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by SARA MAXSON 
EXPRESSION 

Alone in a vastness of white sand 
A tiny blade of life extends 
Itself through its dry, rough bed. 
Alone-but for wind and sound of sea. 

In its desire for expression 
lhe blade let the wind fan it 
Across the smooth, white shifting sand 
lo form an encircling band, a sketch. 

lhe blade, tiny tool of the wind 
Bent forward, then back, then forward again, 
Swaying with the moving life 
lhat only the wind could give. 

But soon the coming ocean tide 
Reached greedy fingers to the sand, 
Pulling shells, stones and sand to sea. 
lhe calling of greed echoed waves. 

Closer reached the hand of greed 
lo Wash away the creation 
Of the wind and blade-greed kissed wet. 
\\Tith one last grasp-nothing. 
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THE MONEY GOD 
by CAROL LINNE AHMED 

"Good day, Mrs. Rath. I see you're right on time." 

"Oh, I never miss a payday. Here you are, one hundred-fifty, even." 

"All rightey. Deposited it shall be. 'Bye now. Hello, Mr. Alnes. 
How's the wife? Morning, Mr. Brian. How are you, Davy? Nice to see 
you, Miss Parner. Terrible weather, eh, Mr. Lamb? How's your trick knee, 
Mrs. Blount?" 

The hackneyed pleasantries came and went with each customer, in as 
steady a flow as the people who poured through the great steel doors. One 
after another they came with their paychecks, their pensions, their bonds, 
and all manner of other currency. Thousands of bills flew through Chris­ 
topher's hands and into the hungry drawer below the window marked 
SAVINGS TELLER. Would its appetite never be satisfied? It certainly 
didn't seem that way. Little by little, however, the influx of cash and 
people dwindled and ceased, until at 5 :00, the few remaining stragglers 
were shooed away. The steel doors were coaxed to a close by two husky 
guards and the previous drone of voices was now replaced by the clickety­ 
clik-clak of typewriters, comptometers, adding machines, tabulators, check 
counters, and coins being dropped into coin drawers. 

Christopher tallied his receipts; then carried the heavy drawer over to 
the supervisor's desk, grabbing his hat from the rack as he went. Christopher 
was a big man - tall and muscular, about 3 2, not at all like most men 
that work in banks. His face was rough, like a stone that had been chipped 
at with a chisel to make features on it. With a solid stride he walked toward 
the little side exit for bank employees only, which was opened officiously 
for him by the blue-uniformed guard, and suddenly he stood in the bright 
light of the world outside. A gusty wind threatened to kidnap his jaunty 
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hat; his tie flapped impudently at his face. It was a fine day, yessir, a fine 
day, but he missed the smell of money to which he had become so accustom­ 
ed in the bank. He sniffed cautiously, lingeringly at his hands, delighting in 
the smell of sweaty coins that still clung to them. Feeling quite contented 
:Vith himself, Christopher Junket marched home with a slight smile part­ 
ing his lips. 

Home was a four-room bungalow in the residential district three blocks 
from the bank. The proximity of the two buildings eliminated the need 
for a car, while, at the same time, it provided what Christopher called his 
daily constitutional. Molly always insisted she didn't need a daily consti­ 
tutional, especially when she had shopping to do, but Christopher wouldn't 
buy a car at any rate, so Molly kept her figure by hiking wherever she went, 
and it was a source of constant humiliation to her, since the other neighbor­ 
hood wives drove cars to market, to bridge club, and to school to pick up 
their children. 

. Molly was wrist-deep in Mulligan stew when Christopher entered the 
kitchen. It was his favorite dish. "She must be softening me up for some­ 
thing again," he thought. "Mulligan stew means she wants to spend money 
0n some tomfoolery or another." 

"No!" he said to her. "Whatever the question is, the answer is no. 
No, you cannot have a mink; no, we cannot afford a new television; no, 
We cannot buy a car; no, you don't need a deep-freeze; no, whatever it is 
that you want." 

