
A night out.

The patrons were tearing the chairs away from my table at an alarming rate.

This baffled me somewhat, as there were three spare tables in the bar. 

I had come to elephant and rifle by only a slight accident; a self imposed bar crawl brought to a halt by the sounds of a local blues band from within. 

They were lacking the mastery and ease of the performance that makes a good band great, 

It was a calm night outside, and I found it unsettling. 

Without much consideration, I used this as my excuse to find a bar, where the crowds would seed a much more generous bustle to the atmosphere. 

I wasn’t very selective in choosing an establishment tonight as I felt that I could find more entertainment in distancing myself from what I was accustomed to. 

I entered into a large venue going by the name of The Elephant and Rifle. 

It was a large pub with many sections, the now obligatory gaming room being the most noticable with its lights and sounds pulsating in an eerie synchronisity. 

A further glance into the gaming room showed only featureless faces in front of the monotonous rows of poker machines – surely I would have to look a little harder for a lively atmosphere! 

On such a note, I find it hard admitting that I did find an unnatural alure in the pokie room, not so much with the advertised promise of a big win, but the different world (an entire world) it offered.

I’m a rather weak person when most things are considered, but my distaste of such ungainfull degeneration was far stronger than the moral promises I often broke. 

I was seeking a slightly more fun form of degeneration tonight, and with some enthusiasm I ordered a beer and made my way to the back of the bar.

There was a spirited sounding blues band playing, and I amused myself with the thought that such a prize had been won without having to sacrifice a single coin into the greedy poker machines. 

The highly spirited moves made by the guitarist isolated him from the image drawn by the rest of the band, who were simply bobbing their heads with the driving Texas rhythm. Immediately I found his antics a distraction from thier music, and I was constantly reminded of the comic-book rock and roll stars of the eighties. 

Music is best heard, not seen. 

