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Drive
(For Lucien and Josh)

Long, thin whispers, eddies
sandsharp, sever

my lights—this winter

has turned the russet twines
of wild trees

to dust—the earth

to a desert, prophetless;

by my sides

old wheatfields lie

bare, unleavened as moon:
I am thinking of men
reaping nothing

this year

but shadows.

Ice spins me

to a halt, darkness;
the sky leans
starless, peeling drily
on my glass,

its ashen pieces
holding me in,
bloodless

as love—

| am thinking of you
reaching through
an airless space
that once gleaned
my breath—you
pulling me

against the weight
of roots frozen :

against the weight

of roots frozen,

again | am breaking—
here, where there’s no
denying season,

the falling drift

of your arms.

A. Jozefiak







Downtown Rockford, IL

They’ve overshopped this soil.

One day, back when
dollar bills grew tall
in cashbox rows,

crowds down here
sloshed like cabbage slaw.

The next day they dried up
only to migrate
to more fertile floors.

Soon weeds cracked through sidewalks,

but merchants couldn’t eat
that green,

so there are no
fingerprints left for me

to windex off glass cases
ripe for plowing under.

Tim Brown









Winter Weed

Light burns a leaf through my pillow.
Flowers still float.

The hoes grub it. You’re no chrysanthemum.
| crack through leaf-smoke,

your electric tape greenhouse.

Everything planted goes under.

You're there to flatten the rifts,

whispering to your seeds. To you

I’'m the darkest way down,

all winter in the shed.

Ward Smith
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Black Hole in an Illinois Farmyard

Sleep escapes; it has no weight.

The night sounds of crickets and light breeze

of insect wings, the near flutter of leather,

and the feathered white glide of an owl have come
to seem but one more side to silence.

And still, across the broad fields,

the long sigh of the highway cuts back

the dark. Stars become headlights,

distant and dimmed; the domed.flare of some
small town on the horizon outghines

the slender silk of moon. Tall stalks

surround me; the earth sinks at my center,

lies concave around me. A diesel howls

from beyond this depression, and shifting voice,
pulls free of the dark field’s draw.

Michael Cassidy
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The Shawl

(For Irene)

Knitting needles click and turn
as the hands in your old wooden clock;
I've gather'éd the quiet hours
from this room, to bind tight
as unbroken cocoons:

you can take

no more spaces

widened to the raw

farm winters of lllinois;

| have heard your breath

grow hard like the river—
through your deep

uncertain sleep,

waited for its undercurrent

to split bright

the pallid surface

already the branch
in your window

is releasing its
feathery gold

the needles are flying—
like monarch wings,

a soft beat

against my closed
unwilling hands.

A. Jozefiak
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