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·staff Appoinl11lents 
ANNOUNCEMENTS were 

made by President Bahar of the 
following staff appointments: 

Dr. Peter Blomerly, Dean ·5f 
the College. He will be working 
part time during May and full 
time beginning June 1. Dr. 
Blomerley earned his doctor's 
degree in higher education from 
the UniversitY. of Buffalo. He 
was a former professor of math 
at Skidmore as well as at Monroe 
Community College. At Monroe, 
he was voted associate dean by 
total faculty consent. 

Mr. Robert Gould, 17 years 
with General Electric. · He was 
initi.!ltor and organizer of 
Champlain College of 
Technology. The <-'Ollege didn't 
materialize because of lack. of 
funds. Mr. Gould is ·a physicist in 
electronics and aerodynamics 
and ha s administrative 
background. He will be Assistant 
to · the Dean in areas of 

technologies. Business 
technologies will remain for the 
present under jurisdiction of the 
Dean, but industrial technology 
and community relations will be 

-developed by Mr. Gould. 
Mr. Jack Hewett, new 

appointee from Ithaca College, 
will replace Mrs. Virginia Gizzi 
as director of admissions. 

Mr. Murray Cohen comes 
from Keuka College to be an 
instructor in English. 

Mr. Richard Favaro from 
Ithaca College will be instructor 
in health and recreation. 

Mr. Dennis Stratton will be 
director of student financial 
aids, placement, and transfer. 

Mr. Anthony Bonarti will be 
an instructor in business 
_administration - - accounting and 
data processing. 

Dr. Lucille Baker will be full 
time next year. 

The lnaugurati on of 
The First President 

By H.K. HIGGINS 

Tompkins Cortland Community College 
officially has a president, Hushang Bahar. The 
ceremonies were performed o°'May 2. 

The inaugural luncheon was held at the 
Sheraton Inn at 12 o'clock. Presiding was Ronald 

. W. Space, Chairman of the Board of Trustees. The 
' invocation was given by The Rev. George E. 

Arseneau. Mrs. Florence Fitzgerald, Chairman of 
the Cortland County Board of Supervisors, and 
Mr. Harris Dates, Chairman of the Tompkins 
County Board of Representatives represented their 
respective counties. Mr. Dates commented that, 
"Few institutions can point to greater progress in 
so short a period of time." 

Inaugural ceremonies began at 3 o'clock at the 
New York State Electric and Gas building on Rt. · 
13 near Ithaca. The prelude and processional were 
presented by . the Ithaca High School Brass 

Ensemble. Rev. G. W. Degner gave the invocation, 
and a welcome was extended by Ronald Space. 

Greetings for the occasion were given by Dr. S. 
V. Martorana, Vice-chancellor for Two-Year 

, Colleges; James J . War~n, Vice-chairman for the 
Board of Trustees, State University of New York ; 
Charles McMullen, President .of the Faculty 
Association; Philip Munson, Ch.airman of the 
Student Government. 

The Investitute was made by Ronald Space, and 
the Benediction was given by the Reverend Jack 
Kissel. 

The keynote address was presented by Dr. 
Robert Pantzer, President of the University of 
Montana. Dr. Pantzer said, "There is an exciting 
educational ·process being developed here at 
Tompkins- Cortland to the welfare of students in 
the area." 
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Library 
World 

By NANCY.CRAFT 
We've just been reminded 

that this semester is almost over. 
All books are due back in the 
Library May 20th. A grace 
period will extend through May 
27th. Stop list' holds will be 
placed- .on your files in the 
Registrar's Office on May 28th. 

If you • are returning for 
summer school and can show 
registration or other proof of 
this, permission. may be given to 
take out books and keep them 

,beyond May 2-?th. See the 
Librarians. 

Summer hours will be posted 
for each session. They have not 
yet been determined . 

. Have a happy Summer. 

Newspaper Elections 
The TC3 Cmcible staff held 

elections April 28 to elect the 
new staff for next year. 

The new editor-in-chief, 
Dennis Butts, is replacing Harold 
Higgins. Dennis was elected by a 
plebicite vote since only one 
nomination was offered from 
the floor. 

The position of Managing 
Editor was filled by William 
Rook. The advisors to the paper 
remained as they were this year, 

Joe Cambridge, Dawn Cooper, 
and Fred Janke. 

The rest of the staff also 
remained much as it was: Lit. Ed 
Sally Sanderson; Photo and Art 
Ed., Rod McMurrey; Sales 
Manager Steve Molinari; and 
Circulation Manager, Elaine 
Wendella. 

Anybody wishing to become 
part of the newspaper staff next 
year please contact anyone of 
the newspaper staff. 
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By DENNIS M. BUTTS 

Recently President Nixon announced that we 
were sending aid to Cambodia in the form of 
advisors, air support and troops. 

This action, he said, was to bring a rapid end to 
the conflict in §outheast Asia - namely Vietnam. 
Why does he want to ·involve this country in a 
larger war? Many youths are dying in our present 
conflict. With this step-up many more will die. 

