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Languages in Place  

Words. Place. Words in place. Language exploring, defining where you are. “Geopoetics” is a 

term definted by geographer/poet Eric Magrane as a place where “poetry is produced as 

geography and geography is practiced as poetry.” This genre-defying anthology is edited by 

Lagrane together with Linda Russo, Sarah de Leeuw, and Craig Santos Perez, all of them 

thinkers and writers straddling the creative and the academic. It is difficult to summarize a 

collection of twenty-four diverse pieces of writing except to say that most of them try to be 

artistic and analytical at the same time. As one of those frustrated academics who really wants to 

be a creative writer myself, I know this genre well, and I also know how hard it is to cross the 

lines between the wild and the wordy, the ecstatic and the guarded. There is always a tendency 

for academics to write to carefully about the most important things, to worry too much about 

whether you are allowed to say what you say, whether you have referred to enough sources and 

shaped the text ever carefully enough. I am happy to say that this anthology avoids such 

excesses, and that each chapter is a revelation, a wonderful surprise, celebrating the way the 

poetic comes out of direct connection of body and land, person to locality. 

 

Kimberly Blaeser makes words and images that follow the shapes of the cosmology she grew up 

with on the White Earth Reservation of her Anishinaabe people, where art is the “ritually 

necessary.” Sameer Faroow and Jared Stanley, artist and poet respectively, speak of the Terma, 

abstract clay images that resemble ancient ethnographic objects but seem to come from 

everywhere and nowhere, named for a kind of hidden treasure in Tibetan buddhism that is 

‘buried in the earth, sky, water, and mind.” Maleea Acker attempts a “lyric” geography, echoing 

the famous “lyric philosophy” of Canadian poet/philosopher Jan Zwicky who alternates the 

referent with the creative, page opposite page, a series of pithy vignettes on the ways we make 

sense of and remember place. Tim Cresswell introduces the very geographical poet Lorine 

Niedecker, who I am ashamed to say I had never heard of before reading this book, a writer 



deeply rooted to one place, the shores of Lake Superior, evoking it in a precise method defined 

by where she was, blending ecology, maps, birdsong, the graphic arrangement of words on the 

page, like 

 

Maples to swing from 

 

Pewee-glissando 

 

            sublime 

 

                slime- 

 

song 

 

and I will never hear those pewees the same way again. The diversity of these essays is 

tremendous, but they all speak with a visible ecstasy: “Ndelula amehlo nadayibono imilambo; 

Ndanga ndinga qhayisa ndixele uthekwane,” quotes Emily McGiffin from Thukela Poswayo’s 

Xhosa: “I stretched my eyes and saw the rivers; I wish I can boast like the thickwane.” The 

unknown language itself roots us immediately to places we have never been and may never go. 

 

This wide-ranging anthology pushes the discourse forward to a place where analysis and art walk 

hand in hand, defining the places we love and which matters most. It is a worthy evolution from 

the ethnopoetic collections of Jerome Rothenberg revealing how academic disciplines are truly 

evolving and growing, able to encompass creative work from so many traditions and kinds of 

people, breaking open the canon to admit visions previously hidden and unknown. 

 

My only criticism of this book is that it should have been printed more beautifully, with 

illustrations, more elegantly, on better paper, since this is so much more affordable today than 

ever before. But kudos to Routledge for making this book rather affordable at $31.95, a practice I 

know to be quite different than their recent much higher pricing. 

 



Those interested in ecopoetics would love this book; there really is nothing like it. Let it get the 

attention it deserves to help us connect to places and literatures both immediate and far. 

 


