muttering on the pools of her eyes



- deep, so deep and teal).



They are grasped and clutched again,



dryed and resurrected in the galleries of



my brain.



Also were the movements, the motions, the



symphony of the blue grey trout which



float and shout in the egotistic stream.



My reflections which spawn and dart in



the memory of the rush of her face.
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A Second Christ?


Albert Wendt.


Short Story


The banana ship wedded the edge of the world in a wharf of granite with buildings that jostled for a view up to the sky, and nestling our suitcases we stepped fearfully on to the crowded wharf. Salamo, that was what my friend was called, suddenly said, "I don't like it. I don't think I'll like it here." He shuddered visibly and placed his suitcase on the cold concrete.


"Man," I replied trying to laugh away the strange fear that had descended upon me, "You haven't been here that long. You'll get to like it. Just wait and see." Salamo just shrugged his shoulders, picked up his suitcase, cuddled it tohimself like a child cuddling a doll, and said hesitantly, "I hope they don't take my dreams off me. They say that the whiteman has enough money to buy anybody's dreams."


Salamo was strange. He insisted that We call our suitcases - our boxes of dreams. "Right," he said straightening up, "Lets begin our journey."


"Journey?" I asked puzzled by his remark.


"Yes, journey. And I hope we reach our destination safely." He stopped and I observed with growing concern that he was shaking. He turned slowly and walked ahead of me towards the customs table. He walked with a slight limp, his narrow frame rooking like a ship from side to side. There was something about him I couldn't make out at the time, the only image that came to me as I watched him was a small cup which had been broken and had been glued together again. I didn't know why I associated this image with him.


"C'mon" he called to me, "I don't want to face these officers of the Pearly Gates by myself'" He laughed uncomfortably.


As a tall whiteman, smiling an official smile, rummaged through his suitcase I saw a look on Salamos face that suggested that he hated what the man was doing.


"Bastard'" hissed Salamo as we walked away from the customs table. I didn't say anything. I was too busy taking in everything new that I saw. Salamo just walked on as if he had lost interest in everything.


Two whitemen came toward us. They both wore grey suits, and beamed official smiles. And the short fat one with the parrot nose said, "Hello. I suppose you're the boys that have come here to attend university?"


"Yes," I replied immediately. Salamo remained silent. He stood looking at his feet. I got the feeling that he didn't give a damn about the two men. He acted as if he was alone. "My name is Filemu, and this is Salamo," I introduced ourselves. Salamo just glanced at the men and then at his feet again, dismissing them. I extended my hand to the short fat man who introduced himself as Mr. Thompson, and he shook it. The other whiteman, who was at least six feet tall and had a sagging stomach, a wart on his chin, and a face like a prize fighter, extended his hand to Salamo and said, "Hello, boy." Salamo recoiled with the word boy and didn't make a move to shake the man's hand.


"How do you," I interrupted, shaking the man's hand. The man stared at Salamo. The official smile had gone from his face.


We followed the two whitemen out to the gate and into their car. Both men tried their best to make conversation as the car surged through Wellington. I gradually forgot Salamo as I became absorbed with what I saw - the buildings, big and grey, blinking advertisements, the streets crowded with people who hurried as if to escape from a fire, the trams that clanged their hearts out as they pushed their way through the car-crowded streets. And I was astounded by the bigness and the strangeness and the hurrying and coldness of the whiteman's world.





The car pulled up in front of the Y.M.C.A.


"We have arrived," Salamo commented unexpectedly, "How the journey will begin." The two men looked at Salamo, puazled by his remark.


"What journey?" I asked, "Man, we have arrived. This is the end of our trip." I could sense the two men waiting anxiously for Salamo's reply.


"Yes, we have arrived. But arriving is only another beginning. The real journey begins here." Salamo spoke as if he was bored with the whole thing. The two men smiled condescendingly and the tall fat one said,


"Where did you learn that, Salamo?"


"In a book," replied Salamo dismissing the whole thing. He opened the door of the car and got out. He didn't even say thanks to the two men. As I thanked the men the whiteman who had asked Salamo the question looked away. He was angry, but when he saw me looking at him he smiled. Poor man, I laughed to myself, they've even taught him how to smile diplomatically.