In Nixon's presidential campaign, the main 
issue was to de-escalate the war. So far, the only 
thing he has done is to withdraw a few troops 

) 

them down by calling them "bums" and "slobs". 
How can Nixon and Agnew say . this and still 
believe that the majority is still backing them? 
After all, the majority of this country's population 
is of the younger set, most of them in· schools and 
colleges throughout the country. 

Something to 
B .l . ,, eiieve .. 

B BILL ROOK'··' ;_;! .• i11:·.;; 
y ,• :: ;·.q ·•n i oj ·i9J1·;1l ;,•, ,_, , 

It is often said of the younget gJn'erati'6b ttl~f ~e are too 
idealistic. The younger generation counters by saying that the 
older generation is too realistic. I believe that if anyone is to 
be alive in the reality of the future, then the idealism of today 
must prevail. 

The idealism of today revolves around peace, freedom, and 
the absence of pollution. The world can no longer afford the 
type of insanity which causes a man to hate his heighbor 
because of race or .creed. This hate leads to war, and no one 
wins a war. If the )Vorld is to ·survive, man has to change. If 
present ho8tilities do not lead to larger confrontations, then at 
best, the present situation will continue. 

· from Vietnam. How many more toops have been 
sent back and are now fighting in Cambodia? This, 
only the high officials in the Pentagon know. 

The colleges are designed to educate the youth 
of today. Are the students becoming too 
educated? No! They are thinking more and trying 
to express their opinions. They are breaking out of 
their confining chains of propaganda and 
unnecessary laws. They are rebelling against . a 
society that has let them down in practically every 
way possible. The people of this country don't 
even own their own lives anymore. They can be 
sent off to a war that they don't believe in and be 

The battle against pollution ' has to begin now. lf we 
continue spending money because of hate and stupidity, then 
we will not have the money (and it will take a lot) to stop 
pollution. The time is rapidly approaching when pollution has . 
to be stopped or we will reach the point of no return. Now! 
Before it is too late, wake up! Let reason and sanity prevail, or 
we will not survive ~he century. 

killed. ~ 
Is it . any wonder that there is a great deal of 

unrest on our college campuses today? Students 
only get reactions from, closed ears and mi1,1ds 
when the students create disturbances 
accompanied ·by destruction. They only want to 
say that they disagree · with Nixon and his 
administration's policies. 

· There is only, one thing left to do and that is to 
declare, a : ·'·ii war - youth against the 
administrati; . The initial steps are already in 
progress. Si ,n there will be no reversing it. Soon 
there will be another war ·- more drastic than the 
one in Southeast Asia. This country may be 
d~stroyed unless there is something done. 

· I have noticed in myself an increasing radicalism. It is 
unfortunate, but it is an inevitable result of my frustration. I . 

· As soon as the college students try to be heard, 
our beloved (?) President and Vice-President cut 

have talked, demonstrated, even begged people to wake up, 
and for the most part, I have failed. If action is not begun soon 
on the problems facing the world, ' then soon no one will be 
alive to talk or to listen. . . 

I Letters to The Ed(tor I 
Goodbye and All That 

Dear Sir: 
Having attended TC-3 for one 

full year, I have to admit that 
the school was a little better 
than what I had anticipated last 
September. But I would like to 
make a few comments: 

The . student apathy was 
greater than I had ever dreamed. 
Many did not realize they had to 
organize and work for clubs, 
activities and facilities. Many did 
not want to. They've no one to 
blame but themselves. 

tit <!-3 . <!rucible 

The teachers on the whole 
tried to do a good job. I believe 
many of the professor$ were';too 
lax . and many underestimated. 
their students. 'Course$ with a 
little more challenge and fewer 
"free" marks could have been a 
help to-some. Papers returned on 
time could have been a help to 
all. 

I believe that more classroom 
discussions and fewer lectures 
would initiate more student 

_thinking. I participated in 
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· discussions in s0me of · my 
courses, and besides enjoying 

· them, I leariled i{gteat deal. · ' 
The genera} attitude· of the · 

teachers was great. Never before 
have I seen instructors go out of 
their way to help the students 
an<L the school as much as they 
have done _here. Talking with a 
TC-3 professor is like talking to 
a friend, something I have never 
before experienced. · 

The bathrooms stunk, but I 
have to take into consideration 

the ige of the building, which 
still Cloesn't excuse the lack of 
'ventilation . or . a . new·, tx>at .. of 
Pl!-int. 

The thing I liked best was the · 
students; in some cases that isn't 
saying much, but on the whole· I 
enjoyed meeting and talking to 
many of them. The great cross 
section of ages, personalities, 
and ideas presented by the 
students taught me a great deal. 
I won't regret ever attending this 
institution even though I had my . 
_doubts. 

