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From the Tirgstday i entered this new school

I knew, as 1 stood in the vestibule ---

whicn was only an gveriang ufzthc shed

¢n the Church Street side --- it firmed in me head
thet I couldnt learn ip this madhouse environ.

RiRc¢ peprhep

“

» that made me quicker to try on
the culture of surviving in din
by closing the mind and not ietting in

s e
i

the class teacher’s beliow,
tigr,Cigre gRIETHat the wiuahii;
WE new teacher was male. A Mister Rigkel®s.)
**0**
ARl SO, It iS easier ungerstood
Wiy, VVoi Deing & siar PUR1%, "wedter than good,

Witnin a year, wiis VIKMy hag plummetiec
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at Top Edge, or see a cocke-brim's fright

telling me that Kkingfish were out on the bite.

in short, this starmgupiijmgami indubitablymms once
a yi'incagog at cast cranci, grew into a dunce.

X TR
i aormthtfodppd —,
Abdcsanensatfiumbout tnen, I made the discovery
Lana wept very silent so hope of recovery
steadily Taded} that me eyesight was poor
and steadily declining more and more.
out so hated glasses {ugly things in those day$)
I sat psex in me mind and made search FTorways
10 Ysee" the blackhnard. 0Of course, ﬁhis was crazy.
But then, 1 found BOOKS! And if ad? £15% was hazy,
all also cane clear Ln che pggERNRId close.
Hhat mntteffzf\t) jE:ihﬁhl WasSyhzar comatose?
(Many years will pass beteres! succumb
Lo glasses. Then, WHAMI doy! HWasilnunbdl
What a wondertul Qurld was suddenly revealed
Lo a lover of W, Phat was so long cuncealed!)

ER N

's)
" Lo
Yei, mavbe, s loag :ndeﬂunw#to darkness
Saeil . ; 5
nad LA me, oe—seeian, A nDold-ober largesse.

ﬁkU*x
Ve LENVEPSCOYridR, p »niaced in Fourth, due
52 .

Lo e strong performance at the interview;

; ok coming ,
fresh Trom stardam, as 14 been Cwamng,

e . PR - . Hummivg
all me computers were well-Ted and wpuawing.

y o FioEed . - ’ G ek = I 4 -~ - v %, o = by
managed to move with the Class up to Fift

¥l

and there stuck for two years before reaching Sixih.

‘ bl
sut, yet, no matter that thers was disas PM?‘IZ dmm waM\a ba
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who'd unzlu ~deeL ~Lareers <tStoess tnmsiyygl d made.

(&euamber’rme geﬂleA!UMpCG #& two class years

so I was younger than all of ine peers.)

Moreover, they came from such dreaded unknown

as veckiord Street, Matthews Lane, Chancery, uptown
Ceoss Riraso

far as lopsingtan ~--- and one who had been

tram-ricing daily all the way from Papine

all nhis life. @88 Knew ways of "popping"™ conductors

that made him foremost of profit-extractorss

ki Rk

Two years in Fifth. jﬂﬁyzdi simple statement;

but to a small kKid, hell; no abatement.
A teacher with nét very much~'magination.
Staunchly untouched by mesculktvation

in any art (s érant geography
Akl

and so, t&gggfgzxyg nearer human, ie—me)

Eight years old ==» but must learn to seek cover
k Vélﬂ/ ,[ ,r
from ciesebensy Canel tongue‘fof a math lovery/
/Nﬁo look®d om such items as music and literature
as a benhaviour requiring strict stricture.

"A man s0ld SOWS eee boy, what was his profit?"

Lord-0) Flooor, cpen! I'm bound to guff it!
Arithmeticl Alr, there was their funl!

seven minus seven tgothe power of none.

At least, it sounded just like thg nonsense
e fert Wereh
Plve syt wrlttenA Jut ~—mew, recompense

10 /s 1 hag hoped, even as I hung danglingyj
some day, computers would do the untangling.
Deus ex machina --- but rascued too late.

T had wma Tiwmasn £wam madh Yaarhoare. 111 fate.
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In the summer of 'Twenty-iwo, I was uncaged,
Kicked up into Sixth EBook, since 1 had aged
sufficiently. 1 became & back-bencher.
Feeling a fish out from under the flencheg/
in time, before I had likely stopped breathing.
fow I break cover. And face the need seething
for sucihh a long time. The need to start
putting g-nib to paper, and head to heart,

pRymILE
and WRITE. A deomise I had carefully beétrayed
in me angst to do "sums" and escape ﬁ%;?grade.
sut now I was out; inhore civilizedgcdime
with @ new teacher. Beginning @ time.

***0***

i nad long watched her. For the two years
I stayed in Fifth. Lositng me fears
each time she toofz?ointlynnwv1classes in singing.
For, in a beautiful“way, she was bringing
into me child%s wind, the touch of a truth:
that waat was felt good of, should hold no ruth.

o
Even 17 Meseoapeird hield that their choosing

was tre one factor tnatl,.ég%; you from losing.
S0, music~-days in that troubled Fifth

sustainaed this pikni, waiting for Sixth.

susvained this pikni, waiting for Sixth.
khk(hhk

wkEGRFE

Her name was Miss Myers, plump, smiling, pink,
Her neme was Miss Myers; plump, smiling, pink
@ﬂ@@ﬁﬁ@@@ﬁ@@ﬁﬂ@@@@ﬁﬁ&@@ﬁ'@@ﬁﬁ@ﬁﬁﬁ@ﬁ@ﬁﬂ@ﬁ@@@@@

deughter to the Principal; me first real link
outside of home with the reality

of being alive to the practicality
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gﬁ achieving what mayjat what you do D65t5
and not worry unduly after the rest.

In Fifth, she discovered me love for music;
how quickly I'd caught the art)so fusic

of other arts.‘;’w&ve a bravo

lAi JdL‘D &
by sendlng me off 1ntoA

g;gg;ag Sﬁrcarollelw1tn the Kkind of aplomb

\.'/el‘ P y

usually from seasoned performers come.
And'also made me somehow to learn

to me it gg%; naturals; like going off-stern
the Killerig tug, #em at High Holborn Stiet
I've told you about. To make it complete,

in no time she had me youthful canto

in the Parish Church %Wt/’ =

@
She was lead altolt7[j
,/0’166 /Z/fm
/ébg%éée darkly glowing in, gister,

dvaRmast of Raaly e I A T

qo/
ure as the muted chéd of Green bay

(}n winter months at the close of day
when sunset-sports in a candent quiet

cver the Hellshires; and singing skies riot;>

EE s tE

imp, w” MH#
sut I kKnow, even more impprtantly

somehow she'd found out, supportantly,
that I'd been handed this gift-&-bidden

to write; a cause I had carefully hidden

£rom me wwM -fufmv—-LoEm?
FFSHrHSQESFlgagfema%hs-&csaa benemoth/
WY NP - VISR :
0 geuld conceivably ; Vil
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/Ij-iiuwuiSyins “sums". 42§Eiiféggg;;> ’cwz

since they @88 taught English composition

yet would never givewrecognition

to this pupil; while those in cypher

were ilionised; never asked j&why-for

should they decide to, without risk

ignore otner subjects. Math was the whisk

Nods
into fame, smiles, qgﬁ71 heado f satlsfactlon

sut then came this day, early Class/Six

wdﬁz;w told to write on Columbus® fi¥

sailing into an unknown oce€an

with aught but skill andya craz2y devotion.
***U*** ***u***

The morning Miss Myers gave out the project,

[ caught her @yesdmiling at me; the object?

See whetherywe could do a historic

story with style, content and logic

on deadliine; and yet be a work of merit.

We had an hour in which to do it.

Uh, sine was ccol (as always she'd been)

cut she and 1 knew that in this scene

ot ‘rithmetic, science --- we Knew that

music and litt., chat's what I'm good at.

she knew (now I kKnow) tnat the gleam in meeyes

was because I now saw 1 could cut down to size

finger-snapping show-of#
those yzﬁi%evvgﬁﬁSe-mgétigdec1ma?rsts

A

4o Sélewop - Hianae
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***0***

God! How it hit!

I mean the emotion:

w@fé}’fﬁere, on the blackboard, the theme—&«promotion/
So, wholly oblivious of indifferent teachers,
inwardly folleowing the craative iﬁzggchers,
I quietly climbed to the deck of the Nina,
climbed into the shrouds tq%ark where the Pipta,
Santa Maria lay; down to the poop
where the poor Admiral, tied in a loop
by his anxietiesjwas glad to talk
to this fellow-voyager from blackboard-&-chalk.
Sharp as he waes, Uld Chris wouldnt bicker;
since I'm from there, he‘d‘be that quicker
finding the Islandscand make his UDiscovery:
Bonsidering his.crew were concocting devilry.
Hungry, nQpe;essly scared from their wits,
ready to mutiny (and go where? The Twits!)

***G***
So, there, in that great barn of noise, I wrote
me very first work ihat brought me some note;
through me first Publisher, a stern market-reacher,
the girl(she w?ffl[gﬁe more) J&Z% &&= tecacher.
Behind her back, we all called her Ulga.
A Russian name, rhymes only with Volga

#¢ you'd expect, but Scandinavian

£for “S%ﬂ@*«j f1z4§£@%i well s Hee Canibotwsn .
Gl wie in love with BR BT bovg i Vi Bur .
Qg belynt uw,OIJT/%% wliw D a s K,
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15t tipe we met her, rPercy Milleg
touching our Sixties --- my God, we were shy!
Fkk(jRhdw
gut let us return to that Central Branch day
when on Nina's poor déi}k (wormy, é}way)
I wrote this letter to Seville in Spain
of me trials, et cetera, journeying the Main.
They were all helpful, Gé%ﬁ Conquistador;ﬁ
fzd me through passages, on a long tour
of the sad ship so I'd know what to write
to folks in Seville of their sorry plight.
Scrambled through holds with, I think, he was Juan.
Swarwned up the mainmast with, J Thaipk, Caliban;
Helped to haul canvas, grew adept at sounding.
Comfortably rode wéth the mmall ship's pounding ---
and, boy, did I put out aspowerful report!
Miss Myers decided that work of this sort
needed &n addience. So to austere Papa
she showed ma effort. He stared. "Olga,
what do youthink??" And she said: "Do it!
lihat a good effort! Let's not subdue itl"
And yeu know what? {gaézgiy.'fﬁey changed the rules.
All work in this largest of city schools
halted., And meunting the wall-to-wall stage
usec for vaudevilles, at that time the rage
{next to the Ward, of all city halls
our schoolhouse was sought for theatricals, balls),
moeunting the stage, wis high collar gleaming,
famed flogging-hands curiously deeming

by gestures to make us_bedieve he was tenderp
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towards\hé for now, "0Old Fred" did render
‘“me compo in tones close to reverent
and naned me “author". What an event!
Anc¢ me, crouched deep on the bench in confusion
wondering had they forgot the conclusion
of certain teachers in some disdain,
this was all I was good for, to me bane?
Ikt ¥ ¥g
sut at last in me mind no alarming uproar
at not liking math. I had literature!
And music and history and geography!
And a hope (possibly)0 a biography
would one day explain the small secpet gr#%