"There are chinks in the mask people have. I'm looking for the chinks so that I can get to the real people behind the masks," Salamo suddenly said to me one morning as he washed his face. I didn't know why he said it. But then Salamo always said things like that whenever he felt like it. I wanted him to say some more, but he just asked me to pass him the towel. He had forgotten or wanted to forget what he had said.


During the first year at university Salamo remained aloof of the other students. When he came into the cafeteria and found me talking to some of my friends he would sit by himself sipping his coffee and never bothering to look around. He sat solid as a rock, sure of himself, and never showing any other emotion but cool indifference. He never went out of his way to make friends. One day I would come across him talking to the janitor about nothing in particular, just talking. At other times I would find him among a group of students listening intently and never saying anything. He never seemed to compromise in anything. When he listened, he really listened. And when he talked the words flowed from him like a torrent that had been barred up toolong. By his indifference, and aimless wanderings around Wellington I sensed that he was searching for something, perhaps for a way to make his 'journey' easier. I couldn't quite grasp what he meant by journey.


One evening he sprang out of bed, closed the law book that he had been reading, and told me I had to come with him for a walk. Salamo never asked neither did he command anyone to do anything.


"Okay," I agreed willingly. I wanted to see where he spent most of his time.


We strolled aimlessly down Lambton Quay toward the wharves. The streets were empty, filled only by neon lights that shattered themselves on the pavements and tramlines.


"Do you like it here?" Salamo asked me suddenly.


"Why, yes." I replied.


"I do and then I don't." he said. "The journeys bloody hard. I can't get through to them."


"But how can you get through to these people if you never go out of the way to befriend them?"


He grinned and said, "I cannot compromise. They have to like me as 

I am or else.." His voice broke, "Or else there is only..." He stopped, and I didn't prompt him to finish.


"Do you remember that I told you that there are chinks in the mask?" He asked after a while. I nodded. "There are chinks," he continued, "But behind the mask there is only death and despair. People don the mask to hide their weak bloody selves. They can't accept the fact that what must be must be. The mask can't change anything. Man thinks he can change everything, yet he is trapped in the historic process. His culture is changing him all the time." He paused and laughed, "He's still ignorant enough to believe that he can change his culture. Shy? Because deep down he's weak and can't face himself.... Let's go home."


We turned and made our way back to our room. Puzzled, I didn't notice the rain that was beginning to fall.


Salamo weaved his way slowly through the crowded cafeteria and came and sat down at the table where I was sitting with two whiteboys and a white girl. Without acknowledging any of our greetings he said,


"You know what I mean by System."


I sensed the others withdraw into themselves to peer queerly at him. And before I could say anything Salamo was off.


"It's simple," he said, "There is birth, there is life, and there is death. Birth is beautiful and brings joy to a mother. Life is short and tough. Then it ends with death. Yet how many of us look upon death as something beautiful. Something that must be accepted as a mother accepts the birth of a child. What I am saying is simple, as all things in life are simple. We must accept death. We must accept ourselves as we are. There must be no compromises even if it means not having what you call friends." He paused, looked around, his eyes stopped on the white girl and he seemed to have remembered something for he got up quickly and left us.


"Strange guy," said one of the whiteboys. The others remained silent. Salamo seemed to have had a profound effect upon them. He always had an effect on people he met or spoke to. He nearly always made them feel uncomfortable.


Two weeks before Christmas Salamo disappeared for three weeks. I got myself a job at the freezing works.


One day I arrived back from work to find him sleeping fully clothed on his bed. I stood and studded him for a long time. He hadn't shaved and his beard was ragged and dirty, his clothes were frayed and stained, and he had grown thinner. As I watched him I knew why I had associated him with the image of the broken cup. He was small and thin, and his very strength and indifference glued the pieces together. His eyelids flicked open and his eyes searched the room. His eyes met mine, and he smiled as he sat up slowly and said,


"I had a wonderful time."


"Where did you go?" I asked sitting down next to him on the bed.