(Name withheld) 
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LETTERS TO THE EDITOR 
Is One a Judge -
Dear Mr. Editor: he uses his worn out shirts to 

After reading that ,rather blow his nose (Oh, Mr. Casey, 
horrendous letter to tlle ed'itor that is totally unacceptable in 
in your ApriL i~y~ ,,,of. , this--- ~ciety) ; and finally, Mr. Casey 
newspaper -- I feel compelled to states early in his letter that 
answer it. T. Casey comes across TC-3 women wear too much 
as a very bewildered gentleman. makeup - - but then he tells us to 
He assumes, in· his letter, that by wear it if we're ugly (tell me, sir 
our very . nature all women which way is it?) If you wear it, 
should look attractive (I am you're ugly ·· and if you are 
~ondering what nature says ugly -· wear it! Either way we're 
about men!); he also tells us that ugly!! 

Mr. Casey, I am wondering if 
there really are ugly men and 
women, or do we (you and I) 
make them ugly? I suspect that 
you and I are at fault! What is 
ugly? How do you define it? If 
you say that ugly is now you 
personaily consider it, then Rage 
on, God, Rage on!!! 

Most respectfully yours, 
Connie White 

Cortland State· Makes Striking Effort 
On May 5, Cortland State brief period only. The end result 

students rallied with a peace was little . pr , no damage ~d. 

march. Effort was made to have disturbance, and the students 
students stay on the sidewalks in resumed their chanting positions 
an orderly fashion. Singing on the sidewalks. Few classes 
"Give Peace a Chance", students were attended, but much was 
did occupy the campus for a learned. The march was 

protesting the war in Vietpam 
anq the, move into Cambodia. 
The march was peaceful but 
only time will tell of its 
effectiveness. 

Rod McMurrey 

Dear Sir: 
In response to T. ·Casey's 

letter entitled "Help Stamp Out 
Ugly Women," may I first say 
that he is making some 
extremely rash statements, and 
some ridi~ulous generalizations. 

I fail to understand how Mr. 
Casey can criticize girls who are 
physically unattractive; we, just 
as all members of the male 
species, have no control over our 
individual gene make-up. 

True , t here are many 
cosmetics manufac t u_red. 

. Whether it is a fad or a trend 
now, women -are maintaining a 
"natural look;" this means a 
limited amount of make-up, and 
the type of make-up which does 
not detract from the girl 's 
physical characteristics. I'm sure 
that if Mr. Casey saw a girl 
whom he considered attractive 
maybe twenty feet away from 
him, the closer she came to him 
and the more make-up he saw, 
Mr . Casey would become 
nauseous. The point I'm trying 

to establish is that we are living 
in a very realistic world. Why 
should we disillusion the men of 
the college? It would be a major 
shock or let.down to any male if 
he saw his girl one day for the 
first time without all of her 
make-up on. Simply, we don't 
want to look like a bunch of 
mannequins -· PLASTIC! 

Mr. Casey contradicted 
himself on the concept of 
make -up. First he was 

. complaining because women are 
ugly "with tons of the latest 
make-up on," then he states that 
girls who don't have a pretty 
face should use some of the new 
cosmetics that are being sold on 
the market. Next he is going to 
consider himself a cosmetic 

· "~onsultant, :ind tell us how 

~(t=f!:=!!:=!!:~~~:::it~~~~~ •------------------------- much make-up each woman is to 

Jone. Phtirtntxy 
Eric F. Jones 

The Rexall Store 
. 110 Main Street 

Groton, N. Y. 

Pr1Kriptio~ 

PHONE 191-3216 

KARL 

·Mary's Beauty Salon 
Specialists in Permanent Waving 

Soft Water Shampoos 

GIFT CERTIFICATES 

Mary Jones and Diana Christofferson 
101 Cayuga St. - Croton - 898-3103 

PROPER'S 
-VARIETY STORE 

Tha Ston with 1001 Items 

114 MlinSt. 
Groton. N.Y. 

use. 
Have you ever thought that 

the women of this college have 
also taken long looks at the 
appearance of individuals here 

Cape Cod Cottage 
Beautiful view of Nantucket 

Sound. Completely furnished. 
Two bedrooms; furnace; hide
a-bed; June 13-20 or Septem
ber 5-12. Call Cortland 756-5119 

HOMER 

IGA Foodliner 

7 South Main St. 
Homer, N. Y. 

Open: 
Sat. - Mon. 9 am - 6 pm 
Tues. - Fri. 9 am - 9 pm 

VERN . CHEVROLET -. OLDSMOBILE 
SALES & SERVICE 

JON 

Ciroton Feed Company 
GROTON'S ONLY HARDWARE 

Plumbing - Electrical 

·.General Hardware 
Phone 898-5833 

' 
·GROTON, NEW YORK 

OS BILL TX 8-5891 
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and have gotten sick? - We were 9 
looking at the men of the 
college. But still, we don't get (i 
sick looking at ALL the men. 

w 
Mr. Casey seems to be making 
the · generalization that all 0 
women in this school are ~ . a unattractive, and I really cannot 0 
accept this. 