I sometimes wore as I-revelled within

o~

among me real friends, the folk of me fiction,
% Y

“she wondrouswwor}d of that innér election

~~~~~~

to tell of the—past, .
aliens who arrogahtly see fit to try.

*kind written by

***0***
"MISS MYERS", this excerpt I now send you
t0 say much by many to you is due.
Elsewhere, in me CHRONICLE, you do appear

but for now, a tribute, small, but sincere.

-
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From THElKINGSTON CHRONICLES, the book-length bio-poem to be published.
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From the first day I entered this new school,

I knew, as I stood in the vestibule ---

Wthh was only an overnang of the shed

on the Church Street side ---(it firmed in me head éﬁ%ﬁa&u; 5@%@935

e S

that I couldnt learn in this madhouse environ.
And perhaps, that made me quicker to try on
the culture of surviving in din
by closing the mind and not letting in
the class teacher's bellow.
(More grief at the wicketss
new teacher was male. A Mister Ricketts.)

| * k() K%
And so, it is easier understood
why, from being a star pupil, better than good,

within a year, this pikni had plummetted

so far down, who'd thought he once summitted?
An East Branch genius in Infant Reader,
skippedetwo classes tooThird; an Achiever
in the Fleet Street Catholic. academy,

_ ‘ Cicfer deloRes !  vp4,
Sister—Quimez 6}1edhiapéespnz$; NGod o' me!™

when she heard they were moving her prodigy

—

OhTa :
to the Anglican school. Sillnlwtragedyl \44%5

*k()k*

And now, here I was, fine Eastin boy-child

tossed in with West-enders,loud and wild.
Here I was, seaside-boy, strange surroundings,
A bl

-nﬁ$3%b¢% to back oars, or even take soundings

by the run of the sea over the shoalsy

or fix a position the way the bush folds
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at Top Edge, or see a cocka-brim's fright '
telling me that kingfish were out on the bite. f%vvlbqa
In short, this star-pupil, indubitably once
a guineagog at East Branch, grew into a dunce.

**0**
And somewhere '‘about then, I made the discovery
(and kept very silent so hope of recovery
steadily faded) that me eyesight was poor
and steadily declining more and more.
But so hated glasses (ugly things in those days),

I sat . in me mind and made search for ways

to "see" the blackboard. (Of course, this was crazy. ’wﬁéjﬂw‘

But then, I found BOOKSI(And if all else was hazy, dnf iy,

all also came clear in the pages held close.
What matter else I was near comatose?
(Many years will pass before I succumb

to glasses. Then, WHAM! Boy! Am:I numb!
What a wonderful world was suddenly revealed
to a lover of it, that was so long concealed!)

*k() k%

Yet, maybe, so long indentured to darkness

made Seeing, to me, a held-over largesse.
**O**
At Conversorium, placed in Fourth, due

to me strong performance at the interview;
fresh from stardom, as I'd been coming,
all me computers were well-fed and humming.

I managed to move with the Class up to Fifth

and there stuck for two years before reaching Sixth.

But, yet, no matter that there was disaster )F%»Vﬁz
"

ingide the eclacernnm nutcida wac a hlac+awnl
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For new friends were made those in me grade

who'd built tougher street-careers than I'd made.
I'd jumped
(Remember me genius? two class years

so I was younger than all of me peers.)

\ x>

\4/
Moreover, they came from such dreaded unknown

as Beckford Street, Matthews Lane, Chancery, uptown

far as Cross Roads--- and one who had been

tram-riding daily all the way from Papine

all his life. . Knew ways of "popping" conductors

that made him foremost of profit extractors. J

*xkk()kkk

Two years in Fifth. A simple statement;

but to a small kid, hell; no abatement.
A teacher with not very much 'magination.

Staunchly untouched by me cultivation

in any art (grant geography

and so, nearer human, thankfully).
Eight years.old --- but must learn to seek cover
from cane and from tongue of a math lover

who looked on such items as music and literature
as a behaviour requiring strict stricture.

"A man sold sows ... boy, what was his profit?"

Lord-0! Flooor, open! I'm bound to guff it!
Arithmetic! Ah, there was their fun!

Seven minus seven tgothe power of none.

At least, it sounded just like thisnonsense
I've written here. But there'srecompense

as I had hoped, even as I hung dangling,
some day, computers would do the untangling.
Deus ex macnina --- but rescued too late.

I had me Tumnsg from math teachers. Tl fate.
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In the summer of 'Twenty-two, I was uncaged,

kicked up into Sixth Book 51nce I had aged

B

sufficiently L_I became a back bencher

i ”/QJJ?V%g

5eeling a fisn out from under the flencher

in time, before I had likely stopped breathing.

Now I break cover.(}iﬁLface the need seething?zivwé

for such a long time. (/The need to start) d&qﬁ
putting g- n1b to paper, and head to heart
and WRITE. A nromlse I had carefully betrayed>ﬁ4yé

e

in me angst to do "sums" and escape Fifth grade

But now I was out; inmore c1v1112ed c11me

with a new teacher.( Beginning a t1me. )5%Yvé
- "\ V-

***0***

I had long watched ner. [EBr the two years)ULﬁg

AN —
I stayed in Fifth.Losing me fears ,> &ihfﬁ

each time she took our joint classes in singing.
For, in a beautiful way, she was bringing
into me child*'s mind, the touch of a truth:
that what was felt good of, should hold no ruth.
Even if others held that their choosing
was the one factor that kept . you from losing.
So, music-days in that troubled Fifth
sustalned”thié.plkni, waitiny for Sixth.

***O***

Her name was Miss Myers; plump, smiling, pinky

daughter to the Principal; me first real link
outside of home with the reality

of being alive to the pract,cality

R 020
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of achieving what may, at what you do best;
and not worry unduly after the rest.

In Fifth, she discovered me love for music;

how quickly I'd caught the art so fusic

of other arts.(EEEEE;ve a Eﬁixé:::7zgg¢9
by sending me off intawsinging solo.

Sang Barcarolle with the kind of aplomb
usually from seasoned performers come.

And also made me somehow to learn

to me it was natural; like going off-stern

the Killerig tug, at High Holborn. Street

et ————

I've told you about. <E; make it complézgl::>ggﬂﬂ/

in no time she had me youthful canto

in the Parish Church choir.
She was lead alto.
Her voice darkly glowing in that register,
Warmest of range; tonal magister.
Pure as the muted gold of Green Bay
(in winter months at the close of day

when sunset sports in a candent quiet

e ————————

over the Hellshires:(E;;w;?ﬁgggé skies rio€T77¥t> jﬂ¢¢6

*kk()kkk e

But I know, even more importantly
somehow she'd found out, supportantly,

that I'd been handed this gift-&-bidden
to WRITE; a cause I had carefully hidden




at any sign I was considering
relinquisihning "sums".

Bewildering
since they taught English composition
yet would never give recognition
to this pupil; while those in cypher
were lionised; never asked why-for
should they decide to, without risk,
ignore other subjectslf:;ath waé the whisk

into fame, smiles, nodd?@% satisfaction.

£ ;
Mﬂ cherished subjects speli malefaction.

*kk()kk*x

But then came this day, early Class SixJ

we're told to write on Columbus"' fix

sailing into an unknown ocean

with aught but skill and a crazy devotion.
***0***

The morning Miss Myers gave out the project,

I caught her eyes smiling at me; the object?

See whether we could do a historic

story with style, content and logic

on deadline; and yet be a work of merit.

We had an hour in which to do it.

Oh, she was cool (as always she'd been)

but ;?e qnq:I knew that in this scene

of 'ritnmetic, science --- we knew that

music and litt., that's what I'm good at.

She knew (now I know) that the gleam in mgkyes

was because I now saw I could cut down to size

those finger-snapping, show-of-hands decimalists;
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tnose this-by-that-equals-that ologists.

*kk () KKk e 7
God! How it hit!

I mean the emotion !

There --- on the blackboard, the theme-&-promotion!
So, wholly oblivious of indifferent teachers,
inwardly following the creative inreachers,
I quietly climbed to the deck of the Nina,
climbed into the shrouds tqmark where the Pinta, [”

 —

ol X7
Santa Maria lay; down to the poop ;i;%,Q}
where the poor Admiral, tied in a loop
by his anxieties, was glad to talk
to this fellow-voyager from blackboard-&-chalk.
Sharp as he was, 0ld Chris-wouldnt bicker;
since I'm from there, hqld beNlat quicker
finding the Islands ‘and make his Discovery;
considering his crew were concocting devilry.
Hungry, hopelessly scared from their wits,
ready to mutiny (and go where? The Twits!) i Za WA L

***0***
So, there, in that great barn of noise, I wrote
me very first work that brought me some note;
through me first Publisher, a stern market-reacher, h
the girl(she was little more) wiic was me teacher. 3
Behind her back, we all called her 0Olga. -
A Russian name, rhymes only with Volga

as you'd expect, but Scandinavian

for "saint"; travelled well to the Caribbean.
All fell in love with her, the boys in Sixth Book

And believe we still do unless I am mistook.
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Last time we met her, Percy Miller and I,
touching our Sixties --- my God, we were shy!

***O***
But let us return to that Central Branch day
when on Nina's poor deck (wormy, a-sway)
I wrote this letter to Seville in Spain
of me trials, et cetera, journeying the Main.
They were all helpful. A Conquistador.
ied me through passages, on a long tour

of the sad ship so I'd know what to write

parlous
to folks in Seville of their plight.
Scrambled through holds with, I think he was Juan. e

\

Swarmed the mainmast with, T think, Caliban;zégzz,éa/v é:)225%¢4/

Helped to haul canvas, was streng at sounding.
Comfortably rode with the small ship's pounding ---
and, boy, did I put out a powerful report!

Miss Myers decided that work of this sort

needed an audience. So to austere Papa

she showed me effort. He stared. "Olga,

what do you think??" And she said: "Do it!

What a good effort! Let's not subdue it!"

And you know what? They changed the rules.
All work in this largest of city schools

halted. And mounting the wall-to-wall stage

used for vaudevilles, at that time the rage

(next to the Ward, of all city halls

our schoolhouse was sought for theatricals, balls),
mounting the stage, his high collar gleaming,

famed flogging-hands curiously deeming
understand

by gestures to make us he was tender



w @

9
towards us for now, "Old Fred" did render
me compo in tones close to reverent
and named me "author". What an event!
And me, crouched deep on the bench in confusion
wondering had they forgot the conclusion
of certain teachers in some disdain,
this was all I was good for, to me bane?
But at lastjin me mind)no alarming uproar
at not liking math. I had literature!
And music and history and geography!
And a hope (possibly!) a biography
would one day explain the small secret grin
I sometimes wore as I revelled within
among me real friends, the folk of me fiction.
The wondrous world of that inner election
to tell of our past. Not the kind written by

aliens who arrogantly see fit to try.

R R

"MISS MYERS", this excerpt I now send you
to say much by many to you is due.
Elsewhere, in me CHRONICLE, you do appear

but for now, a tribute, small, but sincere.

Vic Reid
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& foreign paa%s rom me own wEEEEES ae Ton
o East UrAMlH Sgnool on a MAY AFTERNUURN
cross East (ueen Street, the saw-mills, 2% soon
inte Barnes cully, deer and wholly
unbridged, clBmber cown one side slowly Q;)
walking on stepping stones over the stream
led by the Sisters, untiring they seem ¢
in 60¢@e long black gown and leather girdle;
foence~like, 4tigh starched collar enclircle
nead, neck and chest; and long black veils}“%
Crucifix a® Rosary like stmu Llack nailss _
i\ BwT Hother Evangelist at the head of the colut,
beakﬁn%sed and warted and absolute awesome.
&
Ut vestwn Sister Quinez is walking nearly,
ﬁéce in her hablt"@n t%%4¢§“ked cheanrly §
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& 5
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And wWoulg you bclieVL up_aneadyin that line,

m
pa beautiful g1rl~child who w
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T¢ love and to cheris t, worship
for fifty-cdd year %The time of our courtship
uegjn, v oen '9t eigataeﬂ, I saw hey aggsn e
. - lives B!;nn “then.
5P
4nnqt then ca‘led INFANT REALDER) would pe
e vare VIS e —— N :
¢ She'd (g;)

in anlalbum and aii the children aver g
—— 1ihere was no doubt even then of {gg intent
ever to speak her mind in the event

Soie idiot mistook a madagggig,SQ Eii&nsﬁga
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to turning the obmmr Ccheek, would be reduced
in no time to jelly. Totally confused.

Dem Fisdo, st Coluon AmnpivednGES

%, o g : . ) 4
“7/S/W amf%% dg‘wﬁ\(‘oﬂy ), 5 .




s .
- N
/ And would you believe, up ahead in that line, ‘
one pe mine?

Jadems o beautitul girle- chinf%ﬂﬁ.ﬂ#@gn day

to love and to cherish, respact and‘ﬁbrshiy

=
T

fifty-0dd years since the days of our courtsnip;
»
Marciing up front, her eyes bfusily,
T‘I\Q/JCM«»,/L ~
Sl STy sizingA?s 2448455 uneacily

we braved the gully, walu‘nc on &gy

ﬁ@nurrﬁ even then égreat legs?)
““:ﬁﬁﬂﬁ%E tukﬁ was 23£§%; INFANT READER would be

the graue 3 wa& in; she in A-b~C

but saucy as ever.

There's a photo of her
which

in a famil ?loum the children aver /.
discardad 1 doubts of the constant "intent
ThErc=ngs~ no~doadt~even~then=of-Asr=Inteént-

ever to speak her miad;## i _The event

some idiot mistook a Madohma-like face

and assumed that as such she was given apace
to turning the cheek, would be reduced

in no ime to jelly. Totally confused.

when 1 saew her again;

younger than me, our love began then.

Yz

vear rFriends, fof%%ve. I did ramble on.

Bit of me, of she, tc sample on.

Vat,God knows, at Golden Anniversaries

siience aint golden. viseourstveness—is.
biscoursiveness is.

i
d
fi
1
4



And now a word on me travels o unknown

foreign territory from me cwun Rae Town;

from £ast Branch Schecl on ¢ Hlay afternmon
cross East Queen Street, the saw-mills, soon
int: sernes Gully, deep and wholly
unbridged, clamber down one side sloﬁly
walking oh stepping stones over the stream

led by the

&

isters; untiring, they seem,
in long black gown and leather girdle,
fence-like high starched cclilar encircle
hiead, neck and chest; und long black peils,
Grucivix, Resary like shiny black nails.

head
Andhother Ebvangelist at theb@@B of the column,
beak-nosed aend warted and absolute awesomes
Sut me own Sitter Cuinez is walkipg hnarly.
fice in her habit, one eye winked ‘elearly
at me stumble on gravelled Lissampt Road:
ner 1ips form laughingly.\"Poor little toad."
ow come then, me, Anghigan family,
walking with nuns% M) anomaly?
[t was because'at “he Lop of Fleet Street
was kast Branch Scheool. Could run there harefeet
in rompersand siate-~less as I did one day;
followed me bredda Len whom I heard say

L

e stomge the plum<tree during doh-ray-wc.

 EXCu

e
v

ed singing-class; his doh came ocut cee).
Took to Sister Quinezg who said she'd engage
me in pre-school till I came of age.

So, to the redbrick schoolhouse, ne,

cf cobhled yard and coolie-plum tree.

sut back to me merch_ to Cathedral that day
the Virgin's Festival in the month or HMay.



And would you believe up ahead in that line

walxed a beautirful girl-child one day to be mine?
Te 1ove and to cherisn, respect and te worship

for fifty-cdd years since the day of our courtshiip.
Marching up front, her eyes busily

cizing the land, as, uneasily

she braved the gully, walking on eggs.

(! wonder. Even then, did she have great legs?)

What vook was I in? Infant Reader wouldybe
me own grade; younger, she'd be in A-5-€
but saucy as ever.

Thzra'ls 4 pNBEONoOT her
in a farily album which the chilgdren aver
discerded all doubts of the constant intent
to speak her mind elweys in the event
some laiot wisfook evMadonna-like face
- &nd assumed thag a®osucn she was given apace
te turning the eleek; would be reduced
in no time to jelly.

forally confused.

Seventeen she was when I saw nper again
from Aipha nign. Uur love began then.
Always exciting; cnancely harmonic'i.

of course, she freguents me Kingsten Chronicle.



Geod friends, forgive. 1 have rambled on.
bit of mae, bit of me, to sample on.

But then, at Golden Anniversaries

silence aint golden.

Biscoursiveness is.
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THE

From Vic Reid's

KINGSTON CHRONICLES

the book-length
bio-poem narrative
of his Life

and his City

(To be published

in two volumes.)



ﬂ-l Now a word on me travels to unknown
4
foreign territory from me own Rae Town;

from East Branch School on a May afternoon

Cross gast gueen S:j:reet, the saw-mills}' soon @M&,

into Barnes §u11y, deep and wholly
unbridged; clamber down one side slowly
walk‘lb on stepping stones over the stream

£ B M . A RE mw
;\\' led by the §1ster§k untlrlngA fow By

in long black gown and leather girdle;
fence-like)high starched-collar encircle
