


"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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PURSUIT 

He was the most beautiful butterfly they had ever 
seen. To the small girl and boy sitting in their secret 
place in the midst of a vast and waving grassland , 
he was the image of beauty in all its essence. Indeed 
he was - for he was the monarch, king of all 
butterflies. Sunshine glinted off the bright orange 
and gold on his wings and he shone. The black was 
deep, velvet and soft. The children sat motionless -
transfixed as the huge butterfly lighted on a flower 
within three feet of them and paused , wings 
fluttering . Then the small girl with the large blue 
eyes laughed nervously and the monarch fluttered 
and was off. 

"Now you've done it," the small boy said sadly. 
"Now you've scared him." 
The girl laughed again and jumped to her feet. 

"Well, let's catch him!" She threw her head 
back and smiled at him. "I want him." 
On his feet after she tugged at him, he grabbed her 
hand and half pushed her into a run . 

"Yeah, but if I catch him, he'll be half mine, 
remember." They ran laughing, running easily 
because they were young and because the sunshine 
and the flowers tended to hold their prize butterfly 
close to the earth . He was never far ahead of them . 
Several times they reached out small hands that 
almost touched the king monarch . Then the girl would 
giggle and he would flit away again. They chased 
him all morning . 

"Wait, wait, I'm out of breath," the small boy 
panted suddenly. He looked at the girl , startled to 
see she had aged. The baby fat was gone from her 
cheeks and her golden curls were shorter and 
darker. He was amazed to make this discovery and 
he sat down and lay back in the grass, still regarding 
her. She turned to stare at him. 

"Gosh, but you look as if you 'd suddenly become 
an old man," she laughed. "Look-look at you; I think 
you're growing a mustache." She sat down beside 
him. "Yes, you reaUy are growing older." She was 
suddenly serious. 
The boy looked at her. "You ... you look older too. 
Then it isn't just my imagination. Maybe it's a dream? 
He sat up and came to his knees beside her. 

"Tell me it's not real." 
"No .. . it can't be," the girl said thoughtfully. 

Then her eyes brightened . 
"See? There's the butterfly! Just the same as 

before! I still want him ... look, we must be 

imagining it about each other. The butterfly is real." 
She stood and pulled him to his feet again . 

"I want that butterfly." 
"Ok, Ok," he said somewhat crossly. "We'll 

get him." 
They went off running . The boy wondered why he 
felt older and out of breath. His side was aching as 
he ran and he wondered if she felt this strange 
thing too. Looking at her, he noticed a strange and 
flushed look on her face as she ran . 
They came to a forest at the end of the sloping 
field and watched, breathless, as the monarch , 
fluttering, entered into the shadows. Slowing their 
run to a walk, they watched him. The late sunshine 
came down in bright patches through the leaves of 
the trees and a single ray of sunshine lighted up the 
gold of the wings in a moment of splendor. 

"My God," the girl gasped. "Catch him, Catch 
him! 
In a singular moment, the beautiful monarch seemed 
to sigh and landed on a bloom of white trillium . 
The boy leaned over, carefully cupping his hands and 
caught the butterfly between them. 

"I 've got you, " he whispered hoarsely. "You're 
ours" . Slowly, the boy and girl treaded their way 
back to the opening in the woods. They came upon 
a small pond and the girl stood at the edge, looking 
in. 

"No, I'm not a little girl anymore," she thought 
to herself sadly. 
" Is any of this real?" 
Then she came back to the boy's side and they walked 
slowly home. Inside the house, there was dust and 
darkness everywhere. They wondered vaguely why 
their mother had not dusted and why she seemed 
to be nowhere around. Rummaging through a kitchen 
cabinet they found an old jar and with a fork, the 
boy pressed holes into the lid. They set the jar on 
the mantle in the living room and sat down to watch 
the butterfly, who only fluttered faintly in his prison. 
In the dim light, the colors of the butterfly's wings 
were dim and dull. 

"What shall we name him?" the boy asked quietly. 
"Dream. Because he is only a dream," answered 

the girl, rocking silently in a corner rocking chair. 
"You are old. " 
"You got old while we were chasing our Dream." 
"I know." The boy looked across the room at 

the pale girl in the chair and then at the butterfly. 
" I know. It is true. It is real." 