As for the clothes that 
women have· chosen to wear 
doesn't Mr. Casey realize that w~ 
have to spend just as many hours 
in classes as the men do? With 
that in mind, do we not have the 
right to be just as comfortable as 
we wish to be? Most of the men 
dress for comfort - why not us? 

It is our prerogative as 
individuals (not only as women) 
to dress the way we wish, 
whether it be in jeans and 
tee·shirts or skirts and nylon 
stockings. "Why can't women be 
themselves? Why stereotype all 
women into the so-called ideal 
model of perfection? Why take 
away our unique individualism? 
This is exaati¥ what Tom Casey 
is trying to do to us. If every 
woman was a lovely human 

being, then there would be no 
woman necessarily more 
attractive than another. Too 
much emphasis is being placed 
on physical characteristics, when 
in reality, people should realize 
that true beauty comes from 
within. · 

Maryjane C. LaMachia 

S&S 

1Speed Shop 

1001 W. Seneca St. 

_Ithaca, N. Y. 14850 

Hooker, Headers, 
Custom Equipment 

Hurst shifters are in 
for VW's 

Dune Buggies 
and all parts 



"Our Leaders!" 

"Check-point Charlie" 

Walk-for ,Hunger 
Sunday, April 26th, Cortland 

County was the scene of the 
''Walk for Hunger". The walk 
was organized \by students at 
Cortland State and carried out 
by approximately 1,500-2,000 
ooncerned people. About 500 
participants conquered the 26.9 
mile mission of mercy. Among 
these victorious 500 were two 
TC-3 students representing 

Omega Phi Zeta Fraternity 
Rod McMurrey and Terry 
Jacque, who finished 7th and 
8th respectively. . 

The weather was ideal, spir~ 
were high, and feet were 
blistered. Ages of the walkers 
ranged from 10 to 45. The final 
contestants staggered to the 
finish at 6:30 p.m., at which 
time a dance was held at 

"""· . 
Cortland State's Corey Union 
for the weary walkers. At the 
dance, new · dances were 
invented, such as the "Walker's 
Waddle'', the "Bunyon Hop", 
and "Bandaid Boogaloo", and 
other such dances that required 
little physical exertion. · 

Thanks to the effort of the 
people, the goal for the "Walk 
for Hunger" was reached. 

Kathy S. Hollister 

·:off and Walking" 

My Cou11try~ Bight. or Wro11g: 
Heard about the war lately? I mean the latest 

developments. Of course you have. You are being 
bombarded with the news about it every day. How 
can you help but hear? It's played up and is always 
a good news item. 

B~t is it really a war? If it is, it is so far an 
undeclared war. Then why,! ask, can a man who 
doesn't want to fight in an undeclared war be 

' thrown into prison? Our country is founded on 
the principal of freedom of the individual. P_eople 
came to this country to escape forced conscription 
to military powers. A great fault I find in many 
people is the feeling that our way of life i~ good 
for us, so, as everyone knows, it is good for 
everyone else. I think this is faulty reasoning. 

I continuously am running into people who 
keep telling me I should do my duty for my 
country. And, in the same breath, they will say 
they would like to shoot all college students. Be 
rational. I personally can't see what good my 

1-

getting shot up in some rice paddy is going to do 
my couritry. 

If everyone would stop and think instead of 
going off on an emotional tangent, we might reach 

. a solution. A volunteer army just might be the 
answer. I am sure there are enough sadists to 
supply the needs of running a profitable little war. 
It is O!llY a matter of time, if the present trend 
does not stop, . until every eligible male is either 
drafted, in Canada, or underground. 

Current opinion, as you may have realized by 
now, is against the war and the draft. This is the 
prevailing opinion among youth and those parents 
of draft-eligible sons. Those people who are 
dependent upon the government or receive their 
pay checks as a result of this profitable war are for 
the war. Also, those people who don't have 
children or vote blindly and trust faithfully that 
their government will do the.right thing are usually 
for the war. I pose a question to people who 

support the present war. How would you like to 
raise a family - - raise a son to nineteen years of 
age; struggle to survive and supply your family 
with food and shelter, only to have your child 
killed in an unjust war? And what have you 
gairied? Well, you've been patriotic, but will that 
bring back your son? · 

I believe in being patriotic, but I also believe in 
fighting for a just cause when I do fi.ght. I cannot 
support the present war the present administration 
is waging in Southeast Asia. It is futile, costly in 
lives, equipment, and money, and also gains us
nothing. A guerilla war is being fought. Anyone 
interested in the art of war knows you can't win 
against an enemy using guerilla warfare by 
retaliating with technical warfare. It is stupid to 
continue this present war. When people, especially 
our leaders, finally realize this, maybe present 
conditions will improve. 

Michael Hleboski 
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Writers' Pool 

The faucet drips, 
The clock ticks, 
The radio is static, 
The television erratic; 
Life's not bad, 
And I'm far from sad. 
Day turns to night 
On comes the light. 
Turn it out 
Then start to doubt. 
What will tomorrow bring? 
Well, that's another thing. 
The faucet drips, 
The clock ticks; 
Time passes quickly by, 
But is that a reason to get high? 
You should wonder why, 
Especially before you die. 

