


"The time has come," the Walrus said, 
"To talk of many things: 

Of shoes-and ships-and sealing-wax
Of cabbages and kings-

And why the sea is boiling hot
And whether pigs have wings." 

Lewis Carroll 
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BLUE DAY 
If I wind the world and let it go 
(with a daring do and a feathery) 
will I stop 
at some enchanted spot, 
and garden a dream of two? 

If I round a room and draw a breath 
(with a dance twin skip and a kiss) 
will I find 
another one blind, 
and chain us twain together? 

If I follow a cloud past mountain top 
(with a goat a beard and a hello) 
will we whistle 
among the thistle, 
and let blue days be lazy ones? 

If I not whatever do 
(with an am a be and a yawn) 
(a world, a room or a day) 
miss the silence of two, 
then what am I to you? 

Edward Rosenthal 
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WASHINGTON SQUARE 
The wint'ry sea flows green and cold, 
The heart grows cold and bare; 
For the love of my life was sold, 
At home, on Washington Square. 

(Chorus) So blow, you west wind o'er the sea, 
And push me where you will; 
For she gives her love no more to me, 
But makes my heart ache still. 

I was a lad of tender strife, 
My love was fine and fair; 
I wanted her to share my life. 
My home, on Washington Square. 

I loved her, and she loved me, 
Thought she truly did care; 
She would "wed a man of the sea, 
Not from on Washington Square." 

Now these few words did cleave my heart, 
I said I did not care; 
I sadly readied to depart, 
From home, on Washington Square. 

My heart, for her, stayed tried and true, 
Through weather foul or fair; 
And I was sure that she'd be too, 
The girl in Washing ton Square. 

So blow, you west wind o'er the sea, 
And push me where you will; 
For she gives her love no more to me, 
But makes my heart ache still. 
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I was away a year or more, 
Until a note did bear; 
The news that made my heart grow sore, 
The news from Washington Square. 

She gave into her lust for gold, 
She'd wed a rich man there; 
My love for her, she'd meanly sold, 
For wealth, on Washington Square. 

So now, my lifetimes fuse does burn, 
Sailing both here and there; 
And I shall ne'r again return, 
To dear old Washington Square. 

The wint'ry sea flows green and cold, 
The heart grows cold and bare; 
For my only true love has sold, 
Her love, in Washington Square. 

So blow, you west wind o'er the sea, 
And push me where you will; 
For she gives her love no more to me, 
But makes my heart ache still. 

David Burton 



APOLOGY TO MY DAUGHTER 
My father's voice 
Echoes through my mind to shout at you. 

Your eyes ask questions I can't, 
But clean your plate. 

It is my excuse 
That I have been filed 
By the mnemonics of generations: 
I fit, 
Tang-jambed to transmit. 

You watch; 
This is the way we do it. 

Straighten up; eat your asparagus, 
Or suffer rote rasping spanks. 
We have no choice. 

Excuse yourself. 

It is a good thing 

for me 

That it doesn't take you long to forgive. 

Have patience: perhaps I can build better acoustics. 

Douglas Calhoun 
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How important is it to see life at birth. 
Who was there to witness 

The formation of the earth. 
Who was there to see the sun 

When it first met the sky. 
And who had been there to see 

The first fresh flower die. 
Yet life goes on and on without 

people seeing much. 
And it sadly seems to me that men 

Continue losing touch. 
With the world as it was meant to be 

A world that men should touch and see. 
And when neglect is great enough 

To force the world to end. 
I hope that maybe somewhere 

Another world will start again. 
And this time be made use of, 

Without the vile content of men. 

Ross Talarico 
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T. S. ELIOT 
Gone to the new time 
Where great domes ring 
Against tall prim stones 
And star shaped snow 
Rests on the earth 
Waiting for April ... 

The voice once rung 
A tuning fork sprung 
Proper, like Pater 
Noster vaulted 
Towards Arch 
Stained glass. 

Now, a cathedral plague 
And bits of everyman 
On hallowed hills. 
No butts or beer cans, 
Innocent ceremonials 
Rest beside the still voice. 

