


Editorial Message 

"One ought, everyday at least, 
to hear a little song, read a 
good poem, see a fine picture , and 
if it were possible , to speak a 
few reasonable words ." 

- Johann Wolfgang von Goethe 

This quote reflects the nature of our feelings and efforts in 
the putting together of this year's CABBAGES AND KINGS . 
The tasks of creativity are often tedius and frustrating , but the 
experience always fruitful and rewarding . As a representation of 
how we perceive our college community , we chose the theme as 
the process of transition from the classic to the modern, the 
concrete to the abstract. To all contributing authors and artists , 
we thank you for your time and talents . We feel privileged to u 

share in the publishing of your works in our magazine . ~tlll~,
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I picked a crown of yellow 
flowers and placed it on my head . 
I became a princess 
but just for today . 

In the grass I played 
all day long 
among the delicate flowers 
and the blossoming trees 
that were just waking up 
with the new birth of spring. 

I was the princess of the sun 
Mother Nature's daughter , 
child of the earth; 
And though I stretched my arms out 
as far as I could, 
I could not embrace the beauty-

Even so, I held my head high 
running barefoot on green carpet, 
And passed the time by chasing bees 
that hummed and busily went about their daily task. 

I was born to mingle 
amidst the trees and plants, 
rocks and insects, 
and to sit in the grass 
and squint at the blaring sun . 

I was princess 
just for today 
until the sun sank 
deep into the sand. 

Jean D. Tucci 



Let down my hair? 
I'm as vulnerable as a turtle without a shell , 
Soft and warm inside, full of secrets I wish to keep, 
Or should I? 

In the morning when I rise , 
I tie up my hair, put on my shell. 
I fight daily rigors , without any reason , 
Fighting this war, society calls progress. 

But what of me? 
My shell is layered 
Weary of canter . . 
Oh! But what of Me? 

The sun is shining-and 
The rain tastes so sweet upon my face. 

Maggie Quayle 



Down to the shores 
The shores of misty 
Misty tide 
Light, light as a feather 
In a raft on the silvr'y tide. 
My life receded 
At that point in time 
Starry-eyed sand man 
Told me mystical rhymes 
Led to sweet retreat 
On so sweet 
My humble body 
Turned on after so long 
Longer than the longest song 
I left on the stormy night 
Only thunder added to my plight 
Steal away, steal away 
Peace-at last in my grasp 
As I ride away the rainbow train 
In my retreat. 

Oriana Charon Wilson 

Clocks 

Never will there be a season 
throughout past eras 

or future generations, 
where man despises haste. 

Success must happen swiftly 
for individual satisfaction, 

usually, thoughtless of another human. 
Man's greatest wrong-doing 

was to invent the time piece. 

Lisa McBride 



Thought pebbles . 

Rolling, drifting through the 
glacial waters 

galactic mountains 
of experience and time. 

Some 
bounce and dance forever. 

Internal. Timeless. Boundless. 

some spill out Your throat 
to 

form 
yet 

another 
avalanche 
upon another's ears. 

Some, 
just spill. 

Scott Whited 



You were asleep. 
The quilt folded about you like small mountains all colored and 
patterned as if I was on a cloud looking down on autumn farms in 
Vermont. 

Your curled fingers held loosely onto your pillow just below your 
closed eyes. 

A tiny fog swept from your lips with each warm breath escaping into the 
morning air . 
A small tuft of hair peered out from beneath the blankets that made 

the back of your head barely visible. 
You were so silent, so comforted , so warm , I was almost afraid to 

touch you and gently wake you for breakfast, We had much work to do in 
the garden today, with frost coming as it was . 

A chipmunk scurried across the windowsill stopping only for a second 
to wiggle his nose , look at you silently dreaming. 

I wanted so much more for you, I thought, as I stood up, deciding to 
make coffee first , and looked down on you on the bed made of orange 
crates with that feather mattress we bought at the Antique show . 