"Oh, all around the place," he shrugged. I met real people even though I had to look very hard for them. When I met them I saw only despair, but I met no pretence and no lies. I have progressed in my journey...By the way are you working?"


"Yes, dorm at the freezing works. I'm making quite a bit of money."


"Oh." he commented as if he wasn't really interested. "I'm not going to take law any more."


"But why?" I asked. "You flew through in the exams."





"I just don't feel like it. Exams aren't important anyway."


"What are you going to take then?"


"Don't know. I'll think of something. A degree isn't important any more."


I didn't say anything. He had changed greatly. He was more at ease. Some of his happiness rubbed off on to me.


"Have you enough money?" I asked softly, "I can give you some."


"I don't need it," was all he said, "I'm not going to get a job these holidays either." He sprang up and went into the bathroom.


He came back and said, "I'm beginning to write... By the way, there is a set plan to life. Everything works in accordance to a set plan. Whose plan? I don't know. Some call him God. But I don't give him a name."


"Don't you believe in the Christian God anymore?" I asked. His father was a minister.


"No. I mean not in the Christian God. I don't need to. I'm happy now and that's all I care to know."


"Then you believe in fatalism?" I asked trying to make him talk.


"No" he said offhandedly.


"But you said everything works to a plan. Your System sounds fatalistic to me."


He laughed and said, "I'm sorry if I gave you that impression. Don't think I don't respect your ideas. I do. I respect everyone's but I still uphold mine. And noone has the right to take them away from me. Just as long as they leave me alone I will respect their ideas. We must live as individuals and we must respect the individuality of others." He paused and a frown wrinkled his face. "Do you know something? I'm the only individual left in the world!" And as I looked at him I knew that he truly believed that he was the only individual left in the world.


The next year came. Salamo enrolled at the university but he never told me what he was taking. He bought himself a typewriter, and late into the night I would hear it clicking, as if in desperation. He never let me read any of the things he wrote. For weeks on end he didn't attend lectures. Deep down I envied him. He was responsible only to himself. He did what he wanted to do; he didn't care about money; he never went out of his way to please anyone, and nothing seemed to worry him. He let the rest of the world go by, only picking up time when he felt like it. Sometimes he spent a whole day staring at the ceiling.


I began to follow his example. I halfheartedly continued with my degree. Making friends wasn't important anymore. I found new things about myself as I began to look into myself. I saw new things in the world outside and as I did I found life hard.


..."Man is a victim of circumstance," Said Salamo. I tried not to believe this. What's the use of striving then? Why live if we can't change anything? It was hard to shed the clothes which had been placed upon me in childhood by society. It was as if I was wearing Joseph's coat of many colours; and with anything that Salamo said or did a colour was stripped off....


"Each man lives lonely in his own cage, 
[
unclear: n] his own liggle cage" said Salamo. "But there are doors into the 
[
unclear: cag]...." "We are born alone into the world, and alone we must live, and alone we must die. Each man 

must live with his own aloneness in whatever way he can" said Salamo. Salamo, I thought, was the living example of the answer. But how was I to learn the answer if he didn't let me close enough to his true self.


..."Man is good," said Salamo, "But he's a bloody fool. He gives


away blindly what is his. He gives away his individuality for the sake of making money, for the sake of prestige, and the dream of security. He sells his dreams for gold on the stockmarked...."


I felt bewildered and lost.


Summer came and the grass on the hills turned brown like the earth, and the city was locked in heat, and I felt lonely for home.


Salamo sat naked on his bed like a miniature Buddha, staring fixedly at his hands.


"Do you know what?" he said, "It must have been painful when they drove the nails into Christ's hands." I looked at him questioningly. He was scrutinising his hands as if he was looking for the nail holes. "He must have been a brave man." he added. "He found the answer and died for it." The image of the crucifixion jumped into my mind painfully. Yes, I thought, Christ found the answer and there was death and he accepted it. But he was not a man. He was the Son of God. He was....


