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Editorial 

Once again , in a highly technical and business oriented 
college, the response has been phenomenal to our literary-art 
magazine, proving that creativity, artistry , and originality have not 
been lost in the course of our quests for greater knowledge . 

A special thank you is in order for each and every student 
who took the time and the challenge to give a part of themselves 
to us, through their works. In behalf of these students and 
Monroe Community College , I am proud to present to you . 

Cabbages & Kings, 1981! 
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Tina Engels 

* "The time has come," the walrus said , 
"to talk of many things: 

of shoes-and ships-and sealing wax 
of cabbages and kings" . 

Lewis Carroll 
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Wooden chimes gently rub each other 
and break away with each tiny tornado. 

porches feel empty ... too open 
too free ... too quiet. 

Cornered in a room 
with unsat upon chairs. 

Every move I make captures dust 
of the minor celebrations of the 
past. 

Scott Whited 
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Photograph 



Upstate Winter Scenes 

A barren bough; 
cold, damp, dreary . 
Eventually flakes fall, 
gather, hang heavily. 

In jump juveniles, 
kicking loose layers . 
Many nurtured novices 
openly pile, pack . 

Quivering relenting roughnecks 
steal to taverns , 
until very visual, 
wittingly, yap yellowness. 

Paul Klein 
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George Alger 
Photograph 



Midnight Lover 

From the bridge I watch 
and there you are 
cradling sailboats in your gentle arms 
slowly rocking them to sleep 
with a night light above 
making a brass bed of golden color. 
You entrance me, silent darkness , 
and I have a longing to envelope myself 
in your wonder, and somehow, 
maybe, 
find the freedom I yearn for. 
I go to you , 
and your hands caress my skin . 
I do not struggle. 

Debbie Beery 
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Brad Svatek 
Photograph 



Dreaming Fog 

my dream 
clinging on an arm 
i do not recognize 
connected to a face 
i have never seen 
words spoken to a face 
a woman's face 
one i know 
his face has no expression 
supporting me 
he is warm and strong 
my tears mix with the words 
and the fog 

Cari Durbin 
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Loves Secret 
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Hot as a steam iron , 
cool as clean sheets, 
water changes, 
So do I. 
An ice cube melts , 
water gushes 
from a hydrant, 
sweeping the streets. 
An ocean , 
a puddle. 
H2O, the control , 
adapter to many solvents. 
Clouded , dirtied 
clean again , 
clear and ready to work again . 
Coming on strong, 
a flood 
drowning out voices . 
I am brave. 
I am scared . 
Slow or fast, 
raining, seeping. 
I want to mark this world 
before I wash away. 

Ann Bauer 
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I am parted like the Red Sea, 
To reveal treasures that I am uncertain of. 
The freshness of emerald green is there somewhere. 
Somewhere covered with rust. 
Somewhere there, rusty. 

Just grab what you can . 
Fill your pockets with the rubies and run! 

When the sea closes again, 
I am back on the shoreline. 
I am unsure of what moves me to be open for exploration . 
Equally unsure of what closes me again. 
Whatever it is that is in the center of the sea . 
It is also in the center of me. Only lost in the currents. 

Stand with me on the shore line. 
Roll your trousers up to the top of your calves. 

The waves roll in slow and steady. 
They tickle your toes. 
As the waters recede back to the center of the motion, 
You stand in awe of the power and beauty of the sea. 

It feels like the fingers of God come to touch you . 
The fingers of a hand that is a river, it comes in the 
perfect form of a wave. It extends from the body that is a sea . 

I am sure it is God come to touch you . Come to tickle you . 
Come to carry part of you back to where the currents are the 

strongest. 

Lord, I cannot swim against your currents. 

Colleen Barr 
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Immeasurable Line 

Climax. 
Anticipation . 
Nine months 
of life on a string. 
I think all life's knowledge 
passes through this string. 
I was you , you know . 
Both of you. 
Your sweet packages 
were passed to me . 
to use or not, 
they were there 
writhing with life . 

Nine months of darkness , 
smothered in love 
and blackstrap molasses . 
I was cosmos 
before you ... 
a something 
floating through space . 
Nothing 
without you. 
Everything 
within you. 

Suddenly 
I was. 
Pink skinned , 
wrinkled . .. 
a brawling brat. 
Wet diapers , 
scraped knees , 
a broken heart. 
You saw it all . 
Wiped the tears , 
advised, 
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sometimes cried along 
You were there 
to understand , 
forgive . 

