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Atom Lives

My fear of the unknown is not to be blown

atomic clock

your time is up

it used to be: honey was the dew and sweet
blue the grass

mellow was the cauli

flowers

cradle rocked my body

those times are over:

Adam is the Eve of the new day

Albert, ein beer stein please

apple core melt down crisp

a point in humanism

melt down the atomic core of engineers

the musket’s in tears

Adam lives

life expectancy, one hundred thousand
years

Chris Stanley

A Personal Archeology  Steven Brand

Untitled  Oleh Sydor
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On the Eve of Self-Annihilation Brian Godana



Planet Pool
(March 1982, when the planets converged)

Planets knock about this table of green felt.

Venus and Mars are solids, Jupiter and Saturn stripes,
and the moon’s a scratched cue ball.

This month, though, someone racked them up.

Point my cue to where earth will drop.

My blood’s at high tide, see, to call it right.
Then I'd be a star before setting me down.
But the slate slants, bet.

Tim Brown

As Always

Teresa lversen
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Bending

On the highway when, from a
Dead slope, the sun came as
Gentle as the first damp leaves
Of a willow, | thought of

My grandma’s soft hands, shaking
Wet clothes out to hang, standing
Close to the rose of sharon

And a new garden, fresh stakes
Of pine, only the radish

Tops showing. Inthe sun, |
Curled, like those leaves, around soft
Southern accents, empty streets
And first wildflowers at the

Edge of town—persimmons like
Old stories told too often,

Too ripe, a feast of hot fruit
Hanging, dropping to a gold
Decay. The sun casts perfect
Warmth on it all: the unseen
Violets, tiny swayings of

Comfort somewhere; the empty
Houses, rusted teapots and

Dark blue speckled ladles, all

Tin, all bent—how is it that

For fifty years they hung in
Clean, unbent care in someone’s
Kitchen? The sun coaxes old
Barns and farmhouses down with
A splintering heartbeat—all
Your work down like flies shaken
From dusty glass ceiling lamps.
A long time ago | saw

Myself in a photograph

That was fifty-two years old—
The hair, the eyes, all the same
As my grandmother at twelve.
The bend of my wrist might be
Hers, too, | don’t want to know.
I’'m going home from it—still,

All the softness of a damp
Southern lllinois graveyard
Couldn’t lessen the glare of
Newly washed cars or tell me
Why, on the way to that tent,

We all stepped around puddles
And tried to keep our good shoes
From sinking down in the mud.

Patricia Austin
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Letter from a Friend

Letting me hear

that under your rock

the sea sleeps. And grass bends
along leaf home.

Down this pine-trail,
needles sailing.

My sleep moves in waves.
At the edge, your white feet;
wind in the wood.

Ward Smith

Painter in the Psych Wing

Blackbirds shoot from canvas corners.
At the only window,
she paints her wrists blue.

Today on the sill, her brush
in a paper cup.

Under oaks, her eyes
follow leaves falling.

Ward Smith
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