Ellen Adams 



SON 

Just seventeen, and yet, you have to go, 
To venture lonely in some foreign lands, 
"To grow," you say, "to get yourself to know
Away, apart from loving parents' hands." 

Why is it answers from the winds you seek? 
What knowledge is it strangers can bestow 
More valuable to you than words we speak 
Who through the years have stood and watched you 

grow? 

Of wisdom, have you much for meager years, 
And courage for what must be done, to do. 
You keenly see what is, from what appears, 
And thoughtfulness is such a part of you . 

You smile and claim a parents' biased view. 
And while so wisely others analyze, 
You cannot solve the riddle that is you, 
And thus remain a stranger in your eyes. 

Ethel Winters 

My being still exists 
But my spirit is spent. 
I've not much time to live. 
As a broken eagle longs to soar -beyond 
The realm of its suffering 
I asked for change 
Something to soothe my confused wanderings and 

ponderings. 
Instead my life became a 
Stagnant pool of relative ends. 
Would absolute means justify 
the search for 
An infinity of searches? 

June Felice 
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SOME 1 

How it began you can faintly remember. 
Talking in the cafeteria and then a ride to work. 
Yes, that's how it began. Or was it fate. God knows 
and He'll probably be the only one that will know. 
It's the little things that count. Sitting in the car 
knowing the door will be opened by him. Taking you 
out to dinner or lunch and beginning to laugh . Just 
laugh ing at the little, stupid, dumb things you say and 
do. It's good to laugh . But it's good to cry. Maybe 
not outwardly, but a feeling to cry. Feeling that you 
care. Feeling that you belong to someone. And it can 
sometimes hurt - oh! how it can hurt! The pain can 
rip your insides out, but you don 't think of that. You 
think of the strength , the warmth of that someone. 
You know that when he looks, he sees. You sometimes 
believe he is a god because of that look. But then you 
realized that he can see because he cares. It may not 
be a lot, but you know he does. And you love him. 
You love him with all your heart, all your soul. 
And you pray that he loves you too. A love that can 
grow, that can be seen. Some may not understand. 
And you think and ask yourself why they can 't. Why 
can't they see, why don't they take the time to look, 
to try to understand? But then you say that it doesn't 
matter that they can't . But it does. It does a lot. 
You try not to let it bother you. You try to put it in 
the back of your mind and try to forget. But you 
can 't. And then he says he wants you to bear him 
his sons and daughters. You become alive again . 
The most wonderful miracle that could happen 
between a man and a woman and you become so 
alive. You begin to wonder what they will be like. 
You hope and pray that they will have the outer 
and inner strength of their father but the gentleness 
of their mother. 

But then the door opened by him closes. 
He goes away bodily but not spiritually. His memory 
will live on forever. It may not be good to live on 
dreams, but those dreams become a part of your 
life, a part of your being. He may come back and 
he may not, but you will remember all the happy 
and rough times you spent together. And you 
become alive again because the feeling you have for 
him will never leave. And then you begin to hope. 

Mary Jane Triassi 



UGLY 

The ugliest thing I've ever seen 
Hung on a museum wall. 
It was an implement of torture 
About a foot in length 
Made of pounded iron, 
Ending in three evil prongs. 
The capt ion beneath it, 
On that museum wall , 
I shudder yet to recall. 
For it told of times 
Oh , so long ago 
When we were so much cruder, 
And this tool of Satan, 
This three-pronged wand 
Was used by men of God 
To pluck the hapless heretic's eyes 
To purify their souls. 
And I wondered as I gazed, amazed , 
At the horror on the museum wall, 
Have we really come so far 
In our ways of punishing men's errors 
Since those long ago days of torture? 
Or are we just more subtle? 
Now we pluck not eyes, nor take men 's lives, 
If you don 't count Attica. 
We give instead a living death 
Minus dignity, hope or pride, 
And tell ourselves like monks of old , 
We've purified their souls. 

Dee Bergen 

Once, 
Upon a wh iJ e back, 
there were daisies 
growing wild in a field 
but, not so long ago as to forget 
the beauty held 
within 
their tiny yellow souls . 