I'm trying now, 
struggling to make 
the best me. 
You have no doubts . 
You never did . 
You love what I have become, 
but most of me 
is really you . 

Mich ele R . Roemer 
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Matt Baxende/1 
Pencil 
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The Green Room 

The Green Room holds many memories of Past Musicals . 
Dresses, once brilliant in color, are now faded . 
Dust has settled on the shoes, once alive and tapping, 
but now laying in a forgotten heap. 
Hats adorned with bits of bright ribbon peek out from a closet 
A thin layer of dust has settled on the makeup shelf. 
There, bobbypins and brushes wait amid the disarray of cosmetics. 
Blonde, black , and curly-haired wigs 
lay piled in a worn cardboard box . 
Coathangers play hide and seek on the paint-peeled clothes rack. 

The final curtain has been drawn. 

Lee M. Stasczak 
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After The Summit 

"Damn," Joey muttered to himself as he looked back 
over his shoulder. He'd have to run for it after all. With 
his left hand, he pulled his chin strap tighter and crouched 
lower over the vibrating instrument panel. The tachometer 
needle jumped as he jerked the throttle back even farther. 
He speed-shifted into fifth and peered into a rear view 
mirror to check on those annoying flashing lights. Though 
they were a half mile behind, Joey knew he was pulling 
farther ahead . The speedometer read 96 as he leaned 
hard into another turn . The bike stand screeched as it 
made contact with the shooting asphalt and left a 
magnificent array of sizzling sparks. He straightened the 
cycle out of the curve and tried to figure out how far he 
would have to run before losing those pursuing pigs . 

The valley road twisted and turned for five miles 
before it reached the summit. From that point, he would 
be able to view a "Y" in the road a half mile down the 
other side of the hill. If he could pass that split and make 
it six or seven hundred yards down either road before the 
cruiser reached the summit, they wouldn't know which 
way he went, and he would have a good chance of losing 
them for good. 
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Coaxing constantly with cocaine courage, Joey 
maneuvered the marauding missile towards the summit. 
With one final glance into the quivering mirrors , he 
passed the peak and attacked the downward slope with 
ferocious fury. The fork lay immediately ahead and Joey 
decided to veer right into some peace of mind . But 
instead of a sigh of relief, he cursed in disbelief. Dead in 
front was another cruiser screaming to a halt broadside 
across his path. Without slowing even slightly, Joey 
touched the sealed bag with its crystal white contents in 
his jacket pocket and muttered a single word before 
exploding into a barage of blood, guts, and fragmented 
machinery, "Damn." 

George Alger 
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John T. Downley, III 
Photograph 
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Doves coo nervously , flutter in the cold. 
Shivering, starving fawns stay hungry tonight. 
Young sisters, trapped beneath a bear's paw, 
struggle, suffer. 
An eagle sharpens her talons. 
The hawks beseech her: 
"free the sisters, punish the bear!" 
The bear is mighty, though, and the frightened 
doves take flight. 
Nearby : 
Skinny boy sways rockers beat, stays high and aloof 
from strife . 
Blonde girl blinks, and steps to contagious rhythm . 
She smiles at the skinny boy . 
Alone together among many on the smokey floor . 
The hawks persist: 
"The bear's too fat , she grows greedier stilll'' 
Her cubs cry, Momma, the sisters crave freedom, the 
birds conspire against us!" 
"Silence!" she roars . 
"Prepare to clash!" 
The dancers care not of this forest fight. 
Glasses lift, beat driven bodies twist, surrounded in 
music and smoke. 

Peter Pavia 
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Fred Scott Daum 
Photograph 
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R.S. V .P (regrets only) 

I am sick of love poems 
and happy songs with a catchy beat 
that people sing at parties 
over cucumber dip and vodka sours. 
Words stir themselves 
like broken swizzle sticks 
drowning the meaning in the process 
and that makes it easier to swallow. 
Greedily , with shining lips , 
they take the marachino cherry and biting jucily 
leave only the stem as a momento of the good times. 
Laughing heads gleam under florescent lights 
that accentuate diamonds grasping the smooth flesh 
of a curved neck . 
The skirts are slit, suits tailor made, 
and they don't think the wrinkles show. 
They lie about marriages (which reminds them
call the lawyer in the morning-) 
and brag about kids (who are out getting laid 
in the back seat of a Lincoln Continental) 
and ask the maid for more champagne. 
Your best friend , 
your wife's lover, 
comes up and slaps your back 
(guess he missed your face) 
and asks about a golf game next week. 
Sounds good, but you hear it is supposed to rain. 
You didn't know that it was already pouring-inside. 
To late to seek shelter. 