Dinner that night was one long argument about converting from coal 
to gas heat, with Molly on one side of the table giving the disadvantages 
of coal and the advantages of gas, and Christopher on the other giving the 
~easons why they couldn't afford it. And it was true. They couldn't afford 
It. Christopher's salary from the bank met the payments on the house and 
furniture, and bought clothes and groceries, but outside of an occasional 
night on the town, his paychecks covered no more than these necessities. 
Yet Christopher refused to look for a better-paying job, despite Molly's 
Persistent urgings to that effect. He loved the bank with its rustle of cur­ 
rency, its jingle of coins, and its stuffy, sweaty smell of just plain money. 
Be was obsessed with the idea of money, with the thought of it; he was 
overpowered in the presence of it, and desirous in the absence of it. He 
Wanted money, not to buy things with or to make life easy for himself, or 
to gain power, but to be surrounded by it. More than anything in the 
World, Christopher wanted money around him, beside him, on top of him, 
and underneath him. Money was his god, and he worshipped it as devoutly 
and as regularly as any Christian ever worshipped Jesus or as any Moslem 
ever worshipped Allah .. And so, Christopher went on at the bank, sur­ 
rounded by money, and Molly cajoled and pleaded and threatened in vain. 

In the evenings after dinner Christopher had the habit of retiring to 
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bis desk in the living room and working on his calculations. Molly never 
disturbed him when he was calculating. It wouldn't have done any good, 
anyway; he became so wrapped up in what he was doing, he never noticed 
anyone or anything. He just sat there mumbling a string of figures over and 
over to himself, figures that made no sense to Molly. They certainly didn't 
have anything to do with the household finances, and Christopher didn't 
bring work home with him from the bank. Long ago she had wondered 
just what these calculations were, but she had never been able to find out. 
Christopher wouldn't tell her. 

"Not till I'm sure," he al ways said. 
"Sure of what?" she would ask. 

But he only replied, "Wait and be patient. You'll know one of these 
days." 

So she had tried snooping, but that, too, revealed nothing. All she 
could make out on the scraps of paper in the desk were what looked to her 
like dates. Not caring much about figures and calculations, Molly had 
stopped wondering then and shrugged her shoulders, saying that everyone 
had their little eccentricities, and Christopher's nightly ritual with the scraps 
of paper had become an expected routine. 

This night, however, Christopher did not work on his calculations. 
He merely went to the desk, picked up one piece of paper, sat down on the 
couch, lit a cigarette, and stared at the white slip in his hand. When Molly 
came in from the kitchen, she was surprised not to see him at his accus­ 
tomed place. 

"Why, Christopher - no calculations tonight?" 
"No, Molly. No calculations tonight or any night ever agam. I'm 

all through. I've got it all figured out." 
"Got what all figured out?" 
"The day the world is going to end." 
"The day the .... Why that's ridiculous! Nobody, NOBODY 

knows when the world will end. That's impossible." 
"No, it isn't. I've got it all figured out. I know when it's going to 

end. Look. It's all right here on this piece of paper." The paper quivered 
as he held it up for her to see. 

"But, Chris, that ... Chris, that's ... this Sunday!" 
"Sure it is. The world began on a Sunday, so it's only logical that it 

should end on a Sunday." 

"Oh, I don't believe it. You've gone plumb out of your head! How 
do you know the world began on a Sunday, anyway?" 

"Why it says so right in the Bible, in the very beginning - in Genesis 
to be exact. It says that God created the world in six days and he rested on 
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the seventh day. The seventh day is Saturday, so the first day has to be 
Sunday. That's how I know." 

"But how did you figure out this date? That's not in the Bible." 
. "Never mind how I figured it out. That's my business. Anyway, it 
isn'j important. The important thing, Molly, is ... " He drew her down 
into his lap. "The important thing is that you and I will be the only ones 
to escape." 

"Escape? How can anyone escape if the whole world is going to end? 
!hat's silly." 

"Listen, Molly. It's not going to be like what you think. There's 
going to be a war, with atom bombs and guided missiles and germ warfare. 
It'll come all of a sudden, with no warning, just - poof - out of a clear, 
blue sky. Nobody will know it's coming, except you and me." 

"Where will we escape to?" 
"I've dug a tunnel that goes deep, deep down underground. It's stocked 

With supplies that will last for six months. We'll be safe from everything 
that will be going on above ground." 