Forgetting my urge to kiss your cheek, I slowly creaked across the 
floor, and lifted the latch on the door , The icy metal gave me a chill 
as I stepped out and closed the door quietly . 

I lit the lamp spilling a drop of the sweet oil on my hand, and hung it 
back up on the mantle. The coals were buried but still red hot from 
the night before . 



I place the water on with a sizzling drop or two spilled into the coals. 
After setting up our cups, and finding the old tin with powdered milk , 

I lifted your open book from the rocking chair and placed your feather 
in it to keep your place, You were almost done with it. 

I sat and rocked , and watched the coals slowly burst to flame around the 
fresh logs by the pot. 

Soon the silence was broken with the sound of water jumping, so with 
the stick I lifted the pot off the ashes , and blew them out into 
the hearth . 

I turned toward your room but the door was open. Just as I was thinking 
I could have sworn I closed it on the way ... 

I feel your small warm fingers cover my eyes and with a warm , yawning 
giggle you said "guess who?" 

I turned around and saw you smiling, shivering in your burlap robe . 
I wanted to cry. 
'Tm happy . Really I am . Just to be with you. Don't worry." 
When you said that I cried . 
You held me , and I cried. 

Scott Whited 



Desert Flower 

Withering slowly, to a dry death-

a rose shrivels in the scorching sun. 

Crying out, for a drop of dew-

only to feel the lip-cracking dryness of the land . 

Losing its peachy color, the once vivid warmth and vitality 

is gone . 

There is only a desert dryness, 

enveloping the once supple petals. 

Lisa McBride 

Green Fields 

Greenfields flowing from my mind , 
Golden rays browning my skin , 
The soft smell of a morning in the country , 
All these I long for ; 
Take away this soot and smog, 
This hurried , worried , rushing life , 
Let me go back to the life I knew, 
To the ones I loved, 
Let me go back to greenfields . 

W .M. Sharp 



Andrew Mazzucco 
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Of Death First Remembered 

You told me of trees that 
Bloom in the spring, 
Of flowers and plants 
And birds on the wing . 

You told me of mountains 
Standing so proud, 
Of morning's first brilliance 
And evening's cool shroud . 

You told me of windsong's 
Cry at first gale, 
Of nightingale's whisper 
And moonlight so pale. 

You told me of first love 
Innocent and young, 
Of artists denying, 
The songs they had sung. 

You showed me the mountains 
Standing so proud , 
Of windsong's crying 
So painfully loud . 

You showed me the whisper 
Of nightingale's wing, 
Of flowers and trees , 
That bloom in the spring. 

You showed me the meaning of 
Love's gentle kiss , 
Of love ever lasting 
A dreamer's first wish . 

You showed me the song 
You hadn't lied , 
I wept as you played, 
The song you denied . 

You left me to wonder 
Of morning's first brilliance , 
Of nightingale's death , 
Merely compliance . 

You left me with nothing 
I started to cry , 
Of death first remembered , 
Did only you die? 

Matt A nderson 



Garth Nielsen 



"The Bar Room Fight" 

Heated words , sprinkle the night. 

Perspiration pours, in droplets bright. 

The animals kick and claw and bite , 

This carnival called . . . "The Bar Room Fight." 

Morbid for some . .. and others , delight! 

But who's to say , which one is right, 

That throws a human in a hopeless plight? 

Under the grey , reveals the light, 

With souls of men flying high as a kite , 

And the pain and torture only in their sight! 

Who will benefit , from this "Bar Room Fight?" 

Mens' knuckles scarred , beaten and white , 

This gift from man , to others is fright , 

With one proud man , rising to full height . 

Proclaiming victory , with obvious delight . 

The devil smiles . . . 

because he has won the fight , 

tonite! 

James Robert Nigro, Jr . 