head, neck @ chest; and long black veils,
Lrucifix, Rbésary like shiny black nails.

head
dﬂl%ﬁother Evangelist at the #of the column,

beak-nosed and warted and absolute awesome.

e by me
But me—ewn Slster Q&J.D.E-Zh “ nearli/}

~ KA 2

)I/lce in her habit, am wmked/\c early

at me stumble on gravelled L1ssant Road

Py

%REHK$” 11ps form laughlngly, "Poor 111ét1e toad
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walking with nuns? An anomaly?

It was becauschat ghe top of Fleet Street

was East Branch School Could run there barefeet

in romperghnd slate less as I did one day;
e big brodda
¢~<nhom I heard say

followed me‘

he stoned the plum-tree during doh-ray-mee .

: (excused from singing;
i : 1Ah1$ doh came out tee)

W
'5, me in pre- school t111 I came of age.
e "L Sl Y Urg - W U W A ] AT N A

§o, to the redbrick schoolhouse, me, \\

of cobbled yard and coolie-plum tree.
P BREAR — (@ BREANK — \
! \ ”But back to me march to Cathedral that day e

“Vlrg1n S Feétﬁ.il in“the month of May.
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And would you believe up ahead in that line

walked a beautiful girl-child one day to be mine?
spiaito subbscting

To love and to cherish,

for fifty-odd years since the day of our court@*ﬁlﬁ

Marching up front, her eyes busily

sizing the land, as, uneasily

she braved the gully, wa1k1ng on eggs
Lave (.B,W”.J

v Monder’E/ven thenf/\“ she .Agreat legs?) _~ o

= R e~ /<

What book was I in? Infant Reader would. be

me own grade; younger, she'd be in A-B-C
but saucy as ever.

There's a photo of her
in a family album which the children aver
discarded all doubts of the constant intent
to speak her mind always)in the event
some idiot mistook a Madonna-like face
and assumed that as such she was given apace
to turning the cheek; would be reduced
in no time to jelly.

Totally confused.
o o L
Seventeen she was when I saw her again

from Alpha High. Our love began then.
Always exciting; chancely harmonic'l.

0f course, she frequents me Kingston Chronicle.



Good friends, forgive. I have rambled on.
Bit of she, bit of me, to sample on.
But then, at Golden Anniversaries
silence aint golden.

Discoursiveness is.
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' A { i
Either on its #own or linked to Evensong éﬁ‘ ?1;3{52

\
\
\\

//\) B)Q@/( \\
Frequently, Sunkdays at Evensong,

the Sailors' Hymn is sung;

along,

from the Book of Common Prayer
W§;#‘Psalm & Collect for the seafarer.

Usually done when ‘Rector or Curate
aboard a steamer, well past the sea-gate
at Rort Roya}jis bound on Home Leave,

a status once a year they achieve.
Fourteeni i 21 days sail by banana boat

(lessens his Home Leave; a month afloat).
And sung too, when, the ships on our station

(The North America & West Indies Squadron)
come #to port; and,ﬁ?g?nly Anglicans,
attend in numbers; being war=veteramss 0ld war hands.

Older men, calm, in their very white duck.

@ff@jﬁ;Unlike the Americans who run amuck

" through the whorehouses, get drunk in bars,
drive the streets wildly in hired cars.
(These dont wear duck, but linen gear.)
And when that great church takes up the old air
Nﬂ9§E HAND DOTH BEND THE RESTEFSS WAVE 5

thunder#i@g it through the vaulted nave,

and make
through the great doors,/esecsomd, <= tower
straight up:

O, TRINITY OF LOVE AND POWER!



THE TELEGRAMEMAN //;;;; The Walk over
the Mountains

to Uncle Johnny

-’

Late in the afternoon, the postman came. i

riding his bicycle; T
though not the same

tall, red coaster the regulars use.

Héd no lamp, GPO Seal, clear clues ...

We saw him rounding the Water Lane corner.
The telegram-man.

The bad-news borner.
Red-corded trousers neat-clipped at the cuff.
Blue serge. Bras$ BUPTONS. Peak-cap at the luff.
He turned into Fleet.
Slow as a salt-schooner.
Bive
Stopped.AjﬁﬁRﬂ sidewalk-propped.  So then, no sooner
me and Len knew this one was trouble.
He was a stranger.
He had no bubble
of fat leatyher bag on his bike.
Moreover
he rode too slowly, with care, looking over
all the street numbers.
Qur regular postman
knew to a T how the family-names ran.
Bish family
The f/\?xzn all lived at Number Four.
The Buntings were back of that brown door.

The Desdunes lived at high step Nineteen.

The Spaldings gate had a running hog-bean...



ON ME & LEN WALKING 70 CHURCH
ON A SUNDAY MORNING
WITH MODDA.

And all the way to church we were greet
By those at the gates along Fleet Street:
Railway Wives ywilth husbands "down the line;"
Fishermen's darlings watching the shine
Of the sun on Wareika; they know The Cloud:
The bitch that dresses 4be sou'-east in'a shroud.
And, one and all, they nicely beg:
“Please seh a wud fi wi, Mig Meg."
@
And the little teacher at.the Catholic school;
Sarjan the Barber, Ole\Scja on 4@y stool
Jiddling his violinw(always Humouresque)
The score on aSwift box for his desk;
Ole Soja's face full of ginalry
(ﬁ@w else keep sane in the milit'ry?)
Alucks a note,‘gives her his wide, sly grin:
"Miz Meg doan figget a wud fi mi sinl"
@

And the cheerful small-whores at the House by the

Where the auto-piano never ceases at all;
Mostly blue-eyes from the Pedro bush,
High-heels and satin, always in cush

(For the Yankee sailors like the long hair;

Reminds them of back home and Modda-dear)

Wall



2
Softly one calls from an upturned beer keg:
“Please to seh a Sunday wud fi mi, Miz Meg."
@
And the bulla-bakers in flour-bag bibs;
The tram=-driver's wife, known as Er Nibs;
Seven~Eleven dicers, caps on backward,
Kneel in the gutter, wrists twirling clockward
Like on the oars, being fishermen,
Faces fiercely crying: "Gawblimi! W'en?"
To Lady Luck; and, suddenly shy:
“Pray fi mi, Miz Meg," though I dont know why.
@
Thel turn again to the yellow-white bones,
Giving the finger-snap, the anxious frowns.
And a peaka-peow gambler woken from a dream,
Hurries down Fleet Street to. Stake the dream-theme;
Sharp in Battersby, Sunday scarf, owe to win
From a Chinese«banker whose name is Eg;; You Chin.
Puts on a swagger, tells her jauntily:
“Doan figget, Miz Meg, to seh a wud fi mi."
@
Sixpence a marX¥k and if you "ketch an eight,"
Twenty-four Pounds. How resist that bait?

Turns into the Peew shop. Chin, high-shelved within

'Gainst police raids, lets down the Nestle's tin,
Collects coins and ticket, ratifiesyx (in Chinese)
Once again lets down the tin (now filled with mind-ease).
Looking through his spy-hole, Chin sees us, cries:

“You play fi Chin to Massa God, Blight Eyes?"



@
I know, today, that she was young and pretty,
Tall face-bones, brew like Queen Nefertiti
two of hers
Sunday-walking ke boy-piknis/4fwe3 on the long
Walks to Mass, or Matins, but always Evensong,
Must have won affection in our neighbourhood
?f loud and friendly ways, that some may call rude.
True,
tWett+ trwe, could be calm as the sea a Northing morning,
Yet, could be arming to blow without warning.)
@
Bawdy, yet gentle to the footfall of a priest
North or
From the=Ne¥t Street Catholics,/St Michael's in the east
(They were the Anglicans), or from handsome Wesley
(They were the Methodists). Nevertheless test y
poco-spirituality;
Protecting our township's s=peece=spes=
Sharing with zest this challenging duality
Oldsmobile
As merrily embraced by our/imebiie grand-folk
As by our facety foot-mobile land-folk.
@
For some of the strongest pillars of our churches
Occasionally shook to the beat of poco-searches
Into the rhythms of a saucy booroo-mento
Quickening an Ancient Hymn with poco-tempo.
So, as we passed Mother Minott on an early

$teodreit hevinatosyrapuldndnbéade péiskeadng pearly,
Stroll in her poco-wrap, the beads glistening pearly

The great revivalist could incline her head:

"Please be sure, Miz Meg, a good wud is said."
@



Ch, cheek-to-jowl in the sweet Eastside

We lived! Exploiting this fine seaside-

gift from our city to this populace

Dwelling on the water; open to the brace

0f winds pure-fed in passage through a Goshen
Of immaculate thousand miles of ocean.

(Morning, Mister Rawlins. He's a fire brigade,

in charge of nhorses. Smiled. "“A wud in aidl")

©

We have left our family yard at Number Eleven,
And as always, left into Barry Street, and sevenm
Full blocks ahead, straight asa piper-string
Going for a bug-bait, is our main street, King,
Located on
@a=whiéeh which is our own Parish Church,
Named for St Thomas; like a preacher, perched
King-to-the-sea
gn a mound at the Kémg=and=Rapade intersection;
ad
Where wheels-each=tram=like=g=rumbling=crustaceans
Down which each tram wheels like a home-going crustacean.
@
Seven full blocksef sixteen crossings.
(The Gold-Hanover block has double traversings).
S0, good~bye, Hume Street! Now, west our faces set
Into Barry Street --- and immediately met
By the first big whorehouse sitting at the corner;
Set in nice grounds. OUne Madame Warner,
Mulattoe
Mulatto or white, piled hair in a tower;
Tinte® gold teeth, top; one in the lower.
@

Standing at her fence, green palings in brick,

Wearing bone bangles which she waves, click clicKe.

Modda nods politely; but behind her bhack



5
s
We long out our tongues; a joke we crack

With Madame who expects it and makes a monkey-face.
She's nice. At anytime, me and Len can race

into the only, unless

ia=her yard's cherry trees; uniessy=ken=says

The gate's locked
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‘0N,ME~&—tENKﬂALKING TO CHURCH

ON A SUNDAY MORNING
WITH MODDA.

And all the way to church we were greet4ﬂ
by those at the gates along Fleet Street:

Railway Hives ﬂé%@(husbands "down the line’t)?/’

SueiThe ;B
Fishermen's é&i&aﬁgs watching the shine

df the sun on Warelkqgigiéy know The Cloud: ‘&v/y
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fhe bitch 4@t dresses @ sou'-east in-a shrou;%’[)
fﬁd, one and all, they nicely beg:
wo’A
"Please seh a wyd fi wi, Miz Meg."
@
And the little teacher at the Cathollc school;

St Gl ..
Sargan the Barber, Qde=Se¥a on ##s stool

iddling his violin (always Humouresgue)J
[ %'Suee """ S
on a Swift bOﬁ*;Or his desk;

Ole Soja's face full of ginalry
(ﬂ@w else keep sane in the milit'ry?)
Plucks a note, gives his wide, sly grin:

ward
"Miz Meg do/nﬂbhgget a we# fi mi sin!"
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And thelcheerful sﬂ§=$¥whores?a%9€ﬁe House by the Wall
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High heels and satin, always in cush

lorﬁl 11ke’the long hair;
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Softly one calls from an upturned beer keg:
3 "Please && seh a Sunday wad fi mi, Miz Meg."

@
And the bulla-bakers in flour-bag bibs;
Phe Srdnedriver's wife, known as Er Nibs;

T e fe

‘gevenfEleven dicers, caps on backward,
Kneevﬁ?ﬁ the gutter, wrists twirling clockward
fike on the oars/(geing fishermeﬁ)
12ces fiercely crying: "Gawblimi! @lgﬂ?"

fb Lady Luck; and, suddenly Shy: 0 AP

Pray fi mi, Miz Meg, Lﬁiﬁough I dont know whx) ~*wﬂ2 5
and turn again to the yellow-white bones,

§1v1ng the finger- snap, the anxious frowns.
# becu(q =" u"’@\-’ﬁ—[(i —y
‘@‘2 Mpeow gambler ” from a dream,

yI/urr/‘\ down Fleet Street ' Ee’/m,\dream theme;
__f@t Anb -ULK Sivhence

5 ; Sxp@gy /scarf, to” win :
i /? FA FooK Sl”"j

" ~.-;
from a Chinese banker name

@| fKays s 4
/futs on a swagger, Kjauntlly

"Doan figget, Miz Meg, @@ seh a wad fi mi."

@
)
(Bixpence a marfk- @ if you "ketch an eight,"
Lt SucH
Twenty- fourlﬂounds. How r 1stl baltz)
—‘\ — -
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Looking through his spy- hole,qf -
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"You play fi ®&#m to Massa God, Blight Eyes?"
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o Tl S KEVAKK{VM ’[W U“P‘L\
intd the riythms of a saucy booroc-mento;
heating an %ncient hymn to poco-tempo.

. BREAK ]

Thus, as we \passed Mother Minoit on an eariy

9

; stroll, wearing turban, beads gleaming peedy pearly;
(long, lovely walﬁfred ner Barnes Gully “ground"

1 through McWhimdey, Fast Gueen, Hgﬁ Holborn, round

-i back to the Gully and her poco-place
uf flowers, hHoly \oaves, white clotns and lace)

the the great revivalist nicely bowed her head:

"Please be syrg iiz Meg, a good we'd is said.”
; :

For ail of us in this\ sweet Eastside,
living in this funny, \lively, sussy seaside
by the Avenue itBeslinds, this populace
dwelling on ihe water, en to the bra.=

of pure-fed winds in passgge tarough a Goshen
of whistle-clean, thousand\miles of ocean,
each of us knew each;

each ha§ a care.

A (Never siort.on manners \in bad times or fair:
X “Morning, Mister Rawlins!\
;  Ne's a fire-brigade;
// grooms®® the horses.
'gi; Smiles. /
igf "A\wo'd@® be prayed!" ¢
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.
: into the rhythms of a saucy booroo mento;
to
heating an Ancient Hymn wiée @ pocoftempo.
K
@

Thus, as we passed Mother Minott on an early iyl 7

stroll, wearing turban, beads ggleaming pearly)ég/jy 7Wk5 ﬁlftif%?fﬁ/

the great revivalist nicely bowed her head:

AM@1>‘-ZE}§§se be sure,erz Meg, a good wo'd is said." 6j“i%%; )
@ b s

For all of us in this sweet Eastside
funny, 11ye1y,

living in this/&iwikesssesl sunny secaside

by the Avenue tramlines, this populace

dwelling on the water, open to the brace .
of winds pure-fed in passage through a Goshen

of whlstle’—clean thousand miles. of ocean ---

each of us knew each;
each had a care. .

iii%ﬁéver short oﬁgﬁzﬁhers, bad times or fair.
i/;})q,,'ie?uL-(”Morning, Mister Rawlins!"

He's a fire brigade; ¥ L
in charge of horses. -

Smiles.

as a school of fingerling

bait, to the' Big Street, King.
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(long, lovely walk from her Barnes Gully "ground"
through McWhinney, East Queen, High Holborn, round
back to the Gully and her poco-place

of flowers, Holy Loaves, white cloths and lace)

O it

W . »
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Parr 1. The Eastin Collection
WALKING TO CHURCH ON A SUNDAY MORNING WITH MODDA

J

BwfiﬁiyAnd all the way to 1Il»§hurch we were greet

by those at the gates along Fleet Street:
(matas g s
railway wives %%own the line"); ////~ume\\\

GAVGING . -
5 : : Ut
fishermen's/sweethearts the shine Yiting
B ! %“““g @ w4

of ¥@& sun on Wareika;

(they know The Cloud:
AW%§D~;the bitch which dresses sou'-east in a shroud) {4

gy g;nd one and all, they nicely beg:

s
.U¢; ~anb( k
et "Please say a wo'd fi we, Miz Meg."/(; £ Q\\\

I
o \ e ———
formi V' T

RE/%/< :

ﬁ/ﬁbf3%nd the little teacher from the.Catholic school;

Sargie the Barber seatedﬂeﬁ‘his stool

fiddling his violin (always Humouresque),

score on a Swift box)for his desk m;@%
Aﬂhf t>01e Soja's face full of ginalry

(how else keepisane in the milit'ry?)/

plucks a note, givééjﬁls wide, sly grin:

( ‘ \
X%Qé>‘? "Miz Meg, doan flgget a wo'd_fl mi 51n"pggégzggg

'“'"”“T?7““*\ R
, NER T e
Land ~7And the nice litﬁf whores at the ﬂpuse By The Wall

where the auto-piano ceases not at all

(they come all the way from the Pedro bagg, Fhu%'
Sitks amel G maww/ /,Q Rr?m
now 1m1hlgh heels i i '
_ o YRBNS
ndet ) for GllyYankee sailors like h;p long ha1r°

in nostalgic longing for Modda-dear)5

Sbftly one calls from aanturned beer keg:



We meet a Warner in her white robe,
white tie-head, howling: REMEMBER=36B#
"REMEMBER JOB!
ANANIAS THE LIAR! JUDAS THE CHEAT!
THE LITTLE BOYS OF BETHEL — THEM THE BEARS EAT!"
And me and Len shiver for sometimes we teased her.

Would she, like 'Lisha, make me a bear-feé&der?

“'Mawnin, Miz Warner!" me and Len call quickly.

The 22X Warner glares. Me=and=kens=sickiy.
Me and Len, sickly.

But Modda holds gm hands@ somewhat tighterj

£EPEEEPCAGCARCHLPECMARACCHAEARLARACRERRALAACCRPEGARRERR

@z} see her small smile and step on brighter.



f?wt\
2 INEY
%) (2 e
e
‘?"Please say a Sunday-wo'd fi me, Miz Meg! ///‘ﬁﬁﬁﬁ@f

st = i\; o
E,E/Q ~

OrAetN—> And the bulla-bakers in flour-bag bibs;
the tram-driver's wife, known as Er Nibs;

seven-eleven dicers, caps on backward,

wrists twirl#g clockward

/e&&&&&&&&&&&&&&&

like on the oars (being fishermen);

kneeling in the gutter,

faces fiercely yelling:

"Gawblimi! W'en?"/ SZog’
\ . )
to Lady Luck; and, suddenly shy: y o

) "Pray fi we, Miz Meg. "/‘5JG

(Though I dont know why.)
And turn again to the yellow-white bones,

he finger-snap, the anxious frowns.

hur ﬁﬁgg.down Fleet Street to stake the dream- themeb

felt hat, silk scarf, sixpence to win
N Known AS iy
from a Chinese bank/ér gn&;uwFook SlnM* :ijyj

LEE

puts on a swagger,aqﬁnujauntlly /"

ﬂm%%i>‘€? qu?h flgg;tr Miz Megho say a wo'd fi nah?’ ﬁfkaqﬁsj;
\_r--..,‘,___/
(Looklng through his spy-hole, Sin¥sees us, cries:

@ Aot t7 "You pan fi Fook Simito Massa God,
(,; 44:7 / @/ )_._#-___ =
P REAK :>

—

Bllght Eyes'">

S



Miz Meg 3

Carpenters, bricklayers, handsawed and trowelled,
skilled men whase strong hands stone-walled and dowelled
the Wray & Nephew taverns, sturdy and neat,
throughout-

add &&&&&&&‘&&@&}\the City:

"Rum babies teat!"

snaps me Aunt Caro, disliking the stuff —
all wearing neckties; no day to dress rough;
working on Sundays while rumshops close:

"Mawnin' Miz Meg — any wo'ds you chosel"

A "drop-pan pony" out early | ‘
- (first pan ’
f/‘ will drop as early as the Banker can)
i 13 to interpret his dreams from a dog-eared
/@ \
%\ Dream Book
‘\ at pauod foP o )iy g, 2y P ﬁ;[my

\ (boughtﬁflmes Store;

nobedy—#ea#ed
\/ : Eholleo fregat. Wt frs Lagan—Lllesl e, #4° M