(And Mersey Beat 
Guide you to your rest.) 
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A BEGGAR SELLING FLOWERS 

A beggar selling flowers 
For a quarter's worth of pride 
On a puddle dotted sidewalk 
Would not let me hide 
Among the passing parade 
Of unswerving passersby 
Bent on flowerless ends. But 
I was richer when I arrived 
By more than a quarter unspent 
For having paused to look aside 
At a flower not concrete 
Or glass or brass or plied 
By hand of man in any way 
But merely bloomed from a dried 
Seed in dirty ground with sewer 
Water and sunshine applied. 

"Friend" (I thought that's 
A laugh on you) he said 
"A bargain like none you 
Never heard has this day lead 
You down this street along 
This way to the green and red 
And very colorful display 
Of blossoms you see before you spread. 
For two bits friend (friend again) 
You can take with you instead 
Of empty hands and cares 
That weigh like lead 
A miracle as light as a cotton 
Ball and yet so deep," he solemnly said, 
"That if you knew why it grew you'd have the 
Urgentest need for a roomier head." 
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Ha, I laughed as he sprung 
That end in the most serious way 
And made my buy with a 
Wide grin thinking my day 
Complete with a good story to tell 
And how I'd laugh each time I'd say 
If you knew why it grew 
And roomier head with the beggar's way. 

I pressed the bud 
And it dried and faded 
With memories forgotten until today 
When I happened on the pages 
Between which an experience lay 
And I told myself a twenty-five 
Cent tale as best I could relive the day. 
An unexpected end again awaited me 
For I did not laugh as before I may 
But rather I mused, 
Beggar (wise friend) what truth you said, 
"If you knew why it grew you'd have the 
Urgentest need for a roomier head." 

Harry Griswold 
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WINE MAKING 
We walk down the fossilic cement stairs into the low ceilinged cellar. 

(I must bow my head in respect to the padded pipes) 
Three paces forward and grandfather stops, reaches up, and rotates his fingers. 

-a butter colored atmosphere occurs. 
A stride obliquely to the right, a wooden creak, and-a dank room 

wonderful with grapey aroma. 
It takes several shoves and pulls to finally get the barrel level and stationary 

-and a few cuss word. 
(small wood blocks of mismatched sizes are excellent props.) 

Grandfather dons a second pair of pants. 
The next cylindrical one is heavy set and will not be moved-for days before 

its entirety was plugged with many purplish spheres . 
Now behold 

a great sibilating mass, mushrooming upwards its illusionating fragrance. 
(for a transient moment there is the old country) 

As he is there thinking of 
what to do next he reminds 
me of an ancient warrior 
shrewdly calculating his 
following moves. 

Out with a tarnished old kettle. 
Grandfather stands silent, looking from 
the small press back to the heavy set one 
-then a repetition. 

Upon deciding the fate of his 
adversary he surrenders the little cauldron to me 
and drives his sedulous fingers into the mesh. 

(four times my receptacle embraces a pygmy alp) 
Facing about, I trudge out and unload my darkly tainted diamonds in the press. 

My actions and those of the great warrior are constantly repeated until the 
indigo juice licks the circumnavigating ring that surrounds the crushing one. 

(grape imprints on the hands, after their encounter compressing the staining 
ones, will not fade and finally dissolve away for weeks; those on the mind will 
not fade and finally dissolve away forever.) 
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To me, the sector of the crushing one which prevents those nodules from 
liberating (seeking freedom in the nocturnal corners of the cellar) looks as a 
tiny fence. 

On the surface of the blue, this encompassed by the circular top of the 
pressing one, the sentry places a three hundred and sixty degree slab of wood, 
with its outer boundary in perfect amity with the cylindrical formation of the 
press. 

-But soon driven belligerently downwards 
mashing the inners of the crushing one by 

my strength. (this strength running from 
a turning wheel, down through a thick 

leadened screw, and finally focused on 
a small tract of that wood.) 

Its blood seeps downward 
and flows through an iron 
funnel into a pail which 
the combatant has placed 
underneath. 

The anhydrous bottom soon becomes 
submerged beneath a tide, minia
turedly modeled after that one which 
swallowed Rome. 

Many times we climbed those steps and 
walked that floor. 
Yet when I look back upon those times they 
seem so far away-so distant 
so unreal so fictitiously shadowy. 

And like all the great passions it has left its indelible mark. 

Joseph Musso 
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WAR COMMUNIQUE 
(Mar.1) Somewhere Along the Perimeter of Being 

Seated here amid spent cannisters of Force 
And smouldering shards of Conscience 
These soldiers, veterans all, make no pretense
They know this staccato war will run its course. 