"The Heavy Boots" 

My heavy boots crushed , mangled and crinkled the already dead dry 
leaves under them . Red , orange and yellow cluttered the wind and 
drifted , spent, to the ground . The sound in the air and under my feet 
was like many defeated ideas on a crumbled piece of paper thrown 
into a waste basket. The odor of decay, like the sweat of overwork 
and sleepless nights, filled the autumn air and burned my nose. My 
mind felt strangely akin to the weak shivering trees, almost raped 
against the grey morning sky . The trees had stored food away and now 
awaited the long cold sleep. 

A dark wary-eyed squirrel gingerly crept from behind a nearby 
tree , with the purpose of someone unsure of his future . He twitched 
his nose to the bitter wind; his muscles tightened at the scent of a 
human . He nibbled at the nut in his mouth to gain a better hold . The 
squirrel stared at me like a frightened young boy caught out too late. 
Swishing his tail , in a sudden jump he stole across the rotten disorder 
on the ground . 

The breeze seemed to go up my veins, so I rested my back against 
a wide cottenwood tree. With the rough bark pricking my back, I slowly 
sank down , so that my jeans rested on the moist leaves . As I sat 
contemplating, I felt something digging into my right leg . I moved 
my leg and there was a short thorny plant, pushed up through the 
smothering leaves. A soft ray of sunlight broke through the grey clouds 
like an inspiration and struck the stubborn weed. The wind gave a 
gentle gush and this seemingly unyielding plant lost its last browned 
leaf. A whisper of a seed also gave free and floated out of the thicket 
to an open meadow. 

Paul Baker 



In Fondest Memory 
Of When Life Was Simple 

Her hair was long, a deep burnt red 
like the richest of leaves in the fall. 
Her name was JoAnn. She's sleeping so deep 
below the smooth earth of my years, 
women with hair and faces like that 
are somehow supposed to be named JoAnn . 
If I'm quiet and still and I work real hard .. 

I can see her standing at an ironing board 
or sitting on bed's edge in the spare room. 
She had a book, folded funny at the top , 
and a notebook with curly wire at the top , too . 
"This is called shorthand," she said 
though I can't hear her voice now . 
"These little lines mean words. " 
Ironing boards, and perfect curly lines
her bed was always made . 



I remember her in a plaid dress 
and her stomach was a big round bulge . 
"That's 'pregnant, " my mother said 
"She's going to have a baby . Ladies grow babies in their tummy. 
But I don't think she wants to talk about it much ." 
I can't even see her at the dinner table, 
I know she got a little bigger though , 
and then was just gone-
probably young, and oh , so quiet, a friend 
of a friend I think, 
a guest. 

" . . . an awfully nice girl. 
She just got into trouble, and had nowhere else to go ." 
My mother's voice comes over the wire 

.and I'm big and grown, and standing alone 
I think of lost days 
and dying arts. 

Michael Williams 





Tom Leenay 

Morning Song 

Do you hear it , love 
The morning song echoes across the lake 
With a gentle ripple . 
Ripples of time 
We have not grown older, only stronger 
In our love with the 
Flowing of time . 
Come to me 
Let us sit upon the banks of life 
For morning song calls . 



The Spell 

Niradec looked out the window of his lonely turret room into 
the world he ruled . Inky darkness and endless evil met his eye . 
Time after time his world was rendered by conflict and volcanic fire 
that lit the endless night as a torch lights a dark room . Chaos was 
constant, and the masses of people fought each other mindlessly 
from birth until death . High above all the shrieking conflict and 
raging storms ruled Niradec . 

Niradec laughed evilly with glee and drew his lips back into 
a feral grin . He was Niradec , mighty wizard , feared one, eater of 
souls , oppressor of all . His black eyes ranged out to the distant 
boiling seas and the rumbling mountains . He gloated with elation; 
all was his. Except ... 

Abruptly he turned from the window and began pacing around 
the bare room. Except, Except, EXCEPT!! He turned and forced 
himself to face the mirror. The opaque glass glimmered and threw 
bright darts of light throughout the room. He glared at the mirror 
with mounting rage and gnashed his teeth . The mirror shimmered 
and cleared , revealing the world beyond . 