"He was a man like any other man," interrupted Salamo looking at me. It was uncanny the way he could see what you were thinking. "He was a man" he repeated. Then I knew. I knew and was afraid. Christ had been crucified. But why? Salamo was the answer. If Christ had been a man he was like Salamo. Christ had been alone even though he had won many followers. Salamo was alone. Both had accepted their aloneness. They both made people feel uncomfortable. Christ had had no mask. Then it dawned upon me. Salamo had no mask. He had no mask. I looked at him. A smile rippled over his face. I knew, but did he know? I didn't ask him.


"I'm going for a walk" he said. He dressed and left the room. As I waved to him from the window I thought, "Will he die like Christ?" I shuddered. Salamo didn't believe in fatalism. I knew that then. He saw himself - an individual having no claims on anyone or anything but his own life, the only thing that we really own.


"I'm quitting varsity," he said when he came back from his walk.


"Why?" I asked in dismay. "You were doing hang of a well."


He grinned and said, "Does there have to ba a reason? Does there have to be a reason for anything?"


"No," I mumbled, "But you're going to disappoint a lot of people."


"My life is my own," he answered simply. I didn't bother to argue with him anymore.


"Okay," I sighed, "It's your life."


We lay on our beds in silence, staring at the ceiling and not seeing the ceiling, but the faces of our loved ones at home, the sea lulling dumbly on the reef and beach, the villages scattered like petals on the seashore, and heard the song of the wind as it swept the bush. Two lonely exiles each trying to recapture, in memory, the ties with our own country, our own birthplace, our own past.


"Where are you going to work?" I asked him the following morning.


"Don't know yet," he murmured.





He came Home that evening and told me that he had found a job at the factory where they made tins. I asked him if he liked the job. He just shrugged his shoulders and said, "I like the people."


The next day I found him looking tired and pale. He had a large bruise on his forehead.


"How did you get it?" I asked pointing at the bruise.


"Had a fight with the foreman," he replied.


"Did you beat him up good," I asked trying to cheer him up.


"No, but he beat me good." He laughed.


"How did it start?"


"It just happened. He wanted me to do something I didn't want to do. He wanted me to clean out the lavatories. I don't know, people always want me to conform... oh I don't know." He stopped, shrugged his shoulders, lay back, and soon fell asleep.


Then it began. For the next few months he got many jobs and either lost them because he didn't like the people or else the people didn't like him. Mostly it was because the people didn't like him. And I knew why. He never sucked up to them. Always remaining indifferent to them till they believed that he felt superior to them. They hated him for not being like them 
[
unclear: - b ]suckers, money grabbers, slowly dying and never fighting the sleeping death.


One afternoon he came back. His ear had turned blue.


"Why do you have to take it?" I shouted at him, "Why don't you quit and go back to varsity?"


He just smiled sheepishly, shrugged his narrow shoulders and mumbled, "I can take care of myself."


I sprang up and left the room full of anger.


Christmas came with carols playing in stores which sold toy guns to children to play soldiers with; with wrinkled tired Santa Claus useless in any other job but to be Santa Claus who tolerated the grimy hands of children and the requests of neurotic mothers to tell their children to ask for cheap Christmas toys, with prayers being peddled on corners by cranks long gone in the fear of death and the almighty. Everything commercial, everything within the family budget, everything locked in the money spirit of the whiteman's Christmas....


And again Salamo disappeared. Three days before Christmas I received a telegram from him. It came from Invercargill.


I came back one afternoon and found him pounding furiously at his typewriter. He stopped when he heard me, pulled out the sheet of paper, screwed it up, and threw it into the waste paper basket.


"Look what I was given," he whooped opening his hand. I had never seen him so happy before. . A small round pebble lay in his hand. To me it was just an ordinary pebble. I couldn't make out why he was so attached to it.


"A little child gave it to me," he added caressing the pebble with his fingers, "A little beautiful girl child. She gave it to me and didn't expect anything back! Here!" He handed it to me, "That's my Christmas present to you."





"Thanks," I managed to say. We were truly friends. There was no mask between us. He turned and left the room. I looked at the pebble and suddenly remembered what he had told me once. "Friendship is usually based on compromises and politeness. In many ways, it's a lie." But between us it wasn't a lie. I placed the pebble on my Bible which lay open on the bookcase.


