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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
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Day Moon

After I left I waited for someone

a friend or her herself to walk

quickly up to me on the bus or in

the bustling coffee shop and slap

my face spit on my hands call

me a bastard a real motherfucker

by waited I mean I wanted

to be revealed by some visible sign

a welt to ride the ledge of my cheek

through the glass-littered

streets it didn’t come and it didn’t

come and I grew desperate I stared

too long at strangers at Safeway I bought

boxes of clementines and ate them

like a possum on the train cramming

the rinds in the gap between the seat

and the wall I drank warm beer I made

no calls I sat on a hot metal bench

by a briny lake and tried to imagine

the lives of the joggers

passing in front of me their joys

their sicknesses and regrets it was

melodramatic I was useless I thought

of my friend who wrote a novel over

a long winter in Nova Scotia

read it once and buried it in the copse

of birches behind the house he chose

the spot he said for its plainness

so he couldn’t remember later

and dig it up and in this way one

medicated season slid into the next

without incident gardenia bloom

persistent sun I fell in love

with the perfect voice of a Midwest

radio DJ from a station I streamed

on my phone called in one request

after another I fell in love with a video

of Stevie Nicks singing backstage

to her makeup artist sheer

cotton dress their harmonies breezy

and immaculate I woke around noon

to the thup-thup of helicopters and another

unsober voicemail from my dad angling

for a loan went out in my underwear

and found a fine black powder settling

on the windowsills dusting the parked

cars a day moon suspended

in orange haze it turned out a man

who would go months without

getting caught was methodically setting

fire to the half-built condo complexes one

by one one in ten thousand residents

is a billionaire the same article

told me though I could be forgiven

for thinking the headlands were

burning again the intervals between

disasters collapsing I caught

my neighbor’s eye she was stretching

on her stoop in a fantastic powder-

blue tracksuit what a world I said

and she didn’t seem to hear and jogged

across the narrow street the moon

behind her rising or sinking

or neither it was hard to know




Tester

I catch a bus out to the county

and check in at a beige terminal

and they ask me about the smells

and textures of various dips

and I click appealing

or not appealing, then elaborate

in the text box below. Artichoke

and French Onion. Spicy Three

Bean Queso. I got in

on referral. I live with seven

other people. I measure rent

in how many sessions I have to do

with the dips. I start testing

what I can get away with: notes

of bright espresso, mouthfeel

of a sun-ripe plum.

I write longer and longer.

I don’t think they read a word.

It’s weeks before you’re entered

into the system, more weeks

to get your tiny check. Aline says

If you think it’s a scam

why do you keep saying yes?

In the fluorescent room I receive

one dip after another from blue

gloved hands, always the same

plain tortilla chips to dip with,

the same hands clearing away

the tiny plastic cups. I tinker

with my descriptions. If I need

water, they bring me water

in slightly larger cups.




Model

In a button-up and jeans I pretend

to pump unleaded into a rented Civic.

In a peacoat and slacks I pretend

to pump premium into a rented Benz.

Inside, I stock the already stocked

shelves: SunChips and Snickers,

jumbo packs of bottled water, Powerade,

Coke. I wear an XXL polo with the excess

safety-pinned behind me, JASON stitched

in thick gold thread above my pocket.

I smile. I laugh without sound.

When this is over, I will be paid

in gas station gift cards I’ll use to fill up

the car I borrowed to get here.

Meanwhile, customers come and go:

quart of milk, quarter tank, pack of smokes.

Now and then we have to ask the actual

Jason to please stay out of the shot.




Account

Because I was the one to end it,

and so soon, I offered to reimburse her

what I owed. She had covered

most of the wedding, the move,

our rent. I was living on the grace

of a friend, sleeping

in his sunroom on Folsom.

Every morning I opened my account

to see how little I had left.

It wasn’t looking good

until she wrote to say we could forget it

if I would let her claim me

on her taxes. I guessed there was

a rebate for this kind of thing.

I could hear my friend knocking

around in the kitchen, making coffee,

frying eggs. I couldn’t believe

my luck. I let myself be claimed.




Shoulder Season

Cutting glass from sheets

wide as twin beds to replace

the island’s blown-out panes,

I drag a scoring knife

along the Sharpie line, slide

the block under, and let

each plate drop, gently,

so they break clean.

A few weeks in I begin

to get a feel for it.

I go from cottage to empty

cottage, thumb the glazing,

hide the seams. Cormorants

on the far rocks shaking out

their wings and calling.

Late sun striking the Atlantic

like a gong. Running out

of windows, I slow my pace,

make sloppy cuts I know

won’t fit. I smash them out back

then call in a shipment

from Portsmouth and spend

the day imagining fresh glass

riding out on the single-

engine boat, nested in cotton

blankets in the hull.

How long can I go on

not finishing? Radio says falls

are lasting longer and longer.

The weather could hold.
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