“To bé taken through this collection is to
move with buoyant and original poetics,
politicallyand linguistically looking towards
experimentation, but an experiment that
situatesitself irmly in anidea of friendship,
radical empathy, and community. This poetry
holds a generosity of self atits heart.
Selfhere is refracted and stitched back
together through a capable and masterful
poetry, and understanding that poems

can create wayward routes away from and
towards knowing ourselves and knowing
others. The networked power of these

poems travels deepinto the sroundwork of
this collection, like a mesh, as we ate told
in'the beginning: “Everything is a part of
everything thatis apart of everything else”.

~RACHAEL ALLEN

‘In Home Emily Critchley presents the

paradox of éxtreme subtlety; the poems

are almost unbearably apt. They make us
experience language as the body of thought.
They force us to acknowledge words as cause
and effect, as part of the how of home, and

to examine whatit means to make sense of
things. Home is an impottant work of ethical
urgency and aesthetic renewal’

- EDWARD DOEGAR

‘Invaluable, brave, brilliant, this bookis

care work. Home, in Critchley’s telling, is as
dangerous and wild as anywhetre. Family is a
structure to unfold. The wolf, the she-wolf, is
at the doot, gazing out, not in: She'll carry the
polis to.safety gently, in herteeth.

-~ CATHERINE WAGNER

Home



After E.D.

Because we would not heed the Best —
The Worst came unawares.

He laughed to see our little lives —
He cared not for our cares —

You Fools — He said — You had the Day!
Your god had made you gods —

And all you had to do was Love —

And all the Rest was Yours.

But Ego would as Ego does
Prevent the Better News

From taking Root — in Gratitude
& Shining forth as Flow’rs —

Now is it Long Ago — our Prime —

& wintering we see

too late — what spring we held — too light
and so Unspiritually.
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Tonight

for Marianne Morris

Everything is a part of everything that is a part of everything else.

And any decision is like a huge moon

tossed from the top of a great hill. It gathers speed
in direct proportion to height,

taking each prisoner down with it.

It & the tides.

And when we were younger, things dropped
were as stones into that ocean. But now,

just as the moon gapes, we have run out

of ideas.

Everything is a part of everything else that is a part
of nothing. The moon moves;

cuts its teeth

on our regretful actions. Like that time

we made bombs out of love. Live

bombs sent to rip us with.

She grew, O,

into a strong one.

And I keep pointing out the moon —

part of a shared

sky — while you keep running from the moon,
a part of every other

possibility. Still

if you can see it — she,

above,

craning her neck for a better view —

we must be thinking of the same place then.

15



16

Little Death Waltz

In the heart of hearths there is her — she wolf —
who — linking arms with your first-born —
who — shedding dresses, crossing

breeds with —
leading him on to
outrageous death waltz,

allowing outside

wildly in with laughter.

Who ought to be ashamed
who — someone should fetch grandpa’s gun.

Lines around this
hearth-polis —
snares and mountain ranges
tongues of many different knives of colours
for (fun for) law & order.
Who — will howl for her please?
Who — leave a plate of milk at the border?

O she in wolf’s clothing —
no Mother nor Father —
that wildness is:

brazen wound dancer.

O we are no waltzing sheep who
does she think she is?

Little death waltz, little death waltz —
prescient of death

and self-fulfilling like foundations

that we dig
to be filled up

with grave-water.

Who will snatch her child up in her mouth -

who bear her miles from here.

She — animal — will never speak / can never
tell of horrors done to it,
only sing at moonlight
where traps she knows are best laid
[who will cry for her at the border?]
and strangely dance.

17



54

Two Lessons
for Denise Riley

1

Learn to love yourself, she said, and fuck them.

Footstep in the hallway, shadows echoing. Take hold

my palm and drag me there. Even the one that thinks so far —
I won’t make it alone, I said. Retracing my steps,

the lost breadcrumbs. What country made you? Love
goes like that, she said, if you let it, tho sometimes

too recalls difference. Some god can tell the rest,

she said, there’s no more why or less. Just have to press on
through intent, each reported sentiment. The air, I said,
might start getting lean. Just have to fall into it, toward
land, like the sea lets it. Formed by your own hands.

And that way is it, I said, heart-felt or flooded?

2

The backdrop was a secret

secret blue. There had been no
physical rain for ages illuminating
the pleasantness of the year

s flowers. There they still were
however waving. Even if far away
and in shadow. Even if you couldn’t tell
them; the reason for which was
quite moving. And could always
have been read a different way. Any
way, your reading me about it now
doesn’t make it any less amazing.
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Victory Blossoms

on an anniversary

O you, most beloved of fifty-two different seasons, i lllll ya. Meh moi mich, toy, ya,
youch — Us?
Between — is there not nothing wrong!
Yes! There is not nothing!
I mean: to belong (not the other way around)
Where are you home — again, or from? Your tie doesn’t match the shoes — or is it belt —
& I am wooed, woo, du, your tie — it shows where [ am dreamt
But is it you!
Dreams speak to me, tell me not to be absurd,
Tell me not to want a husband — you, ya, tu.
Some people will always marry, let them tarry, under churchlight, till the moth dusts get
them while we
Wonder on our knees & beg;
Hi! We are both so keen & new (/blue)
In slow snow light.
Red night, yellow night, what do people say?
Winning poem: 1. There are no answers
2. Love is ‘quite’ strange
3. Victory laurels are
for those who pay
& play & always say. But then they are to blame! But I love you —
in writing — all the same.
And green is the colour of our love. And blue in summer.”
In the blossom seas or golden winter.
Y-O-U after one winter. Now two.
Y-O-U, do in the snow fall of a
Year — this victory —
I count it on my eyes & hair,
it mouths us everywhere.

The dear earth everywhere blossoms in spring and grows green anew! Everywhere and forever
blue is the horizon! ever ... ever ...” — Gustav Mahler, ‘Abschied’, Das Lied von der Erde
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Out of Joint
for Aaron Kent & Agi Lehdczky

Lifelines in our hands
to grasp details of which
I am travelling past
snapshots of myself
travelling past

a simple graph
whatever sings

the difference. Planned
landslides are better
than... Listen,

I could tell

you about

nothing:

how to bite off

one’s thumb in spitf::'<
bitten, repeated, blood
cutting around

the finite

vortex.

When we made up

this family

(out of scraps,

adjacent stories)

but when we have this
permanent rainbow —
smash the windows, let the rain off
this precious train

the one over all Europe.
Its new goal:

a stupid arrival.

Blood thumbs.

‘And the continuance of their parents’ rage’
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