Overhead, the sputtering soft light of flares 
Occasionally reveals surrender in their eyes. 
Though none speak of it, one of the wounded cries 
That he wants no more than a death with prayers. 

Thus, on this Front, begins a month of Mars
Two thousands days beyond the first engagement 
And as many nights on this manned salient 
Where, between flares, a gypsy captain reads the stars. 

He tells them they are Juno's fatherless children 
Who must watch certain stars in their station. 
That when Ursa and her cub end their hibernation 
Peace will assuredly descend on these childless men. 

All this he tells them until the stars go down, 
Then a patrol leaves in darkness to steal some food. 
Last night their blind scavengings were good; 
They ate raw a rooster caught near the town. 

And the sunless morning came with an omen of doom 
As silent, half starved, boys who forage this route 
For scrapings of sustenance, woke them with a shout 
After finding in their leavings a Peacock's plume. 

George McDade 
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WHAT DOES MONT AGE DO? 
I overstepped the cacophony of steel worlds, 
of cellophane and silver darkness 
with electrical impulse. 
Into the stance of celestial sweetness 
into taffy with mellifluous energy my mind 
turned a syrupy inside out, 
with milky waves and light flowing uphill, 
I had become a geometrical one times one, 
and chased by dove to a distant hilltop, 
where we rested for sometime. 

Who Am I, you, plastic Sisyphus unfaced, 
Who am I to share your pale sphere of slow unended labor, 
when of mountain, of cloud, of star I am made? 

Labor disdains pride, when 
pride labors in contempt. 
and so I set keel on Circe's ship (or should I say 
Noah's ship), and 
followed my pulse against the sky. 

Am I. An Ark, new and serene, 
bold as a windy womb set in the cave of galaxies, 
giving that pulse the heated breath of Colossus, 
bestride the sun. 
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Left behind the jetty 
eruptions 
maniacal mechanisms 
and took up ethereal notions and magical potions, 
and emptied my mind, 
and left punctured men 
whistling from the sirens screaming 
of wind. 

But 
all of this 
is 
The tomes I ran my naked bones on, 
the tombs ravaged by leathery boy dugs, 
These waxed together in my desert song. 
Remember the cobwebs on the staircase, 
leaping from the cellar to the furnace? 
The deafening silence of eating alone? 
Remember the time spent listening to sea-shells, 
and how it cried to get out? 
I too am shackled . 

Edward Rosenthal 
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SENSELESS 
I see with closed eyes 
the mind of a child beginning to rot 
I feel with cold hands 
the white maggots swarming within and out 
I hear with deaf ears 
the trashman collecting about 
I sense the stench from 
the child being dumped into life's dryrot 

Robert Giuliano 

16 



I SAW MY ANNIE YESTERDAY 
I saw my Annie yesterday 
Her smile dashed a tear away 
Not the first one that she's caught 
And cradled in her loving grin 
That magic over her dimpled chin 

The dimple on my Annie's chin 
Is where at last the skin caved in 
To the pull of her magnetic heart 
Tugging all the near more near 
Like rushing fools sans angelic fear 

I was less than strong enough 
To win the tilt and rebuff 
The yank at my heart's own roots 
When Annie smiled her first at me 
My soul was hers even joyfully 

Beautiful beyond any fossil's recall 
Our love swelled up and burst all 
Bounds of this tiny universe 
What mere syllables could one pen 
For that which dumbs even poetic men 

At a table rock 'neath a leafless tree 
Is where she came and stole from me 
That tear so real with her smile a whim 
Did you ask is love carted with the ashes away? 
No-no, I saw my Annie yesterday 
Her smile dashed a tear away 

Marc St John 
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THE POTOMAC BATUS! 

Fun. Frug. Friends. 
Things go better with 
Cocaine, 
Or, pethaps, things 
Are Going to 
Pot, in which case: 
"Holy Chicken Cacciatore!" 

In the room the people come and go 
Talking of Excallatio. 
Do you prefer LBJ 
Or LSD? 
Arlington or 
Lexington? 

I sing my silent pleas 
Against the tin ear of the 
Keeper of the big discotheque 
In the Sky, 
That Christ A Go-Go 
So damn long forgotten 
That they still dance ghostly minuets 
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Beyond the whispering tinsel 
Of our outflung tree of forgotten 
Kiddy X-masses so little long ago. 