His eyes stared resentfully at the peaceful Eden thus revealed . 
It was bathed eternally in golden glows and soothing winds . His ears 
caught the muted sounds of sheepbells and rippling waters. The 
music of peace assaulted his senses. His anger mounted anew and 
boiled over into raging incoherence . He threw himself forcefully at 
the mirror, but it held firm and unyielding as it had since the 
beginning of time . He longed to conquer the world beyond in his 
drive for endless , unlimited power, but he always had been stopped 
by the mirror and Cedarin . 



Cedarin. His thoughts stopped at the dreaded word . Cedarin , 
his golden twin , his other self. Powerful as he , ruler of the land 
beyond. For the first time Niradec felt fear , but he determinedly 
shook it off. After all, Cedarin was good , seeking only to rule for 
the benefit of his people , and all knew that good are weak and only 
the ruthless can truly hold power. 

Niradec laughed again, but with triumph and confidence. At 
long last, after eons and eons of searching through the musty 
corners of the universe , he had found the spell to crack the mirror 
and invade the other side. Drawing his courage, he started to chant 
the spell. Outside his window peals of thunder roared and lightening 
cracked the sky as the powerful words of portent were uttered. 
The mirror quivered , tried to remain whole , then shattered 
explosively into a million bits of shiny motes of dust. Niradec 
crooned in triumph and stepped forward . At long last the other side 
was his to rule and to torment. Then he stopped in disbelief and 
screamed with thwarted rage. 

Like Nemesis , implacable, firm , and inescapable, Cedarin 
appeared and faced him in the breech newly made, the gate newly 
opened . For a few suspended moments in time, the twins, so alike 
yet so opposite, faced each other. Black eyes met golden; ebony 
staff crossed amber. Then each threw himself into the fight. Around 
them their worlds, like two comets , collided and meshed into one as 
they became locked into one struggling mass from here unto the 
next stage of eternity . 

Marjorie Mann 



The Heart of Things 
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Music by Bob Dietch 
Lyrics by Rabindranath Tagore 
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A child grown into a woman 

Needs of love unfulfilled 

Always working hard 

To fill the empty space . 

You realize your life is just beginning 

Yet if you are not loved, it soon may end . 

One's soul cannot live 

With only hopes and dreams. 

Needing to succeed 

But what good is success 

If you have no one to share it with? 

A !if e of hard work and accomplishment 

You find can never fill 

The aching need for love. 

Someone to support you , 

Comfort you and 

Most of all, care enough to love you . 

Joyce Kimerly 



Night's ending 
the subway carries me home 
The train's movement rocks me; 
sleepy, comfortable feelings. 
Newspapers strewn the cars' length 
dirt marks the unwashed 
windows. 
Lights in the tunnel pass 
faster , faster , 
the train increases speed. 
An eerie glow 
illuminates the passengers 
as the train darkens . 
Scanning faces of strangers sitting 
wrapped up in sleep and newspapers. 
A transit cop stands guard at the door . 
One man 
alone 
staring at nothing 
suspecting I'm watching. 
Looking up 
we laugh , giggle, talk , 
tell our secrets without 
saying a word 
Wanting to feel this way 
forever . 
The train stops 
I depart .. . 

Dorothy Paige 



An Alternative To Suicide 

Electric eyes 
crazy with hate 
Hostile hands that clutch my throat. 
Inside tension turned outward in violence 
I am afraid to see you again. 

Make me up 
Real pretty-but don't talk 
I am just your party doll. 

Rows of gooseflesh needle my spine 
Stomach wrenched with pain
Caught between a drunken stupor 
and the grave soberness of each biting word. 
-So confused, what really happened? 

Tear off my heart 
piece by piece 
chew it up and swallow it whole 
It doesn't matter how it's undone. 

I am left here to pick up the pieces 
but I don't know where it fell apart. 