Nancy Winter 
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Birds have left 
the isle in the lake 
the nest empty 
like an old man's mind 
on an overcast evening 
no fire in clouds 
no clouds in flaming 
water 

Many like grassblades 
lie like straws 

All those past days 
all those faded years 
a simple sign 
I stood by the water 
Awaiting stillness 

in a moment of speed 
awaiting silence 

in an age of engine 
awaiting an old man 

on an overcast evening . 

Einar Thorarinsson 

SONJA 

Yesterday is a day forever gone by 
Always to remain memories of .. . "if only" 

It lingers far from my reach 
As its moments appear distinct and unforgotten. 

So vivid are the realities of today 
Brought about from a long lost yesterday . 

And yet to return in time 
Could I possibly ever change its future? 

So to today I must remain and remember 
That once my memory of her was real 

Today and tomorrow the tears and heartache 
Shall remember our yesterday. 

Vincent Hartwigh 



LIFE'S GARDEN 

Plant your seeds of love my child 
And watch your garden grow. 
I understand in what you do, 
Yet hope I never see, 
That point in time, as must it may, 
Your garden doesn 't grow. 
For in your need to love us all , 
Your fields may grow too large. 
And all your tears won 't be enough , 
To quench our thirst for you . 

Barney Goff 

GALAXY 

Though man is no star, his body 
Is a galaxy of earth's dust. 
Whose particles will return to 
The celestial planet of the Milky-Way. 

For the Milky-Way belongs to God , 
And he will sweep us into his 
Direction. 

Scott Wells 

Images before my eyes 
Of forgotten dreams 
and broken hearts 
Lost in worlds of 
Wandering . 

An endless song escaping 
through the hollow walls 
within my soul 
And reaching towards 
the freedom 
that binds it. 

Sean 



Often , very late in "often ", after screened 
oak doors close streaked with a mother's salty 
goodbyes, and blistering porch steps, cooling in the 
shadows, lay rest ing after the last heavy footstep has 
tumbled across their surface, then, in the silenced 
eve will you realize the com ing into being of your 
thoughts. 

In the beginning the air is still. But a break 
is heard in the quiescence. The slightest of stirrings 
is felt within . A softened hush is betrothed with 
a breeze and the journey has begun. The warmth 
of your spirit caresses the onyx-boned cheeks of 
night, rising far into the heavens. Increasing in 
momentum and force gaining; reaching far for a 
beam of truth and a gust of honor. Reaching until 
the object of search is found, and descent towards 
dizzying here-ness begins. 

The grey-brown clay rests beneath your soul 
sculpted thoughts. Dreams have been smelted into a 
chalice of grace. A gilded cup resting majestically on 
the feast table of your mind. A cup brim filled with 
the wine of life. 

With ivory fingers the searching sp irit bends 
down through the sunburnt willows of reality , grasping 
the chalice in care and tenderness, and nurturing a 
once soft hush into a pounding plea 

" Let me love him, 
With all the truth allowed in this time." 

Hours have danced through reality; the cry 
retreats to a hush. And the pleading dream returns 
as a chord-splash in the forest of "Oftens" . 

Doris Karnisky 



THE SEARCH 

I awoke one day and found myself here 
In this place in Time and Space 
And realized that I didn't know where I was. 
What was even more disquieting 
was the fact that I didn't know WHO I was either. 
It was as if a stranger shared my thoughts 
Who wouldn't let me share his. 

It was very disturbing, 
Unnerving, 
To think that someone had been spying on me for 

twenty-five years. 

So, I set about to unmask the scoundrel 
Who had eaten my food and dressed in my clothes, 
Who, as a child , made love to me and in later years 

with me, 
Who claimed my father's genes and my mother's 

womb as his, 
Who laughed at me behind my back when the simple 

indignities I suffered 
By being human were, 
I thought, witnessed by me alone. 

I searched for him everywhere. 
I questioned the words I wrote 
And puzzled at the things that brought me pleasure -
The sun rising from the horizon like the world 

emerging clean 
and pure from an invisible interstellar womb; 
Like tall, ageless trees laughing down at the mortal 

earth 
beneath them; 
Like the kiss of the wind , recklessly scouring all it 

touched, 
claiming what it could for its own. 

I searched deeply into my lover's eyes for a hint 
of betrayal 

Or conspiracy wr th this stranger 
But found none. 