, By Andrea deWolf 

f _-

"What'll you have" the waitress threw out to a 
young kid. • , 

."Hamburger, with onion," he had decided. 
"You want that raw pr cooked?" she shot back. 
"Raw" "Hey" he yelled because her brisk short 

steps had already taken her to the grill, "I want 
the hamburger cooked.'? 

She laughed, both at·herself as well as the kid. 
People just dori't understand each other she 
thought and then recalled the old man who had 
been in earlier. She didn't understand him 
certainly, he'd kept his money pinned inside his 
suit jacket pocket; well, for sure he wouldn't lose 
it. 

Three students burst in and slammed down at 
the counter. Although .the noon rush of business 
had begun to hit she knew they would order 
pancakes and sausage. She hated to make room for 
this breakfast mess on her already hamburger 
laden grill. The hamburgers were spitting behind 
her as the students called for eggs and homefries. 
It makes no difference she concluded briskly 
though silently. \ 

She smelled the ham and scallops and knew 
that Jack was coming up behind her to put them 
on the steam table. 

"You want pie or something" she stated as she 
picked the empty plate that was offered her by the 
local police force, Bill. 

"Apple, I guess; say ·did you hear about the 
suicide?" 

"You mean the Davis kid" she said feeling 
suddenly cold in spite of the heat from the grill 
and the steam table. 

friendship's 

garden 
Friendship's garden must be nurtured 
Lest unused it cease to grow 
Just as pansies' velvet flowers 
Unplucked with brown and die. 

Emotions that fall as the weathered rain 
flung into zealous dreams, always flowing 
never remaining. 

Thoughts jump about as uneasily as a flickering 
flame in a cold, damp room. 

Expressions are never expections that go unabated 
tit destroyed by a FARMER'S ALMANAC or last month's 
PLAYBOY. 

Pictures no longer contain a thousand words 
but instead a thou.sand heartaches or one 
reason for happiness. 

With rays of sunshine's happy smile 
And saddened tE:ars to water. 
Your garden may erupt and grow, 
But unused will surely perish. 

· Libraries will no longer belong to the scholar but 
instead to children who will giggle and muse ' 

Plow the furrows true and deeply 
Then sow the seeds quite closely. 
Now watch they don't grow too thickly 
For fear of choking friendship's growth. 

What types of plants should grow herein? 
Are flowers only sprouting? 
What of food stuffs made for thinking 
And tearful onions? Sharing expands. 

So fear not friendship, treat it true, 
Use it well while giving too. 
Receive happin~ss, share sadness 
And your garden grows forever. 

by Sally Sanderson 

--··.&. . 

"Nice quiet kid," she eulogized, "you never 
would have thought." 

"They say he'd never been quite right, after 
losing his folks in the accident," Bill said as .if to 
himself, "but nobody tOok much thought on it, 
thought he'd come around." . 

"You never know," she said to end the 
conversation. Not that others care either she told 
herself. 

The small diner was full now. She liked the 
rapid pace and booming activity of the noon hour 
with its buzzing smells and mingling talk. As she 
worked in what seem'ed an infinitely repeating 
pattern of serving and removing dishes, cups, spills 
and stains, Paula arrived for her daily B.L.T. As 
usual Paula shared some of her latest adventures; 
the new movie, or a great party. She enjeyed these 
short accounts and wished that she had something 
to share back. 

One hungry face after another met her and it 
was nearly 2:30 when she found time to glance up 
at the enormous old green clock. 

"Have your dinner now," Jack called, "I'll 
catch up these dishes." 

She was hungry she found when she had a 
minute to think about it. She served herself a big 
helping of chicken and biscuit with mashed and 
slid onto a stool at the end of the counter. The 
sloushing sounds of the dish water brought her 
thoughts back to· the Davis kid. He had drowned 
himself, because of the loneliness, his note had 
said. She wondered just how lonely he must have 
been. Of course, he had even worked alone as a 
night watchman, she recalled. 

at what it was ~o ONCE be human. 

Preachers will no longer give sermons in the 
church, but in the bars for they wish a 
greater attendance to God. 

Guns will no longer be in effect, but thrice 
as many bullets shall kill . 

Draft cards will no longer be burned, Birth 
Certificates will instead. · 

Switches will no longer turn lights on 
instead t.hey shall turn on darkness. ' 

But emopons, thoughts and expressions 
shall last as long as there are zealous dreams 
cold damp rooms and last month's PLAYBOY. 

by Skip Bensen 

Be.fore she could even finish the place began to 
fill again, but they were mostly the mid-afternoon 
regulars in for cbffee and gossip. Charlie, retired 
and meaner than ever, was at the other end of the 
counter complaining as harshly as he could. She 
was glad that she did not have fo give him his 
coffee and daily book of matches. Although the 
place was full again, it was not busy. The coffees 
were served quickly and the conversation did not 
require direct attention so she turned to clean the 
grill in preparation for supper hour. That done she 
wiped the breadboard quickly and finished 
cleaning out the steam table for Jack who was 
doing the afternoon mopping. 

