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Note to Readers

This ebook contains the following accessibility features which, if supported by your device, can be accessed via your ereader/accessibility settings:


	Change of font size and line height

	Change of background and font colours

	Change of font

	Change justification

	Text to speech

	Page numbers taken from the following print edition: ISBN 9780063282315







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.

—Ecco






Dedication

for my owlets








Epigraph

What hath night to do with sleep?

—JOHN MILTON
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Crepuscule








Nocturne for Dark Things

I do my finest listening in the dark.

My best friend has always been ink

and she lets me talk so much at night.

One of the marvels of my life—

an alphabet. A whole green and mossy

world can be made and remade

from just twenty-six dark curlicues.

Here’s more dark: sometimes birds sleep

tucked under a giraffe’s dusky armpit

and sometimes fungi fatten only at night.

When I was a kid, I used to worry over

so many bugs and moths slamming

into our windshield. My sons have never

known that concern, which is another kind

of worry. But dark marvels still bloom

and snick the soil, swim the oceans and air—

and even on the moon: wide, flat plains

are called seas, lakes, and marshes. Bays

are named Joy, named Sorrow, named Hope,

named Nectar, named Softness, named Serpent,

named Stickiness, named Tranquility, named

Clouds, named Sleep, and my favorite—named Love.






Solar Eclipse

Hot Springs National Park

Four-year-olds ask about 250 questions a day so by the time they are five, they will have asked about 180,000 questions. Most of us stop asking anything at all in middle school. Most of us don’t need to be told not to look at the sun during an eclipse. But the geese at the lake nip the moss like it’s green shortbread, and evidence of love is all around us. In Tagalog, mahal kita means I love you, and for 3 minutes and 38 seconds, the moon loved the sun. When we argue about stars and who sees them, and who or what cannot—we get clouds stretched over all our eyes. How do we capture the magic of strangers resting in a park full of blankets and chairs with the gurgle of warm and bubbly water rippling all around us for our otherwise quiet soundtrack? How do we say mahal kita to strangers? How do we stay curious as we swim in this life, kicky paddle feet hurrying towards a new thing? Silly goose, just say it: mahal kita! After it’s over, why do some of us forget to look up and notice the rise, the sparkle, what still glows in the sky?






How to Build a Moon Garden When the News Is All Horror

To see where the moon melts over the garden,

or where the bats flit, or where the air sweetens


with pollen and moth-frenzy, I recommend

a night walk to discern the perfect patch for it.



Under this glow, we could all use a distraction—

dig with a silver shovel and choose colors that swoon


and moan under our satellite: dusty pinks,

baby blue, lavender, white, and butter yellow gems



unfurl at dusk until dawn. Sometimes moonflower

vining over a trellis looks like a waterfall


out of the corner of your eye. So many to choose from:

evening primrose, night-blooming jasmine, heliotrope,



tuberose, four o’clocks, lamb’s ears, astilbe, calla lily, white clematis,

fairy candles, periwinkles, and you can even launch snowballs


in summer with creamy oak hydrangeas. Turn off the hiss

and whir from man-made lights and walk the night,



walk the grass, the fence line, let your boot crackle over

pebble and stick bits. Careful if skunks shuffle over to see what


all the fuss is about. Don’t tussle with weeds. If you set

your shovel down, skunks won’t bother you at all.



And on the off chance they do, at least the spray might

sizzle like stars. Bats swoop and fly erratic, but birds


glide between wing flap—that’s how you can tell what

flutters across a lake moon. If you make a moon garden,



even the dark lapping of water under a duck-shush of wave

won’t be louder than the silver in your own bright yard.
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