


"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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September 
my season 

because 
the ferris wheels 

do not spin 
and the fair grounds 

are so deserted 
and better to walk through. 

September 
my season 

because 
of the pins and needles 

waiting for winter 
and the leaves 

in one last burst of color 

wait to die. 

Lynn Menter 
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Dreaming on tropospheric layers 
Tripped by fuzzy burrs 
Sometimes spurred by catalytic winds; 
Thoughts ride and find respite in my mind. 

Stumbling upon earthquake rivets, 
Thunderstruck by neon flashes of war machinery 
At all times mortified by crosses of this kind; 
Feelings burn and find no respite in my mind. 

The eye chisels isomorphic contours; 
The ear hangs finite on refrains 
Mind dittos within fences of bias. 
I know the cushioned walls are seared forever in my mind. 

LucyShak 
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SEANCE OF THE LIVING 

Finger tips stretched across the chasm 
Attempt to touch two silvered stones tossed there. 
Placed there! Posing as reality or phantasm? 
reflecting or permeating its luring flare? 

Touched; gently drawn from its mossy bed 
prized possession-no-fleeting glimpses of beauty 
to be lost in scrutinizing the light shed 
by two divergent souls of luminosity. 

One, smooth to the touch, embodied in the hand 
encircled loses its reflected brilliance. 
The rough hewn stone by dusk fanned 
Shimmers with inherent effervescence. 

Both hold life, enclosing it, 
Communicating its nature serenely, 
Resplendently-its spark lit 
Confronting, intertwining souls with finger tips. 

Claudia M. Giuliano 
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MORNING IN THE PARK 
Annie and I once came 

to a place like this 
Where the trees lean back 

from the water's edge 
So as not to lose their footing 
Those ducks honked a song 

as these ducks do 
Though they never met 

along the way to 
Share the haunting tune 
The same sun then 

and the same sun now 
Warms my naked hand 

through the autumn air 
That fanned the lovely glow 
No lovers whisper on 

the narrow road that winds 
Around the wooded bend 

to a similarly hidden 
And tragically elusive end 
Why do I come and stare 

across the years at her 
Perched upon the rock 

where no one shared the 
Beauty God had lent to me 
The road will soon lead 

from this communing place 
To a world that once 

together we loved 
But alone I'll walk forever 

Peter Gannon 
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He offered me a dollar for food 
-he said "borrow",

knowing well I had no source to repay, and smiled. 

And I held it in my hand and felt I had 
received a bribe or a mass card or a token 

which would alleviate his social obligation to his friend. 
And only furthermore subject me. 

And I had even just finished scribing a poem 
of being a woman, alone, in spite of god 

-a hell of a good woman.
He left the money, but he would not stay and stagnate. 

Slowly I arose (within myself) and to my feet 
and began a search for him 

and when I handed him the dollar .. . 

He said, 
"Did you eat?", like God to Eve

"I couldn't afford it." 
Marr Ellen Herne 
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A FIREFLY BY ANY OTHER 
NAME IS A LIGHTNINGBUG 

To keep to the lips 
lightning bug-nights 
and to be happy is as 
impossible as lighting 
my tail end and dying, 
severed for a glowing 
ring resting, balanced, on 
some child's finger to fall 
next to my thorax in the 
grass when the light dies. 
To keep from watching 
as they break its bud from 
that body and place the cold 
light on their finger like 
a wedding ring or friendship 
ring that glows from the 
love that places it there, 
is to believe that 
it is not done as innocently 
as when I did it long ago. 

Stephen Newton 
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In the mind 
a very simple rocking-horse 
in the simplest shape 
in plain uncomplicated colors 
that absolutely say 

something. 
It must be red and black. 
In the mind 
a red and black rocking-horse 
because today those are the colors the mind sells 
them in. 
Now 
a field-
pasture if you pref er
a green one 
littered only by yellow dandelions. 
And now the rocking-horse 
making the field his own. 
He is so happy 
and bows his red and black neck 
to the yellow flowers. 
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Really they are weeds, 
but they smell good
beautiful-
and so they might as well be flowers. 
Anyway, the rocking-horse is not yet choosy. 
In the field 
a shower. 
A clear shower-
the drops are crystalline
but still they are wet 
and will run the hobby-horse red 
into the black. 
To the mind 
the hobby horse gallops back 
to find the warmth that he knows is there 
In the mind 
the creaking of the hobby-horse's neck of steel 
because not even a red and black hobby-horse 
is entirely unaffected 

by 
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the 
rain. 