"Would you like to go to a party?" he asked me one evening.


"Sure," I replied. Whose is it?"


"I think you know him. He lives up at Upland road."


We hurried down towards the cable car, brushing shoulders with Friday night shoppers hurrying as if they were expecting to die the next day, turned into the alley way which led to the cable car, bought two tickets off a tired ticket seller with half blonde hair, and mounted the car ready to surge up hill.


"We're going to the stars!" called Salamo over the roar of the car. I peered ahead - up the tunnels that narrowed till at the end only a square of star-patched night appeared. Yes, we were truly going to the stars.


Quickly we jumped off at the end, hurried toward the gate, and made our way to the house. I looked up at the sky and felt as light as a feather believing that at any moment I would be sucked, up to the stars.


The house white and sprawling stood before us. I jumped suddenly as I glanced up and saw a lamppost that stood massive like a tall cross blinking one orange eye at me. The image of the crucifixion came back naked to my mind.


"C'mon in, Sal!" a tall spindly whiteboy called John said to Salamo. We followed him into the sitting room which was reverberating with the roar of beer-prompted voices and stamping feet. Salamo stepped without fear into the room, almost as if there was noone else there, ignored the muffled greetings of some boys he knew, and walked over to the far corner where a black haired whitegirl was sitting crosslegged surrounded by two slickly dressed whiteboys. I stood for a while surveying the room. Smoke was fuming everywhere tainting the people. It was a scene I was used to. It was another typical student party. Mostly drinking, singing, smoking, talk and talk about high sounding subjects, and mild lovemaking - each boy trying his best to get a girl to take home after the party to try and prove his manhood. The crowd was a mixture of many races. There were Indians who sat in a group cradling their drinks and talking softly as if they were afraid of making too much noise. There were four Maoris, none a full blooded Maori, but all proud of displaying the limited knowledge they had of their own culture - a girl who was dressed tightly in a white woollen dress which offset her dark skin starkly in the bright light, and there were three boys - two playing guitars while the other stood tall in the middle of the floor leading the singing in a deep rich baritone voice. The rest were white boys and girls who sat all round the room trying their best to sing in tune to the strumming of the guitars.


"Hi, Filemu!" someone called. I looked over to the corner and saw a whiteboy called Mike waving to me. A thin red haired girl sat like a fragile ornament on his lap. I walked over to them. Someone placed a full glass of beer in my hand.


After what I thought to be my fourth drink, I stood up and walked over to where Salamo was talking wildly to the blackhaired girl who just sat as if spell-bound listening to him. I noticed that the two whiteboys that had been talking to her had been ignored and they stood looming above them. They were tense and I could sense the jealousy mounting up in them. I sat down next to Salamo on the floor. And I listened intently to what he was saying. He was telling her about the little girl who had given him the pebble.





... "Yes, she was beautiful and innocent. The image of an angel. It's a pity she will hare to grow up. A bloody pity, but then we've all got to grow up. You must have been like her when you were a child," he said to the girl. The girl's eyes lit up. Someone was praising her. "It's a pity you grew up," he added. The girl's face fell empty. Salamo changed the subject and kept on talking.


"Where do you work?" she asked. Salamo blinked and simply said


"The world. That's where I work." I knew he wasn't trying to be smart. The girl giggled and looked at him as if he was mad.


"Pretty queer chap," I heard one of the whiteboys comment. Salamo kept on talking as if he hadn't heard the boy's remark.


"You're beautiful," Salamo suddenly said to the girl. I could almost see her breasts heaving with the delight she found in his words.


"Black bastard!" muttered one of the whiteboys. They both laughed. The girl looked hard at the boy who had spoken. Salamo kept talking, dismissing the boy with a wave of his hand. I couldn't control my temper any more. I sprang up and said,


"Which one of you said that?" I was a foot taller than both of them. I could take both of them on. "Which one? I'm black too you know!" Everyone fell quiet. The boys stood and didn't look at me. The short squat one with the powerful arms stumped his cigarette on the windowsill and said,


"I did."


As I lunged forward Salamo came between us. "He didn't mean it, Filemu."