Debbie Beery 
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Siobhan (a celebration) 

You laugh 
green eyes shining 
dancing through your days 
blond haired beauty 

You cry 
misunderstanding our fear 
when we grow angry at your innocence 

Knowing that you love me 
makes the days less long 
and loving you 
brings me happiness beyond hope 

Don't grow up my baby 
growing up will bring you pain 
stay that merry three years old 
if only in your mind. 

J .M. Conley 
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Bruce Wang 
Photograph 
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For A Friend 

I buried my dog today. 
I dug a hole under the pine tree 

where I sit and think. 
I put him in a box from the garage. 

It was cold. 

I buried my dog today. 
I walked into the kitchen this morning like 

every morning. 
He greets me with a growl or wag of the tail 

depending on how late we went to bed and 
how much noise I make getting up. 

I went to him and pulled his paw. All that 
moved was a clock counting digital seconds. 

I buried my dog today. 
I picked him up and he was limp. The box I 

found hugged him tight in a lovers' embrace 
as if it knew they would never part. 

His nose was pressed into a corner like he was 
sniffing a mouse hole. 

I buried my dog today . 
I heaped the dirt upon his box. It didn't 

take long to fill the small hole where 
he lay . 

I walked into the kitchen and, over a breakfast 
that slowly got cold, waited for his bark. 

I buried my dog today. 

Meredith Eddy 
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Tamara Griffin 
Pencil 
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Crawford County quiet. 
Birds and trees and tractors 
are about the only sounds I hear 
'round here . 
Walked up on the mountain today. 
Mountains in every direction, it seems . 
Folks 'round here call em' hills , 
but they're mountains to me , 
cause I'm a city girl. 

Yeah, Crawford County's quiet, all night, 
but Richard's dealin' with divorce papers 
and holding down his job when everyone 
else seems to be getting layed off and 
taking care of a new wife and their 
seven kids. 
Blue jeans and work shirts; cowboy 
boots-in some ways Crawford 
County's an awful lot like the city
'cept it's quiet here , and people's 
pain is hidden behind mellow , melting 
country smiles .. . 

Christina Engels 
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Mike Heberger 
Photograph 
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Ploughman's Lament 

Endless sea of colour 
flowing, overhead the land 
I laboured on 

Sweat tasted so sweet 
as I turned many fields, 
and ate the profits 

Years ago I lost my wife; 
with no children left behind 
all grew blue with cold 

Now I leave 
to join that woman, 
the clay and soil 

But the nation carries on. 
and tramples over 
the weeds of my flesh. 

Paul Klein 
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Helen Fung 
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Words 

The smooth blue of the cold mettle 
A soft contour, to the touch 
The white of the snow . 
I long for the sound of words. 
My fingers create rapid movement 
I feel the envy of purpose. 
The motion seemed perplexed 
As if maybe the paper were my enemy. 
Wanting to steal my mind , 
My life. 
Although , the words are created 
The minds still may wonder 
Each separate brae has meaning 
Through collage , thoughts are formed . 
How can they be perceived? 
By sight, by touch. 
Make the meaning understood. 
Though , the significance may be distraught 
Don't let the meaning be distorted . 
Appearance may be deceived. 
Sounds , a maze of abstraction. 
One idea formed into malcontent, 
Another into joy. 
The battle is won , 
Words the victor . 

Thomas A. Lord 
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Pacific Bluster 

I am too eager, like a trout 
waiting for the fly . 

Chaung Tzu told me I would use words 

to convey ideas, but when the ideas are grasped 

I would forget the words , 

as definitions of our experience. 

Well , at least that's what Wesker says, 
that we are mentally lazy 

and dead. But I'm not quite dead 

and I'm writing, thinking you can understand . 

Blust. 

Give them words with one syllable . 

Mark Spall 
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Once upon an ocean , I sat inside 

a boat. The sun was bright 

on the birds in flight. I felt a 

pain in my throat. No food 

for days; in many ways, I thought 

my time had come. No land in 

sight. Another cold night, I'd 

try to overcome, all my 

troubles. All my grief . All I 

had was a handkerchief. The 

waves grew bigger and the sun 

went dark. Right then I wished 

for a beach or a park. I felt 

the end come nearer still and 

my stomach turned a little more 

ill. It was getting too dark for me to 

see just exactly where I'd be, 

after waves of water took me in . I never knew 

if it was a sin , I'd done? Or none. 