Lynn Menter 



war is 
healthy economy 
though (sadly) 
we lose 
a consumer or two 
but you can't 
if reason has not 
evacuated 
deny the (fiscally) 
sound paving of the 
road to 
health 

more 
important of (naturally) 
course is saving the face of 
de 
moc 
racy 
from the blushing pink 
of 
de 
feat 

JOHN 
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but 
when we grow 
weary (inevitably) 
of the reveille 
agam 
and around a table 
chase an 
end 
who 
will rise to say 
the play is played 
John 

blinded 
by flames of 
shame 
ears (fortunately) 
still vibrate 
the tune of 
victory 

amen 

Harry E. Griswold 



ONE ABOUT A CEMETERY 
A spring rain washes the skeleton trees 
Hoping to unwrap the green beneath 
The residue of a season unmourned 

Puddles form on the flat white faces 
Of marble markers again emerging 
To commence the vigil of winter 

Rivulets run the engraver's course 
Marking births, perpetuating ends 
Standing sentry to the secrets between 

Near the guard marking your place 
I ponder again those few springs 
While we have endured three more 

Knowing spring will bathe the silent trees 
When with you the earth cradles me 
And wondering will not be my concern 

Harry E. Griswold 
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SATURDAY NIGHT 
A long line forms outside the cave-like building. Noisy cars pile into the 

already overcrowded parking lot, the low rumble of cycle mufflers is heard. 
Proof is checked at the door, and yes I'm sure I'm 18. Once inside, the mood is 
special. Smoke clouds the room and dull colored lights add to the atmosphere. 
Check out the broad over there, and why the hell doesn't the music start. The 
crowd moves uneasily, waiting ... then the first drum roll, the organ wails, 
an electric guitar breaks through, piercing the silence. The place is at once 
strangled by the deafening music and grotesque movements of its inhabitants. 
Veins protrude from the lead singer's neck, sweat pours from his face. He con
trols the music, the music controls the crowd. Feet move automatically to the 
pulsating rhythm, long blond hair swings and adds to the excitement felt by 
the mass. This is a private world. Up tight. Nothing matters but the mood and 
the tantalizing music. The crowd is drunk with it. The constant would-you
like-to-dance routine is hardly audible over the sounding rhythm. Liquor flows 
freely as does everything else-it dulls yet stimulates. The singer strains on-

Don't ya hear the music baby? 
Don't it feel good? Let it get to ya, baby, try and let go . . . Cat-like move

ments gyrate from the forms on the dance floor as the music pushes on. It 
haunts the mind of the crowd, as does a drug. Get loose, get high, have a good 
time, let it get to yababy. Suggestion is crime without law or punishment. Feel
ing swells and runs wild. The building seethes with dancing feet until the sides 
seem to be pushing outward, but still the stimulating sounds work on. Sweat, 
smoke, hair stuck to foreheads, feet pounding and liquor permeating the air all 
add up to more sensuous movements, and still the music does not stop but pushes 
harder. Ecstasy is found easily and is easy in this world. A cool-looking guy 
with too-long hair and eyes half closed moves just enough to excite the girl in 
tight whitejeans. They move closer together, both still under the opiate of the 
pushing, driving beat. Two sets of hips unite and move as one and, Oh God, 
how long can I stand this without giving in? A secret word between them, he 
kisses her neck, climax, outside to the cool air, a relief from insidP. and the 
music. Into a car, any car and baby, how about a pill? Come on, take a trip 
with me. Make you feel it-Resistance? No. The music can still be heard, driv
ing, pushing, demanding as the movement starts again. 

Denise Thomas 
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FEEDING SQUIRRELS 
From the tree once more comes the squirrel. 
Across the dilapidated garage roof. 
Over the neighbor's telephone cable. 
Down the pole to the ground to inspect 
The cracker. 
He looks up to the balcony. 
Munches my gift in his mouth. 
And returns up the pole 
To pause on the cable 
Before scurrying back to his tree. 
From his pause I fancy that squirrel knows 
The inner shivering of an animal in clothes. 