g,t&Pﬁed“*gﬁbd“\when the __ numbers=matched
happaﬁ[ﬂﬁﬁﬂgﬁﬂﬁeOB%E"tneMUTEng‘mEY—ﬁ"—MAﬁHtChed T

shows his silver to us as we step pass:

.....

"A wo'd fi'good luck, Miz Meg, at you'
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b

I know, now, she was young and pretty,

(Qw@-;'tall face-bones like Queen Nefertiti;

with

(4o T amnel
M her two boys on theAm long

and‘to Evensong
journey to Mass/\ e G i

won the affe/;:tu)w of .our district
QRpokirg '
/N@'D—?Of free sp1r1ts ‘ onstrict
L Tl pegsount . EAsTIN

m ways;
/7/;,?@, U A o A
ever c&@k/\q n1ghts nor days.

/ﬁ REHK

/N@'_)Sunllt streetsr\v;e__ know as "Eastin",

;ﬂord nanced "Rae Town“# gunts : least in

e

our yard- tongu9

Bay calm mornlng

/’Vdﬂj#ﬁf“"“/\ logtoRm - Blow
~ Warmng.,
2 . MWe & gentle at a priest's footfall

/ fromzﬁ'grth Street Cathollcsl ar -5t M1chae1's stall
g (t__,_jéwc Anglicans) ;or Tower Street's Wesley
E
/‘:/ (the“(qu.Methodlsts)
e)Sﬁl'/“/
All the same,

2 . ouh

in w support of poco-actuallty} §

serving with zest,{fough m 1oglca11ty/ ’

W@"‘W” 't

/\“ -gmbraced hy ourn motar-car folk
Las by the footmobile,small-yard broke

booking net 2 J
mAa quattie to his purse,
"y Eastin,
/’Vd"\ L supports. A chapter and verse.
- @

wel fcﬂ;
W@‘%ﬁ@ fact, some 4ilew® pillars of our churches

* known to shimmy to the beat of poco-searches



o
. * » into the rhythms of a saucy booroo-mento; ngi) _gﬁ @%j

heating an ancient hymn to poco- tempo& fi wmrnouém, W\ﬂ dakeo Nt hows
oy1/?3\;§Thus,v§§2%§§%g§g%;}Mother Minott on ;;’g;;T;Lé%fijfffiji;;;;;;éﬁjV»wf’

stroll, wearing turban, beads gleaming P@REE@ pearly,

(long, lovely walﬂfrom her Barnes Gully "ground"

through McWhinney, East Queen, Hf& Holborn, round ﬁ@7ﬁ7 £%512b6¢

back to the Gully and her poco-place

of flowers, Holy Loaves, white cloths and lace)

ﬁdﬁ%%f' ;ilthe great revivalist nicely bowed her head: o

"Please be surgaMiz Meg, a good wo'd is said." <%f%z/

8ﬂ%§i)ié7For all of us 1ﬁw£ﬁ1s sweet Eastside,

living in this funny, lively, sunpy seaside

gy the Avenue i!ﬁﬂh&#ﬂ@§)/thls populacéﬁh}éﬂ@#‘%”m

dwelling on the water, open to the brace
of pure-fed winds in passage through a Goshen
of whistle-clean, thousand miles of ocean,
each of‘us knew each;

each had a care.

MDUC NG
’mever short on in bad times or fair:

"Morning, Mister Rawllns'"égﬂgﬁ

He's a fire-brigade[

£iee-
groom to ¢Qﬂ horses. >
t lu P

=2 J-ihy e 7
be prayed /ﬁ @“/ ;,'bﬁifm

at
( My - Roma H“““A°4<:Z%zh
qre y
funed % PJAW%% ﬁﬁ o N Lugy
blooks akesd, nﬂmqkf oo b f/\/qtﬂ.puw] N
ghopls. fe & p s HooF RAIt, 4 fx Shatt; KiNg,
F ‘tﬂl oA &:7‘:1 Pa)\w/\

% for O Thomda) 0% & preae

——

leso Pnﬂz,h‘ » )
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Mindful of other ?r; eir faith they keep'll. Cééé%é
Laughter—filled Vi : ‘raad"? a wisdom '

> 5

P N Wi
{ .X/ﬁ'h) /“LZ.[_\_/B PMW’ “ﬂ*&é’—'—mﬁ /Dd/l‘t X
on A SMALL HILL WHEre theﬂ?%*egizﬁ:can#ee%+en N

/L.A’Af"
turns the trams seawandJ ellow eﬁcsia;eaﬁ=’ﬁﬁnf 737141 :
bucking and plunging to the street's: foot‘??

where, a metal plaque, by the gove:nment put

marks me town's place on the planet's surface;
Ploce N The o TAar

e piece=ef lattltudeﬁne feet hedsd purchase.

©

“You know what, Micky?" Uncle Micky said,

showing me the marker, "Jt goes to the head / M G / i
g j‘ (gmo faﬁ\’Z?\L e »K[, Lo Iom O }/fr( gz ¥
when you remember, M1cl>~"@ T

At O PO

7
Q

Scarcely a day he doesnt give a lessont

Fugs s
Says too muchﬁf&e#bie caused by people guess'n. %flhw«
& 7 ?lznz& @m, u)tf%/—
Oh, you'll hear much about Micky Brooks [:” fﬁ<¢u¢c eax hkw

and High Step)cw Tower Stree@yhich overlooks

5 ')
much of our "Eastin", the homegrown way [ e Cres ﬁ”’ﬁ““” wo o “
urehsto Joﬁyh /
we of the City's East End used to say

our district's‘ name; which went from Fleet
to Paradise . {ilses
So, gird you tp greet

tne Eastin Collection of wonderful People.




¢ 6
Total of eight blocks, sixteen street-corners
through foreign territorys Sunday sojourners.
Gl .
Good-bye, Preds=Strest (whispered), fﬁceswest-set
into Barry Street. And at once weive met

first of the big whorehouses; at the corner,

TvREJER
set in nice grounds. One Madam wgfgéxg)

white lady, hair piled high
ROCREBOCORPCERABRCERRARAEE to a tower;

three gold teeth, top; one in the lower.
Stands at her fence, green palings in brick,

wearing bone bangles; she waves click click.

Modda nods politely. :
But, behind her back

me and Len show our tongues --- a joke we crack

“TORNEA.
with Madam Y@ewer. She makes monkey-face.
The Madam's nice.

Me and Len may race

anytime through her yard (mango, plum trees)
"'Less 'Merican sailors there taking their squeeze,"
grins Aunt Caro as Modda frowned.
For her two boy-childs were standing around.
(You'll meet Aunt Caro much in me Chronicles
tickling your hair-roots down to the follicles.)

walk T
S0, we 'l eew-—inta Barry.

The next big House
is at Ladd Lane aomser; a constant carouse

of cornet, piano, drums and traps

'cepting on Sundays; then you wont hear baps

From=gry House Nobedy—inwine



)
-
b}

: 7
from any House.(i;;body in wine
till Evensong's over --- say about Nine);

plote
a narrow, tall howse built straight off the &8&& street;

iron-railed, red-brick, sashes, all neat ...



//CiOoPekﬁﬁl
WHEGLWRIGH T2 .
CRVLKER: @ CHi)r /Qi'7/{{‘ ;

N

Ok o ok

And all the way to Chufth-we were greet
'bﬁ?tgose at the gates along Fleet Street:
5331way wives (husbands ghgn@"down the line");

fishermen's sweethearts gauging the shine

of sun on Wareika; S \\

(they know the‘zrgad,

the bitch which dresses sou'-east in.a shroud).

And,one and all, they nicely beg:

"PLEASE SAY A WO'D FI WE,(MIZ MEG!"

C‘:Gllllhe,\/‘f
And the little teacher from the GaEeldec school;

Sarjie, the Barber; seated on his stool
fiddling his violin

(always Humouresque),

score on a.SWwift box, does for his desk,
(Ole Soja's face full of ginalry;
how else keep sane in the milit'ry?)
plucks a note, giveF ner his wide, sly grin:

“MIZ MEG, UDOAN FIGGET A WO'D FI MI SIN!™



sunday morning 2

And the nice little whores at the House By The
where the auto-piano ceases not at all

(girls all the way from the Pedro Plain

now in satin, high heels, money like rain;

for Yankee sailors like their long hair

in nostalgic mem'ry of Modda-dear)

softly one calls from an upturned beer Keg:

“PLEASE SAY A SUNDAY-WO'D FI ME, MIZ MEG!"

And the bulla-bakers in flour-bag bibs;

a tram-driver's wife, known as Er Nibs;
Dicelds

seven-eleven dfterf, caps on backward,
kneeling in the gutter, wrists twirl clockward
like on the oars (being fishermen),
faces fiercely yelbhing: "GAWBLIMI! WYEN?"
to Lady Luckj.and, suddenly shy:

“PRAY, FI/WE, MIZ MEG."

(Though 1 dont know why.

Anc turn again to the yellow-white bones,

give the finger-snaps, the anxious frowns.

Wall,

)



We meet a Warner in her white robe,

‘white tie-head, howling: REMEMBER=J6B#
“REMEMBER JOB!

ANANIAS THE LIAR! JUDAS THE CHEAT! CHE
THE LITTLE BOYS OF BETHEL — THEM THE BEARS EATI" J}HLS/17E§
. : RE BIED,
And me and Len shiver for sometimes we teased her. L
KT SeM T
Would she, like 'Lisha, mqke me a bear-feﬁﬁer? s OLE

A
“!'Mawnin, Miz Warner!"-me—andten call quickly.
The W Warner glares. Me-amdz=LeBs=Sickly.
\ _Me and Len, sickly.
But Modda holds dﬂﬁLhands@ somewhat tignter.
BOORCEPEABCAEOREPOERALEOEAPEROEMNNCERRPHCEROCRPRELEERE

wle see her small smile and step on brighter.



~

sunday morning 3

A peaka peow gambler, waked from a dream,
hurries down Fleet Street to stake the theme;

felt hat, silk scarf, sixpence to win,

from a Chinese banker named Fook Sinn,

puts on a swagger, leers jauntily, :
"DOAN FIGGET, MIZ MEG, SAY A WO'D FI MI“

And gggﬁﬁirtnrough his spy-hole, Sinn sees.ws, cries:
“YOU PLAY FI FOUOUK SINN TOG MASSA GOUs BLIGHT EYESI™

Carpenters,masons, handsawed and trowelled,
skilled men, whose strong hands Btéckwalled and dowelled
the Wray & Nephew taverns, Sturdy and neat
throughout the City

("Rum-babghr teat!"
snaps me Aunt Caro, disliking the stuff);
all wearing neckties; none dresses rough
on Sunday morning; everyone's trim.

“MAWNIN, MIZ MEG, 'MEMBER ME TO HIM!"




sunday morning 4

AA"drop-pan pony", out early
(first pan
is played as early as the Banker can)
to "read" his dream from the BANK®S GOG-EARED

Dream Book

(bought at Timms Store; paired
with full belief in its predict powers,
folks prayed to God for dream-filled hours).
ShowsShows us his silver as we walk past:

ZLESGN

"A WEBi0 FI GOOD LUCK, MIZ MEGy AT YOU' MASS!®

I know, now, she was young and pretty,

tall face bones, like Queen Nefertiti;
with her two boys on ‘the hot and lonmg
journey to Mass and to Evensong

won the affection of our district,

free spirits, brooking no constrict

to our pereonal Eastin ways.
HU '%Dp—L/mu

Never dulis aerb@rpens nights or days.



sunday morning 5

Sunlit streets WE know as EASTIN,
CHhg t
ord'nanced RAE TOWN (wh¥ebh counts least in
OUR yard-tongue).
O calmest

Bayegabm mornings
ané  Known to steem-blow without warnings.

. VQTwQ-KiZ§§§:§;#;z£1at a priest's footfall

' from North. ARerh
from-North ree Cath'llcs or St Michael's stall
fieon 1 ks f&défv

@Gpeyrpé i%wer Street Nesley(EMfﬁw céﬁ%w A&,égﬁg

in our support of poco- actuallty”
servxng,ygggzg;at therééggg logicality
equally embraced by our motor-car folk
as by our foot-mobile, small-yard broke,
bocking not a guattie to his purse,

but supporty?g EASTIN' chapter and verse.



sunday morning ©

And, for a fact, scme pillars of our churches
are known to shimmy to the beat of poco-searches
into the rhythms of a saucy booroo-mento,
neatingeating an Ancient Hymn to poco-tempo.
Thus, as we passed Mother Minott on an early
stroll, wearing turban apd beads gleaming pearly
(long, lovely walk from her Barnes Gully "“ground"
through McWhinney, East Queen, High Holbern, round
back to the Gully, to her poco place
of flowers, holy loaves, whiteé cloths and lace)
the Great Revivalist nicely bowed her head:

“PLEASE BE SURE, MIZoMEG, A GOGD WO'D IS SAID.Y




sunday morning 7

For to all of us in this sweet East-side,
living in this funny, lively sunny seaside/
onﬁthegAvenue car-lines;
this populace,
dwelling on the water, open to the brace
of pure-fed winds in passage through a Goshen
of whistle-clean thousand miles of ocean,
each of us knew each;
each had a care.
“ToU K | .
Never short on heme®Esg in bad times or fair:
"!Morning, Mister Rawliﬁii“

He's the fire-brigade
groom to fire-horses.

"A WO'D BE PRAYED!"




sunday morning “-é?

_ 1 LMoy -ball
And‘the ispwebed® man at Ladd Lane and Barry

loadlng his cream-cart with all it can carry:
so-lh jte -
{ﬁ@ -$801¢6-blocks in crocus-bag wraps,
strawberry, lemon syrup, and, in its straps
the wooden cream-bucket w#@h its metal container
(CE -~ PACKED
set at the centre, PEEREACKRUige- ﬁb& retainer

of the deep freeze; pebbled with coarse-saly

STAYS  HAADEAEA ﬁ\
the ice STAYS WARDERES FHOBEA ot cactinalt
VAPOLRS OF COLS Spite |
e gach time the lid

ovg
is raised for spoonlng.vznptongue s undid.

And 'frisco jars with theﬁong-handled pumps:
each time they go in,.out 'frisco jumps,
swirling and frothing, all kinds of flavours.

Homeward, we'll stop for snow-ball shevers.

Me and Lem.wave at our friend with good cheer.

“SAY A KIND Q0'D, MIZ MEG, YOU HEAR?"




sunday morning 67

And so all the way to church we're greet

in our wdlk to sit at the Goldsmith's feet

in me family pew near the Great North Door

of me parish €hurch with the tombs for floor.*

*BUT, NEVER MIND, AS ME CHRON'CLE GOES ALONG,
=TS
ALL WILL BE EXPLAINED IN WBy SEASIDE SONG!
/45
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WE FLEW OUR KITES AT BREEZY CASTLE é%QZQQ 'y
N

We flew our kites at Breezy Castle
where sou'-east winds blow to a tassle
heads of the 40-foot coconut trees;
bending them double with frightening ease.
P
A won .drous place for boy-childs to spend
mid-summer days.
Sun without end.
Acres of seaside, long stretches of beach
covered in seagrass; c@ﬁb-holes;in reach

of Palisadoes, exactly set

narrowest of the harbour-inlet.

Me and me brudda often swam over.
First wade the soft mud, toes spread like plover,
towing our canoe (a cut-off) we need it
for quick jump-ins, should cruising sharks read it

for lunch-time calls.

The beach at Breezy
offers long runs, so the kite-lift is easy;

the best flying-ground east of the Dungle



WE FLEW OUR KITES AT BRREZY CASTLE

We flew our kites at Breezy Castle
where sou'-east winds blow to a tassle
heads of the 40-foot coconut trees;
bending them double with frightening ease.
A worl &uwBRdrous place for boy-childs to spend
mid-summer days.
Sun without end.
Acres of seaside, long stretches of beach
covered in seagrass; ceﬁb-holes;in reach
of Palisadoes, exactly set

narrowest o€ the harbour-inlet.

Me and me brudda often swam over.

First wade the soft mud, toes spread like plover,
towing.our canoe (a cut-off) we need it
for quick jump-ins, should cruising sharks read it

for lunch-time calls.

The beach at Obreezy
offers long runs, so the kite-lift is easy;

the best flying-ground east of the bDungle



breezy castle 2

(that west-end hill, the badmans jungle).
But beyond and better than anything else,
at Breezy Castle was the bl;ye emptiness
of sky.
No perilous overhead wire
to catch our kites.
No devil. ishly dire
o
telegraph poles.

-

No clog @es—line lady
irately calling down wr;th, when her ready,
cotton-white washing gets dirty drag-marks
from a kite-tail's flip like a mad mud-lark's.
So whitely gleamed the cracked-stone streets,
your eyelids pucked in little pleats
in the squinty noon-time glare of
z2ine roofs.
Down-town had a fear of
fire-bu'n.
S0, the shingled. roof

stayed uptown in safe aloof.
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breezy castle 2

(that west-end hill, the badmans jungle).
But beyond and better than anything else,
at Breezy Castle was the bigye emptiness
of sKky.
No perilous overhead wire
to catch our Kites.
No devii;{shly dire
telegraph poles. _
No clotEhes-line lady
irately calling down wrath, when her ready,
cotton-white washing gets dirty drag-marks
from a Kite-tail's flip like a mad mud-lark's.
So whitely gleamed the cracked-stone streets,
your eyelids pucked in little pleats
in the § squinty noon-time glare of
zinc roofs.
Uown-town had a fear of
fire=bu'n.
+Re  Shingled
8o, ghe dhingiB¥ed roof

stayed uptown in safe aloof.
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When the wind whitens the furious sea, AQéZpLQ’

_’/
and the sea-grass bends, and the mountain's free s

breezy castle 3

of clouds, majestic, green-on-blue,

Hae :
and -agEpeey Street's streaked with salt sea-dew

westward to Grace Kennedy, Co
and tramlines glisten, white-sugar-on-gough
and horse-hackneys lurch and sort their way

(knock-kneed approaching, cockroach away)

we rush to Breezy, all getting ready:

HOLD TAILS! CLEAR LINES TILL THE WIND'S STEADY!"

Box-kites, Chinese-kites, big cutter-kites,
swaying and swing in climbing flights.
Stout frames of bamboo; some smaller ones

are palm-framed with cotton-thread bonds

and flour-pasted;

(for smaller boys,

never used in kite-fights, being just toys.).
Hawk-kites, tiger-kites, big Bejeh-jumpers,
a roar to their "singers"; powerful pumpers.
Small boys quit when qx!gr the roofs

come these Killer-kites kicking like hoofs.



my breezy castle 4

All those grand days which ended so soon,

at Breezy Castle XX in the afternoon.

The Castle, a concourse a hundred ¥¥ yards square,
had room for each Kiter from here to there
left and right,
to pull on his twine, snap e@gRECOBECOEEE
paper-singers singing, as, bellied tight,

kites loop and leap, tail-shiners menacing,

-pieces of glass, razor-edged, fencinag

Or A

at other Kites.
The other, fending,
skilfully wrists his own line, sending
a long, lethaletail ‘cross contender's strings —
andzgzsuddeng;xkilled Kite, flings
into the distance.
Beaten, a loser,
destined to be an aimless cruiser.
(aught on P vire; dejectedly strung.
Singer and flaunt tail abjectedly hung.
Or crash at Myrtle Bank. Or at Hanover.
Limp. bBroken. Formless.

Finished. All cver.

If §caught on a wire, its slowly shredded
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and passers-by joke that to flight its still wedded.

But cut from the life-line that alsc was shelter,

ingloriously ends.

Wind-whipped helter-skelter.
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Iron horse-troughs once marked our city
as modern urban.
l And were quite pretty:
wrougiWiewest and filagreed, three feet by six,
and Q?d three deepg on sidewalks, mounted on bricks;
; LOh—sdsewadss,

mounted=chr=brickss

feoaGegecREBRRERE
always abrim with water and clear
at morning-times; but by evening, green smear
from grass-stained heads of horses and mules
turned the clear water into green gruel.

Yet, a quick brush with the back of the hand

rewealed what was nice underneath.

Understand?

Now. Why does me Chronicle tell you all this
of horse-troughs and such? What artifice

scrabbles its tiny feet ready to s%r’ ? iyohiitflfszﬁttuyystor
What bit of colour will this @A& bring? |

Well, its really about long-distance running
and the h&Pd, @0 acute eye we aimed at gunning
for ways pggpa;ing ourselves to cope
with a wor of adgitsgpiadl, stronger. -

Biq FPeope , _— g To ope
ways of survival until we claim
our own standing-spetgLoom |
This was our aim