I noted with interest my friends, 
Not acquaintances or neighbors, 
But those people to whom trust comes easily, 
Those people let your secrets and thoughts remain 

between 
you and them , 
And as I did I saw 
That they, too, were possessed by their own demons, 

And I wondered if they were searching as I was , 
Quietly, curiously, desperately. 

Then one morning as I sat atop a hill watching the 
9,312th world being born, 
The Earth around me, still and damp, 
Took on an eerie golden glow. 
I asked myself why I was sitting here looking skyward 
And the answer was simple - because I wanted to be. 
Oddly the response came from the stranger within me, 
For he was the only one who heard my question . 

So, I asked him, "Who are you?" 
The answer came, "I am you!" 
"Well then , if you are me then who am I?" 
The voice within me remained silent. 

On that hill , on that day I concluded that my search 
was useless, 
For with every new day of life, 
For every new world that is born 
Is born within us a new idea, 
Changing us, altering our chemistry 
And in so doing changing the stranger within , 
Making him more elusive. 

To know the stranger is to end the search . 
I would rather be curious and searching 
Than be static and know myself. 

Mark Finkelstein 

IMAGINE 

Our imagination whose realm is 
Disguised by learning to instruct 
Direction, is deprived for the 
Insight of thought. 

With the wrath of man's thoughts 
Without direction have spoiled 
Like the un-picked arbour of earth. 

Scott Wells 



Although i will never see the mountains, 
It is enough to die knowing they are there. 

Barb Pleckan 

A Fool resembles 
a mirror. They both 
reflect without seeing. 

Roland McMurdy 

WAIT FOR THE SUN 

The sky thundered 
an hour ago. 
The driving walls 
of the roaring downpour 
have now passed. 

I pondered. 

The graying clouds 
of trickling mist; 
the sweat of the skies. 
Invading my room, 
and bringing its shrouds. 

I wandered. 

To the day before, 
if only some more, 
Of its secretive charm, 
Could bring you back, 
With me to the shore. 

T9 laugh and run, 
without the embankments 
built of harsh words, 
it can be done. 

I wait for the sun. 

Rich Mallory 



AND WHO WI LL ANSWER 

Mortar rounds were landing all around us. 
The scream of shrapnel flying past made my skin 
prickle with fear. One landed so close that the 
air was sucked out of my lungs and the side of my 
foxhole collapsed, covering a good part of my legs. 
The screams of the wounded and the dying filled 
the air between explosions. 

And then , as suddenly as it had started, 
the barrage ended. I scraped the dirt away from my 
legs with my hands and scrambled out of my hole. 
All around me men were yelling for a medic. Five 
yards from where I stood, I saw Tomlin writhing 
on the ground screaming to God to help him. He 
was holding his hands across his abdomen to try to 
keep his intestines from falling out of the gaping hole 
in his belly. 

All around me men were crawling out of 
their holes, helping the wounded as best they could. 
I looked around trying to find Franklin. I stumbled 
from hole to hole searching for him. I found his 
body lying half in and half out of his foxhole, dead . 
He must have put his head up for God only knows 
what reason, for half of his face and head was gone 
and the dirt next to his mangled face was soaked 
with his blood. 

Waves of nausea washed over me and I 
vomited until my belly was empty. I couldn't shake 
the feeling that any minute might bring to me the 
same fate that had befallen my comrades. I was 
overcome by a sudden urge to run far away from 
this horrible carnage. It took every bit of self control 
I could master to keep from going insane with fear, 
for in reality there was no place to run! 

Then, I heard the lieutenant and the s.ergeant 
yelling at everyone to get back in their holes. 

"Leave the wounded to the medics!" they 
yelled, "Charley's not done yet!! Get the lead out! 
Get in those holes and keep your goddamn heads 
down unless you want to lose 'em!" 

They were still yelling and running from hole 
to hole when the barrage began again. A mortar 
exploded a couple of feet from the running lieutenant, 
sending him flying through the air like a rag doll. 
A second mortar scored a direct hit on a foxhole ten 
yards from me showering me with dirt and chunks 
of flesh , which a second ago had been a man . I 
wanted to scream but terror had frozen my vocal 

chords . I began to shake uncontrollably. It rained 
explosive death for what seemed like an eternity . 
Once again , the screams of the wounded filled the 
air and I waited , horrified , for death to claim me. 

