


"The time has come," the Walrus said, 
"To tc1lk of many things: 

Of shoes-and ships--and sealing-wax
Of cc1bbages and kings-

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

Lewis Carroll 
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A soul robbery 

From the stone-filled echos bor:o. in yesterday 
some sounds somehow assault 
my listening ears 

shadows that played on the memories of past joys 
now turned to sorrow 

i lived then never fearing that i wouldn't see any 
tomorrow, all the while 
hopeful for anything 

that might change us all, perhaps just a little 
we were happy then 

the sun warmed our skin, we felt that the world 
was a good place 
where we could 

pause and wish childlike, there came the time, closely 
enough when we were shattered, 

men die, not at the right time, strange unknown men 
assailants, madness 
insanity, chaos, violence 

in response to the time, we arise to answer the dawn and a 
new light and perhaps new hope. 

Stephen M. Kelley 
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A COMPARISON 

I see your two pictures on the mantle 
Young, handsome and with a smile 
Oh! how naive and innocent you were then. 

And the other, more recent: 

My eyes do not deceive me; I can see 
The difference is in the eyes, the countenance 
Death had been all about you -came to young and old 
No distinctions made. 
Some prayed, some cried or ran to hide 
Some fought because it seemed the only thing to do, 
Bits and pieces were gathered in a bag, sent home . . 
Graves for others there -unmarked . 

The sounds of laughter and tears still ringing in the ears, 
Not passing with the years. 
No smile now, you just stare -aware. 

Torn Galvin 
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Review 

The Doors 
electric-passionate-

gently relieving your inhibitions 
estatic lightning: Jim 

The mythical David 
a secret lover 
with cowl of Medusa hair 

sexual desire. 

The Cream 
homogenized freshness 

moving, beating 
chanting rhythm 

stabbing one's senses 
in their thick white 

unpurity. 

Simon & Garfunkel 
different movements 

springing from soft emotional 
patterns to the 

beating guitar rhythm-
music for moods. 
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Peter, Paul & Mary 
freedom's white children 

driving their hopes, experiences 
into your mind 

beautiful, intricate, gentle. 

Jim Hendrix 
lord giver of life 

the black man that blows 
his cool . 

constantly. 

Donovan 
giving without receiving 

motherless child, 
somber face 

floating words. 

frances ann lea 



STORM 

The clouds are in motion. 
Inflated and white, they change restlessly, 

Beautiful, ugly, or nondescript, strange and mysterious. 
End or beginning: none have they, but follow their courses. 

But this is without ; for within stays an equally restless collection 
Of drops , giving semblance of substance 

To the wandering masses. These fly 
Without order, a coldness 

To cause them to 
Fall 
to 
earth, 
to 
land 
and 
spread 
and 
soak 
all that 
they touch, so 
Life spreads down below: 
All flourishes, and literally 
Drinks the sweetness of those drops 
That lately were remote: 
Rejoice, for all are nourished. 
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Fall 
to 

earth, 
to 

land 
and 

spread 
and 

soak 
all that 

they touch, so 
Saturated, all creations rot. 
Like some disease , the insidious drops 
Seep into every pore; those structures swell 
And , twisted, anguished, 
Cry, and break , and die. 

Ernest H. Lederman 



MILLER'S 

"Whist, Whist, Whistle . 
I feel it in my bones'' 
The juke blares on 
Sweat pores off the bartender's face 
The crowd thickens and thins 
Bodies press together in friendly, 
And, occasionally, sinister contact 
Beers flow freely across the bar 
Lighters snap, and do the honors 
Girls smile, anxiously eyeing the crowd 
Heat in great clumps pervade 
The shoulders shrug, the eyes dance, 
Question, sympathethize, scrutinize 
The thronged individual desires. 
She a mate, he a date 
Both an understanding smile 
Let's have a-drink together 
Or shall we look some more? 
Ah, would it do us better 
To make it once more around the floor? 
The beer continues at the same pace. 
A Bud, A Miller's, or the local brew 
Conversation gets better, more meaningful 
Getting to know makes it more enjoyable. 