"But, Chris. Sunday. That's four days from now!" 
"Uh-huh." 
"I don't believe it. It's just too incredible to be true." 
"It's true." 
"I don't even want to talk about it any more." She was out of his 

lap now, standing by the kitchen door. 
"But, Molly 
"No!" 

"Molly, I ... Listen, Molly. We'll be the second Adam and Eve. 
There'll be no one else. Everything on earth will be ours just for the taking, 
a modern Garden of Eden. You can have all the cars you want - cars, and 
Jewels and furs, a fancy house, a deep freeze. And I, I can have money - 
Piles of it - to sit in, to scatter to the wind, to sleep on. Think of it, all 
the money in the world!" 

"Money?! Hah ! That's a laugh. And you, such a skinflint. You'd 
take it all to the grave with you. You wouldn't spend a dollar of it." 

"I wouldn't have to. Everything we need will be right here. All we 
Will have to do is take it." 

"You dumbbell! If there's an all-out war, there won't be anything 
left to take. It will all be destroyed." 

"No, it won't. They won't bomb the cities." 
"How do you know? How do you know all these things?" 
"I just know." 
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"Oh." A long silence. You could see she was thinking. "Well, I still 
don't believe it. I think you've flipped your wig!" 

And that was the end of it. Neither Molly nor Christopher spoke of 
it again until the next Saturday night. At about 11 :00, Christopher picked 
up his little portable radio, turned to Molly, and asked, "Are you coming?" 

"Coming where?" 
"Down into the tunnel." 

"Tunnel!" A sharp peal of laughter. "No, dear, I'm not coming 
with you into your beloved tunnel. I'm staying right up here, and when 
you come up again tomorrow from your molehole, I'll show you that 
everything is fine and that the world is just the same as it has been. End 
of the world, bah! Chris, you get funnier every day. You ought to go on 
television with those practical jokes of yours." 

Very evenly and quietly Christopher replied, "It isn't funny, and I'm 
not coming up tomorrow." 

"Oh, I see. You're going to live down there for good. Well, that's 
fine with me." 

'Tm going to stay for six months." 

"Well, goodbye, dear. If you ever get lonesome, just let me know 
and I'll come visit you for a day or two." 

"You won't come then?" 

"It's just too ridiculous." 
"Molly, I love you. Please come." 

"No." 

"Please." 

''No.'' 

"Goodbye, then." 

"Goodbye. See you in six months." 
Christopher hesitated for a few moments, then left the house with his 

radio, a flashlight and a kerosene lamp. He found the entrance to his tunnel 
and descended the earthen steps he'd formed so patiently over the months. 
Down, down, down he went, the beam of the flashlight slicing into the 
velvet blackness before him, until finally the large subterranean room re­ 
vealed itself to him. Around the walls were stacks and stacks of canned 
goods - meat, vegetables, condensed milk, fruits; 5 00 sparkling bottles 
of distilled water; assorted bottled beverages; boxes and boxes of dehydrated 
stuff - milk, pancakes, eggs, mashed potatoes; a neat row of cooking 
utensils and a portable camping stove; a supply of kerosene lamps and kero­ 
sene; flashlight and radio batteries, and cigarettes and matches; and a neat 
pile of blankets and pillows. The rest of the room was occupied by a table 
and two chairs, two air mattresses, a small library of books, magazines and 
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games, and several soft cushions scattered about on the floor. In each corner 
Was a large box of money. Everything he needed was here, he mused; 
everything except Molly. Oh, well, she would come when she would hear 
the news. All he had to do was wait. 

Turning on the radio, Christopher settled himself on a cushion with 
a book and breathed deeply of the earthy smell that rose up around him. 
!nstinctively he sniffed at his hands, but was disappointed to find no cling­ 
ing money smell. He plunged his hands into the box in the nearest corner 
and fingered some coins, then smelled his hands again. It was no use; the 
money had absorbed the smell of the damp earth. He missed the way it 
Used to smell. It would be a long time before he'd smell that delicious odor 
again. "It's worth it, though," he told himself. "All the money in the 
World will be mine." And picturing himself on a throne of money, he fell 
asleep. 

When he awoke, his watch said 9:30. It was Sunday. The radio 
spewed forth a fiery sermon by some Baptist minister. Christopher made 
breakfast for himself. He was drinking his second cup of coffee when it 
came. 