But I left that day, For life was too 

short and far away. 

D.S. Lempert 
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Sylvain Despretz 
Pen and Ink 
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Sillybration 

Christmas is in two weeks , 
Easter is in spring; 
all I really want to know 
is what presents do you bring? 
Candy canes and bunny bunches, 
Valentines are waiting. 
Birthday candles melt the cake 
that ice cream mounds are dating. 
Spirits are swallowed, 
tears are chuckled, 
ribbons choke the paper. 
Confectionary confessions reveal 
the truth beneath the caper. 
Surprise! Surprise! 
You always knew. We knew you never did . 
Vacuum all the popcorn up 
and secure the pie tin lid. 
Doughnut crumbs and eggshells , 
bonbons never sucked on entangled in manger hay; 
Angel dust and ripped red heart cards coming in to stay. 
Rockets blare, 
the sky explodes, 
and hot dogs sizzle cold . 
Flags are torn , 
cheers are waved, 
the country has been sold. 
Two weeks or two years , 
life revolves on a straight line equal. 
Christmas is a movie star 
retired until the sequel. 

Donna M. Dettman 
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Manifestation of Respect 

He radiates of old world, 
classic annals . 
Fruit sliced 
with a paring knife, 
eliminates teeth marks and spittle. 
A slavic tongue 
pulls down the mouth's right corner, 
entangles English pronunciation. 
No matter, 
grace is ever present . . . 
uncomplicated by the need for elegance . 

There is authenticity in elegance, 
beauty in grace. 
I'm sick of callowness, 
vulgarity . .. 
it's not refreshing anymore . 
Old man , 
lover of ancient Greece, 
distant son of Mother Russia . 
you entrance me . 

Michele R. Roemer 
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Bruce Wang 
Photograph 
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Fruit Of My Womb 

I witnessed the sunrise last Sunday morning. 
Far from the station, resting by a rock. 
There was a thin layer of snow on the gravel 
by the railroad tracks. 

Something came over me like an early morning river fog . 

The iron looked cold against the wooden inserts. 
Iron on wood forming tracks of transport. 
All here is soot, coal and ash. 
My forehead was stained with it, 
The ash of the Wednesday before. 
I sat branded like living beef. 

He lays on the tracks , strapped to the tracks. 
Iron on wood . 
Giving flesh of his flesh , blood of his blood. 
Youth flesh , youth blood. 
Life of woman's monthly blood , flesh of woman's fleshy breast. 

Dear, eat of me , drink of me. 
Mother of God , pray for the sinner 
Who trespasses within me. 

Colleen Barr 
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I Am Eve 

I am Eve. Woman of sorrow. 
From paradise-to human strife 

Redemption a promised hope 
on a path quite narrow. 

Immortal Life! 

I am Eve. Wife to Adam. 
From a whole-divided 

Unto immortal death I have made; 
A sad man, 

Singularly, One-Sided! 

I am Eve. Mother of one people . 
From joyful peace into warring hate , 

Touched by the hand of God ; bitterly 
To keep all 

The cycling of each state to an 
Open Gate! 

S.E. Buck 
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Linda Latus 
Pen and Ink 
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Your Ideas 

I suspected your ideas 

were shadows of the past. 

But when you made 

your ideas realities, 

my conscience was really bothered . 

You had me believing 

I was your today 

and yesterdays didn't matter. 

Elaine McAllister 
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Sometimes it seems: 
that no one cares, 
it seems like everyone's gone away . 

as if, 
I'm left to stay . 

I feel left out 
like no one cares . 

So full of warmth one day, 
So emptied out, 

today. 

I will pick myself up , 
out of empty , 

and give myself a pat on the shoulder; 
telling myself I'm okay , 

a good person ; 
the sun may shine 
tomorrow. 

Trish Curn ick 
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594 Selbourne Street 

Old Selbourne Street is all tore down , 
but things is bad everywhere . 
Ray's Barber Shop is a tool and die place. 
Old Ray is dead, and so is the brush cut. 
Flat on top . 

Ray cut each hair to precision: 
perfectly flat. 

Old Selbourne Street is flat: 
all tore down for the Interstate . 
Ray never had no driving license . 

Mark Spall 
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