Dena W. Sloane 
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The meeting with hippie 
it's coming up fast, 

The meeting with non-hippy hippy 
it's here at last. 

Stuart is the hippie 
we're gonna cut class, 

But I know it'll be worth it; 
this guy's a gas! 

He has no other time 
to talk with me 

So let what come might well 
might be. 

He's not a plastic hippie, 
he's hippie through and through. 

Hippie's not a dirty word, 
it's love, it's peace, it's you. 

Splendor 
in 
the 

grass. 

''Field Day'' 
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Close to God. 
Close to nature. 

Close to you. 

I'll read to you my poetry, 
and me by you yours. 

We'll both listen to each other's poetry and, 
perhaps, open up new doors. 

You're sunlight. 
You're lavendar, green, and blue, 

-And a very mellow yellow fellow, 
and beautiful, pure, and true. 

Yeah Lord!! And I'm high 
and a talkin' to a shoe. 

And Johnny Mathis, goodbye now. 
And, and, Thank You. 

jill fincher 



Life on a Matchbook 

A name reoccurs on the notebook of my life. 

I walked by a rain puddle and the world went backwards. 

You seem to exist where I cannot see. 

Sing a song, any song, and let every note widen your 
understanding of me. 

For Janie: 
Sittin' here ... smokin' my cigarettes and thinkin' of you 
Hoping that my mem'ry of you will soon be refreshed 
But still, you'll always be smilin' 
Ever fixed in my heart. 

Thoughts in my mind are all of you 
Wondrn' if you're makin' it 
Now, the only thing we have in common is a seven digit number 
We can change all that 
It's all up to you. 

Time is agressive. 

If I think about life too much, tell me, 
And I'll just breathe 

Music is the pedestal of thought. 

How many corners are there in the world? 

I looked across my shoulder but you were'nt there. 

The rain is like sadness, it hurts when it comes, 
But you are refreshed when it leaves. 

Life is like a match, once lit it burns hot. 

With mixed feelings about life, 
I stepped out into the world and was alone. 

I cried. 

John Lyons 
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... 

After, Now 

Wandering fields , flower filled, beautifully scented. 
Flying dirt and rocks mixed with metal. 

Soft breezes bring the smell of love. 
The hurricanes from beating blades sends the stench 

of bone and blood. 

Walking your love through the streets paying no mind. 
Running, falling and cursing the shadows and things. 

Chimming bells softly do you hear. 
Sirens and gongs raging and beating your ears. 

Fishermen bringing in the days catch, ah; a good day. 
The deisels whine, lead flies, wood shatters, nice shot. 

The monsoons bring life to the hungry earth . 
The rains cease, the hell begins, escalation please. 

Fair young maiden with dignity and grace. 
Village whore, room full of sweat and dollars. 

A cafe' s laughter and verse singing in rhyme. 
Drunken dogs bar filled with peucking uniforms. 

" A" company in a tent, the man looking in, strange smell 
caught some more -for uncle; so it goes! 

Steve Strange 
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The Hour Glass 

As I watch the grains of 
Sand in the hour glass, 
I think of the hour of 
Our love, for it was 
But an hour, not even 
a day. 

And as each grain drops 
A part of that hour 
Is past, a part of 
Our love is gone. 

But the hour glass has 
Two parts and the 
Hour for it never ends. 
One flows into the other. 

Why cannot my love 
Be as the hour glass 
As an hour glass and 
Not as sand. 

Tom Galvin 
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If, by some undoing of nature 
I were a rock, heavily settled on a shore, 
Would I hate the wave that 

slaps me down 
with its undulative always-power 

tearing and shattering my age-old layers 
working and pounding me 
until 

I am pebbles 
am sand 

a shattered unwhole soul in every grain 
and shattered no-eye everywhere 

am lame. 
or would I love the way it caresses me 
smoothing away my hardness 

and wish not to be any place but 
here , 

where translucent gloves wash snails trail 
from my back 

and water is slipping secrets under me . 
at peac e in pieces 

Peggy Brink ma n 
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He Took His Gloves Off And Experienced Nirvana 

The roaring, raging sound 
of Time's engine 

Responds to regressions into the psyche. 
Nature-opulent tides of gossip voice, 

Returns to Originality screamed by 
Silence. 