"We interrupt this program to bring you a message of vital import­ 
ance. We have been attacked! The enemy struck without warning· earlier 
this morning at all our strategic military bases, and we are seriously disabled. 
We urge everyone to ... " There followed a list of instructions and a string 
of reports on the enemy's progress to which Christopher only half-listened. 
It seemed to be a pretty one-sided war, with the enemy doing all the fight­ 
ing. "All non-military areas, including major cities seem to be safe from 
bombing, but we cannot tell what effects the tremendous amounts of radia­ 
tion released in the bombings will have. Thousands of people close to the 
bombed areas have already perished." And so it continued. On and on. 
Where was Molly? Why hadn't she come? Oh, well, there was still time. 

Weeks passed, the radio announcers petered out one by one, until 
finally all the stations were silent. Molly hadn't come; she wouldn't now, 
he knew. Well, he had warned her and she chose not to believe. It was her 
own fault. Christopher lived with his dreams of money. 

Exactly six months after the attack, Christopher emerged from his bur­ 
row as an animal that has been hibernating comes out of his cave for the 
first time in several months. He blinked his eyes in the brightness, for even 
though a low haze hung over everything, the light was dazzling compared 
to that of the tunnel. The whole world seemed a grayish color; his skin 
Was tinged with gray. Cave-dwelling was not the healthiest way of living, 
he decided. "But at least I'm healthier than these poor souls." He stopped 
to look at a couple of corpses lying in the street. They were starting to de­ 
cay. "Too bad you didn't know about it beforehand, hey, fellows?" 

To anyone else, the silence of the city would have been disturbing, but 
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Christopher had only one thing in mind - money. He walked to the near­ 
est trucking company and found himself a big semi that looked as if it 
could hold a fair amount of coins and bills. As he drove through the 
streets he mused at how untouched everything was - stores, offices, cars, 
baby buggies, telephone poles looked as they always had, except that there 
were no people around. No people save for a few corpses, and these were 
beginning to stink. Evidently most of the people had been evacuated in an 
effort to avoid radiation poisoning for as long as possible. Anyway the city 
looked as he had expected it to. 

That day he made the first of his money collections, stopping at all 
the banks and big department stores. The day after that he visited the 
smaller business establishments and the day after that he checked all the 
places he had not been. During the weeks that passed Christopher traveled 
to the surrounding burghs and villages and to other cities in an everw iden­ 
ing radius until he had filled three rooms of his four-room bungalow with 
money, one containing coins and two containing paper bills. The fourth 
room Christopher reserved for his workshop. 

In the workshop Christopher's imagination ran wild. He conceived 
and produced a mattress of ones and a coverlet of twenties for his bed, a 
chair of fifty-cent pieces with cushions of $50 bills, several lampshades of 
$1000 notes, throw rugs, bouquets, and curtains of fives, and hundreds of 
other small articles that he took a notion to make. He began rolling his 
own cigarettes using money for paper, and they tasted positively sumptuous. 
He papered the walls with bills and covered the tables with moneycloths. 
He dug a hole in the yard and filled it with money and every morning he 
climbed a stepladder, dove into his pool of money, and washed himself with 
it. He smelled of money, the house smelled of money, he had become the 
god of money; he was happy. 

Several months of this monetary existence did not dull Christopher's 
appetite for it. Life was at its most beautiful when he began to feel the 
effects of the radiation still in the atmosphere. Christopher realized he was 
dying. Diagnosing his case as radiation poisoning, he set about digging a 
grave for himself, lined with bills of all denominations, and building a silver 
coffin of coins, also lined with bills. His final work of art was a funeral 
piece, roses, carnations, and lilies, all out of $1 bills. 

Christopher knew the end was near; the sky had been growing darker 
by the day. There was now only a perpetual twilight. Dragging his funeral 
piece out to the grave, Christopher recalled his last few happy months. He 
had achieved his goal; he could be happy in death. The god of money 
crawled into his money coffin and pulled to the lid. He could smell the 
most beautiful smell in the world - money. Christopher Junket sighed. 
"Well, Molly, you were right. I am taking it with me." 