I grow beat, I grow beat. 
Will I saute in the heat? 
Shall I rape the bleeding boondocks? 
Dare I raise my little child? 
Will I wear the little button? 
Will I move my feet in step? 

Beat the drum loudly 
And say your beads boldly, 
For every month's the cruelest month 
An I should rather reel with thoughts akimbo 
To some eldritch gutsy limbo 
Than pipe the bleating beat 
We know so well, 
Or know the little button 
Which may point the way to Hell. 

John Watanen 



One day I got tired of waiting 
so I went and found the real Pied Piper 

who was lonely amidst many friends 
and I became his best follower 

being talentless totally 
and we ate drank and played together 

but I knew he was lonely but never questioned it 
seeing beauty in everything 

then he said he was going to die 
being lonely and said there was nothing anybody 

even I 
could ever do 

but he taught me to play 
and it was magic 

I played enchanting even my master 
and he died blissfully happy 

but alone 
and I forgot all and played tunes dazzling kings of the winefields 

sipping their work and drinking their happiness 
until one day I met my friend 

who reminded me 
and then I became 

my master with his loneliness 
and then knew love 

loneliness 
and finally death. 

Edward Rosenthal 
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I saw her first alone in that meadow, 
with just her orange blanket 

that made all else pale 
except her beauty with long lush hair 

and her book 
which she never opened 

the grass she flew to 
· with her book she never opened 

and I watched 
her unfold her blanket 

and strip naked to the grass 
with the book she never opened 
and dance madly 
and there were birds over there with her 
and I watched 

as she danced 
with the book on the grass 

and the birds overhead singing 
madly 

and she was mad as daffodils dancing 
and I reeled and fell 

Edward Rosenthal 
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Inside me my soul cries 
you can, you can 
create for those who can't 

Some live, all die 
without a care 
for what is of import. 
To love, to bear 
the future's grace. 

To think is of import 
to all of us who care 
to live in a holy place. 

Where is this place 
hidden from us all 
who search in vain? 

I saw the other day 
a perfect person, who strove 
not for himself, but for 
another of commonplace. 

He' p laugh and cry 
not for himself, 
but for his brother 
who, sad to say now lies 
in another place. 

They walk, they talk, 
but who are they? 
They love, they fight, 
but why? 
Day in and out 
they cry _ 
for not knowing why. 

CREATIVITY 
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Wake up 
to work go 
from work come 
to sleep go. 

Walk alone 
Cry 
function 
Why? 

Logic cries 
and strives 
to form a life 
the patterned way. 

The answers are hidden from 
those who do not strive 
to find a way of life. 

Important; 
love, 

sorrow, 
fear, 

not for oneself 
but for others. 

Impressionism, realism 
the battle still lasts. 
Is this important 
to those who create 
for others of this place? 

Questions posed, 
answers sought, 
where shall I search? 
No further than myself. 

Robert Giuliano 



DEATH OF A CANDLE 
When dies a candle it will be 
no more a candle, just a mound 
of soft, warm melted symmetry
amorphous shaped and flatly round. 
and though the rims are hard and cold, 
the center is not quite that way, 
for life dies last where you can mold 
a figure-in the center may 
have life yet still but drowning fast 
in a sea of oil and wax, 
for the little wick, the last, last mast 
is tottering now but it still backs 
up the fire-a dying shame 
the light now flickers and out goes the flame. 

Joseph Musso 
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OBLIVION 
Black swan with your twisted broken neck 
screeching to the winds your song of death 
and your eternity of non-existence. 
Cry not to the wind as trees block your 
song from the skies, and clouds darken the 
path your music follows. 
Ask not for forgiveness as no one will 
answer your cry for long beautiful eternity. 
Rise above these lowly songs of men and 
show you are superior in knowledge of 
existence and eternity. 
Black swan with your twisted neck 
show man the reality of death and 
where the soul of his pre-tension lies. 
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I said I had to meet this man 
who wrote this book 

with the beautiful 
words 

so I traveled on foot 
on cars on trains on foot again 

and met him 
in old Chinatown 

in a ratty dive off an alley near a bar called Paradise Bar 
and he was old and dying 

but writing still 
and he didn't have vacant eyes 

but was dying 
and writing still 

when I got there 
he looked at me with his book under my arm 
I said I'd get him some food 

but he didn't say anything 
just stared at me with his book 
and wrote some more 

until he died 

Edward Rosenthal 
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alpining 

a room at the 
top ( down there 
some say) bursting 
with emptiness as 
the stragglers climb 
in and rest not 
on the floor but 
stack chairs and 
boxes and books and 
years to reach the 
chandeliers mere 
roots of the 
towering tree 
poor saps 

