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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




Dedication

TO

Kathryn Davis

Karen Kennerly

and Ellen Bryant Voigt

TO

Tom and Vera Kreilkamp




Epigraph

The master said You must write what you see.

But what I see does not move me.

The master answered Change what you see.




Contents

Cover

Title Page

Publisher’s Note

Dedication

Epigraph



Vita Nova

Aubade

The Queen of Carthage

The Open Grave

Unwritten Law

The Burning Heart

Roman Study

The New Life

Formaggio

Timor Mortis

Lute Song

Orfeo

Descent to the Valley

The Garment

Condo

Immortal Love

Earthly Love

Eurydice

Castile

Mutable Earth

The Winged Horse

Earthly Terror

The Golden Bough

Evening Prayers

Relic

Nest

Ellsworth Avenue

Inferno

Seizure

The Mystery

Lament

Vita Nova



About the Author

Also by Louise Glück

Copyright

About the Publisher




Vita Nova

You saved me, you should remember me.



The spring of the year; young men buying tickets for the ferryboats.

Laughter, because the air is full of apple blossoms.



When I woke up, I realized I was capable of the same feeling.



I remember sounds like that from my childhood,

laughter for no cause, simply because the world is beautiful,

something like that.



Lugano. Tables under the apple trees.

Deckhands raising and lowering the colored flags.

And by the lake’s edge, a young man throws his hat into the water;

perhaps his sweetheart has accepted him.



Crucial

sounds or gestures like

a track laid down before the larger themes



and then unused, buried.



Islands in the distance. My mother

holding out a plate of little cakes—



as far as I remember, changed

in no detail, the moment

vivid, intact, having never been

exposed to light, so that I woke elated, at my age

hungry for life, utterly confident—



By the tables, patches of new grass, the pale green

pieced into the dark existing ground.



Surely spring has been returned to me, this time

not as a lover but a messenger of death, yet

it is still spring, it is still meant tenderly.




Aubade

The world was very large. Then

the world was small. O

very small, small enough

to fit in a brain.



It had no color, it was all

interior space: nothing

got in or out. But time

seeped in anyway, that

was the tragic dimension.



I took time very seriously in those years,

if I remember accurately.



A room with a chair, a window.

A small window, filled with the patterns light makes.

In its emptiness the world



was whole always, not

a chip of something, with

the self at the center.



And at the center of the self,

grief I thought I couldn’t survive.



A room with a bed, a table. Flashes

of light on the naked surfaces.



I had two desires: desire

to be safe and desire to feel. As though



the world were making

a decision against white

because it disdained potential

and wanted in its place substance:



panels

of gold where the light struck.

In the window, reddish

leaves of the copper beech tree.



Out of the stasis, facts, objects

blurred or knitted together: somewhere



time stirring, time

crying to be touched, to be

palpable,



the polished wood

shimmering with distinctions—



and then I was once more

a child in the presence of riches

and I didn’t know what the riches were made of.




The Queen of Carthage

Brutal to love,

more brutal to die.

And brutal beyond the reaches of justice

to die of love.



In the end, Dido

summoned her ladies in waiting

that they might see

the harsh destiny inscribed for her by the Fates.



She said, “Aeneas

came to me over the shimmering water;

I asked the Fates

to permit him to return my passion,

even for a short time. What difference

between that and a lifetime: in truth, in such moments,

they are the same, they are both eternity.



I was given a great gift

which I attempted to increase, to prolong.

Aeneas came to me over the water: the beginning

blinded me.



Now the Queen of Carthage

will accept suffering as she accepted favor:

to be noticed by the Fates

is some distinction after all.



Or should one say, to have honored hunger,

since the Fates go by that name also.”




The Open Grave

My mother made my need,

my father my conscience.

De mortuis nil nisi bonum.



Therefore it will cost me

bitterly to lie,

to prostrate myself

at the edge of a grave.



I say to the earth

be kind to my mother,

now and later.

Save, with your coldness,

the beauty we all envied.



I became an old woman.

I welcomed the dark

I used so to fear.

De mortuis nil nisi bonum.




Unwritten Law

Interesting how we fall in love:

in my case, absolutely. Absolutely, and, alas, often—

so it was in my youth.

And always with rather boyish men—

unformed, sullen, or shyly kicking the dead leaves:

in the manner of Balanchine.

Nor did I see them as versions of the same thing.

I, with my inflexible Platonism,

my fierce seeing of only one thing at a time:

I ruled against the indefinite article.

And yet, the mistakes of my youth

made me hopeless, because they repeated themselves,

as is commonly true.

But in you I felt something beyond the archetype—

a true expansiveness, a buoyance and love of the earth

utterly alien to my nature. To my credit,

I blessed my good fortune in you.

Blessed it absolutely, in the manner of those years.

And you in your wisdom and cruelty

gradually taught me the meaninglessness of that term.
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