James H. Hancock 
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Till a wild evening comes 
mild in weather, but for the 
wind blowing a murky 
warm blue 
through the flowering 
trees, their branches worn 
smooth from the winter, till 
such an evening there is an ebbing 
in the first flow 
of Spring which threatens the near 
expulsion of it by neglect. 
Such an evening does eventually 
arrive: full and strong, and spirited 
with a friendly, lonely and adventuring 
darkness; elusive wanderlust howls 
from thickets one passes along a 
clay road to the opened-door-house of 
almost anyone; letting children's 
shouts and startled bats fling along 
the current of night over the hill, 
any hill with a small forest and high 
enough to make the stars rise 
over it a hand's grasp from the dreamer. 

Stephen Newton 
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A FEW UNANSWERED QUESTIONS 

Somewhere in your world 
I got lost 
To you, and to them 
Even, 
Yes, even 
Tome 
You make no attempt 
To find me 
Among your false gods 
Why? 
And the worst is 
I know I am lost 
And I've tried and I've tried 
Won't someone else? 
Always crying; always, always 
Looking and working and praying 
How long are you here, happiness 
Before you go off on a drunk? 
Will you always and ever 
Forget that I'm here for more 
Than a minute or an hour 
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Or a day? 
Am I so very far lost 
That even you cannot find me? 
Question, question, question 
Maybe I will die in your pool 
Of incoherent refrains? 
Afraid to laugh because I never heard 
The funny joke? 
Afraid to feel because I've never known 
Anything but rock? 
Afraid even to live because I can't remember 
Having been born? 
Afraid, lost and curious 
In a world that is courageous and 
Found (and certainly, certainly) 
All-knowing 
And you wonder why 
Don't you know everything? 
Or aren't you God 
As you've told me, liar? 

Phylliss Paeth 







i dare to walk 
down lonely streets 

andhurrymyself 
from shadows 
that don't really follow me 
because i'm always walking Alone 
trying to forget 
the memories 
l 

wish 
l 

had 
Tom Lombard 
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A FAIRY TALE 
Listen to the man 

Whose mud-caked ears 
Hear nothing 
And the world is a silver ferris-wheel. 
Dream the dream 
Of Rip Van Winkle, 
Who sleeps forever 
And your heart will hold no sorrow. 
And in your dreams, 
And in your heart 
You will cherish a world 
Unknown. 
Happy and yet, and yet, 
Sad 
Because of its nonentity. 
Your silver ferris-wheel 
May stop 
Above all the other seats; 
Wanting a rock to hold because of your fright, 
You will run. 
But all you will find are clouds, 
Not a rock, not anywhere 
Because in your dream 
And on your ferris-wheel 
You have needed none. 

The man is gone. 
The ferris -wheel has stopped turning, 
And Rip Van Winkle is quite awake 
You stand in the midst 
Of a great pink cloud 
That is slowly evaporating 
And ask, 
And now what, world? 
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Yes! 
mr. rockagibralter 
(or mrs. 

as the 
case 

may be) 
miss? 

you're right! (and) 
the 

half awakened sun 
wavers 
uncertainly 

dawn or dusk? 
night, 
dulled 

in Draconian 
knowledge 

false and helpless 
" take what's yours 

for the grave 
is born 

with nothing 
anyway" 

while the 
rays of 

daylight 
have too much 

on its mind 
and i 

would gladly 
exile your 

wall street 
wings, mr. 

roy r . grinker, sr., m.d. 