No more tears 
No more anger 
Just an empty hole 
where my heart used to be. 

Jean D. Tucci 



Marjorie Fixer 



Joann Angelini 



Give Me A Bite 

Oh the woes of losing weight, 
The terror stricken appetite that robs our bodies , 
Of the willpower to succeed. 

Damn the Fritos and the pizzas , 
Put down that banana split. 
Make excuses to your loved ones , 
To leave and have your Ho-Ho fit. 

You smile and say , "I've lost three pounds ." 
All they can do is stare . 
You say , "I did, I really did it. " 
All they can say is , "I don 't see where ." 

Hershey kisses make my knees weak , 
Cheeseburgers light up a room. 
French fries, popcorn, chips and dip, 
Are the things enjoyed , consumed. 

How can a salad compare to spaghetti? 
How can I eat cottage cheese? 
How can I turn down that submarine sandwich? 
Would you pass it to me Please? 

To the dieters I say it is not our fault, 
The admen have a plan. 
To stuff more food ads down our throats , 
And choke us if they can . 

But we will fight back against our foes , 
We will win our battle of the skin . 
We will picket all the junk food , 
Or just sit on the admen until they give in . 

Rick Colvin 



Wilson 

There are places one goes 

To sit in a crowd to be alone 

While sipping stale coffee 

In a cloud of menthol nicotine 

To bare emotions that would burst the soul 

Explode the love smouldering within 

(While people go in , go out, usually two by two) 

To sit, to ponder and feebly attempt to transform 

The heart into paper and pen . 

Vince Palazzi 



White Rabbit Revisited 

Under the Kooka-berra tree 
Alice is waiting patiently 
What is who , or what is not 
Her hair is tangled into knots 
Alice , quiet and serene , 
Tell me of the things you've seen 
Of courage strong , or passion hot 
There 's malice in Wonderland like it or not 
A laughter born from crazy days 
The rain 's absorbed the sunshine's rays 
Remember tears that melted from ice 
The mortal world will not suffice 
So when the world is not as gold 
As you've been told by Knights and Queens , 
Sleep, my Alice , drift away 
To a paradise of eternal dreams. 

Diana Wilson 



Zeus and the Lady Dove 

On the brink of horizon , close to the sun , 
Silently cooed the dove; 
Remorsing the stillness, this lonely one 
Asked Lord Zeus for Love . 

In his palace carved through azure skies , 
The great god heard her prayer 
He gave her Love , and that is why 
Our Lady's in despair. 

For he sent her Love , in company 
Of men, of Beast and Fish ; 
But she forgot to thank Lord Zeus' 
Granting of her wish . 

The great god waited for the Dove 
To worship him with praise 
But Our Lady was preoccupied 
This filled Lord Zeus with rage! 

"I can't take back a wish once granted ," 
Said Zeus , the wise and great; 
"But since the Lady now has Love 
I'll also give her Hate. " 

With that he struck a thunderbolt 
Upon the blissful Earth ; 
In a flash , the world began to churn 
With hatred's spiteful mirth. 



The Creatures, half , were changed ; 
They howled with evil rejoice . 
Our Dove cried out to great Lord Zeus , 
"What is this awful noise?" 

But Zeus chose not to answer 
To the Creatures, nevermore ; 
And all the gods stood overhead 
To view the world's first war. 

The Dove flew high above it all , 
Yet couldn't get away ; 
She cried to the gods for mercy, 
But Zeus stood in their way . 

He wanted her to suffer 
But the other gods did not; 
For the world that they'd created 
Was corrupt from Zeus' wraught. 

At this moment, Lady Dove 
Above the noise screamed, "Peace!" 
Except for Lord Zeus , all the gods 
Commanded the fighting to cease . 

From that day on , the World was mixed 
With Love and Hostility ; 
And the Dove of Peace still searches for 
Her lost tranquility. 

Oriana Charon Wilson 
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