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THE CLIMBER

"And Moses went up unto God, and the Lord called
him out of the mountain..." „ , ?g

"Where did I come from, then? Ah, where indeed?
This is a riddle monstrous hard to read.
I have it! Why, of course,
All things are moulded by some plastic force
Out of some atoms somewhere up in space.
Fortuitously concurrent anyhow—
There, now'.
That's plain as is the beak upon my face."

Samuel John Stone was the author of those skeptical lines and he
attached to them the title, "Soliloquy of a Rationalistic Chicken".

I never considered myself to be much of a poet but when I first
came across that little ditty I ventured to write a second verse which
asks an even more important question than "Where did I come from?"
and arrives at an equally skeptical answer:

"Where am I going? Ah, where indeed?
This is the answer I really need.
I have it! Why, of course,
All things return to their original source
Ashes to ashes, dust to dust.
I may not like it,
But accept it I must."

I append to my own little lines the title, "Monologue Of an
Agnostic Chimpanzee", who feels he is not getting anywhere in this
life and in the next life will have nowhere to go.

Many, if not all rational beings, have asked the first question,
"Where did I come from?", and William Wordsworth gave us his answer in
"Intimations of Immortality":

"Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting:
The soul that rises with us, our life's star,
Hath had elsewhere its setting;
And cometh from afar:
Not in entire forgetfulness,
And not in utter nakedness,
But trailing clouds of glory do we come
From God, who is our home..."