THE STOLEN CATHARSIS 
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bloody testament 
of all 

the nite-time 
lies you 

tell. 
YOU'dhave 

us 
all believing 

that 
bob dylan 

IS 

an atheistic 
travel agent 

when (moreover) he's 
not too 
different 

from us. 
-prayer-stained 

altars are 
over-strewn 

with hypocritic 
repentances 

(which way? 
what's the direction 

from here? 
the morning 

orb asks) 
and even the 
sea has grown 

weary of the dancing 
and even the 

We 
e 
pmg 



inscriptions have 
grown tired of 

pyres built 
in pseudo-sacramental 

eyelids. overgrown crowns 
atop cries of 

the rebel doves 
whose voices still 

cling 
to the 

edge 
of thin-faced 

white wall 
cliffs. circled flight 

thru 
tomb-poured temptations 

and green is the 
color 
of false-sins. 

every chapter 
of the nite 

beginning 
with the same prologue 

-forest trip 
to the pixie fortuneteller's 

( "the true fortune 
teller of my soul")-

and the same epilogue 
where i find myself 

advising the sun to take 
the 'local D' 

down to bleecker st., 
as all the village 

people are waiting 
and counting on 

the rise for moral support. 
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iln izzy of 
one of the local 
cafes 

would laugh and say 
that jesus christ 

was 
a tax collector of souls; 

performing 
a necessary function 

but receiving 
little 

public 
support 

and 
l 

would shift around 
to a different 

position 
and wait for 

the next performance 
but the epilogue 

is reversed 
and i don't think 

the sun trusts me 
or anybody else 

as it hangs in undecided 
pause 

the bondage of 
miscellaneous laughter from 

the tinder-box ghosts. 
clutches 

at the throat of afternoon 
the harlequin 

of law playing poker 
with the fates, while 

harpies 



Carl Alberico 
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tongue out their hindering 
flow, visual love songs 
painted by lips 

of haunted lovers 
cause the 

pathless fires on 
flaming roads of doubt 

to smoulder slightly 
meanwhile rivers 
cautiously curdle 

in medusa-like 
stoneness 

at superoptimists 
who 

joyfully 
(if not 

drably) 
drink on 

bayonet wine 
Equality 

starving ignorant hermit 
fed by 

black hands 
taught 

by 
white 

lips-
has once again 

tricked the sun 
into taking 
itself 

for granted. 
and a man named 

cummmgs 
part-timely sells 
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surrealism (the poem 
town 

poemdown game) 
from the 

back end of a 
hopped up 

freaked out 
norton-harjes ambulance 
and-

In, 
(spheroid 

smoothness) 

spaceless 
movement 

walled-in 
trappedness 

too old 
to mellow with 

age 
too most 

to claim vastness 
swiftly 

tightened 
driply 

flowing 
time-reamed 

and 
overtaught 
m 

nonsense. 
too alert 

to notice: universe 
polar to itself 

while a possessive 
sky 



repeats 
to the 

argumentive 
stars 

the self-evidence 
of the 

singular 
vast most 

face, 
beauteous 

impossibly-written 
poem-face, 

(but for 
the 

poet, Heart.) 
infinite 

movmg 
loving 

lyrical face. 
but sight-loss 

lS 

temporary. 
end-fall 

return 
brings 

wmgs 
of Out

yet 
not many 

can conceive 
of a transcendental 

sun 
being empirically 

turned off 
but me-
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i'm leaving 
the changes 

to the lexicographers 
(i've got 

no more 
to say - no answers 

to contribute) 
SO l 

sing 
a song of 

nirvana then 
sansaracally 

turn over 
lll 

my 
bed of algae 

and 
si 

g 
h! 

Flam 



Under the horse's hoof 
and above the elm tree I lie, 
looking at the ground 
and the sky, 
deciding which is better, 
and which I want. 
For many years 
under the hoof and a hove the tree 
until I realized that the horse had moved, 
and the elm had been chopped down. 
And as I fell from elm-tree heights 
and rose from horse-hoof depths, 
I wondered why. 
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THE PUSSYWILLOW SONG 

It is Fall and everything is falling. 
It is Fall and the pussywillows aren 't growing anymore. 
It is Fall and the pussywillows aren't growing anymore. 

I see working men-working! 
They are working in the pussywillows, 
But the pussywillows aren't growing anymore. 

But soon it will be summer! 
And it will be pussywillow growing time again. 
And it will be pussywillow growing time again. 

Andrew McDade 
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Mechanical breezes, 
Conditioned quiet, 
A white archway, 
Parked cars and street noises, 

Books, 
A bookcase from home, 
Someone's radio playing, 

Children play in streets 
Men fight in streets, 
Women love in bed, 
Soundless lips in motion, 

Say there's love, 
Say there's time, 
Tell me of tomorrow's charm. 