Haired pygmies clothed with fleshed 
hats of whale spume, strut 

Superior Complexed 
Towards 

Pantagruel 
Waves. 

Faces mirror behind glasses reflective 
with pools of right-angled 

Eights. 
Massive tables where pool games are 

Mistaken for Swimming pool 
Ambitions 

dreamed by 
High divers with machine

gunned 
Imaginations 

are 
Repaired by Charismatic technicians 

lacking Humanistic 
Agnosticism 

Charles G. Alilses 
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Fire 

The room was filled with the musty odor of perfume, hot love-making 
and sweat. Nothing was on her mind but the high ecstasy that she was 
experiencing and the husky man who was providing her fulfillment. The 
problems of the world were forgotten as the two lovers were locked in a 
frenzied scene of passionate embrace. 

Then the bright warmth of the morning filled the room and he was 
gone. The birds twittered and whistled, recalling her to the reality of 
everyday life. Her mind again became burdened with the dominating 
weight of her ''hum-drum'' day of problems. As she started out into the 
busy crowd of rushing, jabbering, sweaty people, a cool breeze hit her, 
thus cooling her off and easing some of the throbbing tension. 

The high-pitched, piercing sound of the siren shattered her eardrums 
and unreal visions came into her head. The crowd of people was rushing 
madly about her and she was dragged along in the pulsating, pounding 
rhythm of feet. 

* * * 
The people had been in the hot and sweaty shelter for two tortuous 

hours when it happened. The next thing she knew, she was lying in a 
crumpled heap, out in the open of a vast picture of ruin. Everything was 
black and charred with the ashes of fire and her body had no feeling. 
She had a pounding headache that dominated her mind and began driving 
her mad. She tried to remember the holocaust she had just been thrown 
through. The heat had been horrible, drying whatever sweat had covered 
her body, making her skin contract and peel back exposing the pulsating 
muscles in her limp appendages. The pungent stench of burning flesh 
permeated the atmosphere and the crackling of burning hair was felt more 
than heard. The nerves of her body subconsciously contracted whatever 
muscles were left in a vain attempt to shield the organs from the over
powering heat. Her happiness had been so great the night before, but 
now the pain that was overtaking her broken body was unbearable. 

* * * 
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The tall, husky man walked along on the warm ashes and came to 
a crumpled heap of whitened bones whose marrow was now turning a 
base black. He stopped and wiped the sweat from his brow, then contin
ued on his way . 

Jay Mower 

Watching the sunshine 
run across the fiels, 

Feeling the spring breeze blow 
through the open window, 

Hearing great flocks of birds 
as they fly overhead, 

I sit here behind a glass pane 
ripping legs off spiders . 

frances ann lea 
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Night Light 

A warm sweaty night, the bugs are tormenting 
but my friend and I are dumb to them. 

The vibrations are intense and the feeling is 
beautiful as is the sight. Bright orange is 

its ' color with shadows caressing its' mystical 
body, then pale yellow as it grows in the sky . 

It sends its' rays down right at me and everyone 
else too, it seems. An offshore breeze brakes 

up the luminous beam and it becomes waves of beams 
gently flickering away. Oh man up there 

who are you, have you a name, your vigil is a long 
one and a lonely one and we know down here 

that it is worth the wait. Climb high and then low, 
turn full, then blush and hide your vast 

proportions leaving only a faint smile with us. 
Not a single curtain is pulled or shade drawn 

without a last look, a deep breath and a sigh, ending 
it all is a smile, a deep smile 

that is not hard as it is easy; 
good night - moon! 