She was still cleaning up the left over coffee 
mugs .when four of the vulgarest characters she'd 
ever seen came in. Hippies, she thought, or rather 
modern tramps; but they have to eat too. She 
waited on them immediately, thinking the sooner 
they finish and leave, the better. It took forever to 
get their order, but at last she had them served and 
eating. They even smeil, she thought, and 
immediately wondered if they were ever lonely. 

The place began to fill again without warning, 
which brought her thoughts back from the 
greenness of the grass across the street and the 
Davis kid. Somehow though she didn't enjoy 
supper hour as much as noontime, riartly because 
after she and Jack would work . quickly and 
determinedly to clean the place up and get out; so 
that she could go to her empty room. She pulled 
herself around abruptly, just as Jack tossed a large 
pan of hungarian goulash on the steamtable. 

"What'll you have?" she threw out to the' 
~earest hungry customer. 

by Marilyn-Roth 

VI 

3:: 
"'"-

~ 
'< -~.f>. -'° -.I p 

>-l 
(') 

~ 

(') .., 
s: 
n g 
CD 



The time is short, it can't be long 
the feelings are so hard. 
The bullets fly, our strength dies 
in a horrid of rats and flies. 
Everyone tries, but nothing is done 
for they're in a world of their own 
Making friends, throwing ideas along 
with bricks and stones. · 
The flowers they hold and for what 
they stand (but they can't see it) is the 
existence of man. 

-I -Dreamed 
I dreamed. 

or dandelions and 
Lilac trees 

or endless peace on 
Sunset seas 

or sweet sumac and 
Warm.spring days 

Of golden fields in 
Morning haze 

Of misty rains and 
Foggy nights 

or flocks of sparrows 
Aloft in flight 

or walking across the 
Fresh wet earth 

fo faded blue-jeans 

' 

by Skip Bensen 

And yellow shirt 
Of walking through time 

Singing a song 
On a road that is 

Loneliness is an emotion, wanted by some, hated 
by others. It brings solace and its potion is carried by 
all until broken. Loneliness is like a l?ird flying high, 
it may never get __ there. Loneliness is truth and it is 
lies, it can be real or fancied. 

· _ It was the kind of crisp clean winter day that 
you could take one deep breath and clear out your 
lungs and rid yourself of all the impurities inside. 
There were only remnants of snow on the ground 
and of this I was glad. Winter had begun to die. 

I hurredly walked the two blOcks to the 
bowling alley for it w.as a bit brisk and I only had a 
short sleeved shirt on. It was only two-thirty and 
the leagues did not start until five. As _ I rounded 
the corner and approached the building I stopped 
as I had often done to look at the name painted on
the side of the wall facing the street. In big red 

. letters very sloppily done, the obvious work of a ·. 
twelve to fifteen year old brat, was spray-painted 
the name - FRAN. Fran was the guy that worked 
in the bowling alley. He has worked here ever since 
the place had been built and before that he 
worked -at the old . Drome when it was on State 
Street. I don't know if anyone really knew how 

· old Fran was. He looks to be getting about thirty 
although as long as I can remember, he had always 
been bald towards the front part of his head. Fran, 
I believe, was a bit retarded. It was his speech that, 
at first made me think so. He sounds like a seven 
year old immigrant Polish kid with a harelip. Ever 
since I can remember, rumors had been going 
around that Fran was some sort of sexual pervert. , 
I guess he's supposed to be -like young boys. There 
was some story a long- long time ago about him 
that was circulated around to the parents, but I 
was very young then and like an enlisted man I 

_ only h,eard very vague _things off the rebound. 
Deep· down inside I hope the stories are not true 
although I really don't much ~re. There's really 
no place for a pervert in a bowling alley. 

I walked in through both sets of glass doors at 
the entrance. Every time I walk in to this house I 
get a very good feeling. I love t_his place. I loved 
the old Drome too. It seem8 that e~ryone here is 
~ peace and all seem very friendly. I love to go i~ 
early in -the morning when only Ken or Fran JS 

Endlessly long 
Of children playing 

In eternal sand 
Of touching her with 

- Gentle hand 
Of fighting wars and 

Winning honor 
Of carrying forth my 

Red-starred banner 
Of dominant youth and 

Loneliness is like a church's steeple, high above 
with beings admiring its guise. Loneliness is like 
people; it changes form · to . become disguised. 
Loneliness is an unfertile soil, not cared for with any 
one's toil. Loneliness is unwanted, unloved, and 
damned. Loneliness is I in form of a man. 