Charles Poles 
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NIOBE 
She grasped the red-bosomed bird 
within tiny praying hands. 

Tears questioning the death 
within her grasp. 
Held high to mother's sight she 
cried with questioned tears. 

Reassured she turned and blessed 
the death within her praying hands. 

Robert Giuliano 
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A PERSONAL FOR JULY 24, 1964 
THAT I DIDN'T SEND 

PERSONALS: Rochester Democrat and Chron-
icle July 23, 1964 

ANY girl in trouble or in need of a friend call 
or see Mrs. Brigadier Baxendale, Salvation 
Army 60 North St. HA 6-2360 
BIRTH control does work! For information 
about medically approved methods: Mrs. King 
Planned Parenthood Center, 38 Windsor St. 
HA 6-0280 
JANETTE, please come home or call. I've 
learned a great lesson about myself. This time 
things will be a hundred times better. I'll 
make it up to you. Nobody dislikes you or 
wants to harm you in any way. I've gotten 
rid of the trurk. The children and I need you. 
Love. Bill 

JANETTE, on this Hellish night 
Lacking an air-conditioned soul 
You can cry a winter of held tears 
From every pore in your flesh. 
No one will hear you weep. 

Cry and glisten. 

Birth can be controlled, but 
Parenthood cannot be planned. 
Fathers in their final solstice 
Whisper this truth to their sons. 
This may be the lesson he learned. 

Call him. 
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Every true lover is a liar. 
He will lie again that things 
Will be a hundred times better 
That nobody dislikes you, etc. 
Only a lover could tell such lies. 

Lie with him. 

Call Mrs. Brigadier Baxendale, too. 
She's a veteran of life's unplanned war 
Who knows that man and woman must seek 
The enemy each other to whom 
They can surrender unconditionally. 

Call her. 

She will give you food, Janette, 
And grant you an armistice. 
And as you weep she may tell you 
The true story of Ruth in Bethlehem 
Standing alone amid the alien trucks. 

Believe her. 
George McDade 
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UTOPIA 

Thinking on the night growing nearer is the most time consuming activity 
I have started today. The children are not in a good mood so, therefore, I am 
not in a good mood. I would like to get away from the kids and be able to enjoy 
myself. To be myself and have nothing on my mind. To relax would be so 
unusual that I wonder if I would remember what to do. To get away from these 
petty problems and relax, and then be able to sit down and write my term 
paper. To finish my paper would be so refreshing, if I could do it in a peaceful 
place-without disturbances from those who are around me and without the 
phone ringing in my ear. I long for the silence I have forgotten and for a place 
to go that is far from all these existent noises. 

Where can I find the place where a person can relax and also find peace? 
This place called Utopia must not exist as the ultimate center of the world. If I 
believed it did exist, I would search for it without recourse. To search for this 
place is of course of a useless nature and must not be held to anyone's fault but 
my own, as we as individuals can create such a place. A place where there are 
no interruptions or other disturbances; a place where one is able to enjoy the 
solitude and the singleness without the sun being too hot or the wind being too 
cold; where when you are hungry the meal appears without your seeing an
other soul bring it. 

Since this place does not exist, I must learn to create it within myself. I 
must condition my mind to move from a present situation to a new situation. 
That is my conception of Utopia. I must remove my mind from all material 
matters and think only of the illogical situation called by most men Utopia. By 
conditioning myself to withdraw from the surroundings, I will be able to create 
what might be tantamount to what religious men call heaven; that physically 
non-existent paradise spoken of in the Bible. 

My mind is now not able to see the surroundings. My mind is no longer 
in this world, it is completely detached from my body. It is now soaring high 
above me as I can see the clouds sweeping their arms aside so that I might 
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pass. Pass to; I know not where. A light, soft and glowing in the distance is 
beckoning my mind to come forward and closer to it. Could it be the god that 
no man has seen or really cares to see, since it is believed that he can only be 
seen in death? 