Harry Griswold 
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Saddened Sun of rich decay 
Sit while waves will wash away, 
Sand that tides had built the mound, 
While wind will fiercely level ground. 
But then when forces fail to function, 
Mountains left-

Some half-built up, 
Some half-beat down; 

Relaxing waves, and breathless wind, 
Sun smiles decay upon the ground. 

Ross Talarico 
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OLD LADY, LOVELY, LOVELY 

The sky, gray-tinged, was a monumental yet somber painting, a quiet, 
stilled, remote masterpiece painted many ages ago by some awesome genius who 
has long since gently departed from our consciousness. This sky, once belonging 
to this awesome genius, his offspring, today lies barren and aloof, gray-tinged 
with occasional scatterings of emaciated cirri. And today, the sun has stayed home, 
seeking a day's respite from its monotonous responsibilities. Hiatus for the hand
some but weary Apollo. Today, home in his mystical abode of the East, he has 
failed to rise from well-deserved slumber. 

She was walking down Bradford Street. Walking? She was being manipulated 
by some inner force that kept driving her onward through the neighborhood, past 
familiar landmarks, past faces, mostly recognizable, some foreign. This force 
remained undefined in her mind. The only thing she was cognizant of was a com
pelling desire or need to run and run, to holler, to throw herself on the ground 
beating her feeble fists into the sweet mud. Dirt, dirt, lovely dirt, lovely, lovely 
dirt. But she couldn't. So she just kept walking with wondering eyes, slowly, 
methodically, as if in a trance. 

She was a small, fragile woman buried under her ancient, oversized overcoat 
of drab tweed, easily mistaken for burlap at a very short distance. Her brittle 
gray hair, standing stiffly, defied an earlier attempt to comb it. Her face bore the 
look of labor, the labor of giving birth to her seven children who have long since 
left her, the labor of the many years of excruciating hours by the side of her 
husband in his failing candystore, the labor of absurd aspirations, the labor of 
life. Her shallow brown eyes, now gazing in bewilderment, and her wizened fea
tures reflected this much too long life of disappointment, frustration, and dis
illusionment. But just b.eyond her desiccated lips, or perhaps somewhere between 
the crevices of her wrinkled countenance, or maybe somewhere beyond her lost, 
fading eyes, somewhere inside was a love scar, an indelible impression left by a 
violent and transcending love for an extremely poor but honest man. This was 
good. 

"Hello," said Dominic the mailman. She didn't hear. It made Dominic wonder. 
Eugene, the pervert, who as a child used to run errands for her, smiled while 
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passing her on Bradford Street. She didn't see. Eugene wondered too. 
So did Mrs. Zuttoni while watching the old woman as she passed the Zuttoni 

grocery without stopping in or at least exchanging greetings from the sidewalk 
as she passed the cash register by the storefront window. In the past the Zuttoni 
grocery was her own little agora. She did her business there, she conversed there, 
and it offered her, and the neighborhood grandmothers, a place to meet. Just the 
other day the old woman was discussing with Lucia Zuttoni such things as the 
marriage of the latter's son, Anthony, with the Calavia girl from the Bronx; how 
President Johnson wouldn't call for so many draftees if he had a nineteen year old 
son; and how it hardly ever rained in the old country. Today the little woman 
didn't even look at Lucia Zuttoni as she passed. To do so never entered her 
mind. She was oblivious to her friend and her store, passing it as if it never existed. 

It was early March. The first effects of spring were being born. Or more 
correctly, the last gasps of winter were slowly dying. 

The air was clear but cold. There was no more snow but the ground was a 
soft ugly brown. Innumerable puddles, like the remnants of some great inunda
tion, were obdurately migrating across the sidewalks, over curbstones, and 
through the streets of Brooklyn on their trek to the nearest sewer. There was not 
yet green; just mud. 

