CHAPTER 14





	The world has become no place for little boys playing bat and-ball or kick-the-pigskin or trying to hole a hoop with a hook-shot.  The world is no longer an arena, the people refuse to be performers, and no one gives a damn anymore about the score," about the "winning side" or the super stars.  Victory is impossible, there are no true contests, no skill that can be graded.


	There is only the wind, the water and the dirty world and us, all with an evil smile and intent on the destruction of its members.  There are shrieks, starving moans, the grim groans of those hurt and bleeding.  Life is no longer a game, and death has become too horrible to be called an art.  The old ways are gone forever, in spite of how a few grotesque groups try to rally support for the remnants, yelling YEA TEAM and keeping their box scores like idiots even as the tiger's howl and the jungle's screech draws closer and closer, soon to obliterate our playgrounds with glee.  No YEA ever issues from the throat of this tiger as he devours his victim, and never does he keep score or kill according to rules and regulations.


	I used to play college football with a busting fullback named Pattie, a redheaded block of freckled granite with speed and drive and a love for banging over things like guards and tackles and opposing linebackers.  We used to call him PattiePoo, short for Pattie-the-Pounder, and even the sportswriters picked up the nickname, at first gleefully because they thought it disparaging and then reluctantly when they found out Pattie not only didn't mind his light-weight monicker but liked it and took more pride in it than if it were something crude like "Brick," or "Bullets," or "Horse." (I'm afraid sportswriters are out of it and always will be no matter how hard they try to get close to the players of the game.  The most they can do is learn the rules.)


	Pattie-Poo had the admiration of a sexy little blue-eyed blonde named Mary, a millionairess who had inherited oil wells and would sign some stock over to her current interest so he would collect dividends enough to date her in style.  In the beginning no matter how much she wanted him, and no matter how much the Pounder dismissed her, she kept getting hotter and hotter about him everytime he made a touchdown, or was named to an Honor Team during off-season, and there were times when I think if he had hopped her in the middle of campus with thousands watching she would have given him everything her little ass had and sold all the oil wells just for the shame of being allowed to offer herself to him.


	But Pattie-Poo was more interested in her car than anything else.  It was a long, low convertible Bugatti beauty, all golden steel with whitewalls and red leather seats.  "Who the shit owns this!" he exclaimed when he saw it parked in front of Old Main.  "I do, Patrick," said the lovely Mary, sliding out to give him a glimpse of almond thighs and a flash of pink.  (Her body and her money had been enough to make her queen of any guy before.)  "Geezus, what a beauty," Patti-Poo said.  "Where the shit did you get it?" He hadn't taken his eyes off the Bugatti.  "Imported," she said.  "You sure are a lucky son-of -a-bitch," said Pattie-Poo, finally glancing at her, but it made no difference.  And then he simply walked away, leaving her there by her car so stunned she looked like all the proud red blood had been sucked away.  I think it was the first thing in her life that hadn't jumped in her shapely lap; and although the loss might have been leavened for her if she had known that Pattie-Poo dismissed the Bugatti, not her, and then only because it was out of reach for the penniless son of a Pennsylvania coal miner, still she had no idea of Pattie's shortsighted desires at the time, and she took his dismissal smack in the pearly teeth all neatly displayed within the splendidly suggestive smile she had given him.  She didn't believe it, so she hopped right in and drove after him, pulling over to the curb near where he walked, smiling again and suggesting, "Want to ride in it, Patrick?"  He was so startled to find the big gold Bug following him that he refused.  "Nah, I gotta go downtown," he said clumsily.  "I'll drive you," said Mary.  "Nah," he answered, "I gotta run, good for the legs."  But when she pleaded, "Come on, Pat, you can drive it;" --- he stood with his mouth open and finally stepped in and took over the wheel.  Within three weeks she had bought him one of his own, and soon the thankful Pattie-Poo relented and gave Mary a good screwing, which was what she wanted in payment, but they both got trapped when she became pregnant through his ignorance, and she forced him to marry her the week after graduation.


	Some friends told me a few years later that old Pattie never got over it when he found that Mary had begun to cheat on him-which she had to tell him herself or he still wouldn't know-and he now hits the liquor regularly, is a flunky in her dad's oil business, and can no longer even drive his Bugatti but must have someone with him at all times to handle his spending money, sign his checks and see that he gets home.  Mary, I was told, has become active as an anti-communist, because she thinks the Pinkos have sapped all the strength and virility out of the good old USA, including Pattie.


	(I like to remember Pattie-Poo and Mary as the ideal American couple who know something is wrong, who feel guilty as hell about it, but who don't know quite what to do --- drown in liquor, or in respectability.  There must be a new way found or trouble will come and all is lost, marriage, motherhood, manhood, our country, the world.)


	If life is a contest and the world is a stadium, for what benefit is the game being played?  For God's, if you believe the mystics; only He knows how to keep score.  For No One, admits the Professional, but he claims the contest is good because it purifies the souls of the competitors and reveals their true nature, a view consistent with Hemingway, Kirkegaard, Faulkner and O'Neill.  For the sheer sake of Absurdity, says the Sophisticate, who accepts that there is neither audience nor rules, nor winner, but believes it is impossible to stop anything in process so the game must go on.  For the sake of Relaxation, says the Humanitarian who believes the game should continue although in a changed manner so people can enjoy it without competing with one another.  For the sake of Fame, say some who believe the game is a massive selection process which reveals leadership and bestows power to the strongest and the most intelligent.  For Diversion, say others who believe that as long as humanity has something --- anything, game or what --- to occupy itself with then it cannot take time to totally destroy itself.  The Aristocrats, having succeeded in extricating themselves from the clashing "players," sit perched on the Stadium's fence and say the game is a fitting and proper concern of the masses because it keeps them from realizing they are being enslaved by --- guess who --- the very Aristocrats who say it.


	There are other rationales for The Game, of course, but all thoughts that justify its continuance --- whether stated here or not-are founded on the assumption that the Stadium exists in a vacuum and has no enemies outside itself.  Here in the mid-Twentieth Century, this assumption is so tenderly naive that once mentioned it doesn't even have to be attacked.  In a universe containing billions of suns, one planet's plight is negligible and if it fails to sustain itself and the life upon it, no one throughout the stars will suffer or miss it.  In fact, one planet --- between Mars and Jupiter --- has burst to bits already in our miniscule solar system, causing little or no bad effect on the system itself.  In other words, our earth, Stadium, living space, or whatever name you wish, is not needed by the larger system which allowed it to come into existence, and if we are to survive possible catastrophe and oblivion it is up to us; the system will not save us, in fact it may act in ways injurious to us-which is a far cry from living in a vacuum, because on these dreadful occasions we will have to fight grimly to maintain the very existence of ourselves 