I turned and stumbled out of the room feeling ashamed and angry. Outside I sat on the floor steps and tried hard to compose myself. Someone sat down beside me. It was Mike.


"I must apologize for those two bastards in there. You see, we haven't got over the idea of white superiority."


"It's okay. I'm afraid I can't control my temper very well," I mumbled.


"Here," he laughed handing me a full glass of beer. We drank in silence for a long while.


"Your friend in there," Mike said, "I can't make him out. He seems so calm and sure of himself. When he walked into that room tonight I suddenly felt jealous of him. It's funny. I don't think I was the only one either. I could sense it in the whole room. Everyone suddenly got tense. They didn't really want him to sit down." He paused, his face in a grimace. "Just by his presence he makes people hate him. Thinking about it now, I admire him. Honestly, I wish I was like him even though I don't know much about him." He stopped. "Does he go to varsity?" He asked.


"Not any, more. He used to. He was brilliant in law, but he quit."


"Why?"


"He's the type who does what he feels like doing. He can't give you reasons. He's happy though. He's himself."


"You know, the more I hear of your friend, the more I want to be like him. I don't really want to take varsity work. My family want me to be a scientist, or some bloody thing like that. I don't really want to do that but I haven't got enough guts to tell them where to go. Like most New Zealanders I want security. The type money can buy. And a degree means more money nowadays." His face looked bitter. "Let's forget this stinking life and drink our hearts out tonight."





"Okay," I agreed heartily, "Hey, but what about your girl in there?"


"She can go to hell!" laughed Mike downing one full glass. He wiped his mouth with his sleeve and said, "She's hell for me anyway. The only thing she worries about is what people would think if she let herself go. She's the typical product of a middle class family. You know the type. The seekers of respectability and all that crap! ... She's a bloody virgin. And one of these days I'm going to change all that." He stopped. I refilled his glass. "By the way, what's the name of your friend in there?"


"Salamo," I replied.


"What does it mean?"


"It's the Samoan word for Psalm."


He laughed and said, "Even his name suggests strength and beauty. I must try and get to know him."


"It'll take a long time," I replied, thinking of the two years which had taken me to figure Salamo out. I was still finding out new things about him.


"Filemu, you know why people here get to hate Psalm. It's because he's not tied down by puritan taboos. He's not scared of letting himself go. He's himself. I'm a New Zealander like those poor bastards in there. And were the products of a puritan upbringing. You listen to us talk and you'd think that we're so open-minded we wouldn't give a damn if men rooted women down at Courtenay Place. Yet we'll be the first to rise up in arms if it actually happened.'" He was almost shouting. "I'm coming out now because the grog's getting me. But I bet you that when I get up tomorrow I'll put on my mask and smile at all those buggers I hate, and I'd bow to all the bastards who are important to my career. And I'd mix with the people I've been brought up to mix with feeling all the time I could get up and smash their bloody smug faces in and go and look for real people!" He threw his hands up in a gesture of despair. I handed him another glass and waited for him to calm down.


"Filemu," he continued, "My father's a bureaucrat. He makes three thousand quid a year at a job that has killed him. He wanted to be a writer but he didn't have the guts to make it. Money and prestige killed him. Now he's incapable of love. He's bloody dead... We have all the things New Zealanders associate with security, yet we've got nothing. Yet your friend has no money but he has everything. He hasn't lost himself. He's alive and kicking. You Polynesians are lucky. You feel free... " He couldn't go on. The glass dropped from his hand and smashed itself on the ground.


"Do you love your country, Filemu?" he asked me after a while. I nodded.


"I love mine. But I'd like to go overseas... But then I'm afraid of getting lost in the world. I'm even bloody afraid of seeking what I want. I know that if I stay here they'll cut my --- off no matter how hard I fight the knife. Then I'll turn out just like my father and all the dead bureaucrats. I want to be a painter. I don't know why I'm trying to get a degree when I should be out there looking for real people and real things, and not be trapped in this mad house of self-complacency, smugness and walking talking corpses!" He broke down and cried. It was the first time I had ever seen a whiteman cry. I suddenly felt something close to hatred for Salamo for pulling the mask off Mike's face. Was it worth taking the mask off? If there is only suffering and despair behind it, is it worth taking the mask off? Perhaps Man had created the mask to avoid pain and for that it was better if it was left on? I didn't know the answer any more as I sat and watched Mike crying like a little child.