Waiting to cross Bradford Street, the old woman's uncomprehending gaze 
moved from left to right, scanning two blocks of the ghetto that was her neigh
borhood. There was Lucky's Tavern, the shop of Mr. Rouse, the tailor, and 
Angelo's fish market with the whorehouse on the second floor. Then there was 
St. Mike's. She had always thought that Mr. Rouse was a good man and a fine 
tailor, and that Angelo's prices were too high. And to her it always seemed so 
incongruous and revolting to have a whorehouse next to a Roman Catholic 
Church, especially a church whose patron saint is also the patron saint of her last 
son, Michele, who died at the age of two with pneumonia. But none of this reg
istered now. 

She crossed Bradford Street and made her way down Heller Alley towards 
the back of St. Mike's. Her walk was still slow and methodical. Her actions were 
still trance-like. A few times while walking she turned in complete circles. She 
did this looking upward in her confused, searching gaze. To an objective observer 
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it might have seemed as if she was trying to solve a great and all-encompassing 
enigma of the heavens. 

She cut across the parking lot in the back of St. Mike's in the direction of 
Tony's Shoe Shop. 

Tony's was a small unattractive house whose dull gray paint was peeling. 
The shop was in front; his family lived in the back. The unobtrusiveness of the 
house was flagrantly disrupted by a variegated conglomeration of gaudy signs, 
e.g., "Tony Makes 'em Look Like New," "Rubber Heels in 5 Minutes," "Get a 
Foot in the Right Direction, See Tony." The shop had a musty yet not unappeal
ing odor peculiar to all shoemaker shops. The walls were buried under pictures 
of Franklin Delano Roosevelt, sexy broads advertising Kiwi shoe polish, Joe Pepi
tone and Phil Rizzuto. 

Once entering the shop, timorously, the old woman greeted her longtime 
friend with a feeble, petitioning smile. Tony was behind his workbench, restoring 
a pair of woman's lifts, while carrying on a heated conversation with his oldest 
son, Arthur, who was in need of a ride, and had earlier asked his father who 
in turn consented to doing the favor for the boy. The former was now seeking 
the materialization of the elder's promise. Tony barely noticed the old woman 
who, confused and frightened, stood watching the electric scene between the 
older man and his impetuous son. Arthur finally went back into the house, but 
not without a parting word. 

"Just hurry up, OK, dad!" 
11 All right, all right," cried Tony. 
And before the old woman could speak, the cobbler had come from behind 

his workbench to usher her out of the store. 
11 Adesso vado, signora." 
Arthur observed the proceedings through the curtains of the door to the 

shop. He heard his father say, "How are you, oggi," half in English, half in Italian 
("like dad always talks to the immigrants") as he was gently but firmly nudging 
the old lady out of the doorway. Arthur saw the woman in all her disconcertion. 
In this confusion, he thought her to be extremely stupid (or "retarded or some
thing") as she stood stamping awkwardly with her head tilted upward in frustra
tion, and with her outstretched and empty arms groping. In her contortions she 
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was like unto a broken sparrow trying in vain to fly again as the shoemaker was 
efficiently sweeping her out of his shop in much the same manner that he sweeps 
out the refuse of his daily labors every evening. 

"She ain't got a chance," Arthur thought as he watched his father nod in 
supposed empathy with the woman's incoherent incantation ("like he does with 
all the immigrants"). 

"Dad's great at getting rid of people when he's in a hurry." 
As he saw his father close the shop door behind him, he left the house 

through the back door on his way to the garage. He met his father coming from 
the front . They walked to the car together. 

"Did you lock the door?" asked Arthur. 
"Sure! Do you think I'm stupid or something? Now where you gotta go?" 
"To pick up my check! How many times I gotta tell ya, dad? Jesus Christ! 

Yeah, and we only got fifteen minutes to get there." 
"Just like your goddam ol' lady! Always gotta wait 'til the last second." 
There was a brief cease fire. Then Arthur asked, "Who was that ol' bag?" 
" What'd ya say, Artie?" 
"I said, 'Who was that ol' lady?' Holy shit, you better get your ears cleaned 

like ma's always telling ya." 
"Ooh. That was Giuseppina," the shoemaker answered as they got into the 

car. "Christ, I've known her and her old man since they first got here from the 
old country. That goddam woman has done more work in her lifetime than 
you and me together could ever come close to doing. 'Specially in the last ten 
years in that goddam candy store. Since her husband has been laid up. Ten years 
he ain't been outa bed!" 