mostly unvoiced — but dont doubt it exists!
Just watch us kids' eyes! They turn like wrists
flexing and testing your warranty: :
whether it squares with your gutnaﬁ?3>~+&/ﬁ40w+r

But I'd best stop; or loose, like a sod,
: secrets so ancient their origin's with God.
It isPrdm this that enables us to survive
though caught so early =—— when we first came alive.

| So, back to our long-distance runs and trgughs
QZZQD'WHTEH—EEET}§ém§8ﬁ¥h§ﬁ grouped9Telse the laughs
8¢ _/ on this Storytellers
Three times a year
at Clovelly Park, there ig.a great tear

in old friendships caused,what's funnfily called
SPORTS!

Or mauling, Ux‘ﬁt Bathlefield wherqey veuarechawlsd bok oot ovt BéSt o ThE Gwoor,
church, Brigade Company. Gigs on a spool
spinning all day in heat and in dust,
jumping at pistol-shots — for do we must
or die in the glory-stinks of Sloan's Liniment,
pain, brukises, broken bones. :
Or, a misspent,
be thrown in the dustbin of Victor Who?
The fellow who neither could die or do.

To beat this, we trained herd before each Meet,
runniing and jumping in lane and in street.
We ran in the sand on the beaches to toughen
leg muscles; jumped trestles at the coffin

N
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workshop (Escoffery's in Temple Lane
a block down from school) but the big gain
whS FAE discovery, I think, by Phil Black,
a week when we trained for field and track
( (Throwing the Cricket Ball, the Hundred Flat,
Egg & Spoon, Three-Legged, and KXMKK things like that)
and moving up slowly to deal in great guile
with that Meet demon, the Kilier Two-Mile —
lanky Phil Black, old, wise, at twelve,
slants his eyes, backs his hat, whistles.
A delve

constanly working at seeking whatfled
to wealth and power — tphe delve had him say:
"How come the mule and horse runs all day?"

into a mind hid inside that rouq% head,

Knowing our Phillip, he's up to something.
What does our Meet have to do with a Dumb Thing?
His M8 eyes slightly bulged, long fi rs askew
(a great marble-player, thos fingefs knew
every ewoey trick in a flick, could span nine inches)’
% “Is it the bit? &g ér‘upper'? The cinch #s?"
iobody answered; we waited on Phil.
He lives on Beckford Street near 1o the hill
under the bDungle, Matthews Lane .corner
close to L. Frankson, his friend, both proner
{0 the® best pl@anning at .k work in our group
and better at catcnhing @hold of a croup
GeooCeECeO0CHBREE /< BorTing
even @8%the horse iﬁtihﬂ&&ng past.
Ready cup for we  Klatupemaditos—atmes¥®Eike a shoemaker's last.
(Save feor that aturday, on our way home

- from €@ Asylum P where we had come
on order& ga@ﬁ‘??ﬁ‘f%
of Parish Church u ds' Brigade.

Homing, we are passing the lovely compound (;;52?
froatingdthe Penlﬁgntlary, apfig looking around, e T
and spying.no one, climb the stakes, { C“Ih AND OUT FAST!!
sharp-pointed paling like hooded watch-snakes \!,5 Phil's instruc-

guarding the houwes where English warders \ ~ tions.
tﬁgzi Finged me earth's gifts in their yard-larders: “The slow get-
mango trees, hundreds of yellow-green moons ‘\ ting out is
provokegyin the crop months (this one is June's).\ \_ what put you
Of, we scale those stakes with faces dedicated - in ructions!

to right the wrongs by foreigners predicated.

And our pockets full, all in rr F7/u
for fear of being caught, we in a urry
and in sound desire to'Get beyond hailing! emﬁthPJQd»a7ﬁq4 on o paling.

poor Bnil,impaled g, knigh WHOR,2 6853638@ snivelled

though this time something in his plan swivelled.

BACK, THOUGH, to dealing with long-distance training
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" Nobody figured out why without draining

strength as we do, horses could stay
upright between ##® shafts the livelong day.

tuesses came wildly.

“i1Cause they eat grass?"
“slause they had four legs?"
But with such massq?

of legdafter legs as no human being,
#p@® shouldnt they tire twice fast as us, seeing?

TC MAKE a short story, Phil said he'd show us
at next distance-training.
. Noew, if you know us,
the time we chose to train the two-mile
was Sunday when we were dressed in style
in neckties and church-clothesl

PeluBdLPBbeBbBREEBRRABEBLREREER

to thg foot of King Street we duly wended
PebcEtbLcBOLOEEROGLEECOB0O0CGRETO0REERE

to start the long-run at Charles Metcalfe's statueC@ aZKn@MW @*ddé

ait Kitd isgreSit'sdadt' s fodand all the girls watch you N 67D wedl

for this is the Sunday §€6Génefhernoonspromenade . i ¢ 7

as elsewhere godbg in me Eastin cava1c5§@"‘“

Sunday-school @@€€¢ ended
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C, \_ THE REGIMENT DIED IN THE AFTERNOON

Thé‘Regiment died in the afternoon.
The flags were folded; the honours strewn
throdgh museums ;

the silenced bugles

claimed by their dead for their undone fugles.

Three centuries old, their Colours unfurled
on half the continents, half round the world
in Britain's battles 'gainst Britain's foes

from desert sands to desert snows.

~bead g ki 1‘: ;and L s hos a5
CaDVed 1n\dg witness me land's saddest bournlng

In October, Ninetten Twenty-six,
the Regiment died.

g CXis®al Tix, ;,
the
Whitehall andAHHQQﬂ!E 0ffice emexr (of War)

t——.y Thr e
G Q. (out the proud old W.I.R.
born 1n tﬁb Amerlcgn War au! 51nce,wﬂpanned

on sea and land.

* % % %

X ] 5‘0’91&/ /»\
Afternoon they died, I was ( me cousin,

I
Ralph, a sergeant) at the last »¥Se&m rousin'
show ot the regimen?;in a ticketed place

near the polo-stand; 'most face-to-face
with the English Governor in his pluméd hat,
benefit-sword; great epaulsts sat

on his round shoulders, taking the salute

of the Gladiators set up for the boot.

A T At DrL 67 alstarri nj ght
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) regiment 2

Me Cousin Ralph (on me father's side)

the army sergeant, financed me ride

on the South Camp tram, and me 'frisco money,
wangla, pinda, dé%ie with honey,

ice-cream, snowball — by the Last Post

of the Retreat, I would likely most

turn into mush full of glutenous ...

The good folk came.
Every t;amcar yields
scores.
And thousands cross the fields
from Alpha, Clancarthy, through woodlands known

later, these days, as Vineyard Town ...



HOPPING'S A LIFE-STYLE OF THE EASTIN BOY-CHILD

“Hopping's" a life-style of the Eastin boy-child.

ﬁéike riding a beast through 2& urban wild. @W
uah/gerous spfrt to “150 uni?iilg'a'g%d’i’iﬁ’éz‘j /
@W“M Toy Yo isQartosatraven,  Ap |

/

CRa <

: 5
On drays.lf&&ms\. buggies, @™ occasional car,

we fall like feathers.</;§Z€§iiégzﬁﬂé% ;g;i:::gQLNQ

alexting —— s O =, TE
VIOV e officialsl\m terget

to deal out the dues those chaffingithe law get.
THE DRAYP
R -

chiefesst,
deays are the nicest; Bach ircn wheel, slams,

Y R i Futts FaRgels, ’—\\ﬁ
UF ) three, cabet=tomgeee [ drays, buggies, trans, ‘, SQO

Stz

pounding a satisﬁﬁi‘i whumE up your Sping/,
M

on, the taillb lowest incline . %y ;‘1

of the rog;;floored deck in its frame of planks,

Sl WFe-~iron poles, chucks for the ranks

aauf
of saltfish\parrels alt-porﬁ,’i;:;asntnnvflour,-
all

sqltfbeef. cornmeal, rice, crackers.ﬁjower
uﬁntWevv%a%Awhere the drayman straddles

the &@ wooden shafts, chain-hooked to the saddles
FAReH~ NELKED

of wooden harness on neavy-sheayﬁerﬁn mules,

reared on the Pedro Plains, stirringly gules,

heraldif @ strength, flashing eye .
ngow~moving’ Job, no rushing Y‘-—é@g/

of telegraph and electric light poles,
play
which, at the hop-off, may pewe killing roles.



THe TROLLEY

The famous among us, such as George Veitch, ‘\\7
" /
<;;mi1ton (catked HOpPiEEﬂEBQlJ of Stephen Lane beach, /

_.—_,3——"/
become sotﬁgaégéé% of an absolute skill

f

i

at stepping aboard trams racing downhill ’,/7
|
|

BRI

H‘.Rof‘fl Wtk 1t

il et ol iyt
I@arlng down Paradise Street to the sea’/ ;

m@‘mi’w'ﬂ% ol el

poend Yellilig ang /(/’fk/r/:‘; i ecstacy,

Trams are the biggest challenge of all,
being the swiftest; for, if you fall,

its really likely something will break.
guﬁa/{:ﬁﬁre than one hopperﬁlhp given us a Wake.

Another hazard is the Roadmaster,
always an Englishman, face stiff as plaster
(and quite as white) boarding the trolley

at funny places; e.g., an alley,

e~

to grab the unwary.g<UBiiEE&EZ!EETLEIEElE//;DZgﬁé

Strokes of the tamarind-switch. Cﬁ!ijgﬁilffi:ﬁlf?' A; fgﬁé

But we were good. Those poor Englishmen

never could grab either me or Len.



Aty B
Veitch was very gifted, quss understand? \\\‘\ ’
Big as he was, that fellow would land 1
bird-lightly, dancing down the whole length
of that juggernaut with skill and strength. \ N
He was a young man (wWhen we were boys)

at the Car Company -—§f\these e his toys.

Drivers would "notch out" turning the bend
NG

into King Street, grin” watclﬁ him send “1

his body back-walking with the tram's heading :
and board a "back-hop", although it was fledding
Allpure i v /7] /
faster than safet &ﬁid-trams sﬁﬁﬂid bore. g
¥ A RN

But being experts, both knew the score,

drivers and Veitch, 1|lb 11hmunéng us
Mle,

to the farllimits of a\' genius.

God, he was good! In his three-piece suit,
jacket unbuttoned, white spats and boot,
Battersby felt hat down on one ear, [ \g
a dancing-master without a peer,
poised, as trimly he goes to his toes,
eyes on the rocking rails, cobbles, the foes
hoppers encounter, the kick of the treads ---
and the acclaim in the turn of the heads
watching a toreador's brave afternoon.

Braced; then, to toes; then, in catlike attune,
up he goes, airborne, fingers a-claw,

coat-tail a-flying (our breaths go ahh!),

aims for the mastodon, iron hooves flashing
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torrents of sparks, metallic clashing,

and, as it reaches him ---fthere! He's aboard!&i%é)

e et

Qur King Street matador!

All of us roared!

O
The best car-hoppers had their own gait §
we recognised: toes turned in, arms straight,
hands cupped for @Mﬁ grip on slender poles
a~a$
benchesjas it hurtles and bowls; 3
at e Lardo éw? LAY,
eyes flickég the length ﬁe#—ebsxﬁcis» {
sSums uﬁ

m\ﬂ\ >';1 Vlgllance#’% the good hopper's pussbs. W“f \
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THE BUGGY

A sort of shelf at the buggy's back
formed by the bow-springs, proffered a rack

1%
on which you hopped and—=rede that jouncing hack
ma m/zlglwni’é{) “Hey'

till sy -ﬂAyells h Lick-a-back:"
st TH het, s werP-
LA Jiren the busman . - - - flicks dde <Eoum=tToY shaft,

with the long leather lash lengthening its haft,

flicks the whip backwar$ ®» it snaps and snakes
s [he bus?
reand Ene rear>mw1th a loud crack, rakes

across your bottom, or shoulders, or feey:

A million scorpions.ii—fhn{:iigmii?P to the street."“égau4§
Recall.
And, yet, the buggy holds warmist ReRery— T X

(-" 2] Shw,/@ Pl ’>/;,'J
Tart  tagmgf leather, hay;J = &ﬁg&a’/ Loty

R old 1w R
omely things. ;BGFFJEEzax Paraffin lamp.

Cracked oil—skin deep-sprung seats. The whisk-and-stamp

u/ patient, compliant horse, standlng ﬂlpshod
: head bowed in light of stars‘\\jThlnklng of God'P )/\75
9&&92( —Such patience needs to be not far removed
from what most mortals claim and have not proved:

Are we the sole descents of Providence?

giﬂﬁﬁy\ > Go to the ant may hold new evidence.



Hith QIthime church-goers, & slow, easy style
wWes fhg témpo in singing and after awhile

it guickened a bit from the 3ad¢ "long-metre”.
Still, in my time, the lines st flowed sweeter
and still-geve. a chance for—tivepaetry



and still gavé a chance for the poetry and song
to strengthen, give meaning, deep-flowing along.
There was none of this fast-lane, rat-a-tat singing
of your modern congregants' quick, urgent winging
towmake the end, as if scared of beauty.

So, they rush past; having done their duty,
smack the Amen and hit the pew qui€kly,
BRubehiglelOsRenEORCEERE cREERACk  aerissay.,

to the Seekj being today's peoples

of flat-roof churches, abhorring steeples.

So the great hymns of Elgar, Handel

hold hands and scurry before some vandal
“"interpretation" by some soul-less glown,

dop can you hurry a Chopin nocturne?

Chanting the psalms wasothe most eloquent
praiseway in the musical element

of Anglican worship., Noet at Eucharist,

but at Matins ‘and Evensong, the Soliloquist,
Kiny pDavid, hadihis mighty monologues

.every Sunday end Saint Day set in catalogues

for chnanting, in the Book of Common Prayer

so stressed and scored that the great Song-sayer
had all his power poured forth devotedly

down the deeps of his rich psalméﬁz.

f
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i AyLINKAGE FOR THE CHRONICLES:
He smiled obligingly. He was avsmall man, compact and efficient.
A ! He closed his hand on the cabhage. IIle felt no earth. No sunlight.

T aviad "lihemiecal bitech!"



R S i Sea

1 was six. Len, sjéven. Dad was one of the BiIl1é@ Cascade/Mount Moriah

(?éfﬁ&ngReids. He was bosun on a freighter that used to ply the Boston-
¥

closed
Kingston-Panama ports. When the line @GRGPPEE the Kingston log,
we went, Mcdda, Len and égé AhE==ome, 10 live in Colon. For a year.

Colon was frontier. Slammingly alien. Modda missed her family, church
and Eastin. So we came back to our sweet seaside and B The Aunts

and The Uncies; and to Sunday Walks to Mass, Matins and Evensong.

Poor Sailor Daddy stuck to his cars on the Panama-U.S. run. How

else eat?

Such of whom read the novel NEW DAY will remember Caro, saucy, rebel-

lious, goodlooking, tough. Now meet the real-life Caro.

Breezy Castle was our Eastin public playground. The other was
Crab Hole, further easts HNobody flew kKites like Eastin. Crab Hole

was famous foir cricketers. Like a teenage boy named George Headlgy.

Myrtle Bank was claimed for EBastin. Eastin folk went to Maiden Lane
beach for the music and to watch the dancers and dream of affluence.

It also opened a magic windcwy’on the world when the Winter Season
opened bell-boy jobs and we rubbed shoulders with dons (ncble and Mafia)
and dolls (debutantes and tartis) and were, ocurselves, for a ZZB3¥d

season, affluent.

Gaslit streets cobbled and stoned. C(oal stoves@. Buggies. Trolley
cars. Great mule-drawn ice-waggons. Chinese laundries. Colour-coded

citizens. VYet, I liked the 01d City ...



ot P38 —add
I liked the Cld City ié which wwe were taught

to touch hats to ladies;
and if we were caught

cheating in achool, could lead to.expelling.

That was 'the highest excelling.

B il
pe—



' ORG AN ot Didy,

I liked the 01¢ City, the one that had heart.
Streets rolled in cxushed stone,
Houses that start
in redbrick foundations, ascending in wood
pitched
to gabééd or &18&8% roofs;
in sunlight, stood
shining tin-helmeted gainst the deep blue:
No make-believe North'ner; tropic'lly true.
Worn fire-clay steps, green jalousie blinds;
Ledge for the pot plants for those with the mindc.
And nearly all had!
No matter how small
the gardens flourished!
Some of them tall
as the house in back; gergecus=agrecabies=
Gorgeocus agreeables
sumptuously fed from the dozens of stables
servicing buggies and other horse—é?gggg?gg
in those green.days.

Gor ~S6 2.
Before the gaeeges.

I liked the 0ld City for its pride in churches.
All carefully tended. Palm-girded.

Tarbooshes
of crimson cannas; ginger-iily combs;

hedges of crotons in peaks and domes.

I liked the €id City for the gullies which gave
us wmiles of gurgling clear water to brave] GC

Yeddéng small-boys, with room to race free
their cedar-horses through desm-éomm to the sea
after the rains ... éE)uQA



HOW WE SAM-FIED"THE KING"

IDENTITY SEEKINGOur first "mnational anthem" P57

Our first small gropings to an identiyy
displayed an instinct, or smart propensity
for compromise; putting down roots
so gently, the Conquerors saw no fruits
possibly coming from such beginnings.
QI speakii, of course, not of early innings:
nor great

not slave rebellions{bﬁhe—gr&ab Maroon Warsé’

uprisings, town riots‘ and other Jjars

to British Peace that livened the ave, “Is bﬁﬂj{
bent on coafwtirrgBUTN Thet Shamedhl pa,;&&/vfe an, anthom
[FRRRC TT O —bars—made a THEe. . .
g 2 ways -confuted ) Zﬁé 7 el
#‘ oh! We bone-felt greatly the value 721 éﬁ?ﬁ
Now J%?ﬁl Mﬁ
of going softly. In ways would appal you Aas pore

living as you are in times which sudt

brass band approaches, than the soft flute.
One of these instincts led us straight

to that corner-stone, the massiveX® Great

Hymn of the Empire whichWall races sing,

the weirdly worded God“Save The King.

What we did was to & take a poem

which runs: God 8hield our Island Home,

and celebrates, instead of some king,

our own dear land: the silver fling

or riveré, like Fingers on God's Hand;

mountains blue-rising to clouds; the band

of jewelled sea encompassing shores oct_—‘bocgﬁcy
of golden sand; birthright which pours °

upon this handful of luckily born,

magnificient
axbuwnmkyxyxwk bounty from cornucope horn -—

We took the words and fashioned an air
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of haunting notes, so strangely okexx near
of one we knew; yet, not; till we sing

in counter-range to God Save The King. Q
And there it was! Drums Ilags and buglers! Scored with _an eye to
And —— wai-yoh! Never MBeegt such sumnntuousness?i : samfie
Our sumptuousness! the
Rulers!

TN English chiefs liked its scrumptiousness.

For
#ek/it evinced our loyalty

to Motherland and Royalty.
But mark, observe, we'd got our Anthem;

and on our way to, at last, can them.

P.S. By the way, the words are superbs

A strong-~tensioned tune flows under a curb