Steve Strange 
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Once 

once a boy, now a man 
once I had a very tiny hand 
once I thought I'd never be a man . 

once a boy, now a man 
I used to revel, innocent, in the sand 
I used to run through no man's land 
I used to grasp a larger hand 
I used to think that life was grand . . . 

once a boy, now a man 
my father would tower, I would merely stand 
he would walk; I ran 
for me nothing in life was bland 
and I would dream of being a man . . . . . .. 

once a boy, now a man 
I no longer sit, I stand 
I no longer grasp a larger hand 
my son grasps mine 
and revels in the sand 

and dreams of what it is, to be a man ..... . 

Craig Alan Fay 
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Condition Critical 

Garbaged street corners, smelling in the wind, 
razor blades face bound -only not to shave, 
the fingers hold them for what they're worth, 
yes mister niggerhater you have seen this and 
you remember, for you forgot what you were taught 
and learn what you are passed down from momma and 
poppa niggerhater. 

Creeking floorboards of the unpainted box awaken 
the slimy and infectious rodent from it's dungy 
hiding place -fangs flying -he heads out on a 
path of destruction, the path has been traveled 
before and never has there been a detour. 

You weren't born in it nigerhater and you won't 
die in it, live with it and tell me again 
of your hate - if you can. Let me beaf you 
and call you boy as I turn down your job 
application and hire the next lily that walks in, 
let me send you to the back of the bus and to 
the end of the line with spittle on your face. 
Shaking your head and closing your eyes 
won't clear up the tears or cool the hate niggerhater! 

Steve Strange 
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The witches sabbath 

thrice and seven did they 
chant their spells 

ochre light reflected in a 
steaming cauldron 

their gnarled limbs stretched 
towards eternity 

the cauldron hissed and 
bubbled 

demonic eyes gleamed as pasty 
lips cried for Mephistopheles 

a fly, unnoticed, drowned 
in the flaming liquid 

the black priestees arrived, 
the wind twisting her velvet 
cloak 

a silver knife slashed through 
the cauldron's fire 

she advanced to the marble 
altar, offering her sacrifice to 
her lord 

and a child died 

Barb Meyer 
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Meaningful things from the past 
Seem to govern these people . 

Tradition seems to carry these 
people along. 

Memory seems to be the only 
pacifier and somehow the only 
hope. 

Success must bring back many memories 
Of these lions stalking down streets 
Of the past. Never erring but 
Gathering into their violent arms 
The tried and proven, the unshakable 
Postulates which make conquest so easy. 

Constantly watching; glaring windowless 
Eyes fixed on those opposite. Down to 
The eternal pavement, up to the 
Granite skies, out to the distant 
Towers of insanity . Locked in un
imaginable fear of the Great Def eat. 

Moving silently through abandoned 
Times . Precursor of the Movement which 
Is quickly silenced. Looking to the 
Devastating Wealth the Impoverished 
Institutions , waiting for the doubting 
Foundations to support his growing feet. 

Stephen Warner 
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A Bit of Cynicism 

'' And the meek shall inherit the earth ---2' 

(they say] 
Those mealy-mouthed procurers of virtue? 
They -heaven's landed gentry, who when assaying mirth 
Find a decided lack of gentility and in lieu 
Of joy, plant goodness as their money crop, 
Then harvest hypocrite's vested interests. 

(blessed feebly by the Pope) 

What say you, oh mirthful livers of life? 
Are martyrs and saints, intrepid followers of death, 
Tacking boundaries to you souls? Use surgical knife 
To sever those neatly inscribed shibboleths. 
Transplant truth and see that it is nurtured -
For so often it is merely a slogan for the future. 

Alone 

I am alone when you are gone 
Editing experience 
Crossing out words 
Rock silences remain 
That batter me with sound. 

Separate parts function 
Teeth show when I smile 
Vocal chords vibrate 
When asked to recite 

W. Menzie 

But I am alone when you are gone. 