I felt someone come and stand above us.





"What's the matter with him?" a female voice asked. It was Mike's girl.


"Go to hell, you hitch!" yelled Mike before I could say anything. His remark hit her hard. May he she's in love with him, I thought, as I watched her leaning on the railing.


"I think you'd better go inside," I whispered to her, "I don't think he meant what he said. He's drunk!" I lied deliberately feeling sorry for her. She turned slowly and went inside.


I sat for a long time listening to nothing in particular, thinking nothing, almost as if I was trying to listen to my own heart beating and trying to prove to myself that I was alive, almost as if I wanted to fade into the darkness never to appear again but to remain part of the terrible beauty that was night.


"They're fighting!" screamed a girl from the door. Who? I wanted to ask her, but I knew who was involved in it. The question burst into my mind's eye again as I sprang up and ran into the sitting room - 
Will He Die Like Christ?


Salamo lay still on the floor. His face was in pain. The blackhaired girl knelt beside him sobbing. The room was still. The short squat whiteboy who had said black bastard stood above Salamo. He held a beer bottle. He saw me coming. He didn't move. I hit him hard. He fell to the floor. I kicked him once, twice, three times. I picked him up and saw his face distorted with pain. He was glad that he was being punished for what he had done. My arm swung. The fist smashed into his face. I hit him again. I hit him again. Someone screamed. It had nothing to do with me. I saw the boy's body hit the floor like a lifeless doll that had been thrown by an angry child. I felt nothing any more. Someone's arms came around me.


"Stop it. You're killing him.'" Someone screamed. He wasn't shouting at me. He was shouting at another dark man who had been hitting the whiteboy. Someone pulled the dark man toward the door. I felt myself going with them. Mike was leading the man by the hand. I wanted to tell him it wasn't me. I looked back into the room. Salamo lay as if he was dead on the floor. I wanted to go back and help him up. I couldn't ...


I woke the next morning with a headache. I was in my own room. Silly of me, I thought. I slept fully clothed. Then I saw the blood on my clothes. It came. Everything came back. I had been the man who had wanted to kill the whiteboy. Where was Salamo? He wasn't sleeping in his bed. Someone else was sleeping in it. It was Mike. Where was Salamo? He was on the carpet with the blood around his head. I had to go and help him up and tell him that he shouldn't have drunk so much beer. Beer only gives you a headache and makes you fall dead drunk in someone else's house. Dead? Dead? I screamed. Someone tapped me on the shoulder. I looked up, it was Mike. He was sad. No, he was drunk. Yes, that's it, he was drunk. Last night couldn't have happened. I had been drunk like Mike. Salamo had been drunk, that's why he lay on the floor looking dead. The black haired girl was screaming. She was only acting. She's a good actress. Boy, could she put it across. She can even cry real tears, just like mother when we played a game called "funeral".


"Boy, you really bashed that bastard up good last night," said Mike. I looked at the blood on my hands and clothes. I blinked. I knew.


"Did it happen?" I asked Mike. Mike nodded his head slowly.


"Salamo?" I managed to ask.


"He's ... He's in hospital."


I just nodded my head, nodded my head, nodded my head.


"Is..is..he?"


Mike shook his head.





"Good," I sighted, "Good, he's my best friend."


I turned over and fell into a deep sleep. Salamo was alive..alive..alive.


That afternoon we went to see him. We were silent all the way. I glanced at Mike. He avoided my eyes. I knew then that something was terribly wrong. It's hard for anyone to hide pain.


The taxi pulled up in front of the grey hospital building with shiny brass railings, and we got out and went into the hospital. Mike was clutching some flowers which he had bought. The flowers were beginning to wither in the heat. I didn't know the names of the flowers. Ididn't care. I only knew that the flowers were dying.