crat't.
of creative aececompiishmensr I wished they had

R
replaced "Land We Lowe"s so dreaily bad.
N




£ it

Great grandad was¥X WILLIAM REID. Character. Built his cedar
coffin and go in daily for naps.

His childrefYSHARy: -y, o aNCY, €@ RICHAKD MASON (my
grandfather) ANDREW, ADRIAN, THOMAS, JOSEPH, REBECCA

Grandad was born on Good Friday so called in youth "Friday!".
Grandma's name was Susan Borobridge (surname) born at Mount Zion,
Laughlands. Her dad English. Susan visited Mount Moriah and

Grandpa Richard grabbed her.

Grandad had ALEX (my dad), CHAS SEPTIMUS (Uncle Sep), ALICE (Mrs
Coley), LEVINA (Mrs White), MELBRO (Mrs McLean), ETHEL (Noel!'
mother ), HARTLYN (Mrs TPper who lived at Borobridge which I
used to visit). ’

ALL THE MALE REIDS X NAMED A "JUNIOR"

ALL MOTHER'S GENERATIONS HAD A "FRAN"
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In scouting we learnt many strange skills
as town-boys; like best ways of walking hills
(bent-knees ascending, toed-out down,
watch out for rock-falls when the earth's brown).
We did all of these for badges, our earningfs,
chest, shoulders filled with small emblgaslg?rgégégir
: blazing
Rescues from burmirg lofts (The Fireman's Lift
took on quaint aspects in small-boys' makeshift);
how to read maps, how to survive
so
imperilled passes and wet turn up live.
How to light fires in galloping winds4
when
££ rain-damp wood your chances thiws
How mark your trail from Park fO\Papine
clearly to fellow-scouts; to strangeré, unseen.
How be a camp-cook{Oh, dumplin stew!
Oh, salt-fish frittersf\on Wwhich we grew!)
To find fine sites ¢&o pitch the XEXHK troop's tent
W0
(clay-slopes, drained)QE’R the way we went);
to give First Ald FTrom burns to bruises,
at swimming acodidents; how to change fuses;
make simple furniture, ride horses, afcycles
14
taught penny-banking to make pools from trickles.
Badges for everything under the sun,
covetted badly by us, every one.
N "Knots", a
But best of all were the Yseoui+knods? great list
ARCANVE whe .
of exmtte ways in which cords eouwda—te [ixed
for hauling, lifting, ii length&hg!)make fast,
to anchor, or let run, to do cowboy's cast —

YOU WERE A GENIUS IF ALL TESTS WERE PASSED!




ooOoo
Scouting, as all then, was colour-coded;
the perniciousness which nearly eroded
the single great gain of the manumit
on which our hopes, against facts, were pit:

that man, inh ime, would take, as guide

Fh& charge, timlesmge for fooling with

nan~kind§pride.

Running bowlines, cinches, halters



/ﬁ‘qm —_ I@-W Y 1590
>muk{pﬂ%wqﬂ+ﬁfo ygg led me to the good luck of cele-
brating with Cecil Baugh a b@ok on his work, since

that ai‘telnoon in 1950 when _{ f.licaner cpit LC,’lnd ;
€ uan(uL art lovers’ saw'4 M%’é% ﬁmﬂ-&foﬂ
)Llu . n/}z room QL the SeabdiliCenrn®
,‘.ast Street Junior Centre. Even then,p, it was
there: the seed and promise in thelMoung Artist.
he creativity, beauty and power(/has long since
een acclaimed. This book at Jdast places into =
permanent record, the contrilfution by this dedicated
_~man to our culture.
'he Hon. VictdN' Stafford Reid, 0.J.
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BABEL

1 do believe @ bow—w s of a mutt
] ﬁu&&yﬁ&pggﬁgtoo illdiput
by pups 3seméeag t ldnd of neat tag

as do the hounds of Brobdingnag.
The sornigs whales sing in Antartica
is sung by #theS€ north of €orsica.
Dolphins in click-talk gregarious,converse

in the said clickage where'er they traverse.
And nightengales blithely (Gde W“”"FL

certain that other 'gai::ﬁézzgz:?the code.

pot wwddin
But Oh poo manj Beundto-iris Babelr
uil te —his _ear cannot—Anracel
g Mgl Ne. il 99F smparmed
/}\L FW; 12 vf /‘W’u /?wﬁtbﬁv"’/ Fiwaend, T Wi

"'/’4’ b'/ //M/ﬂ K {/ f% W Lk MH}‘-”

t)‘(éuﬂﬂ{(/h /7\{4 /1/___ D (o \I//“ﬁf'k b/} é
MMAW\A/{‘Q ’t; )\f ,1/,-,./" 12 Wk Ga /2041'\ ¢

?ﬂZ;QLWF &ﬁﬂv ﬁ%\ WO W) ﬁt[ﬁé&wﬂ“
Y ° w]L &%/me’%f 2 5/"" A /I\ "“‘«/’“fj s ﬁ/ﬂluw
(%) ﬁ;{ WWM/ SHE PV, "W}L W Ve "N ln“fwh

ﬁmﬁ/éféi /‘y) \/g//‘”‘ﬁ//g '7‘//1&/) ZM“{/ W”ﬂg"l)\"f) “
fMWWP '«14/7/’4’44,/ il w9 ﬂml}w(,au, f)j,«,fﬂimwn(/}

mﬂh’L/ w v 144.\5/ ‘/‘/‘rf\-;,.\” ;#,1,.,{‘/ ﬁy&,w AL Y 2 hd; '
B _gus !7‘( /7 ﬁ*i’n Nty @MU PRES o foal f M/ | Bibil vy 2o b no Ml

MESONGS OF THE 'THIRTIES BY HAROL®, ARDEN (with Johnny Mercer's lyrics)

Say Its Only a Paper Moon / Blow, ill wind, blow away (51natra)/ Somewhere
over the Border (Wizard Of 0z, Judy Garland)/ Blues in the Night (Dinah
Shore) 0ld Black Magic % TPhis will be my shining hour (Ella Fitzgerald)
Make it one for my baby and one more for the road{Sinatra) Accentuate
the positive, eliminate the negative (Bing Crosby)

JTO0 DO THE GOD-THINGS NOW AND WELL / TO TELL THE TALES I CAME TO TELL




o

scratch

7

G

péype wind-torn on surface; in deep, calm wear.

Took. 17 DuT
6Y: SZWHE?%U&%&/

We filled the sand-slope down to tihe cea;
come from all over Eastin to be

at this fine funeral not often seen,

fg} often the sea kept what it could glean

C
among our brave megrin burlap sea 8oats

A

sailing the big sea in thesr frail small-boats.
People from far east as Potter's Row

west to PanoverL»tho would not go
wafcl ao
to Al Young Cap steershis last scudden?
who'd
IEd7(Everyone knew BB0CGRAGE be at the rudder!)

_Z c"Lt,w 1'

£ .V ~ o A £ &',’.' Ieg ia”nkg "H" "'.et iiad pn “'d &
@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@I o the trunks of legs
dodging 4 whie - =eafd-growtRg in the wet sand;

bead of sea-gmass crabvclam‘at the‘Qo es

of our bare feets Splash through the shoals
to where our half-canoe, half up the land,
looks at us cressly. No caring hand

to make her sparkle as do other craft?

Quickly, I'm forward; Len takes the aft.

€alabash balers dip swiftliy and out

goes tne bilge water from our fine boat.

Len found a coconut-bough for the heel. ,ﬁib
1o be Sc Auhn,\ﬁ e -
Epee=m—ga our mourning-flag. Q ==y -keel,
“Then ihto

& a small nush brokoktre 51nglng

and there was old Father Pfister bringing

the Host to sick-bedded fisher-folk

from the Cathedral.® Head down, he broke

through the crowd's parting; the ciborium

held at his heart. The proscenium



of sea, sand and silence stilled us too.

We watched him go. He'd be back, we knew.
0ld Father Pfister knew Young Cap well.
He'll say a Mass. Back to the bale,

,@d@ rub here and there to make it gleam;y

cleaned, down
iﬂ1s found-half-boat we n-d-upnnns length and beam.

Sombrely now té%>boats Esﬁurshoved
seaward on rcilers and then droved
ingm steer@@qxgﬁg;lil skippers leap
to the stern-sheets, Rudder-rcpes @ heap
i&ftheir hands. estward Sy pelidts GESh pProws
to. far Port Rqéfépzuéi oW wind allow§
selnweepo will, e rﬁ*ﬁﬁ ‘ rowlocks

A
ma1ns,LJ ibs run up, &” as the w1nd socks/

in from the south- east Boats now are strung
in a long line. From mastheads are hung
black mourning-flags. And from the shore
voices are raised in: The strife is o'er!

. THE: STRIFE IS '0'ER, THE BALFIRYIYNE
Young

Cap?made his lasthylLime Cay run.)
we & the coffin aboard silence-struck,

in which Young Cap soon<will be moored. (W hlledﬁmw—*adtmek we watch it go by,
' : aﬂnm;&nn1tsumk1nﬂe@e
2:7 But I'11 retum, for then it was no
In our half-boat,.me and Len paddle more than a small no! in a big @o@ G0!)

into the stream.< But our duck's waddle — :

wont keep up with those fine stroke-men, Zz&’h7%““°04¢&M?f?ig

specially when the wind 1lifts. So, then,

off Maiden Lane we'‘re content to drift

anada watch them go and bob in their rift.
Showing off a 15%11e, we jib around

in the light wind for the land-bound

to see our smart seafaring ways-

/

G A PIN'(;)




WINS £

@exiges nods from
Erods =Froiv=new people for seeeral daysl.é#?

side-casts;
wA’CA

Cait t=t lasts

too tough to be taken

Then, Len, a big fisherman,
beaRrs o

his line/ hewe pork-rind
through many bites;

1n any one-lick from a mistaken
wHO

Sﬁiﬁ%&%: bg® must cwalow all # at one go

and — Bg BAM! Aﬁﬂﬂﬁb takefl him down below.

Im
Meantime, <% putlm on look-out to ees sight

the first of the funeral boats

&)

sea-eye
Me good eewmeswimdsr picked up the first keel

off Gallows Point, west, making the ‘heel —

and I bawl: " LEN!" And, loud as we can,
Wl )
together, & yellp: “NAAI-O‘! DE DEAD MAN!"
Other outboats take up the cry.
FoliK 'ﬁc‘bbaf
[P ] rush@y into e w ﬁiv wateryknee-highf
b though, for the lonq wharves, they cannot see

To v aild
the mourning- boataknaugd
LeN amd me -f-ﬂ,b
But me—and—tes baw%qﬁam fathomgmore

as the boats beat up the Palisades shore

before they nort tack, north of High Bush,

and_aimégy for Eastin on the last push.

©

Qg@;we watch®& them sail in the sweetest ways;

man-o-war birds as they run in stays,

SRR
Dooms going gentle mBR on the long curve
in

which each tack takes its surging swerveﬁ“

(giving Young Cap a good ride homeé

in the bight.

o for @ ‘L% MM
Lwe sit back o~
like anY baM(/éL “ﬂd—
4l a |iie v Theo,
&wdﬁﬁafékwc

bout- pesple, and why
ongl J)\o{f' Eauc'/;\q
Cie,/b‘.‘f/ﬁ on Tle S'ﬁ“ﬂm
FArrr iRty
E»wwswén-r ool =TINGLEL
By T SMALL 845321

@e Apostles Battery,ﬁnmﬂz Bay  like homes
Broet = Hemrdarsonds-Soew-

MM [“éi Aud((hq
o~ ﬂz Ruddar?$ W'%Rll\j.



~ \ : D

N J
bear up for Eastin. 4t Bows-on to us
they sail in line; Can liked - it thus.

(Fron Tumble-Over,, Grossing the Bay.

homing in triumph

) /-\
rock-a-bye fore-G keel, swestly afoam) haply

placed 'twixt

PRt apey carth and sky
\ and to nolth@r a willing ally.

»—a Jack-fisn-Day If you dont feel driven ||

its all in vain

. were there no clouds tisere

> | when the shells' tooting tells Rae Town

O | Eastin nets had a lucky. go-down
R!g in fh ﬁmgm game that

1s sometimes beguiled

,,___————~_\‘\\~ of good hands,
b |

days{when "Jack is wildl“)

&

Paddling the coconut-boughs, Len and me

swiftly gave sea-room, running a-lee;

and, on our planks squatting, all eyes, we watch

i~toming)Young Cap a-Goming on a high thatch

a <N A5 : ;
of mang@ggrove rcots built on the stern thwart
IR g

which held the coffin — and had a_start!
For — there was what, had stuck in me eye!
THE A :
WHY WAS, WlSSeeBMINE. COFFIN MOUNTING SO HIGH?

"BUCK 'SHORE!" Len yelled. We dug in the bough,

For no
cutting. . . . for shore. matter how
palling-boats our
close to the I A half-canoe
same time
yawed, we will make that beach : they do.

For, in the mourning and talking of him,
)
a :
e wegﬁi learn where had gone Young Cap the Slim!

O0f course, you've gathered the bad sea-cause

N‘g ‘ﬁ Rl !
which made Young Cap appear to T !

frem 2ll the beachi at the great width

there'd be no rain

ok T
L«\f; w/ afeh

(/r_:’)’ v \v; n\‘\/ o)



Rlghe~>

)

fhick E
\ bﬁ@::f%&h ;
of c?ffin, a/@8@LR monolith

- - . o

s bronze name-
whose #lBl@% handles, rosettes,/plate

et lae . fearsome
were a&sﬂfﬁ‘on th¢Smeuntinrfreight
F’gﬂ SVR,E Luh
hum f could be
g&f no human orm,cou

a :
encased in such monstrosity.
-+

Poor Cap. The sea that had clothed and fed him

in past times and now had led him

\(ad/ 4 %
to h@is sad death, masaﬂié?y sed-changed @ him

\\'\/
Filled his drowned body and re-arranged him. \
bawled )
"BEARERS!" from the funeral-fleet captain, /
""’f—\
a Water Lane man named . _ g
4673 wThe igBn Laef

{;;;(?nvas so biq 4
Z‘ﬁ Rocle ot k”/
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We cross Highholborn and the nextXKX® sport house

is at Foster Lane, a constant carowse

of JXAK piano, cornet, trumpet and traps
WE VER waapt;
(except on Sundays when you Mhea?’baps!
comng {7
ofif=gf anyone, not a soul in wine
at exactly

until after Evensong, /XaXXXuMK n1ne[‘§>f\— v %L—z&" v ne ‘0)512/\/4&/ The Z,:/evg,v 0/

#T@ll, narrow house built straight off the street L’65NSA CLosg)
Since \31.(//:;(/

p,,\m CRNWAS. 0 CR
iron-railed brick stairs, sasli€s, MG@ neat, [”ﬁELEDE%ZQQ%-’E;.CCNCE
L4 wToF

: - Jokerirys ﬁq"k‘l B, Ty gy
mumghen
In a funny way W(I/c-il nt know) /"at—ows PRQTE’OT”CI ™e OFFERMJff”

everyone

MuW in Bastin MMEROKEEH was concermned;so
A XNOEMXANKK P 1not liere mever

Okt our girls mummnmxmmAas the Hafiovem Street lot

posing on the piazzas, showing all they, got

—y

[ to the low-bite English on-station regiment
never ewEied HAd /iy REFDY
whom, Caro says, HAFAIyxXkKIXE a2 M*cmﬁ.

Our girls were quiet-spoken, very mannerly
WOBBLING ON HOLb/N

hlgh heels v»b%:bﬂ’} m hands funnily
LwHED

F
venturd?& theystreet; children on outlng,

sharp-eyed ol o"\l
qaxm’(x p1mps( themy \some ahead scouting. (k}t 3/50/@ I(w % Hicumy gor

Y .. NONRXRAINENRIkR cou.ntry—whﬁe 2
GGt e\ 5 BX ¥ BHUNEY XWNI X8 AaPD trustlng '*X,’. SbU B i
laathed, WA

= But the pimps we #XFXXX®¥AX found them disgusting.
)\/oue w’ere@ from our CLEpRLY . :
B Atk xoomx xbixxse streets. Yoo<saw2tlwey were foreigners. {L’ﬂ?o WAgS 50/;13‘;5 0.(6

fromy (AR says @R HSTEIEEX "1 Ot EASTIM RS spe
"MaybefCross RoOads)s AU KEENEHXNEXENK ours . o
Zwimg, WAS HiGh-ROG-Bvidae

Nowe_of ovh
béa_sﬁfman would take such a tradel!™" af /7% )
Lit Needlem P01nt a2 drew. Watched the smoke fade.y L‘?’
xumxxmmxgxxmxmﬁmmmxmwnxmm

cruised Ehe streets of Chinatown which

(Bottom of the scale were the girls who mx®a at that time used [%to be
THREE blocks wes twased£5em Orange
P EDEC1.0E 63T 21.1907.7.9.:2.0 1 0E. 1981V TN 5.6.93.33.4 to Pechon [ by Tower and
WINNING g  wisesiset @ or Barry to pick up the John
%oing home from mah Jjong ﬁéﬁﬂ)@é);nfx&hnnnmﬁwvlu 7 |
tEnwriTags, 1O his J
he's full of rum and FANKANEEXIKIXXND® wom@n of xthrix own
makes
since the law n-d-e it near impossible

IV A V-'iﬂt QREW
to brlughwhmu‘e Bgey adjustable.



N
Germans from Pedro Plains, the girls were pure bumpkiae
spoke funnily: a child was a lumpkin;CR0CRRRRARCRACRERRAGCEOM
a horse was a steed; countryfolk were volk,

sang meeting-house hymns @& g2 they awoke,

clapping hands and knees --- but after awhile

Caro says they learnt the sport-house style
that
and;pany got married out of the parlour

to "Jamaica-whites" who thus“heightened”theirlﬁﬁﬁtﬂ colour:
a matter much sought in Olden Jamaica,
me childhood days. Caro spat. "Raca!"

e —

She was very biblical when she wished

(Beok ami O- YoE
quoting)verse mMr@RaPLer AS RRESEEESRES)
\

was' sawfished.

990

Exd

LU e's.

rnie

od
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We cross Highholborn and the nextXNX¥ sport house

is at Foster Lane, a constant carowse ﬁyy ]\D!&\, o Wopﬂzwt% %
of X&% piano, cornet, trumpet and traps S ‘&/%%E—Lox&b SIMVCE
(e cept on Sund ou, BNt h baps! dd C/Zep}:( ﬂ"’
x lays u e
> P ays wem you, t hear, bap ) u:escmﬂ) : '(‘;JVA
cut=%f anyone, not a soul in wine g‘ ) 5 Sut n
y ’ TOKERI ;e L— LOT OF
at exactly ?Z C/a/ Saye, “F;
until after Evensong,/Xayxaluui nine)ﬁ¥¥ /6W’(¢C7‘m7 Y. o>
P /2
"211, narrow house built straight off the street //05'
pivk chvw#s,
iron-railed brick stairs, saelEs, cFess—eae neat
AXXNUUENthen
In a funny way Kthem I didnt know)
everyone

k¥W in Pastin EXEXYYNE was concerned;so

SNoUINRtE beppe wbte,ua
Rty our girls XNEMXaXNEXXNEXXXKE,as the Ha& Street lot
posing on the piazzas, showing all they &

to the low=bite English,é on-station r en
never Asd %

whom, Caro says, kaxsdxyxhkaxm K # \
Our girls were quiet-spoken, w nerly
\ C

m ) 3 ‘éld/uk;ﬁnds funnily

treet; children on outing;

/f 71 heels

when m venturé E4

5‘#\/5 a{)imps behind“gh some ahead scouting.
;[:ol(a, kind/q 7 SNRXainxwkit® country-white
Ve womR W sRxyRNNgyxwktte/and trusting.
ed; we
But the pimps we pisixkmax found them disgusting.
Nowe whe fRem ovk shweb; clearly

0 were foreigners.

from Wiy says; "not
"Maybe/Cross Roads,{l CaroX¥ NUXEENEXXNEXKENX ours .} ﬁy@] /p)[A ZW/%@

OUK
/Aé”‘&:aoﬁtin man would take such a trade!" {Lf%ﬂ' W"Mf

Lit a Needlepmixx Point,uﬁ drew. Watched the smoke fade. 6

xmxxxxwumu;txxx‘(xmxxmx AHYNENXNRNXNEXEXNAREX
cruised (the streets of Chinatown whlctﬂ

(Bottom of the scaQ were the girls who usmd at that time ,used [to be t

: blocks westisepd e Orange
o Xa X I AHEE X X NE X BN L B AN X ENE X NI NN B E XN E BN to Pechon [by Tower and

wiwuiNg — WRETRer=sy Or down, Barry, to pick up the John
going home from mah .jong,r?i..,nfxﬂhintnxnx b)
his
he's full of rum and ximngxxxmixnn wom@n of xheix own/
makao

since the law «<&&8s it near impossible

a
to bring indERa wife,ue éé}ew ad justable.



N
Germans from Pedro Plains, the girls were pure bumpki,\
spoke funnily: a child was a lumpkingChOeERPOEECELECOCEHLEHD

a horse was a steed; countryfolk were volk,
o &

sang meeting-house hymnsug§§E=tna=¢+me they‘?hoke,

clapping hands and knees =--- put after awhile

Caro says they learnt the sport-house style

at
andkyany got married out of the parlour

to "Jamaica-whites® who thus'heightened’their «&®® colour:

a matter much sought in Olden Jamaica, <EE>
14
me childhood days. Caro spat. JRacal" . @

She was very biblical when she wished

' ond Book a Foe )
quot verse) a—ehartér as/cn m( fished.
0‘:E> >
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Y Novh19 c
Past the Penitentiary, xhkmxtram #4%¥ in a hurry

bolting the cobbles everything in a flurry

red
poor little/tram;xfxkexstops now,he's sucked in-
to rucked

thkhxeughk the iron gates, by khaki men piuzksad in,
RxuRexiwiskedxdenbivdxintoxaxsienex@ett

%g¥gig%¥§§%%§fx§§§f§§§%ﬂin a stone-cell;

fine, clanging gong be its own death-knell.

But, times there's no time to be spent in fretting
over the tram, when the iron gates are lettingX

four lines of prisoners marching abreast

to outside Jjobs



Nov 23 - b
’No Chinese ventured SR the betéer bordellos

not being considered respected playfellows.

