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If I were an artist with nothing to dc
I'd pzaint a picture, a composite vie:
If historic Italy in which I'd show
Tisions of contrast, the high aid the low
fhere'd be towering mountcins, a deep
blue sea
"ilthy brate yelling "Caramella" at e
iigh flumed horses and coleorful carts
‘wo tored tresses on hustling tarts
('d shor the Napoleonic cops (tie
carabinieri)
Dejected old women with too much to carry
A dignified oldster with a Balboa becrd
Barebottomed bambinoes, both ends smeared
castle md palace, opera house tco
Hotel in the mountains-emarvslovs view
Homes amstructed of woal, biicks and mud
Scabby people with scurvy and crud
Chapels md churches great to behold
Each a king's ransom in glittering gold
Poverty znd wante=-men craving food
Picking through garbage practically nude
Stately athedrals with high toned bells
Govered melters with horrible smells
llolding catacombs, a plase for the dead
Noisy civilians clamoring for bread
Palatial villas with palm trees tall
A stinkitg hovel, mere hole in the wall
Tree fringed lawms swept by the breeze
Goats wadirg in filth up to their knees
Revealing statues all details complete
A sensual ]Jass with sores on her feet
Big breasted damsels but never a bra
Bumping ageinst you=s~there should be a law
Creeping Youlevards, a spangled team
Alleys that wind like a dope fiends dream
Tlowers blooming on the side of a hill
A sidewalt latrine with privacy nil
wo-by=four shops with shelving all bare
Gesturing merchants arms flailing the air
Narrow gaue sidewalk more like a shelf
Butt-puffing youngster scratching himself
Lumbering narts hogging the road
Nondescrip4 trucks frequently towed
Diminutive donkeys loaded for bear
Horse-dramn texis secking a fare
Determined pedestrians courting disaster
dalking in gutters where movement is
faster
Italian drivers all accident bound
fnamng and twisting to cover the ground
‘omemade brooms--wecds tied to a stick
Used on the streets to eclean off the brick
Bicycles and pushcarts blocking your path
Street comer politicos needing a bath
Barbers galore with manners quite mild
Prolific women all heavy with child

foore
Geused by Lis bonus which now is no more
Arrogant wretches picking up snipes

~”L” Lature Fiats of various types

Toung pf"fAt ginger, a hamd organ tine

choe shiming Loys; a sidewalk szloon

© beauteous maiden, a smile on her face

iith a breath of garlic fouling the plsece

Listless housowifc no shoes on her feet

Washins and cooking right out on tiic
strect

A family wash of tattle-tale grey

Hangs from the balcony, blocking the way

Native coffec-=God what a mixture !

Tiled bathrooms with one extra fixture

Tomilics dining fran one common bowl

Next to a fish storec-~a horrible hole

Italian zoct-suiters, flashily dressed

Barefooted beggars looklng depressed

Mud -smeared children clustering ebout

Fi’ling their juge from 2 community

A dutl ul mother with a look of despair

Picking the lice from her small daughter®s
hair

Capable craftsmen skilled in the art

Decrepit old shacks, falling apart

Intricate needlework out on display

Surrounded by filth and rot and decay

Elegant caskets carved out by hand

Odorous factories where leather is tanned

A shoemaker's shop--a black market store

Crawling with vermin-~no screens on the
door

I've tried to describe the things that
I've geen

Pandpama of Ttaly, the browm and the green

I've neglected the war scars visible yet

But those are the things we want to forget

I'm glad that I came, bat damned anxious
to go

Give it back to the natives, I'm ready te
blow !

* * %

That anonymous work, appropriated from

Major Vieir's station, undoubtedly deserves

comment but we'd rather let you make your

own, To you who have never been to Italy

;w_ﬂ@xcw&w

WHO will write us_one about Africa?

Ani then, fram the pen “of S/3gt, Charles C,

MacKechnie regarding an ending for his

STATION DIARY: '"We have w wonderful clos-

ing chapter in mind, It has to do with

the Statue of Liberty, bottles of milk and

green slacks with a blue shirt and o pure

ple tie if you feel like it and with eat-

ing off plates, It's a silly enough

{ chapter but one happily enough written=-

Are YOU happy in the Service?

! God willing "/
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