"He's in there," the nurse whispered opening the door to Salamo's room. She acted as if she was afraid of offending the silence that armoured the whole hospital. "Don't be too long. He's in no condition to talk."


We walked into the room. Mike cluthing the flowers while I clutched fear in my heart. Salamo lay in bed. His head was covered with bandages. I noticed nothing else in the room. We sat down quietly beside the bed.


"Hello, Salamo... I don't think you've met Mike." I managed to say.


"Hi, Mike!" greeted Salamo trying to sit up, I'm sorry I have to talk to you from this position, but I can't seem to be able to get up. That kid sure had a wallop in that bottle." He chuckled softly.


We didn't speak for a while. I wanted to but I was afraid I would say the wrong thing.


"Well, Filemu," smiled Salamo,"I'm going to die!" He said it as if he enjoyed saying it. "No one's told me yet, but I know. Funny, but I knew and felt myself being born from the womb of my mother, the same as I now know that I'm going to die. Don't look so sad, man. I've told you before that birth is the same as death. There is no great difference. One is the beginning and the other is the ... Who knows, maybe death is only another arriving and another beginning. I don't care if I don't know anyway. I'm happy... By the way, is it sunny outside?"


"It's a beautiful day," replied Mike.


"Sure wish they had put me in another room where I could see it. I bet you my old friends are sitting in the park today enjoying the sun and the colour and the flowers... That's where I spent most of my time when I went walking. I went and talked to old men. Let me see, there's Johnny, the one who always pinches bread from restaurants to feed the pigeons. Then there's Joe. He was a major in the war. He killed twenty Germans. He's got one arm missing and lives on a pension now. Very funny wan," he paused and chuckled to himself, "Joe told me that when he came out of hospital he went after little boys. Then there's Gus. He's the funniest liar of the lot. He spins some prettygood yarns. Mainly about the women he had when he was capable... Hell, he's funny. You ought to go and hear some of his stories." He laughed but I could see pain in his eyes.


"You don't have to talk if you don't want too," I said. He ignored my remark. He kept talking.


"You know those swans they've got in that lake. They must be bloody good to eat..." He spoke on like an old man who had only memories to keep him alive. We sat and listened to him like children listening to a storyteller tell of times long ago, tell about things we never knew existed. Suddenly he asked, "What are they going to do with that boy?"


"The usual," I replied, "A trial, a verdict of guilty and ..."


"He didn't mean to," Salamo interrupted. He spoke like an old man forgiving a brash youth. "You must try and make that plain to the police."





The nurse came In lightly and said, "I'm afraid you have to go now."


"Let them stay, nurse."


The nurse glanced at him, smiled, nodded her head, and left us.


"The journey has ended," he said to us, "And I still have my box of dreams. You know, Filemu, the suitcase I brought from Samoa with me. It's under my bed. Take it home to my family... I hope they don't suffer too much. There's too much suffering in the world already." Then I noticed that he was crying. It was the first time I had ever seen him cry. I knew why he had called his suitcase his box of dreams. It was a symbol of himself which at the beginning of his 'journey' he was afraid the whiteman's world would buy for gold. I cried and could not stop.


"The answer is simple," he said, "Will you please go now? Please?" We stood up and stumbled toward the door.


"Mike, thanks for the flowers!" he called.


It began to rain lightly as we came out of the hospital crying. I looked up at the sky. The sun was hidden by grey clouds which began to cast their shadows on the earth. The rain grew heavier. And as we walked away from the hospital Salamo's words came back. "Will you please go now? Please?" I felt light. At last I had been able to do something for him, at last.


That night he died.


As I packed his clothes I came across a pile of things which he had been writing. On top was a short passage which ran ---


"
Last Night I Saw The Moon Turn Red With Blood, And I Heard The Cry Of New Life Being Formed In The 
[
unclear: Wome] ,And Felt A Rose Bud Burst Forth In Scarlet In A Small Garden Fenced With Gold , And I Saw...." The passage stopped, unfinished. I picked up a pen and finished it---


"
And I Saw The Last Man Die And Knew That It Was I."


I opened his suitcase - his box of dreams - placed the sheet of paper in it, and then closed it.
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