It was truly the end of the world. 
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THE DRIFT by DON STEINER 

I Want to reach out and grab the me that no one sees. I want to reach the 
screaming soul of my desires. I want to reach out to someone. But the echo 
of my scream pounds in my brain. The cage of my heart admits no one. 
I am alone in the shadows of my pity. I approach and then fail because my 
soul is wild. My footsteps echo in the caverns of my soul. God, oh God, 
I am alone with pity as my lover. The smoke blinds my eyes, and I see 
distorted ruins of myself. I crumble and die alone. In the solitude of my 
~oul I find peace that screams to me - climax - contentment. And then 
it begins again. It rains and I am not wet, safe in caves of emotion. I love 
so much I cannot love. I live so much I die. 
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MOBY DICK 
by CHARLOTTE R. CARTER 

I. Cetacea 

How from the land did you come down, oh whale, 
With lung, hot blood, and hairy skin, to breast 
The water in swift leap and with your flail 
Spank waves and sounds to deeps wherein your rest 
Is not? No fish, but mammal you, who lies 
A submarine submerged, or stalks for air 
The narrow surface where your breaths arise 
In steam, betraying you to those who dare 
Your trail, earth-girdling in the furious chase. 
Fit and unfit for ocean, you, whose ear, 
Delicate, hidden, hears their roar who race 
Fearless to hunt you down, now mad with fear. 

Flipper and tail and fin are your disguise, 
As far from grassy plain to sea you nse. 

II. Ahab, the Hunter 

The creature struck strikes back and so is game. 
The hunter scorns the docile prey-poor sport 
Is that. He whets his lust for battle on flame 
Of blood fresh-kindled from harpoon's quick retort. 
Turn, whale, and fight! He struck you first, and he 
Will take your suckling young, your burdened mate, 
Your injured old, your lovers, and with glee 
Molest them all for his malignant hate. 
The malice that he sees within your eye 
His own eye holds; your feared, unholy white 
Is only age; the hoary strange, the lie 
He sees and speaks are from his own deep spite. 

Bewildered man, you, too, are struck and know 
The blind response, the hurt, defensive blow. 
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THE OLD SOUTH 
by BARBARA TONIELLI 

Bell-bent hovels clutching the earth, 
Bills bounding bleak paved paths; 
Dark skin covering languid bodies, 
Worn wicker frames rocking lazy creatures; 
Slick slimy smells snapping out in the air, 
Infrequent passersby gawk in open despair. 

' ( 
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by DENNIS M. RATZ 
SCHISM 

Oh schism! 
You are life 
What mask will you wear today? 
Of clergy? 
Child? 
Or of intellect? 
All of you - 
Drinking broken tulips 
With song-singing 
And eyes held wide 
With beads 
And Miles and Diz 
Coming through strong 
Voices - say to look away 
And put on mask 
To shade the beads 
Of schisms - 
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DOWN THEY FORGET AS UP THEY GROW 
by JOE CATANZARO 

It was mid-afternoon - a very hot, summer day. The sun was hot 
overhead, and the air was heavy with moisture. Little gray clouds, dark 
clouds but not dark enough to be called black, were hanging over the city 
like ornaments on an unmerry Christmas tree. 

Hubert walked slowly toward the grocery store on Almeda Street with 
his hands in his overalls pockets. Hubert was tall, at least for a nine-year­ 
old boy he was tall. Small bubbles of sweat covered his tan face, and when 
a ray of sun managed to squeeze through the clouds, Hubert's face and arms 
shined. Further down Almeda Street, a group of boys Hubert's age played 
baseball in the street while a few smaller and younger boys sat on the curb 
and watched. As he drew closer, they stopped playing and got together in 
little groups. Every so often one of the boys would look at Hubert and 
laugh. 

One of the very young ones sitting on the curb said hello to Hubert, 
but before Hubert could say anything an older boy yelled, "Hey, Bobbie, 
don't you know bettern to talk to niggers?" 

Another boy yelled, "He's a nigger? Ah didn't know he's a nigger; 
did you all?" 

"Why, he ain't no nigger. His ma's white." 
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"He's dark enuf though. He must be a nigger." 

He walked on with an ease he had learned to feign a few years ago. 

"He ain't no nigger. He can't be with a white ma." 

"Yeah, but he's got a black pa." 

"Hey, Hubert, what are you? Nigger? Or white?" 