Lord, we were racists! --- without really knowing
went to
that our prejudices Wi really showing
et E he's
how man in XM context, acts as #¥lk weaned
ideas @WlR ,man's brotherhood,demeaned.
or not, from : "

e even :,‘/’/{Lﬁﬂ’)
Zk;?" Indians/were further down the, sy
N
g to be==
of what we saw --- or diq ngt --- ' the theme

which setS

SR Een® socicty. Poor whites, the Jew

of A
|
came in for hard stick from all/ us blacks too.ﬁ/

would was
Some Sundays we/ tram. There* no N rule.
it was on

’ But I believe nielilssm o schedule

Aunts') defending

SR (The MNNSNNY MienEllgk t.c state 0f the purse
forvfour_tuppeny fares_olus a dlsburse

e ' east=bound's  like
(save when we're late); ”/COmlng from,
ornv151t1 g country_parts} easis 3 on‘TowerJStreet

rushes to meet

son

oad hatlng gone past
warders,
s cast

the red brick cots of the English

like pieces broken from an English countryside
and czzi lgyn ASHISR *ql}iloflefi ”o"'))m’u&
SOPEDORODORIE. , sgmes oo del["
old T
And past what's left of/St Michael's chape nguses are hardly more gg:nsgzgt
A except which™~— ‘ e 4
m[quake—broke, SR the Needle/didnt topple; T—— )
coffee-brown on the burial plot,
still stood in/‘ i ‘
marbled ‘ g
@ In Memoriam. Whoke, I've forgot.

.;mvw v‘/’/JhJalou-
? /, sies.




Nov 23 =« b

(No Chinese ventured ir%® the betéer bordellos
not being considered respected playfellows.

Lord, we were racists! «-- without really knowing
Ww‘t 13/
that our prejudices @&&Fe really showing
his —hds- he's
how man in Xxkeix context, acts as kizx weaned
ideas tfaggman's brotherhoodjdemeaned.
or not from sMERXKNSNEXNASXV KeSHIP
even

Indians/were further down the scheume

N o,
of what we saw === or did gp* =--- %8 be the theme

which setg

AXXSBXXXINg @w society. Poor whites, the Jew
all 8d wo s

came in for hard stick from

;i‘”;ifﬁlacks too.)
O

wonli_

Wz \
Some Sundays weptram. There@? no »EE ru K
it was em hpaw

But I believe NWWXIXX mm/a schedule
Aunts') defending
urse-”

8f(The XHNEXY dmpsmaixy the stétg

FOR Fouk _~T. :
fareg/plus a sPurse
4 otf Rof E
t's
3 8 - / B

x\for me and Len @Heh --- tha a shilling!

=
¢e~, God willing!

Better

4> Waxii we all : ks
¥aks Xxakm the east-be nue tram
o bmdi' like

(save when we're, latay; 4@ /coming from,

VISITING Coul b
or goimg—to Kast on Tower Street

: Ruche, &
caert to whergzsa;;;;ERSprison wallhlneet

et Sefy
Elletson Road)hating gone past

wardeho
the red-brick cots of the English gess$ss cast :
M MWKD a0 tCeara

like pieces broken from an English countryside - .
| Rag Town . sEBef gty -rir i‘;&t«ug[m

and cast on offF beachﬁbyet, s#%iq4£onafide. A A 7 bmone Bz

o o what ane 722y
And past what's left of St Michael's chapel

oxlLpt X _

CTEE%E%%ﬁlnn,'quake-brokg’ sevr {Le Needle didnt topple;

. cocon- : fhe Mﬁfﬂb/ofh ' '
still stood in/\brown aneke O ShakE

MmPRABLEA :
somesEsbs- In Memoriam. uﬁﬂ%?i'l've forgot.




Nov©19 ¢
Past'the Penitentiary, xtkextram ¥IXE¥ in a hurry
qu%ing the cobbles everything in a flurry
péor little?iiam;iixh-xstops now,he's sucked in=-
to g, rucked 7

fkxough the iron gates, by khaki men pXnsksd in,
RXMuNexENisielxsiouRigdxiREvxaxiakex@eid

gg{gi£¥§i§¥%§fx§§§f§§§f’1n a stone=cell;

fine, clanging gong be its own death=knell.
But, times there's no time to be spent in fretting
over the tram, when the iron gates are lettingX

four lines of prisoners marching abreast

N
&
WV



[ diggy 2
But back to Diggy, our organist

and how he goes into checking his list.

74
g



FIGHTERS - 1 &)/VL

Famous fighters!
We heard their names

spoke with that near awe which fame's
humped postillions put8 in each;
due respect tqus to teach:

hard-boys from the uptown districts

north of North Street;

ﬂ@ the Big Sticks

from the yaggas of theWest End,

s0 tough they had entered legend;

even though not yet thnirteened,

long since had bedh touch-hat" weaned.
("Touch-hats" you @668 'Mgll now have read of

in me Chroniclesﬁkﬁ 1 said of

lady teachers who ' have taught us

to touch hats to girls;
or aught must %
¢ take the consequential staining:
“Such-and-such has no home training!" ’\

Awful words in those dear days
of our stricter home-care ways.)

Districts had their well known bruis ®
who had fought their ways past losers,
or, with style quite charismatic
were pushed upward, mobocratic. 00

What was common, was their true
fearlessness in fist-fights; fe
none I knew of, ever took to
weapons, any Kind, to cook

In the West,

(hames we knew wer
on the Registers of t hools,
but what school-yard w oolsl),

as a bOgee fighter with a left
which, of wits, could you bereft.

North of@ North Street, Allman Town
to all Eastiners held renown
for the Race Course Gang; the brothers
_Barton, better known than others,
~Manny, Bibby;€ we would meet
when the family to Fleet Street
moved, became friends, and then later

DailyB&?anem?’ffﬁetpSSQSFERQP?r

heading Reference.

But the nurturer
of our Eastin pride and joy dea
was me best friend; choirboy bo6bpr°
and schoolmate since East Branch days,
and, Iike me and Len, took ways _
into Conversorium UNFINISHED




Rectors were white in our church. %

'

To tell us
that like thg.Aﬁge#s, this was the statﬁs?
Sure. For the Sunday School cards they gave us
"had shots of Heavenly Ones who would save us.
And “ all had skins white as fish belly-up.
Innocent faces as on Miss Nellie up

"riding the bricks"; time the lamps 1lit on

she and the Sunday School head; Briton,

named Mr Cork. 6
She taught at St Michael's L 2 @

and wore long dresses, also bifoa:tls&
And everyone wondered (/ heard %o tell)
how with the School head she &n
until the night on McWhinﬁ : et,

in the dark part, a wa tw y feet

high, which makes \so % of mall,
flanked by the 1l Penitentiary wall,
an auto lig S tly swung the bend,

and, therelthey were, clear-caught! Unfend!
did
And Rae Town wondered, Why had they not
g0 into the gully for what they got.
gone into the gully when they were hot.
"Instead," Caro said, "to be caught fornicating."
But Mudda frowned. Said: "Caro, say mating."

'Cause the boy-piknies, me and me brudda

stood by, nudging at one anudda.



AMERICA, AMERICA

Empires are of love and hate.

Loved at first? Sure ultimete
rule

is dislike; for ¢pewds ensures

what belornged to me

it smesdfieeswiat-WasS~MRe 1S yours.

The U.S.by decimation
1 i ) Indian%opulation,

by the naked grab of palf

neighbouring Mex (who stood the gaff

splendidly, but nonetheless
despite their forgivingness
is ignored by the historian
writing for the Yank protean)
built a nation powerful.

$God being dowerful.

God and dollar dowerful.

Blacks beleagured in the world ssince
ascerndanrt days of the Pharoans

and so forth bstter in the US. What
ever nad been the first cause, Amer
ica embraced Emancipation AS ITS
REASON FOR CIVIL CONFLICT. No ctner
nation assumed such a stand for any
minority. LUCKY IN LINCOLN?



around the casket the paper=flowers \%ﬁ;y;;w%»%
in pewter vases, those funeral-bowers@@GCeOEOEEREEECEE
telling the life-length, being colour-gauged:
white for young; purple; black for the aged.
; He'd hum a line (arms roofward and out)
"of a beloved hymn: "That is yaur %pte .
he sings, and off we go; he stumps along
beating the tempo as he sings the song.
Eyes closed, he concentrates, listening as we
sing the whole length of it gloriously:
for this is purest voice, un'companied,
timbre and cadence ours; found as we did
each to each closer drawn on that good road,
in that good moment, wHen, hearts and. gifts.showed

what's meant by harmony; for, as we built,

such strength and freedom came. Such warmth and Iilt.



around the casket the paper=flowers
in pewter vases, those funeral-bowersB@@PEGERGEEBEEEREE
telling the life—lengfh, being colodr—gauged:
white for young; purple; black for the aged.
He'd hum a line (arms roofward and out)

of a beloved hymn: "“That is yadur ﬁpte e g
he sings, and off we go; he stumps along
beating the tempo as. he sings the song.
Eyes closed, he concentrates, listening as we
sing the whole length of it gloriously:

for this is purest voice, un'companied,
timbre and cadence ours; found as we did
each to each closer drawn on that good road,
in that good moment, when, hearts and, gifts.showed
what's meant by harmony; for, as we built,

such strength and freedom came. Such warmth and lilt.

e

T
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myrtle bank 3

~We were the glamour-boys of the old inn.

We were the bright ones, hustling to wilin
some @ place in this uncaring land
which always dealt @the better hand

in Jobg)in privilege, in status quo,

in heavenly hope, ﬂﬁ% here-below,
hite plaster saints and llkewise@ \

subtly affirmed that of all, IQ

flank ;) /)
to thaiadfair sking.anﬂ -

sub-sorts by “family" lepen: ;
thus’&our bell V many a white boy
Wnose whges fa urse held f’i@tl(e% 7‘/<’~

had any chance of gaining t

among the Winged, whof,

/-



lntil the night in McWhinney Street,

that darkest part, a wall twenty feet

high, which makes it a kind of mall
Penitent'ry

flanked by the General Pemitentiary wall,

an auto light§ suddeniy swung round the bend

and there they were. Clear-caught. Saint!, attend!

And Rae Town wondered: why had they not
gone into the gully}i%?fhey'wagé so hot?

"Instead," Caro said, "to be caught fornicating."
But Mudda frowned and said: "Caro, say 'mating"."
Cause her two boys, melf and Len, stood,

rabbit-eared, toad4eyed,
FEFHFFErGFred Fsreg+epad, listening good.



Y |
- PICNICS ON P.4 in notebook.
Central to each city child's longings vy ( A
Picnic Days; : .
were fiheNPABAREKLY the joyful throngings q [ ‘1 %
;7 / ( /,
to "special" tramcars emptily standing ’ '/ J
/ /:/{ {\V"/,;{
foot ¢f King Street; or to the landing |
g d "'> {L v{// //{///‘.
Victoria Pier; ur to the coaches x\\

=7 *7;«/9!{/\&, /’/ 2
at the train station. %&eiiiﬁg vouches /45h
that now at last the day had come /
for the big outing. And hand-held mum
walks you to the magical places
miust the hordes of other faces,
bodies, knees and elbows brushing.

scrambling feet for best place rushing,

teachers shouting: "Mind the §a'de-bars!"

for nToke
"Watch e bnat-hooks!" ““uaeh i §hunting cars!t"
Tramcars and harbour crafts; raiiway trains.
I Trolleys a-sparking. Hhaizé-boatman strains
N on a plank-rudder.w Coal engines grunt,
D locking the coaches in shunt after shunt —

1 e
E Aany of these on g Picnic Day
NT. may take us to the vearly hooray.

And the Conductor in black serge suit,

white shirt, black tie, shinv black boct,

lays on his belly silver watch-&-chain,

a silver whistle blown again and again,

brass buttons gleaming, praid on his sleeves,
blcak-visored cap down: "KEIP YOUR SEATS, PLEASE!"

GE?(gicnic mornings came three times a year.

first, )
Rough:y they went: gur Sunday sciuoul affair

around Easter time; the day-school one
v;fl[\'l'cl,.
came at mid-summer, aakjg o= But none

beat the €hoirboy5f1h;ﬁlwent further afield



pienic 2
than any other. Yet, though, we musi yield
for lavisiiness, style, to old Scots Kirk,
where, dint of strive, we found a quirk
in their rules regarding Picnic Day
that made us eligible, though we'd stray
soon after, back full-time to our own
church on King, till time came down,
then share again their Sunday School
aomontheor two. Theirs as a rule
were held at mornings. OQurs afternoon.

a fortnight 3
Attended/ oRawerweers and had our names"doon"
(as the Scois say); became
POpACRECRERADYERROARRY Kirk-grown boys,

all their grand
titled to fheiz==fsmous= picnic joys

offered thrnugh the very large financing

Had, .

(Named for start putting hot
natches on
inner tubes of bicycles. It latches
on
stronger than old-fashioned cold
unionizing :
process we knew then as Tube Vul-
canizing.
A BEBBRE work/so quickly, that,.Soons

ereiong
o BB small wooden shop was going
~_strong.)

from the Campbelfg (Rapid Vulcanizing).zf/”—\

Wondrous giftings which enabled us

hampers of goodies. Oh, generous!

) \ § one
Scots Kirk was our meighbocur, A tlock to Duke.

ety Praye vl mild
eneuEifly, we,askel He be LEEMet in Bas rebuke.

Trams were by far the most widely used

by city churches, and these were chcosed

'cause they were cheaper and calming to parents

worried at losing a day's sight of their vagrants.
Picnics by trams were usually at

Constant Spring's 0ld Works, agreeably sat

close to the hamlet on the Road's bend

edging the great fields atthe line's end:

stone ruins, great trees on rolling ground,

an ankle-deep stream for splashing around.

Trees were a constant at picnic places



picnic 3
they held the rope-swings which served as bases
for family groups, each jealously guarded
from strangers, unless by some member carded.

Men pushed the ladies, their long dresses tucked;
otherwise Rectors' wives would have cluck-clucked:
and, even then when the men took tc "pumping",
i.e., girls sitting, and the men jumping
to stand on the edge of the seating-board,
pumped, to provide the propellingmode,
wives of the priests were known to have frowned
and turned their heads to seem not: around.

Sunday Schoal picﬁics were really extended
family affairs and were so attended.
The Jd3re mid-day feasting was a picnic rite
a communal feeding built around the site
of a large wooden tub some.three feet deep
full . . of "new- sugapr'n-water" plus a sSteep

of baskets of )
dozens-of orangescand limes, cracked ice

Bifie DA UG CLAREEE
T optant,  e EEROENE 65 RGP BHLFHETEREE 66 RIR 0P

self-cchooled, self- \ pe-
scanned, self-honoured, (Mcay" rhymes with"key" ii-the British style
self-secured. o
WTTHEW ARNOLD on searcirthe ianguage if you'd find Albion's guile!)
HAKESPEARE . L

stir

in which wooden ladles splash and entice.
Around this centre-piece was stood

mounds of small totos, tough as wood,
covered with washed-out white flour-bags
neatly sprawled over like laid-out flaas
surrenedered to hordes of children about
to fall on the fallen in hurgry rout.

ral, REAL MEAL \
Of course. our man, mepn was sSpread at the haunches

A



picnic 4

of trees where iﬁﬁ fam'ly-swings swung from the branches:

fried snappers, corn dumplings, circlets of yam

ane E ‘
golden-brown in which & coal-heat ae swam,
brown wads of
wrapped as it was in/ e
A
provedhheat-holdipg, picnic-proof draper.
e A . g vehin
Yet, howjmest®s the fun?dfhﬁarch' orward, Of n-é lq‘ﬁ%WW%
amd each
out-held enamel mug, as«gbAendeavoured

paper,

to beat the challenge by doubling back

and breach again the watched toto-stack?



TAKE IN BOAT-PICNIC

%

Wealthier picnickers travelled by sea
coastwise fo Green Bay or crossed tc Lime Cay
("cay" rhymes with "key" in the British style,
search Mother Tongue if you' d find Albion's guile!).
Wherries or large whale-boats were a part of
the harbour's normal fleet since the chart of
the streams allowed no deep-draught vessels.
Shoals from hill-run-off rains offer Eemse wrestles
to pilots who must watch their changing way53
today's deep-water is next days, ah, cays.
Few children ever went on these sea-picnics.
Parents ﬁgZﬁhfggt—&egapd their angst_as pick-pickg;

that loved
owning to worries naa&Agﬁet~small piknies

ocean
could be to the=sea lost; logged ' litanies
g Son-Son ceuldn't
of explanatiens why ) eeuid=Re% go

to your nice ocuting, dear Rev So-and-so.

So,only sea-childs, like me and me brudda
missed no *, Man you'
wevar A Wherry Day. "Leggo lines!/ rudda!"

And, happy morning, wearing "sailor suits",
blue or white"jumpers", collars with flutes
like British seamen from #5%e manowars,
stylesliked
fayeured=styie of Mamas; we're small Jack Tars,
faces turned westward, off to the pier
at King Street's foot. The wherry waits there.

broad

Deep, Pbrocad and solid. Benches so high

your feet will dangle a good fooct shy

the hottom boards. Sweeps in their locks

longer than two men. Anchors, not mocks

but made for purpose as on big ships.

Captain on starnpost, his hands on hips



watchesous step aboard, how we are seated;

S sea-boats are good to you, sensibly treated.

Unlike the small keel-boats usediin our fishing,

Large) e e
g ,Sea-going flats are sweet as wishing,

But
and hardly ever tipf. Apicnic captains
the paying heartens
know., though, on Wherry Da% ki A B
some lubbev to
%Z - A - . Come aboard,AthinK, some tailot,

that backside on the thwarts makes him a sailor.
Most exciting was the railwaylouting;
mainiy due to the scmewhat doubting,
nervogs contact with an elemeni
cutagle our ken. Actually meant
just to see this foreign, strangel thing
we must go deep west; a happeninge.
then
Me nor Len had up to never
gone past King Street. Indeed, ever
Iife existed beyond the G.P.O.
whieh(we just saw beyond Nathan's portico)
w2s a matter we debated
for some time, until abated
was
when (as usual, Micky sponsor)
we first saw the thundering monster —-
-peering through the iron paling
at Pech®n Street as it came wailing
into the station-nhouse; such whistling,
bells a-ringing, mustache bristling
in the stream of steam that rush

from its mouth in qush on gush.



J fenie's 1
{
wof

In pop red-brick-&-wood of the post-

earthquake (nineteen-o-seven) when most

of the unreinforced masonry walls

crashed, wﬁ%&fgxoed were precarious stone-falls.
@Eequ narrow two-floor on Harbour Street,
facing the Power House became the meet

of the Dog-House Club, the very exclusive,
invitation-only, unobstrusive,

sought-after, noon-bunch rendezvous