"Oh, yeah?" Arthur entered, disinterestedly. 
"Yeah, and the burden has fallen all on toppa her-poor ol' woman." 
"What did she want anyway?" 
"She just came over to tell me her husband finally died this morning." 
"Oh yeah? He finally did huh?" 
"Yeah. Christ I've known him for so long! ... And let me tell you one thing

if I get caught in that goddam rush-hour traffic, I don't ever wanna hear anything 
about a ride-never again! Understand, Art?" 



"Yeah, yeah, sure!" 
As they were pulling out of the driveway, Arthur noticed the old lady 

making her way back across St. Mike's parking lot. She was walking even more 
slowly now, still as if in a trance, and very bewildered, like the lost ghost of an 
ancient wanderer. A few times again she turned in circles-always with her head 
tilted upwards, gazing high, as if there really was some great enigma hidden 
someplace in that lonely masterpiece. 

Frank Cuomo 
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Contributors 

Mr. David Burton, a liberal arts major, states that 
he has given some thought to a literary career, but 
his main interest is marine biology. This contrasts 
with such wide ranging activities as Eagle Scout
ing (with an award in religion) , and the commence
ment of work on a full - length novel. 

Mr. Douglas Calhoun, a member of the English 
department, is on a leave-of-absence this year do
ing doctoral studies at the University of Buffalo. 

Mr. Frank Cuomo is a liberal arts major. He notes, 
" the guy who runs this thing asks me how old i 
am, what are my plans, and what do i do in life. 
so i tell him i'm 20 yrs crying, i plan to major in 
philosophy and write something, and that what i 
like most in life is life itself cause that's all i got. 
i plan to plunge headlong through the street of 
my existence, always biting, never nibbling, being 
honest to myself, hating whomever i may hate, 
loving whomever i may love, destroying whom
ever i may destroy, knowing that in tragedy love 
flickers-or something beautiful and always won
dering what happens to those who taunt the tower 
of babel." 

Mr. Robert Giuliano, one of the co-founders of 
"Cabbages and Kings," writes, "Art is created by 
a mind, not a name." 

Mr. Harry Griswold is a data processing student 
and was instrumental in preparing this magazine. 
" I consider what has been accomplished here more 
valuable than straight A's or the like, and may this 
love affair long endure." 

Miss Judy Klingler, a student in liberal arts, com
ments "Art is not only a canvas and paint; it is 
any talent which demands the understanding of 
both yourself and your audience. Sometimes un
derstanding means: a smile, a friendly word, a 
helping hand, recognizing each person as an indi
vidual, or giving of yourself until you know your 
best has been done. My goal is to be an artist." 

Mr. George McDade is a member of the English 
department and faculty advisor to the magazine 
staff. 

Mr. Joseph Musso is a liberal arts major; he in
tends to specialize in psychology. 

Mrs. H. 5. Rosenbloom is a member of the English 
department. She has read her works before the 
Poetry Society of America in the Library of Con
gress, Washington, D.C. 

Mr. Edward Rosenthal is a sophomore at the col
lege ; he placed second a few years ago in the New 
York State Senior Chess Championships. Mr. Ro
senthal states that, "like most I hate final solu
tions like Death and Winnie the Pooh. I lived 
hustling chess and panhandling in New York, and 
lost my soul somewhere between Canarsie and the 
other junkyard. I hope to be reincarnated as a black 
spoon." 

Mr. Mark St John is the only evening school student 
represented in this issue. He states flatly, "My ulti
mate goal is to make a name for myself. I never 
want to be thought of as a sham." 

Mr. Ross Talarico is majoring in liberal arts and 
writes, " I like New York, beer, and motorcycles, 
and react impulsively to other things. Yet I realize 
that I am only 21 and 'know so little of life,' for I 
am living, not existing. I ask of others to try and 
understand me, and hopefully I feel they might 
discover something of themselves, or maybe I will. 
And if someday I hold a stamped diploma, my 
audience may be greater and then again I may 
exist." 

Mr. John Watanen is a member of the English de
partmeRt. In June, 1965, he completed a two-year 
Fulbright grant in Finland, where he lectured on 
American literature in the Universities of Oulu 
and Helsinki. 