Suddenly, a new sound filtered through the 
noise of hell around me. The throbbing of helicopter 
blades fell like angels ' voices on my ears. 

The Huey gunships began pouring machine 
gun fire and rockets at the enemy positions. The 
fear which had gripped me seconds before dissipated 
in relief. 

Once again , I crawled out of my foxhole. 
No words could ever adequately describe the 
horrendous scene which surrounded me. The sight 
and smell of death, fire, smoke and human waste 
burned its way to the very core of my soul and the 
darkest depths of my mind. The tears welled up in 
my eyes and the silent question that every soldier 
since the beginning of time has asked screamed 
inside of me from the tortured depths of my sanity; 
why, dearGod, why?. 

Merica T. Fantigrossi 

NEO-CHROMATICISM 

If you called me black 
way back then , 

I was aiming at your chin! 

Subject to your nefarious 
brainwashing machine, 

I was mad at my own being! 

Nowadays I hear Black with pride, 
thank you , contemporary history 

For spawning my 
nee-chromatic integrity! 

Robert E. Johnson 



GLASS 

ONE DAY there may be peace in the world -
and peaceful, creative people living in it, together. 

Nice thought, that. Idealistic. But impossible? 
If man admits to the impossibility, then he denies 
the uncharted future. Trust in the human potential 
for peace is its own greatest ally. 

Like any goal, peace, both inner ar:id worldly, 
cannot be a given thing, it is achieved. 

AN EASTERN PHILOSOPHY is corollary to 
this thought : That studying the doctrines of 
enlightenment without actually practicing them is like 
showing a picture of food to a starving man. The man 
requires real food that he can eat. He who would 
be enlightened requires actual meditation. 

He who would have peace must live his 
philosophies. It is in the living that the ideal becomes 
working reality. 

The prerequisite is confrontation. 
"Peaceful" brothers wince at the word 

confrontation. Well , Jesus of west and Gautama of 
the east - and all the truly dedicated heroes of Time -
must have winced, too. Yet one stuck it out in the 
wilderness and one stuck it out under the bod hi 
tree - and the others held to it wherever they were. 

The Problem (if it is one) is that we don't 
choose confrontation , it chooses us. Dedication forces 
us to confront ourselves and all life around us and 
to bear its confrontation. 

Confrontation arises, we laugh, face them, 
create with them, dance with them, and become 
strong. Or we can become violent. 

And we don't choose violence either. But it 
can choose us. Every act we take to free ourselves 
contains implicit violence. Sometimes overt violence. 
Such acts teach us that violence willfully done to 
anyone is done to ourselves at the same time. It's 
not a question of good and bad violence, or even 
justifiable violence. Sometimes there 's no other way 
to plunge through obstacles that bind and blind us. 
But it can no more be advocated than suffering. 
Violence is really the right hand of frustration and 
the left hand of desire. Like all things we wish to be 
rid of, we learn how to enter into a loving realization 
with it, come to understand it. Eventually, there will 
be nothing left in us for violence to play upon. 



THE MAJOR STEP, weapon, and tool is 
honesty. Total honesty. Nature is ruthlessly honest 
with us - we owe ourselves that much . We cannot 
hope to meet our own nature through compromise. 

Laughter too, and dance, exuberance in living 
- all educate our understanding and cheer us on 
our quest for the peaceful. 

Our scene is the world . It is our theatre 
and our play - tragedy and comedy. But there is no 
audience. Only inner-actors. 

The boon is that we have a free script, if 
only we will recogn ize it ... 

If only man could hear the cries of help 
shouted so very loudly in the minds of his fellow 
men. The cries for acknowledgement. The cries for 
love and peace. The cries of pain and sorrow. The 
cries of the everlasting agony of slow death and 
disintegration . How torturously man's mind begs for 
comfort and understanding and how it waits so 
eagerly for a never uttered answer. 

Men go to psychiatrists hoping that perhaps 
they, with all the so-called knowledge they possess, 
can cure the pain we feel inside. But oh, what an 
eternal search. If only God were here to help. 

They say that God is in every man. But 
oh how well he hides his curing voice inside, where 
none could e'er hope to f ind. 

