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Abstract

With the publication of his latest book of poetry, Breath, Philip Levine, at 76, has given his most
open expression yet to his own mortality, a theme that has nonetheless been expressed in all of his
books to date, but which here takes on a more direct tone as he faces the advance of his own years
and those of his wife. The loss of loved ones, the loss of heroes, is no less poignant in this volume,
no less evident than in previous volumes. Likewise the overriding loss of his father in 1933 when
he was five is still a central theme that informs many of the poems. But I think what we find here
is that Levine has written his own epitaph more eloquently than he has done in the past, bowing out

gracefully taking one last breath should the curtain happen to fall at any moment.
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