YOU KNOW it's coming
but you can’t feel it
Endless fetes advertised,
band-leaders interviewed,
calypso making a brief
stop-over on the airwaves.

ut you know
v oth

lime mov

—south. for Panorama

Preliminasies,
it must be

: at Skinner P
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women {rolic in the grass
then pile themselves on a
squashed male compan-
on — the eruption comes
below and they all fall
over in a langle of ams,
heads and legs, sereaming
and spitting prass at the
sky. .
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George Weekes, the Road
March King like the four
bands before them.

Not hot, the pace is
justwarmingup,

Kings disappear
hear, can't see; the
frenzy of bobbing heads
and fists dancing in the
air tell their own story,

The c¢rowd anticipates
you and you ate crushed
to within three feet of
Angel Harps:

fhe Swmme coming
down to a samba beat.

People draws lLike flies
to the sweet pan.

One officid with an
inoperative  hand-mike
stands befare the surge
with his hand uptraised
like a spunky pebble in
the face of aforce mightier
than Hself,

Preity soon he sban-
dons the pose to break
up a fight.

By three o'clock 13
bands have crossed the

stage and there are 14,

maore {0 go.
Among them only last

exr winpers Hatters a
3 ich stand out in
Ayl

Coming to think of it,
no performance so {ar fias
reached the famed high
standand of the south

pans.

Added to this, bamis
move too slowly across
the cycle track.

If that is not bad
enough hear Smrk St
Hill:

“Bands: are askuj o
move up to the white

. line to be judged by the
competent authority.”

. That phrase “compe-
tent suthority”™ seemed
0 be trying to convince
somebady of something.
~ Time to move arcund.
Omnce you have threaded
your way through gate's
eye trying to find some
thing to eat, the crush is
on, 7

The world here is a
clawing, pushing mass of
sweaty bodies and wedg-

L ing elbows.

current as though you

 touched an exposed wire:

A bottle crashes near
by and with eyes shut,
Pve feel the splinters in
the #ir.

The main  current
rushes past and we huddle

in the sack water, fear

ful md breathless,
squeszed against the wire
fence.

Soon a man passes by
with g face gouged and
bleeding; the tip of my
friend’s toc  is missing .

Higher up the Brigade
is fanning & chick who
passed out,

Al adatis mas.

Take a drink, pour a
corkful on your friend’s
toe and get out of themn
fast,

But if the music went

theough two

Even before you heurg
the “Fight!” you feel the

phases you could cull the
the

Geomre Wook
P dr Havmiin)
thix ony 18 ¢
Flag Wennam
phase.

thun

previcus

ass drum

The chick at the top
of the “north stand”,
with the peroxide hair
and the tiedyed jersey
is doing & wid interpre-
tation of Flg Woman,
with particudar reference
to the sexy bumping.
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In the deepening dark
they seem o touch the
deep chord didt v -
#ies total mas

The Smne
thisd and |
with 8
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ESTHER LE GENDRE
from now on it's e
Womgn to the end,

Hear Silvertones, hear
Renegades. In the pauses
hear that  “scratcher”
froni West Stars.

.Fump mmzlgh the gate

aching ftoes, t.hL gritty
tiroat, in the tenors that
ring in your ¢ars and the
heartbeat, that somehow
is a hass drum.



