
[image: image]




[image: image]




publisher’s note

Rendering poetry in a digital format presents several challenges, just as its many forms continue to challenge the conventions of print. In print, however, a poem takes place within the static confines of a page, hewing as close as possible to the poet’s intent, whether it’s Walt Whitman’s lines stretching to the margin like Route 66, or Robert Creeley’s lines descending the page like a string tie. The printed poem has a physical shape, one defined by the negative space that surrounds it—a space that is crafted by the broken lines of the poem. The line, as vital a formal and critical component of the form of a poem as metaphor, creates rhythm, timing, proportion, drama, meaning, tension, and so on.

Reading poetry on a small device will not always deliver line breaks as the poet intended—with the pressure the horizontal line brings to a poem, rather than the completion of the grammatical unit. The line, intended as a formal and critical component of the form of the poem, has been corrupted by breaking it where it was not meant to break, interrupting a number of important elements of the poetic structure—rhythm, timing, proportion, drama, meaning, and so on.  It’s a little like a tightrope walker running out of rope before reaching the other side.


There are limits to what can be done with long lines on digital screens. At some point, a line must break. If it has to break more than once or twice, it is no longer a poetic line, with the integrity that lineation demands. On smaller devices with enlarged type, a line break may not appear where its author intended, interrupting the unit of the line and its importance in the poem’s structure. 


We attempt to accommodate long lines with a hanging indent—similar in fashion to the way Whitman’s lines were treated in books whose margins could not honor his discursive length. On your screen, a long line will break according to the space available, with the remainder of the line wrapping at an indent. This allows readers to retain control over the appearance of text on any device, while also indicating where the author intended the line to break.


This may not be a perfect solution, as some readers initially may be confused. We have to accept, however, that we are creating poetry e-books in a world that is imperfect for them—and we understand that to some degree the line may be compromised. Despite this, we’ve attempted to protect the integrity of the line, thus allowing readers of poetry to travel fully stocked with the poetry that needs to be with them.


—Dan Halpern, Publisher



dedication

for my parents



for John



for you



for always.
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medical history

I’ve been pregnant. I’ve had sex with a man

who’s had sex with men. I can’t sleep.

My mother has, my mother’s mother had,

asthma. My father had a stroke. My father’s

mother has high blood pressure.

Both grandfathers died from diabetes.

I drink. I don’t smoke. Xanax for flying.

Propranolol for anxiety. My eyes are bad.

I’m spooked by wind. Cousin Lilly died

from an aneurysm. Aunt Hilda, a heart attack.

Uncle Ken, wise as he was, was hit

by a car as if to disprove whatever theory

toward which I write. And, I understand,

the stars in the sky are already dead.




a violence

You hear the high-pitched yowls of strays

fighting for scraps tossed from a kitchen window.

They sound like children you might have had.

Had you wanted children. Had you a maternal bone,

you would wrench it from your belly and fling it

from your fire escape. As if it were the stubborn

shard now lodged in your wrist. No, you would hide it.

Yes, you would hide it inside a barren nesting doll

you’ve had since you were a child. Its smile

reminds you of your father, who does not smile.

Nor does he believe you are his. “You look just like

your mother,” he says, “who looks just like a fire

of suspicious origin.” A body, I’ve read, can sustain

its own sick burning, its own hell, for hours.

It’s the mind. It’s the mind that cannot.




candelabra with heads

Had I not brought with me my mind

as it has been made, this thing,

this brood of mannequins, cocooned

and mounted on a wooden scaffold,

might be eight infants swaddled and sleeping.

Might be eight fleshy fingers on one hand.

Might be a family tree with eight pictured

frames. Such treaties occur in the brain.



Can you see them hanging? Their shadow

is a crowd stripping the tree of souvenirs.

Skin shrinks and splits. The bodies weep

fat the color of yolk. Can you smell them

burning? Their perfume climbing

as wisteria would a trellis.



as wisteria would a trellis.

burning? Their perfume climbing

fat the color of yolk. Can you smell them

Skin shrinks and splits. The bodies weep

is a crowd stripping the tree of souvenirs.

Can you see them hanging? Their shadow



frames. Such treaties occur in the brain.

Might be a family tree with eight pictured

Might be eight fleshy fingers on one hand.

might be eight infants swaddled and sleeping.

and mounted on a wooden scaffold,

this brood of mannequins, cocooned

as it has been made, this thing,

Had I not brought with me my mind



Who can see this and not see lynchings?
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