W. Menzie 
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Bruce Brown 



The reemergence of time fever 

And surely because fortune is misguided, my mind is 
stronger for the far journey 
through time slotted skies 

i hide behind a fogged disillusion of mishappenings 
and always want everything 

the platitudes are forgotten now, they're long ago 
far away in my memory 
locked from dream realities 

in tune to the mind-machines of a God-run factory 
in a knowledge lit forest 

if the solution is hidden in unknown infantile lockers 
under strange guarding 
of minotaurs 

of lately going to the roman ruins among this desperate world 
filled with child-men 

now in slightly irratic patterns of dark days under 
brightly illuminated 
night cloudiness 

a martyr's cause is sureness , if the end is nearer than today 
maybe the sun will fail to come 

flowers can 't tell one dreamsoul from another and this soul 
which fails to claim 
its message of purity, 

decries its misunderstanding, undenied of ill-gained insanity 
now it travels forward 

if the following of a god is a sure winning soul flight 
into warm woods 
wet from crying limp arms, 

a pinecone can be a small chapel in the forest nearby 
and birds the choir boys; 

unclaimed is a short flight to a far reaching land 
under slanted skies 
near my emerging 

body which is slowly becoming lost in a hot time fevered, 
world of lost unfortunate souls. 

Stephen M. Kelley 
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Mighty long time 
'Been a mighty long time 
Since I said goodbye 
And walked off towards the sky 

The beach is just as bright as ever 
In this green and yellow weather 
A gull just flew by and said " hello! " 

Sun in strangers hair 
Just like she was always here 
My love grows more each day 
But just sounds like the wind at play 

That same old gull came back again 
I guess he 's more like me than him 
'Guess I 'll never see her again . . . 

Oh . .. I have lost you between the lines of life 

John Lyons 
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MITOSIS 

The little life, the system on the stage 
Will recreate itself. The purest light shines through it; 
Above, a greater being, from whose structure 
The life in question sprung, observes most carefully. 
A tangled mass becomes distinct; the little geniuses, 
Now ready , organize themselves for action. 
However, heaven has thrown on the messengers of highest truth 
A new mentality, a strange intoxicant. And movement, 
For which the important, tiny ones were once intended, 
Halts forever. Heaven looks as those small, helpless bodies 
Await an impetus denied. 

Ernest H . Lederman 
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HAPPENINGS 

pen glides over paper 
working its mystic charm 
speaking to people to be wary of harm 
mini-skirts beards long hair and the like 
for want of the freedom right 
peace cops riot cops 
run the line 
for the good and bad that man entwines 
touch-phone pentagon 20-megaton bombs 
bricks mortars barb wire and war 
the virtue if love the reality of hate 
the latter the greater weight 
unsafe cars seat belts and speed 
narcotics pushers unhealthy weeds 
alcohol cars girls and sex 
the joy of a wild catch 
street gangs switchblades jackets and boots 
cycles swastikas the law to themselves 
for want of a pleasure light 
big men on campus are in the groove 
everything stops when they start to move 
insolent stupid money galore 
they cry when we settle the score 
drink fiend drug fiend they 're all alike 
when they stand in the Judge's Twilight 

Craig Alan Fay 
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NONE IS THE NUMBER 

i once walked on the filthiest street in the city 
no stench touched me, 
no fear did i know 
and i was alone ... no witness 

i once struck a small bird 
saw no wrong 
felt no guilt 
and i was alone ... no witness 

i once raped the sky 
no cry did i hear 
no virgin blood see 
and i was alone . . . no witness 

i once said a prayer 
no answer did hear 
no comfort receive 
and i was alone ... no witness 

i strangled the wind 
wept not a tear 
while it died in my arms 
and i was alone ... no witness 
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i once kicked the sun 
not at all did it flinch 
nor did i 
and i was alone ... no witness 

i once murdered god 
tossed him to drown 
watched him float away ... bloated and blue 
along a mourning stream that led every where 

and the birds cried out their fragile joy 
which echoed in the sky 
was warmed by the sun 
carried by the wind 
as i wept, i laughed 
i emerged 

t 'was not so long ago 
that i walked in the womb of despair 
and the sky ripped 
the earth trembled 
and i was alone . . . no witness 

Joyce Golowaty 



Warm cup of sleeplessness in my hand 
At home on a throne i sit. 
As the bitter fluid makes my soul expand 
Pieces of a puzzle struggle to fit. 