Silent elders 
,Soon to sit in 

Senile shelters 
Of creeping weeds in 

Tiny place$ 
or people screaming 

From sunken faces 
· Of delicate beauty 

By my .head 
Of laying in a 

Forever bed. 
I awoke for a moment 

To see my blood 
Draining from me into 

Eastern mud 
Gregg Glover 

there and they have just opened for the day. The 
small of freshly wax~ alleys and newly painted 
pine drives me! I remember this feeling from a 
long time ago. When I was very young I could feel 
the wave of excitement that came over me 
knowing that there was no school tomorrow .and 
that I could go down ,to the old Drome with my 
friends and bowl. I would be restless all night, and 
consequently get there in the morning even before 
the doors were open. Then Fran would come and 

_open the door and that same fresh shellac smell 
would hit me square in the nose and I would love 
every minute of it. I wanted so much to be a part 
of that ~owling alley, in any capacity. I would 
hang around to see the leagues and think of the 
days when I would be able to join. Those days 
were good to me. I would love to watch the 
"tough bowlers " compete against each other for 
big money. Big Fred, the Italian-American and 
Gus, the Italian were my favorites. What 
magnificent people they were. Such poise, such 
soul. Gus died a few years back and Big Fred di_ed 
just recently ~ Big Fred <;ollapsed during the third 
game of The City Tournament out at The Bowl. I 
was terrifically shocked. I thought to myself, 
"Why _would God take such' a good man away?" 
Rest in peace, my good friend Fred. Rest assured 
that you will never be forgotten. 

I passed by the desk and said' hello to Fran. I 
looked around the place to see if anybody I knew 
had shown up yet. It was quite early yet so there 
were only a few people in .the place. I went over to 

· 1ook at the league statistics. Ronnie, the Italian 
was averaging 202, 203 and 205 in three different 
leagues. This man was in the mold of Big Fred. He 
was the closest _ link -to a chain I truly will never 
end. 

Morry, the manager, walked by me and said 
• hello. I .returned his greeting and began to put on 

my "business man" air to try to impress him as 
best I could. I wanted to _work here vezy badly and 

by Chris Cummings 
I • 

I needed to let him know that I was awake, alert, 
sharp and had all the other qualities that a man 
like Morry would want in an employee. I guess the 
only reason that he had Fran working there was 
that Fran had done his job well, had not gotten in 
his way and had in all his years working there not 
asked or bitched about a pay raise. Fran was 
actually the man who kept the place running. He 
tended bar, helped fix the machines, ran the desk, 
stocked the cooler, etc., and put in at least sixty 
hours a week for less than a hundred bucks. a 
week. I think Fran once told me it was 
ninety-three a week . 

I went into the bar and ordered my usual 
gingerale. Towards the end of the bar I spotted 
Caesar. He is a fairly good sized man, of very dark 
complexion with deeply set eyes. He knew me 
from my younger days in school.- He took was 
"tough" and also in the mold of Big Fred. We 
talked for a while and during the conversation I 
realized what a deep, cutting effect his eyes had 
upon me. I had to watch what I said. One in my 
position does not 8ay certain things to people in 
the mold of Big Fred. 

I did not want to speak with him about hippies 
or drugs or politics. Those are very touchy subjects 
for one in my position. · 

Things led into other things and then he asked 
me about my status in the draft. I'felt his piercing 
eyes staring at me. I pointed a finger at my chest 
hoping he would get the point and drop the 
subject. He asked me outright what I meant. I felt 
his cold eyes on me again. 

"Enlarged heart,''. I said. 
I had wanted to tell him the truth, but one 

cannot say ,.... certain things_ to s0meone in the· 
mold of Big Fred. 

Lonnie Crutcher 



I was eating an overdone hamburg while sitting . "Guess I'll have apple." 
at the brown-speckled, formica topped table. As.I She handed me the pie, and as I turned, the 
tool( a sip of flat coke I glanced . around the chick looked up at me and ~miled. 
"student union". The ceiling was so high that the "Hi." I leaned on the counter 
hanging fixtures only created patterns of shadow. She returned " Hi! You in school here?" 
The real source of light came from the bay "Yeh. I'm second semester." I said watching 
windows and glass door at the end of the room. her stir her ice. 

It was about 11:30, so the big noon rush hadn't "This is my first semester. What're you 
quite hit yet and Jane was cleaning tables and taking?" At this she glanced up and as quickly 
filling sugar shakers in a white uniformed fury. looked away. 
She's a friendly gal about 35 with greying short "Oh, Math, English, Bio, ya know." I tapped 
brown hair and too many desserts under her belt. the counter trying to think of something bright to 
The only other person was on the other side of the . say. 
room on a red plastic and chromium stool at the "Yeh - · me too," she said and hopped down. 
counter. Her flowing blonde hair covered dainty "Well, gotta go to class." 
shoul.ders. She had on a dark red sweater, and her "Sure, see ya around." 
red and green plaid skirt draped over luscious I eased back to my place and watched out of 
black stockinged legs. Her tiny brown leafers the comer of my eye as she paid Janie for the coke 
kicked the counter about 6 inches from the step. and mangled tuna sandwich that was still on her 

I found myself forgetting the rotten taste of the plate. Then she scooted out and swung the door 
food. I wanted to get to know her, but wasn't sure closed. 
how to go about it. I paid up and left too, and as the door clicked I 

Slowly I got up and sauntered over .to the found myself thinking that the dump wasn't so 
.. counter, "Hey, Janie, Honey, what kinda pie ya bad after all. Maybe I'll have lunch there 
got." tomorrow. 

