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of reassuring narrative structure. Hicok makes associative 
swerves of imagination and veers into back alleys. His 
poems are charged with jittery energy, and the contrast 
between plainspoken language and absurdist, surreal 
humor. This poetry operates with the dream world’s 
intuitive logic. As with real dreams, scrutiny reveals 
emotional truths, embedded in what at first glance seems 
chaotic. “At a party I talked with a man / and a woman 
in the old style of listening / and letting sentences be 
finished…” Hicok writes. “The liquor was good / and by 
good I mean someone else’s. Likely / we wouldn’t meet 
again yet we laughed and touched / as if our voices had 
gone steady since high school.” 

Things are Disappearing Here
Kate Northrop 
Persea Books
978-0-89255-334-1

Kate Northrop teaches at West 
Chester University in Pennsylvania 
and received the 2001 Stan and Tom 
Wick Poetry Prize for her debut 
collection. In this second book, 

Northrop pares her lines back to the bone, conjuring a 
dark lyricism that’s both unsettling and seductive. Her 
poems feel haunted, as if wind just rifled through the 
pages. They inhabit a shadow world, evoking the tenet 
of wabi sabi: beauty is imperfect, incomplete, and always 
disintegrating. It’s the taste of departure that arouses 
yearning. Northrop writes: “If only the story weren’t / so 
ordinary: first, / pain loses its cut, its perfect / specificity, 
then names start / to dissolve, even those I knew for 
you / and for our locations. / A longing—without clear 
/ definition—pervades / like the smell of hay […].” An 
undercurrent of ars poetica charges her poems; the 
reader becomes an investigator in a twilit place from 
which someone’s fled, or something’s been stolen. The 
insufficiency of language itself, the cognizance that 
something’s always missing, pushes poetry to try, again 
and again, to articulate what it is to be human. 

The Curator of Silence
Jude Nutter 
University of Notre Dame Press
978-0-268-03661-4

If you buy only one poetry 
collection this year, don’t miss 
this book. Amidst the semaphore 
of emails and instant messaging, 
written communication is shrinking 
in vocabulary and expression. What 

a joy, then, to read Jude Nutter’s poems, with their 
capacious, thrilling range of language and image. Born in 
North Yorkshire, Nutter now lives in Minnesota, and has 

received writing awards on both sides of the Atlantic. In 
2004, she spent two months in the solitary, deep silence 
of Antarctica through the National Science Foundation’s 
Writers and Artists Program. Nutter is alert to the natural 
world with exquisite intensity. When a falcon dives for its 
prey, she feels “[t]he wind panicking in the hood of my 
jacket,” as if the universe shudders with the beauty and 
terror of the “sudden brilliant explosion of blood.” With 
an acute capacity for listening, she discerns the contents 
of stillness—those small yet essential events that “win the 
attention of the gods.” Nutter makes us privy to such 
moments, and it’s hard not to feel grateful: “Keeping 
vigil. / That’s all. There are times when this world / is just 
enough like paradise.” 

Best New Poets 2006
Eric Pankey, editor
University of Virginia Press
978-0-9766296-1-0

Unlike novelists and bad-boy 
memoirists, emerging poets are 
unlikely to sprawl on Oprah’s 
couch, date starlets, or rouse 
bidding wars. With an alert ear 

for new voices, this anthology offers a different kind 
of validation: that of being well-heard. The result is 
a vibrant smorgasbord from literary journals, writing 
programs, and an open online competition. Edited by Eric 
Pankey, English professor at George Mason University, 
the volume features fifty up-and-coming poets. Given 
that poetry is not a terrifically remunerative pursuit, one 
might ask what fuels its current resurgence. Pankey’s 
anthology bears evidence of the insistent inquiries of self 
and the world that drive poetry—as in this piece, “Iron,” 
by Michael McGriff: “My blood fills with so much iron 
I’m pulled / to a place in the hard earth where the wind / 
grinds over the ridge bearing the wheels of tanker trucks 
/ oiling the access roads, where the deer ruin the last of 
the plums / where the sloughs sink back to their deepest 
channels, / and I can turn away from nothing.” 

Cures Include Travel
Susan Rich
White Pine Press
978-1-893996-75-5

Susan Rich writes in the 
tradition of war journalist Martha 
Gellhorn (1908-1998)—as a voice 
of candor and conscience. She has 
served as a Peace Corps volunteer 
in Niger and West Africa; electoral 

supervisor in Bosnia; human rights trainer in Gaza; and 
Amnesty International staff. Her previous book, The 
Cartographer’s Tongue: Poems of the World, won the 