The light is starting to take shape and the shape is beginning to take form, 
the form of gently moving arms opening to my usele . needle oul. These 
arms are strange; they are connected to a series of other -hapele forms. The 
arms are embracing me; they are now grasping me and drawing me deeper 
into the depths and closer to the clouds that surround the gentle arm . T he arms 
are beginning to lose their gentleness. The arms are cau ing the other clouds 
to shape into the most beautiful creatures I have ever een. Their bodie move 
with rhythmic patterns and their arms are beckoning m e to come clo er to their 
bodies. My mind is beginning to lose its shape and I am beginning to ee arms 
growing in increasing deformity. My mind is becoming a shapele s form . My 
mind, where has my mind gone; it is no longer with my e,·er growing shape. 
It is not with the shapeless form that is embraced by the cloud with their 
gently flowing arms. Where has my only possession gone. my mind where is it? 
I try to scream, but without my mind I am not able to order my shapeless form, 
in this Utopia, to obey my command. That commanded form is moving slowly 
closer to me. The formless arms embracing me are trying to pull me deeper 
into its depth, but a stronger force is causing it to lo e its pmver. The shape is 
moving closer to the cloud that has embodied me. 

My mind, I can see it in that shape that comes to me within m y utopian 
arms. 0 thank heaven, there must be a god, or else I would not have been 
able to return to my mind and its human form. 

The soft ragged chair holds this shape in its completeness. The shape may 
wither and writhe, but it is still my shape and m y formed mind. It must have 
been returned to me by that god I claim did not exist as no other explanation 
will tell me how I was able to be saved from those clouds without shape or 
form; those evil minded, stealing non-existent shapes . 
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THE SEER 

In Rochester 
bears eat babies' eyes, 
which is not to say 

our town is unpleasant, 
but merely to suggest 

it affects one's outlook. 

A native once 
sang matins at midnight, 
for in that boy's mind 
the moon was the sun when it's dark. 

Vincent Prestianni 
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Peter Gannon is a freshman with sights already 
set on a journalism career. He notes that "any 
form of written communication lowers a little bit 
the rigid barriers between the minds of men." 
Harry E. Griswold, student, dedicates this issue to 
his wife "who has endured every deadline, every 
decision, every difficult page with no reward other 
than being the woman behind the man." 
Charles D. Poles, a liberal arts major, is interested 
in "oil painting, writing, sculpture---the beauty of 
achieved simplicity; finding my reason for being 
here, learning friendship, fidelity and sharing. I 
intend to specialize in child psychology or Fine 
Arts." 
Lynn Menter: "Let the poetry say something about 
me. It will probably give a truer impression than 
I could." 
Tom Lombard: "I am caught in this chaotic quag
mire of education. I have learned enough to know 
that most people have not learned anything. I am 
too old to claim I know everything, and too young 
to be accepted for knowing anything. So, I employ 
poetry as my medium of expression." 
Michael "FLAM" De Lorme: "Poems are actually 
basic forms of life, and i'm not looking for a better 
life so much as better ways to live the one i'm in
volved in." 
Vincent Prestianni is an assistant librarian. He is 
secretary of The Rochester Poetry Society. 
George McDade is a member of the English de
partment and faculty advisor to the magazine staff. 
Andrew McDade is four years old and a student 
at the Southwest Cooperative Nursery School. 

Lucy Shak, a liberal arts sophomore, says, "caught 
between my own microcosm of "Man Thinking" 
and the macrocosm of the American consumer, I 
never cease to be amazed at my discovery of the 
beauty in word and idea combinations." 
Mary Ellen Herne is a sophomore in the liberal 
arts program. She submits, "We are oppressed by 
ourselves alone. Optimum awareness-is experience 
-interest-the ability to care about an endless 
myriad of wonderful anythings. The pathetic re
ality is that we are not opportunists-exploiters
leeches of those everythings -the extravagant ab
stract-which most dearly should be sought and 
grasped." 
James Hancock is a member of the English faculty. 
John Thomason is an assistant professor of Art. 
Carl Alberico is a student of liberal arts interested 
in self expression through art. 
Denise Thomas is a freshman student who hopes 
to teach, possibly in the field of English. She is a 
member of the choir and the Student Senate. 
Phylliss Ann Paeth hopes "to become a profes
sional writer for an advertising agency, and with 
time enough and talent enough, I hope to be a 
free-lance writer of poetry and children's books." 
Stephen Newton is a freshman liberal arts student 
interested in writing poetry. 