"We've got apple, pumpkin and blueberry, Myna Lind 
Joe." 

' . 

When I speak I say 
People do not see 
yet they have eyes 
they think they communicate 
but they can't talk 
only a few can see 
but not with eyes 
the few know they communicate 
and .without talk 
the few are one 
with mind and soul 
the few are people 
not with conformity 
but themselves 

. -~· 

by Chris Cummings 

I sit in a clean, well-lighted place 
and look approvingly about 
to realize all that I ·have 
but being the pig that I am 
constantly crave more 

I can't help it 
it's beeri me for all my 

LIFE 
(what the hell was that?) 
For Christ's sake 
I want everything 
I want more of the good 
things that I have 
and much more of the good things that 
I need 

(there it goes again) 
Yes, I am a self--ish 
greed--- bastard 
and I KNOW it, 

- btit quite harmless 
and, of course, two doors down (Oh, I see now) lies an"old 
man vomiting his guts out (like a .stuck pig) on his pillow he's 
too tired to get up so he just lies there, in all the good things 
he has had and he, too, is quite harmless. 

Lonnie Crutcher 

' - ~~ 
. ~~r · 

~ - . - j i· -
; •'- - - - - ! 

'· ~ ~·f"'I ~' 
I ' ; I. lijll . 

' . : ~ 1. 1 ! :.·- t: 
, I ~-iL11;lt _ . 
CARRY-OUT SERVICE 

Open 7 Deya A Week 
11 :00 A.M. - 2:00 A.M. 

PIUERIA 
DRIVE-IN 

S.n•ith •Corona Club 
Bowling ..;.. Light Lunches 
Home Away From Home 

Wide Selection of 
Subm.-in..-Dinners 

ICE COLO BEER 

503 N. Meadow St. 
Phqne: 272·5800 

Member Federal Deposit Insurance Corporation 

TX. 8-9503 

the FIRST NATIONAL BANK 
of GROTON 

for 

EVERY BANKING SERVICE 
GROTON, NEW YORK 

A FULL 
SERVICE 
BANK 

JEAN'S 
Beauty Shoppe 

158 Main St. 
Groton, N. Y. 

Groton, New Yortc 
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~la111bake 

Plentiful clams and what 
must have been most of the beer 
in the world helped to make the 
clambake a big, pleasant, 
drunken blast. A small amount 
of snow still left on the slopes of 
Greek Peak provided the brave 
with tray-sliding and snowball 
fights. Softball and football 
games also graced the slopes. As 
the activities progress~d, 
appetites grew. The students and 
faculty migrated to the eating 
and drinking facilities where 
clams, sausage and salad were 
served, One there, all were 
content to eat and listen to "The 
Cat's Meow" while clamming 
themselves to death. 

To get back into the swing of 
things again, everyone enjoyed 
dancing to the music provided 
by "The Electric Elves" until 
12:00. By this time, the crowd 
had begun to disperse, heading 
for the warmth of their homes 
to enjoy the memories of a day 
that will long be remembered. 

i11a•1gural ball 
Pace's Restaurant / was the 

setting for the Inaugural Ball and 
dinner the Saturday night of 
TC3's Spring-In. The dinner 
consisted of roast beef with 
gravy, baked potatoes and salad. 

Everyone enjoyed the music 
provided by "The Misty Blues". 
There was a break in the dancing 
at 10:00 p.m. when the King 
and Queen and attendants were 
announced. The queen was 
Coleen Ensign and the king was 
Harold Higgins. The attendants 
were Kathy Hollister and Phil 
Munson. President Bahar was on 
hand to crown the queen. 
Everyone enjoyed dancing until 
the wee hours. 

·oon's Restaurant 
FINE FOOD 

THE COLLEGE GATHERING 

PLACE FOR FINE 

LUNCHES and COCKTAILS 

EXCELLENT BEVERAGES 

DeliC:ious Noon Meals 

Served Every Weekday 

Main Street 898-9518 Groton, N. Y. 

rtaad 

Cars liried Elm Street 
Extension in front of the Rod & 
Gun Club, Friday, May 1, at 
2:00 for TC3's Spring-In Road 
Rally. Twenty-eight cars 
competed in this test of courage 
and endurance. According to the 
committee, headed by Sue 
Gantert, Kathy Shafer, and 
Harold Higgins, the total time 
was one hour 9 minutes · 33 

rally 
seconds. The first place team 
was he(\<t,ed by Fred Ott with a 
total time of 1 hour 9 minutes 
and 55 seconds. First prize 
consisted of a bottle of 
Seagram's Seven, with a tiny 

·sports car perched on the top. 
There were a few lost souls 

and one minor breakdown, !Jut 
all participants enjoyed the 
excursion. 