My basic needs dulled, less demanding 
This stimulant suffices. 
My comprehension and understanding 
Is confused by all of man's vices. 

What reason is there, now, for war 
When peace of mind is close at hand. 
And virtue and goodness is in store 
For a world whose happiness is canned. 

It's so easy to act relaxed, 
Content and wholly satisfied 
When others are exhausted and overtaxed 
Searching for freedom denied. 

Jani Levenberg 
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Untitled 

Take me of my early day 
And find me the stereotype, 
Wide-eyed youth of innocence. 

Expose before me a world 
Cloaked in a garment of silver; 
And I, bedazzled, will smile. 

Cast me in the seams of life 
That I may see its gritty form 
Crunle in my reaching grasp. 

Do not shelter me from hate. 
Already I am smothered by 
The silver lined with blackness. 

Take me of my early days 
And raise me for the love of God; 
Letting death be my reward. 

Carol DuPre 
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CREDIT PATTERN 

The test pattern was on 
but adjust to it eyes could not, 

the buzz was enormous 
like a great fly was buzzbombing my ears 

the fury was unforgetable and deadly, 
the roof was at my head, the floor was at my feet, 

a battle of the protector and the supporter 
and me the slave of the two fighting to be free 

from the pressures exerted by the goliaths 
the stairs are a harder climb and easier to decend 

with this in mind I laugh and then I throw up 
and I go back to wrestle with my jacket and hat, 

but it's a stand off again. 
I got caught in the rain goloshless and no umbrella 

finally my master saved me from certain death 
too uncertain death, 

after my master took me home he returned 
to his work at the credit company, 

he said to himself, you won't get away that easy pal. 

It was as wet inside as it was outside 
my eyes were red I couldn't see the 

bills as they lay in front of me 
so I made out blank checks and sent them for 

the last time 
as I turned off the test pattern 

Steve Strange 
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A cacophony of raindrops 
rainbubbles 

rainbells sing
ringing on garbage can tops with drum-beat resonnance. 
And only the open-mouthed roses whisper in tune. 

And an ant 
frolicking in the filth of a pig-dog 

Is 
oblivious to the down 

pour. 
Yes , now content he seems and 

maybe 
All beauty is personified 

in that mountain of dung, 
Even as i wallow in a still-warm corner of water 

that was not here yesterday. 
Queer 

that it remembered to Be, as a child i stepped in it 
And warmed my ten dirty toes 
And it was long years ago. 
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Just as the last sound of the Storm disappears , a rolling 
blast 

Of thunder tumbles in the sky. And 
essences of wet earth rise densly, seeping in colorless waves 
from deep underground. Again 

music-box birds 
dance a spring-welcoming to the rain. 
P. S. I wish the sun would 

shine 
and snatch a picture 
of this scene. 

And send it to the god of Nature 
So 

in many many years he may recall it and send down puddles 
of raintears 

to fill the track in my yard, 
under the pinkandgreen flower-bush. 

And a child may dance with the birds 
Knowing 

he is not dancing alone. 

Jani Levenberg 
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Marriage 

I drank it all up 
In a coffee cup 
A year ago, or 

Maybe 
I used it all 
In suds that tall 
That washed me clean 

Of it. 

W. Menzie 

Ending story now finished 

Slaughter, this will be a chronicle of finality 
destinies begin when fate seals its 
eyes blindly to a soul's demands 

venture to the sun, you'll never wonder why you hadn't 
been there before, perhaps you've never known life. 

Stephen M. Kelley 
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POETRY and PROSE CONTRIBUTORS 

Stephen Warner: Stephen is a student at 
Monroe Co mmunity College, 

Tom Galvin: " Rod Steigger , the actor, said 
that drama reminds one of the poet ry in life; 
so, too, I think poetry reminds me of the 
drama in life. " Tom is a Lib eral Arts st ud ent 
maj oring in Humanities and plans lo be an 
actor , writer and teacher. 