Oh God, project thy ever heal ing voice and 
help this mournful mind. For I seek an answer so 
intensely and have yet to see even a shadow of 
thy light. 

Possess me in your heart Dear God, 
And love me ever more, 
For though my negligence breeds hate, 
Confusion leads my mind. 

Julianna Faas 

Nancy Gambacurta 



UNDERSTANDING 

A boy died in his sleep last night 
People wear black in the sunlight. 
His relatives and friends are crying 
On the dirty street corner 
Where the old church stands 
And they stare at his folded hands 
Thinking his casket is where he lies 
Dead for all time 
Not understanding . 

A boy's body died last night 
Now a boy's soul is flying 
Through space and stars 
Going far 
Already understanding . 

Tom Coon 

FUTURE VISION? 

Behold the turbid vapor rolling! 
Is this the funeral knell that's tolling? 
Vital substance slowing loosing 
to the putrescence dankly oozing 
through the Mother's once Spring mantle. 
Sun and Moon exist as one. 

Elixir magic, Apollo's glory 
given way to battle gory. 
Men of vision , much short-sighted, 
souls and minds in action blighted . 
Shunned the lessons always there. 
Now in death the truth is known. 

Marian Mulligan 

Paul Mazzara 



Steve Davis 

SONG 

so purplefull of godliness 
you are: 
thick as any dream 
how like some flesh-jelly for an embarassed moment 

as my fingertips explore 
in dignified preparation 
the quivering thick liquidness 
of that which is you. 

were i a cossack 
the finger's formality would be forgotten 
& with my teeth i would lift your lid 
& consume, without breath or word or consideration 

of manners 
lapping, lapping 
tongue like a dog 's on a melted fudgie-sweetened 

sidewalk 

lapping lanquid 
into your deepest reaches 
love divine & profane 
grinding each careful lump 
as if any agony you could sustain 
i have seen it 

so unlike all the rest-
they spend so much time 

on clever wrappings, colors dancing to please the eye; 
but the tongue is forgotten always 
& so meticulously unfolding i would have to be 
but most times, when the wraps are gone, 
so small or impure is the treat beneath 
but yes you , 
eager as i, in your simple container . 

finger, let fall the single cover 
& test with a certain impatience 
the smoothness, 
the richness of the warm wet pudding 
& now, in so deep 
to retrieve a first taste 
and unleashed, at last the tongue explodes in happy 

abandon 



How simple is this union ! 
I fulfill a purpose. as you , quenching a desire, 
make no demands, and i -
I am absent of any thought other than your 
exquisite pudd ing-ness 
a gush of joy, an awkward moment 
& you are gone 
as i sit, smiling & belch ing as the contented cow 
licking fingers 
to regain for a moment the sweetness 

perfect purple, almost of passion 
healthful , good to me -

not quite pudding , not quite custard , 
Ahhhh . .. What can yogurt be? 

Mike Lakota 

SOFT THINGS FALLING 

Soft things falling 
With Gossamer wings, 
Brushing gently, caressingly 
Across the mind. 

The silken touch 
Of light brown, 
Cascading along the velvet smoothness 
Of alabaster flesh . 

Clearest light blue, 
Flu id, sparkling, twinkling 
With happiness and laughter; 
Flashing , cold steel in anger. 

Twilight closes in; 
Darkness envelops memory; 
Sleep brings dreams of soft things falling 
With Gossamer wings, and her . 

Merica T. Fantigrossi 

CITIES OF THE MOUNTAINS 

Staring out in loneliness, 
ten dark eyes were glazed . 

Land they once beheld as great, 
now has been decayed . 

What of the purple mountains 
and their majesty, 

Are they milled down into sand, 
spread from sea to sea? 

Is the dial of the earth's 
face so numberless, 

That an eagle's arms outstretched 
time could not express? 

"Oh" those sunken eyes exclaimed 
each within a cave, 

"Those questions all were answered 
only by the brave." 

Brave were called the brave by men, 
brave the mountains were. 

And the mountains will resist 
but will not endure. 

Ridges of the hollowed rock 
bent to hold their shape, 

Only crack and groan aloud 
though immune to rape. 

Though they may be undermined 
excavated so, 

They will only disappear 
deep beneath the snow. 

Steven R. Davis 



Paul Mazzara 
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