"I know what he is. He's a whigger." 

The boys looked at each other, laughed, and called him a whigger. 

"My old man says your ma's just white trash. That right whigger?" 

Hubert turned to face them. His hands were clenched tightly, and the 
Veins in his arms and neck and side of his face made ridges in his smooth 
body. Before he said anything, he turned and walked away. He blinked 
his eyes, but it was too late. A tear zigzagged down his cheek. He had 
done it all wrong. He should have fought them like a white man not en­ 
dured them like a nigger; but he had done neither, and both, because he was 
neither and both. 

It got darker and the rain had come slowly. Hubert didn't notice it at 
first. When it began to rain harder, he ducked under a tall porch. He stood 
Watching and hearing the rain strike the ground, rolling off parched roofs, 
and beating against the window panes. Hubert thought how comfortable 
the sound of rain was. How safe and snug he felt with the rain enclosing 
hirn and shielding him. 

A boy came running under the porch from the other side, a white boy. 
Bubert was about to leave his sanctuary when the other boy asked him if he 
Wanted to play marbles. "For keeps," he added. 

"I ain't got no marbles." 

"Well, I'll borrow you some of mine. But remember, not for keeps!" 

He was quite a bit smaller than Hubert, but probably was the same age. 
Be seemed afraid of Hubert, not because Hubert was darker, but because he 
Was bigger and might take his marbles. 

"We'll lag to see who shoots first, O.K. ?" 

"You can shoot first if you want," Hubert said. 

The boy took careful aim and shot at one of Hubert's marbles but 
rnissed. 

"Your turn." 

Hubert shot and he too missed. 
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"You got a lotta marbles at home?" Hubert asked. 

"Yeah, but I just brought a few with. I live over on George Street, 
and I came over here to play ball with Jerry Maudin. You know Jerry 
Maudin?" 

"Yeah, they were playing ball a few blocks down until it started to 
rain." 

"I hope it stops soon so I can play ball with 'em." 

"Probably will stop soon." 

"Your turn." 

The sun pushed the clouds away, but it still drizzled a little. The boy 
took his marbles, said good-bye, and ran down the street to join the other 
boys who again were playing in the street. A rainbow now was visible and 
the drizzle was slowing down. 

Hubert walked a few more blocks down Almeda Street, then turned 
into a small grocery store. In a few minutes he came back out with a small 
bundle of groceries under his arms and began to walk back home. Again, as 
he came close to where the boys were playing, they began to yell and shout 
at Hubert. He saw the boy who had played marbles with him under the 
porch. He saw Jerry Maudin talking to the new boy and pointing toward 
Hubert. 

"Hey nigger, hey whigger," they all shouted. But Hubert didn't hear 
them; he only saw the boy from under the porch standing there, not yelling 
or shouting or anything. 

( 

"We ain't sure whether he's a nigger or a white. What do you think, 
Joe?" 

The boy from the porch stood motionless for a while then said, "He 
ain't black, and he ain't white. He's probably just like that rainbow - ya 
just don't know what color he is. He's a rainbow-all mixed up colors." 

Mixed shouts of "hey, rainbow" and "hey, whigger" followed Hubert 
as he ran down Almeda Street. Far above the housetops, far above Almeda 
Street, and far above Hubert the rainbow cut through the endless blue sky. 
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THE MERRY-GO-ROUND 
by JAMES BROUN 

Jump on! Hurry-Pick your horse. 
One choice-don't fall off. 
It's grey? So what? 
Look! 
People, stands, crowds, women, 
Her-stop! 
Too late. 
Children, tints, flags, hats­ 
Going too fast-Slow down! 
Can't? Why not? 
Look straight ahead. 
A blue tail in front 
Blowing from 
A wooden Butt. 
Men, glass, sign, "Atten->-" 
What did it say? Slow down! 
Only one speed? 
Missing so much, 
No one cares, 
Look straight ahead 
And miss everything. 
Shirts, arms, dirt, clouds, 
A hazy glance-s-no more. 
Nothing permanent 
I already forgot 
Everything- 
But Her- 
Where is she? 
Red, blue, grey, black, 
A mass of colors, 
Keep your eyes 
On the blue tail. 
You won't get dizzy 
But you'll miss 
Everything! 
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