Frances Ann Leo: Fran is a Liberal Arts 
stud ent; this is her first publication in poetry. 

Peggy Brinkman: Peggy says, "The handy 
thing about poetry is that you can say what
ever yo u want and say to hell with what 
anybody thinks, " Peggy has her own way, 

J.D. Andrews: Rather reticent. 

Barb Meyer: " I like to steal lic ense plates 
from Ford trucks and give baby show ers in 
th e cafeteria , I hate giraffes! I'm a Liberal 
Arts maj or and am interest ed in the occult. ' ' 

Stephen Strange: (better known as Stephen 
Congdon] " All that is life is poetry and fuck 
th e rest. " 

Ernest H. Lederman: Ernest is a Liberal Arts 
major and was on the literary arts staff at 
Brighton High School before coming to MCC 
and has had his poetry published in the high 
school art magazine there. 

Charles Alilses: Charles is a hard person to 
fin d . 

Carol DuPre: "My character leans toward 
the si lly side ; due, probably , to my need to 
escape the seriousness of life and the develop
ment of an ulc er. When my mood changes 
and I find it necessa ry to escape, I either cut 
my hair man.style or express my emoti ons 
tangibly with paper and pen. Life needs more 
humor, but harsh realities cannot be avoided, 
Better they be caught in th e form of a poem 
than left tangled in th e pit of your s tomach ." 
Carol is in Liberal Arts; she ' s also honest and 
fun to ta lk with . 

Jill Fincher: " My poems are , , , an extension 
of my personality , They exist lik e an aurora 
around me. Yet they ar e as real to me as are 
my arms and legs , They are my created chil
dren, They run , they play, they question, 
they also cry. But, most important , my prophets 
will still be searching out, even when I am 
no longer." 

Dena Sloane: Dena is a full-time student 
at MCC. 

Jani Levenberg: Jani is fun ; she' s interesting , 
creative and imaginative . Her poems speak 
for her, and has a bright future: Provided she 
doesn ' t catch her head in the machine! 

W . Menzie: Wendy is an evening student 
and has real ta lent for writing poetry . She 
has contribut ed much time and critical thought 
to this issue, And she -in her quiet, pleasant 
way -has been scintillating . 

John Lyons: John sings, plays the guitar , 
writes- poetry and his own s ongs which he 
hopes to have published. John says, "Poetry 
is expression and awareness of oneself and 
his environment. I hop e some day to express 
myself thru the music , literary and enterta in
ment fields, 

Craig Alan Fay: "There are two forms of 
communication known to man which contain 
the essence of sincerity and harbor no deceit 
or malice; they are human love and poetry , 
in that order. I believe , th at for me to become 
proficient in poetry will better enabl e me to 
become proficient in human love: for they are 
both compelled to "tell it like it is." 

Jay Mower: " I am mainly a poetry writer, 
but l just recently decided to write th e short 
story which I s ubmit ted , Asp ir ation: Law 
Degree." 

Joyce Golowaty: " I find it vir tually impossible 
to describe myself "briefly ", however, if I 
had to label myself , I would say that I am a 
FREE-THINKER. About poetry , . . I feel that 
the poem is the essence of the poet." 
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ILLUSTR.ATIO. -

Bruce Brown: Bl ce teaczes u, Uie A.-, depart 
ment and his dra\,m,! appears lD this issue. 
He als o bas an art exi:ubit presently in 
Philadelphia. Pa . 

Jani Levenberg: Jani "s photo was her idea 
which appears in 1he center fold : she made it 
from the Coronastat 55 Copier br the SCM 
Corp . Jani is a Liberal Arts major. Her poetry 
is also in this issue . 

Bill Clark: Bill is on the yearbook staff and 
has contributed the cover photo for this issue . 
Bill is int eresting to ta lk to and really enj oys 
his ph otography. He is in Audio Visua l Tech
nology; he says, " I'm never completely satisfi ed 
with my accomplishm ents and continually work 
for be tt e r results, " Bill is on e of thre e 
CLARK S here, so his student number is 07060. 
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