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EDITORIAL

Christmas approaches, and Failure once more 

presents its plunge into mediocrity.

Incidentally, Failure is not merely a magazine 

of poetry with odd excesses of prose but indeed a 

space sealed with thin sweat. We invite you to 

READ Failure for a change.

Note the new Photographic Section in the centre 

is not unpleasing.

The circulation of Failure has been increased to

to 300 copies this issue, thanks to the approval of
• * * ' *  ‘  ' •

the Outcrop Club.

However we attemptito disguise it, the student
# *  ' * /

- writer*s intense preoccupation with his inability 

seems to expose itself once again in this issue.
v  : * f - ■ ■ . /

- * • ■ t *

Is this unique?
‘ : ; . ' *; i / • * .

The purpose we uphold is to encourage and improve 

student writing without selfconscious presentation.

The rest is up to you now - to read, to criticize

and to write. Failure depends on YOUI



DOGMATIC TRIVIA

0 night how dark
»0 bright how sun

0 dark 
0 night
0 sun how bright.

Winter is white 
(Summer is bright) 
Winter is cold
Bold is the summer 
Mist.

XCERPTS

Little Red Riding Hood, ejaculates.
...R.R.H. :
dOLF:
Li *R.R .H . *,

40LF:

I accuse you of bad breath.
I am aghast, How so?
Firstly, bad breath is the refusal to face 
disagreeable facts. You are really a wolf. 
True.

li.R.R.H.: Secondly, any evasion of responsibility is in
bad taste. You are a graduate student in
philosophy, and you cut your hair this 
afternoon.

v7 o 1 f : Husserl l



A PROFUNDITY

Walking
The path leads backwards. 

Thinking
The minds corridor. 

Talking!
Beneath the microscope 
Nonsense.

KENSINGTON MARKET (WITH CORRECTIONS)

In Kensington the s^ell of the 

market is noticeable. Dead rats lie besid

fresh fish. Screen doors are torn pnd 

flies are everywhere.
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DULL - ID

Worn writing 
is
Conscious insistence.

This wont of summer 
the long winter 
long

continued
V  ; » . . r~ . . . ,.* — •.= r)J- *i . • • ,«

hopeless leaping
the forbidden room.

\v *

This jumble.

But no
* . >

THIS
enclosed in Failure
will grace the dim shelves of libraries 
(We are proud to record 500,000 to 600,000

additions a year.)
and melt greying
felted deep in dust
within air-conditioned rooms.







FOLEO looks at youth . . .
Folio's perspective look at youth 
has been captured by photographer 
D. R. Brown in this interplay of 
light and dark. From this starting- 
point, we will examine the many 
aspects of youth.
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Early in the fall, when FOLIO announced its 
intention of centering the entire issue on the theme or 
“ \outh,” reactions ranged from cries of ‘dictatorship!,’ to 
skepticism, to marked enthusiasm. However, judging by 
the large volume of contributions received, the enthusiasts 
prevailed, and after two months of fervent editing, illus­
trating and proof-reading (not to mention gnashing of 
teeth and near-insanity), FOLIO presents to the student 
body its unique, if not always complete, “ Look at Youth.”

In choosing the theme, our idea was not to dic­
tate what should be written, but to provide a central focus 
around which many viewpoints could be stated. The con­

tents of the issue should prove this point, expressing as they do 
attitudes ranging from exuberance to thinly-veiled despair. Youth 
is depicted as a time of both joy and sorrow, pleasure and pain. 
One dominant theme is the central antithesis of youth and old 
age, and the parallel realization that youth must give way to ma­
turity and eventually to old age. This attitude forms the basis of 
the theme poem, and is also evident in many, if not all, of the 
student contributions. .

In this issue we have dispensed with the regular graphics 
section; instead, several selections have been illustrated by student 
artists in the hope that both graphics and writing will be more 
meaningful for the reader. The usual photography section has 
been included, each photograph intended to portray some aspect 
of youth.

FOLIO cannot define “ Youth” for the individual reader; 
this would be not only presumptuous, but nearly impossible. We 
do hope our “ Look at Youth” will provide a starting point, but 
we leave it to you to make any conclusions, on the basis of your 
own experience.
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The Girl in a Bikini

The girl in a bikini passes by 
with bum tucked scarcely in that dainty slip 
who, when she stops by some who seem to sleep 
except for one wild-eyed and watching boy,

stoops woman-like to join them on the beach 
and, valleying her breasts for other eyes 
gone suddenly as cold as summer ice, 
lies on her back in languor there to bask.

One leg in careless Greek describes the ease 
that this hot sun has put upon her thigh 
where all the oils of love and lotion lie 
and midnight kisses mark a lover's use.

If I could reach her eyes, but she will not, 
as boys go by with dead fish in their net.