for some companiona as chosen as few.

Now, near fifty years after the Big Shake,
those old stones rocked in a fun kind of quake.
Known simply as Genie's, it held quiet fame.

To it, by some good luck, @ certain lot came.
0Old-fashioned batwings fronted the bar,

a couple of tables, chairs at the far

end of the room, then a short corridor

led to The Room. Indicative, forbore,

there was no door, yet, nobody intruded

that hallowed Room, save the {géégggé.
Upstairs, the apartment of our friend and host,
Genie, and his family, properly closed

to the lower floor by its outside stair

which climbed from the yard. A very good pair

of square window—sashes and green blinds

in the wooden upper floor. The old style binds



Genie's .

/'@%

In pop red-brick-&=-wood of the posi-
earthquake (nineteen-g-seven) when most

of the unreinforced masonry walils

lag;£;sxeee—beeame i
crashed, w precarious stone-falls.

e, ,9 narrow two-floor,on Harbour Street,
facing the Power House becaie the meet

of tne Dog-House Club, the very exclusive,
invitation-only, uncbstrusive, % @6
sought~arter, noon=-bunch rendezvbus \

Tor some companions)as chosen as f%

Now, near Tifty years after the Big ake,

those cld stones rocked in’xﬁ:,dnd of quake,

Known simply as Genie'w d quie$ fame.
To it, by some goo K, certain lot came.

Old-fashione

ings fronted the bar,

a couple o tabl s, chairs at the far

end of the room, then & short corridor

ted to The Rcom. Indicative, forbore,

tnere was no door, yet, nobody intruded

that hallowed Room, save the iﬁﬁﬁéﬁ%%:
Upstairs, the aperitment of our friend and host,
tenie, and his family, properly closed

to the lower floor by its outside stair

which climbed from the yard. A very good pair

of square window-sashes and green blinds

in the wooden upper floor. The old style binds

Gewmey Bag

—



genie-2

the whole in a unit, spare, tall)aﬁﬂ stylish;
24
SO unexpected tae¥es itg known to astonish.
Genie's managed a curious air
of elegance (yet, that's unfair
to its Qengeeas roguishness)citing askance
its patch-eye camp as elegance ) [presenting its piratical face [with
are a battered, tired grace,
despite there bricks ready to pop,
several sills sag , zinc, shingles flop,
bar has bent lumber, shelves scarcely showed
other but rums (but these glow like gold)gy
glistenedy
scrubbed drinking glasses @gbpR®RAGA 1like .crystal@.
No little signs @@@@AQ said something fiscal.

(Like: No cheques accepted! Pay“as you're served!

BOCOCUNARBCDRONREREBCEUOLLCBRAORCOUTPCUNRERVEDGD
so jinnal drinkers back out wunnerved.)

The concrete floor was spotlessly clean;
chairs, tables hard-rubbed — who watched the lean
shelves? Or the ‘absence of imported Scotch?

(ah, well)
Or silver-top Amstel from the gifted DOtch?
A quiet skittlestable stood close to our noses
and a mumured commentary that never closes@.
But no blast from juke-box! No radio squawking!
Just clink of ice and companions talking
on everything concerning saints and crooks

Goc )

and 2 in-betweens; retigien, politics, books,
women, "the old days" (a good deal of that
since we were aging) plans for the flat
held at Port Royal for week-end drinking,

swimming, boating, talking or thinking



genie=2

the whole in a unit, spare, talllaad stylish;

s0 unexpected there, it;aknown to astonish.

tenie's managed a curicus air

of elegance (yet, that's unfair

to its @688€868 roguishness citing askance.

its patch-eye camp as elegance ) [poesenting its piratical face [with
are a battered, tired grace,

#espite there were bricks ready to pop,

several sills sag’ , zinc, shingles flop,

bar has bent témbers shelves scarcely showedc:‘..:>

other but rums (but these glow like gold)
glistenédg ¢

scrubbed drinking glasses gdigsened lik\ alg.

Mo iittle siags §68§06E said someth cal.

‘re served!

BEBEEDGY
ed. )

(Like: No cheques accepted!

BOCEPUBRARCOLROBHERGOUINRLOAGRE ».
so jinnal drinkers back outwnne

Pay

Tne concrete floor was sPpetlessly clean;

’\Qﬁfd - who watched the lean

shelves? Or the ce of imported Scotch?
(ah, well)
from the géfted Datch?

chair:, tables har

Ur silver-top
A quiet ski®tlestable stood close to our noses
and a mumured commentary that never closes§.

put no blast from juke-box! No radio squawking!
Just clink of ice and companicns talking

on everything cencerning saints and crooks

dind wme in-belweens; 2n¢$g$sn, politics, books,
women, “"the old days" (a good deal of that

cince we were aging) plans for the flat

hela at Port Royal for week-end drinking,

swimning, boating, talking or thinking
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EACH CHAPTER-HEAD STANZA HAS HEADING CONSISTING OF FIRST LINE a
R/é/’“ 7 o THE Pﬁ’é@?v/\_

DONE IN BOLD-FACE U&L.({rwm 0 THE

Hey nonny nonny! A like wen ole Will
Hey nonny nonny! A Tike wen old Will
Shoot aff in seng.” Is good tiatah. Still,
Try it tiday in a serious wohk like dis
De critics'd fine various ways fi mek yu piss.
Dub Poet.

seethbv'nllBeethov'n! Boan yu know is verbot'n
: A

n! Doan_yu kRow is verbot'n
Fi ang in s0 lang wid dat tundering sang

At de‘'‘en0' de Fif? ©Like seh yu cyan shif

Quta drive. MWy yu fim it so ard fi tek five?

|
seethov'n! Beethov

Dub Poet.
Wat a fine day fi a lynchin
Wat a fine day fi a lynchin
Sunlit Sout --- an Jim Bob winchin
Up de roap on de magnolia tree
Savin a niggah. Settin im free.

Dub Poet.

Saw yu in a cornah of me life
Saw yu in a cornah of me life,
Eard yu marchin<to yu dram-&-fife,
Felt yu Yankee Doodle tearin up me opes
Saw yu blue-eye grinnin wen yu knot de ropes.

Dub Poet.

Jesas Chris was a well-dress gent

Jesas Chris was a well-dress gent.
At Calvary Is robe wasn rent
As was usual at such swats.
Wantin it ole, dem cas 68 lats.
Dub Poet.

De rich live langa as a rule

e rich live langa as a rule

Dem ave de cash fi seh, "Gway, yu fool!"
At It fi awile. But wat a bawlin

Wen, as It mus, It comes a-callin.

Dub Poet.



Beethov'n! Beethov'n!

Beetnov'n! Beethov'n!
poan yu know is verbot'n
Fi ang in so lang
Wid dat tundaring sang
At de enda de Fif?
Like seh yu cyan shif
Outa drive.
Wy yu fine it so ard fi tek five?
uub Poet.

Merica believe seh de time as come

Merica believe seh de time as come
Fi tek up now wenh Greece an Rome
An Englan dem decline an fall;

An lead de worl by Divine call

But nevah before inna istory
Uid we evah ave aprioriti
Wid de Russians dem, such a pair o crazies
dent on pushin mankine into pushin daisies.
Dub Poet.

God mek Adam outa de dus

God mek Adam outa de dus.
A neutral colour; neida black nor russ,
Nor wite nor yallow, nor any we Know.
Oddawise de Bible woulda tell we so.
bub Poet.

"EFasta was late dis year," e said§

"Easta was late dis year," e said,
"Clear to de en of April, bred."
Buft Easta is always late, becausin
Poer-people too weak fi run to de Risin.
vub Poet.

"Mek a buck? Mek a buck? Wy should yu care?"

"Mek a buck? Mek a buck? Wy should yu care?
If BOAO® wen I mek a buck it strip yu bare?
Come to me kitcnin doar! Ol out yu an!
Yu know yu Unkul Sam will understan."

Dub Poet.

"concregxtze ™ Concretize? Jesas, wa nex?



:

Fiwee is de tongue de Rockers use

Fiwee, iz de tongue de Rockers use
Strangers an@ enemies fi confuse;
Ue outa evidence of a inna @QBGE@A roongoos
Weh cyan mek a bakkraman tinkseh mza @Q@@@E doondoos.
Dub Poet

Fragments BEQE de wile win blown

Fragments fram de wile win blown
Trough Ole Africa, knackin down
Aeons of we artifacts ---
Uem Portagee an Sassenachs!

Dub Poet

Children of de Great Dispersal

. Children o de Great DispBersall
Vﬂjmﬁ@£¥s$¥iﬁg of @& Snatcn Universal!
Loose-walk folk of de ard-loock towns!
Ail, survivors, blacks an browns!
Dub Poet

FlunBg snhards of a continent's crumblin@®@

Flung shards of a continent's crumblin,
Now new-honed from a race's slumberin,
Jhigy Wedda jivin de boss' 086Q00@R daugnta
@G® im brain-scan, wat a BRQ@E®EE laughta!
bub Poet

=

Abandan ship! Abandan ship!

Abandan ship! Abandan ship!
Jump de boat, bwoy! Move ! Nex trip!
USSR gots lots of sabres
But de USH is we nex-door neighbars!
Dub Poet

Abandan ship! Abandan ship!

Abandan ship! Abandan Ship!
Jump de boat, bwoy! Move! Nex trip! G
KX De Soviets may live close to Korea --- C Ganpvlhi

B < ' 0 G ia !
ut look wah appen t renadaDub B

Abandan ship! Abandan ship!

Abandan ship! Abandan ship!
Jump de boat, bwoy! Move! Nex trip!
Commie money cyawn stan anadda Cuba
Jump! quicks—owey! It-look-like de Yankee dallah!
N ovn (els ke o Dub Poet



Engineered povahty is a RE®X necessity

Engineered povanty is a X necessity
Fi carry awn dis Firs Worl complexity
0f layans of people laid one on anadda ---
An widdout we at X de battam, oo'd ol up de adda?
Dub Poet

3ig Mas'r, wa mek yu mek us like dat?

Big Mas'r, wa mek yu mek us like dat?
Yu figget seh we no know seh dat tings like de cat
(awlLook ¥ pan King, because ya is wa ya is fa?
Mek fi all yu K mekkin an no ongle fi Empara?
Uub Poet

jus

PR Merican people foo-fool/like all wg o' we
jus

@ Merican people foo-fool/like all wg o' we
An de English, @8 de French, an dem@@@8B® fram Malawi,
An Germany, China, Japan, India too,
An Russia, Ghana, Chad an Katmandu,
An everybady else. For if we no all shit-feeders
Ow come we tek clowns fi we political leaders?

bub Poet

All o' we become de tings we eat8

All o' we become de tings we eat;

Like pig an sheep an bull an alligeta tit.

An vegetarians end up lookin like leek®.

An wat about de blubba de Eskimo seek@®?

All o' we become de tings we --- eek! [DODOROEH
bub Poet

Concretize! Concretize! Jesas! Wa nex?

Concretize! Concretize! Jesas! Wa nex?
Prioritize! Prioritize! Soun like funny sex.
Computerize! Computerize? Wa de ell dat?
Internalize! Internalize! Soun like someting we gat!
Dub Poet

De Sunday-mawnin Sinless W8ndans

De Sunday-mawnin Sinless W8ndans
In demPOEPPERPEHOEHEAGCEORECRAO big cars, fond as
Parrots of dem plumage. Known as

God's Lamb, %¥eday He would ride on Hondas.
Dub Poet
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Hey nonny nonny! Aflike wen ole Will

Hey nonny nonny! AL 11Ke wen ole Will

Shoot aff in song. Is good tiatah. Still,
Try it tiday in a serious wohk like dis

ve critics'd fine various ways fi mek yu piss.
Y sl Dub Poet.

beetnov'négeethov'm Boan yu know is verbot'n

beethov‘ﬁ! Beetho h yu \know is vérbot'n
Fi ang i lang wi tundering sa
At de en o' de Fif? iKe seh yu\cyam shif >
futa drive. Wy yu it so ard fi tek five? 7
Pgubh Poet.

Wat a fine day fi a lynchin!
Wat a fine day fi a lynchin!
Sunlit Sout --- an Jim Bob winchin
Up de roap on de magnolla tree
Savin a ni h. Settin im_free.

i Dub Poet.

Saw yu in a cornah of me hife

Saw yu in a cornan.of me life,
Eard yu marchin ©0 yu driam-&-fife,
Felt yu Yankeg Doodle tearin up me opes

Saw yu blue-eye grimnin wen yu knot de ropes. _
bub Poet.

Jesas Chris was a well-dress gent

Jesas Chris was a well-dress gent.
At Calvary lIs robe wasn rent
As was usual at such swats.

Wantin it ole, dem cas lats.
s » Dub Poet.

Ue rich live langa as a rule

Ue rich live langa as a rule
bem ave de cash fi seh, “"Gway, @ fooll"
At 1t fi awile. ObBut wat a bawlin

Wen, as It mus, It comes a-callin. _
bub Poet.



Beethov'n! Beethov'n!

Beethovin! DBeethov'n!
Uocan yu know is verbot'n
Fi ang in so lang
Wid dat tundaring sang
At de enda de Fif?
Like seh yu cyan shif
Uuta drive.
Wy yu fine it so ard fi tek five?
uub Poet.

Merica believe seh de time as come

Merica believe seh de time as come
Fi tek up now weh Greece an Rome
An Englan dem decline an fall;

An lead de worl by bivine call

But nevah before inna istory

bid we evah ave aprioriti
Wid de Russians dem, such a pair o crazies

Bent on pushin mankine into pushin daisiesy
Uub®Poet.

God mek Adam outa de dus

God mek Adam cuta de dus.
A neutral colour; neida black nor,.russ,
Nor wite nor yallow, nor anyywe know.
Uddawise de Bible woulda tell we So.
bub Poet.

"Easta was late dis year," e saidl

"Easta was late,dis year," e said,
“Clear to de en of April, bred."
But Easta is always late, becausin
Podr-people too weak fi run to de Risin.
bub Poet.

"Mek a buck? Mek a buck? Wy should yu care?"

“Mek a buck? Mek a buck? Wy should yu care?

If BG@® wen I mek a buck it strip yu bare?

Come to me Kitchin doar! 01 out yu an!

Yu know yu Unkul Sam will understan."
| Dub Poet.

“Concretizel®™ -Concretize?t—3Jesas; wa nex?
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Fiwee is de tongue de Rockers use

Fiwee is de tongue de Rockers use
Strangers an@l enemies fi confuse;
Ue outa evidence of a inna @G6BEGE roongoos
Weh cyan mek a bakkraman tinkseh mza @GG@66€& doondoos.
\ bub Poet

Fragments Sﬁgﬂ de wilewin blown

Fragments fram de wilewin blown
Trough Gle Africa, knackin down
Aeons of we artifacts ---
Uem Portagee an Sassenachs!

bub Poet

Children of de Great vispersal

Children o de Great vispBersall
Uffspring of de Snatch Universal!
Loose-walk folk of de ard-lock towns!
Ail, survivors, blacks an browns!

bub Poet

FlunBg shards of a continent's crumbplin@@

Flung shards of a continent's crumblin,
Now new-honed from a race's slumberim,
Wedda jivin de pboss' @G8GEEEEE. daughta
Or wid 6@ im brain-scan, wat a G8GEEOEE Jaughta!
bub Poet

Abandan ship! Abandan shipl

Abandan ship! _Abandan ship!
Jump de boat, bwey! 'Move ! Nex trip!
USSR gots lots ofasdabres
But de USA is we nex-door neighbars!
Dub Poet

Abandan ship! Abandan ship!

Abandan ship! Abandan Ship!

Jump de boat, bwoy! Movel! Nex trip!

KX Ue Soviets may live close to Korea ---
But look wah appen to urenada!ﬁub Poet

Abandan ship! Abandan ship!

Abandan ship! Abandan ship! '
Jump de boat, bwoy! Movel! Nex«trlp!
Commie money cyawn stan anadda Cuba

p quici woy! It look like de Yankee dallah!
Jump quick, bwoy £ -



Engineered povahty is a REEBX necessity

Engineered povahty is a ¥ necessity

Fi carry awn dis Firs Worl complexity

Of layans of people laid one on anadda ---

An widdout we at X de battam, oo'd ol up de gdda?
‘//4"\ o Poet

Big Mas'r, wa mek yu mek us like dat?

Big Mas'r, wa mek yu mek us like dat? '

Yu figget seh we no Know seh dat tings like de cat
Can Look y& pan King, because ya is wa ya is fa?
Gaet Mek fi all? K-messbn an no ongle fi Empara?
% L/@%[Bﬁb Poet

‘ jus
@€ Merican people foo-fool/like all we o' we
jus

6@ Merican people foo-fool/like all wg o' we
An de English, &8 de French, an dem@@@88 fran Malawi,
An Germanyy“China, Japan, India too,
An Russia, Ghana, Chad,an Katmandu,
An everybady else. For if we no all shit<feeders
Uw come we tek clowns fi we politicaleleaders?

,L/ﬂ,epl Btb Poet

All o' we become de tings we ecaté

All o' we become de tings we eat;

Like pig an sheep an bull analligeta tit.

An vegetarians end up lookin like leek@.

An wat about de blubba de Eskimo seek®?

All o' we become detings we --- eek! BOHEROES
Dub Poet

Concretize! Concretize! Jesas! Wa nex?

Concretize! Concretize! Jesas! Wa nex?
Prioritize! Prioritize! Soun like funny sex.
Computerize! Computerize? Wa de ell dat?
Internalize! Internalize! Soun like someting we gat!
L/ﬁ/;[( Lub Poet

Ue Sunday-mawnin Sinless W8ndans

Ue Sunday-mawnin Sinless wBndanhs
In dempGEHEEOSOHOOHEOCCEOBECEE big cars, fond as
Parrots of dem plumage. Known as

God's Lamb, teday He would ride on Hondas.

\7/(/1/(/ tb Poet
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Were often awarded a holocaust.
Jehovah chastising His €hosen Faust.

fkl/So it is clear that your Commie's the culprit.
Boo Mmg S0 we expose them from pulpit to pulpit.
= And all who declare so-called 'facts' otherwise,
We refute without hearing. Unchurch. Ostracise.
Alabamea's
“He'll forgive the kaeheps=end bombers of ABirmingnam
For bombing/those children in church. And of Vietnam,
Hewill say; 'Sltu&gght baby, under my steeple.
After all, theﬁrweae only foreign, heathen yellow people!’
"For Socialists are Satan S ollqarchs’ A —
To whom Godless Russia gave St Marx! >
To be patron saint! You say there's a difference?
Llae hell! You Soc1a112E§ have never made sensel“}/’

\ pub/(c“ , — f ﬁ(,/,/,_//_f =
- fo—property do what the%ﬁld

¥o
Or efsfle all would starve, and not just the others.

L]

7 © " "OPEN POEM TO A SUNDAY BROKER "z o
s "-'y op 4 é‘@?& it ¥y o/ 7 /,,[
[ ; £ o O DEREUGUE u%iH-A SUNDAY BRUKER i /
' ‘ withthe Mok Shut R N, 4
SUNDAY MORNING PORTFOLIO [ AP
"’”/_g,f Bivkes ,f #eFric it - / N 0K 7
P ‘"Jesus shall come in a three-piece suit) S
o, Erepptrpvmshep = N
Gueci tie, @ﬂﬂ aﬁd zipped-up boot /fc*( eg%”{l@)
‘f T SobusRSFES ILE €
Clean-shaved face and was¥=toothedsmite = Ly g B
LS A
[ihevo| B igpr Akt T TIR I &
And nof}’ long- halred/‘mﬁmthm a mllew 7 /,t/ pr /
—7”) /) v/
J 3 o e e
"Jesus sha speak," tn T oom, - :
/%ﬁf‘!&%? frant-and- centre¢§ur TV zoom . %;ﬂfaé
On,a‘Lord's Day in our lanKee styled church - (s AT e
e el { your tithe, or bel 1n the lurch A // / ,/
: Sho - &g moufk P 2P/
"He will agree," rasp the sHiEgesure preachers) ! ANY TSN
"That only we have the El ht to be teachers; i
Especisdly Endowed withy, to untangle A
At aﬁfkstroke, the 2000 -year @¥d Christian (%% wrangle @ /i / / //
s/ 27/4
"Catholics, and the# Established off-shoots VY
/J2Closet we& with Anti-Christs; beiag clearly cahoots s, /.
; Witn demonic forces (We have seen tail and hornl) 4/7ﬁ)%%
%UL“k WALK®M® THE EARTH. (Mister, science we scorn!) ok
4 i~
—  awmdesus will come with scale and chopper ' 34<5‘§hqu
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