
Love / All That / & OK

Emily Critchley was born in Athens, Greece, and grew up in Dorset. She studied at 
the Universities of Oxford, Bristol and Cambridge. From Cambridge she gained a PhD 
in contemporary, American women’s experimental writing and philosophy, and was 
the recipient of the John Kinsella & Tracy Ryan Poetry Prize in 2004. She now lectures 
in English & Creative Writing at the University of Greenwich.





Love / All That /
& OK
Emily Critchley

Penned in the Margins
london



published by penned in the margins

53 Arcadia Court, 45 Old Castle Street, London E1 7NY
www.pennedinthemargins.co.uk

All rights reserved
© Emily Critchley 2011

The right of Emily Critchley to be identified as the author of this work has been 
asserted by her in accordance with Section 77 of the Copyright, Designs and Patent 

Act 1988.

This book is in copyright. Subject to statutory exception and to provisions of relevant 
collective licensing agreements, no reproduction of any part may take place without 

the written permission of Penned in the Margins.

First published 2011

Printed in the United Kingdom by MPG Biddles Ltd.

ISBN
978-0-9565467-7-7

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, 
be lent, re-sold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher’s prior 
consent in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and 
without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent 

purchaser.



acknowledgements

Some of these poems have previously appeared in the following 
chapbooks:

The Dirt Glitch Land Alter Affair (Cambridge: Arehouse, 2004);
How To Make Millions (Cambridge: Arehouse, 2004);
When I Say I Believe Women... (London: badpress, 2006);
Of All The Surprises (Switzerland: Dusie press, 2007)
Who handles one over the backlash (Norfolk: Oystercatcher press, 
2008);
Hopeful For Love Are Th’Impoverish’d Of Faith (Southampton: Torque 
press, 2010);

and in: Quid, How2, Plantarchy 2, Intercapillary Space, Skald, dusie, 
‘in blossom atop reeds it flares’, The Paper, Pilot series, Default, Archive 
of the Now, Openned Anthology, Cambridge Literary Review, Infinite 
Difference: Other Poetries by UK Women Poets, Black Box Manifold, 
Onedit, argotistonline & Damn the Caesars.





contents

Poems for Luke

 I have been thinking    19
 Supper is done     21
 Honeymoon After Tikrit   23

The Sonnets

 A Final Sonnet (for Luke)   25
 ‘Dear Luke, It’s 5.15 p.m.’   26
 ‘We’ve been indulgent... ‘   27
 ‘The experiment was me trying...’  28
 ‘I took it for a “door”...’    29
 ‘In summer...’     30
 ‘You jerk you didn’t...’    31
 ‘Luke, I can no longer...’    32
 ‘God bless you Luke...’    33
 ‘Not home to myself this evening...’  34
 ‘O stayer~putter...’    35
 ‘You’re such a flake...’    36
 Avec fond memories    37
 Ain’t gonna work on our farm no more  38

Poems for Other People

 For Susana Gardner    39
 For Seaton (after Ashbery)   40



 For Josh (after ‘oooo the air is full of thought’) 43

from Hopeful for Love are th’Improverish’d of Faith

 ‘Content-Specific’    45
 My notes / Notes about me   47
 Perhaps Other Reasons    48
 To his Uncool Mistress (after Marvell)  49
 The Triumph of Misogyny   51

from Some Curious Thing

 Past Filmic Tense    52
 ‘the throwback to the tunnel...’   54
 ‘otherwise one could ask...’   55
 ‘if e.g. in the past...’    56
 ‘While the past 30 years...’   57
 ‘here the arches may narrow...’   58
 ‘less a port from the storm...’   59
 Past Mythic Tense    60
 (The Avaunt Garde)    61
 ‘otherwise one might have to ask...’  62

from Who handles one over the backlash

 Waiting      63
 When Expectation Relinquishes Underneath
  Itself     65



Of All The Surprises: A Love Poem for Seaton  68

from When I Say I Believe Women    75

 Dear America     83
 The sense of falling    84

from I just want you to know that we can still be friends

 In translation     86
 In this world     88

from How To Make Millions

 cuts that I do & mouth a lot   90  
 Happy [not enervated]    92

from The Dirt Glitch Land Alter Affair

 Not misrepresenting but even producing &
  being produced by its very nature 93
 (Re.vision)     95





Why should I not utter it, why should I not make you 
contemptible, before I go?
I’m going now. 

— Ingeborg Bachmann, ‘Undine Goes’

The joke of our time is the suicide of intention.

— Theodor W. Adorno, Minima Moralia: Reflections on a Damaged Life

STRUM / strum

— Ed Dorn, Gunslinger





Love / All That / & OK





for SG, AG & EC





You hide the emblem of your heart, no, shuck it off; 
& yours is freely loosened, no more freely got.

Love is not gardened (i) ~ it is wild & gone to seed! 
   Why would you close that fountain, seal it up?
        Only, wander, uncertain of your worth,
        Prized from the praise that nourishes a sap,
   & shoot your sidelessness into the natural earth
Where it might prove a splint for something tenderer to lean.

(i)  ‘Love is gardened, closed now to worth,’ Michael Kindellan, ‘Oh No’
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poems for luke (2010)
__________________________________________

I have been thinking

So is it only that, actually ~
Hey, this does make sense & I’m glad 
to know the harbouring curling 
kindnesses of worry don’t make it over
too much. Because I am shouting
at you, silent, &
want you of course, but also have been thinking ~

Still, there’s so much still not to be said
separately & from our different positions,
like a failure to meet here
or at any point

With me, but grateful.
I am only just for using ~ or causing that hurt ~
necessary because true ~ from this place but
always getting updates ~

I don’t want to be 
genuinely sorry 
but am so ~ it is me involved 
in yr life ~
no, it is her. 
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There’s not much left, of trust or ~
because c.f. everything.

This does weigh heavy some times too,
sticks to things in thick air ~
& myriad chances, like returning back toward
the same Orpheic point,

but of course
I have been thinking!

About yr last email, causing 
so much. About other things too, really,
I feel. & liquid becomes me ~
or matching what’s said with pouring
to go down, come down,
one of us, any which way.

Yes I see per se, but vis a vis others,
yr treatment ~ so we mustn’t be sorry. 
There’s other things always
to prove & care about,
cutting little holes in faces ~
deeds out of words.

O you mustn’t be unhappy. You needn’t. I’m for you
tho our theories differ so wildly
& despite absence~of~love.

& still of course I have been thinking.