—Michael Parr

Folio wishes to thank Michael Parr for this previously unpublished 
poem which he has contributed as a theme poem for this issue. Mr. 
Parr, a resident of Toronto, has been published in literary outlets 
ranging from Fiddlehead and Canadian Poetry Magazine to the New 
York Times and Atlantic Advocate. Fred Cogswell, poetry critic for 
many literary magazines, in a criticism of Mr. Parr’s volume, “ THE 
GREEN FIG TREE” , says that Michael Parr could become one of 
Canada’s finest lyric poets.
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LOOKING AT YOUTH...
THE ADVENTURES OF A FLUTIST

or
HOW TO DROWN IN YOUR OWN

CONDENSATION
( This is a tale written in the true Leacockian manner. Since Leacock 

was one of Canada's first great hum, his type of humour will 
provide a convention for all budding,not to mention
young Canadian humourists to imitate. The following is an attempt at 
the convention of Leacockian humour by a not-so-budding but 
convention-loving young humourist.)

Herman Small was the world’s worst (and Canada’s best) flutist. 
Born in the small prairie towm of Pig Foot, he started his life as a 
baby but after many years of hard work he was elevated to the posi­
tion of young boy. It was while occupying this office that Herman 
became enamoured with a flute which he had seen in an old store 
catalogue. After more years of incessant labour and a rise in status 
to that of young man, he saved enough money to procure his object of 
adoration. From that day on, Herman spent every minute of his 
working hours glued to his flute until he finally stuck to it. His con­
tinual shrieking and neglect of farm duties (not to mention the spit 
which he dripped on his mother’s best carpet) drove his parents into 
the farm pond. Once in, they decided to stay and Herman was left 
to his own inclinations. Finding that he was inclined toward the 
south (like most other Canadians), he sold his farm and left for 
the States. Before leaving, however, for the sake of forewarning, it 
must be mentioned that the Old Man, who sat smoking his pipe in 
front of the Town General Store with foreboding written all over his 
face in a large schoolboy scrawl (and who was reported to be 
2941/2 come next Friday), warned Herman that nothing but con­
densation would come from his flute. With this dread prophecy 
ringing in his ears, he departed.

In the United States, Herman began to take flute lessons but 
after the rivers and farm ponds were becoming clogged with music 
teachers whom he had driven there, and the country overrun with 
condensation, the United States Congress despite heated opposition 
from seven Democrats, nine Republicans, three State Governors, as 
well as the President, passed an amendment to the Constitution 
forbidding Herman to take flute lessons. Herman was in despair. 
Here he was with a flute glued to his lips and he couldn’t learn how 
to play it. After some serious thinking and consultation with the

6



world’s greatest glued-flute specialist, 
Herman decided to try his luck at con- 
certizing.

When notice of Herman’s concert 
appeared, Congress decided to pass a 
bill deporting Herman back to Canada 
as an undesirable alien, but because of 
further opposition and an inaccurate 
count of ballots, Herman succeeded in 
giving his concert. As soon as he set his 
foot on the stage, the audience recog­
nized it as the foot of a six foot six, 
lean, lanky young man from Pig Foot 
and before any more of him appeared, 
he was rushed by waves of swooning

Not to mention the spit which bodie?; His, concerning was drowned
he dripped on his mother’s by yells and screams and copious tears,
best carpet. The United States government recog­

nized Herman as an American asset, drafted him into the National 
economy and shipped him around the world. Everywhere that Herman 
went, he bolstered confidence in the Ameri­
can Way of Life.

But success is only skin deep (whatever 
that has to do with anything!) It was at his 
one and only performance in Canada, the 
last stop before his return to the United 
States, that disaster struck. When he 
walked on stage, he was politely applauded, 
followed by silence. Canadians, who are 
always skeptical of world personalities, 
wanted to hear Herman. Herman tried and 
tried. He blew and he blew and he blew 
into his flute. But all that came out was 
condensation. He panicked. The audience 
panicked. He went to give one last blow.
He lifted his flute high. And, lo! All that 
backlog of condensation came rushing 
down his flute and, instead of gulping air, 
he filled his lungs with condensation.
He died on the spot. He was hailed an 
American national hero who had died 
in the line of duty. He was given a 
state funeral. He was buried. He rot­
ted. Would that all other flutists 
would do the same.

— Stephen Willis

The United States Government 
recognized Herman as an 
American asset, drafted him 
into the national economy and 
shipped him around the world.
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YusefLateef K.I.P.
Lateef over, the rejector clicks in.
A new disc falls, how sad.
With it went Lateef.

So Roland's alright, but he'll never touch Lateef,
Or so we thought.
First scoff, then disbelief.
So this guy Kirk makes it.
He completely takes Lateef from zero.
Wow!
Roland! he's really too cool.
Goodbye Yusef. I'm sorry . . . .

—Howard Isaacs

West oj Winter
Time squeezes us all, even you wondering boy 
Though there is no cause for alarm yet.
Let each day and each moment of each day 
Trickle from your greedy fingers like water 
From a pale grove. Remembrance is not necessary. 
Time remembers us all 
In the hail of the wind and west of winter.

—C. Mountford
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One day not more sunny 
Or crystal than before 
I stood on top of a mountain 

And there above time 
For the first time

Opened my eyes.

And a friend nearby said gazingly 
What do you think eh?

Beautiful eh?
But I just shrugged my shoulders 

Because a thought like 
A mountain 

Can't speak
Only cry.

—Shirley Mustard

young men are looking like jesús now

young men are looking like jesus now 
hair long and dirty on collarless collars 
small-boned and delicate, castrated

symbolic their little self-crucifixions 
committedness the faith of their new 
religion love not always brotherly
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