THE SWING GIRL is poised between serenity and sorrow. Katherine Soniat’s themes
are large, and her detail is exquisite. Her new book comes alive with wild,
disciplined musicality.

—D. Nurkse

The fluidity of their cadence and the luminosity of imagery carry the reader to
the wellspring of poetry itself, that deep delight of which Robert Penn Warren
spoke, whose source is, as Soniat indicates, "beauty on its way to being mystery."

—Kathryn Stripling Byer

Many poets have written of the Mediterranean, but Katherine Soniat gives
us poetry that so vividly calls up contemporary and ancient Greece, the
hard light, the sea, the god-haunted groves and the graves, we feel as if we
are there ourselves.

—LKelly Cherry
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