
   [image: Cover: Before Violence by Joe Carrick-Varty]


   
      
         1 2 3

         
            
               
[image: ]4
               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         
5
            Contents

         

         
            
               
	Title Page

                  	Dedication

                  	In the Late Forevers 

                  	Drive This Tired 

                  	Snow 

                  	90s, Baby 

                  	Will This Train Take Us Home? 

                  	Legend Has it 

                  	Factual Pain Music Viewed from the Round Window of a Submarine 

                  	But Ryan Gosling Will Die One Day and the Trees Are More than Certain 

                  	What Does a Month of Sundays Mean? 

                  	Almost Back Where We Left Now 

                  	After Years I Start Dreaming 

                  	Old Poem 

                  	I Pick Myself Up with My Precious, Blood-Stained Objects 

                  	By which the Sea Means 

                  	The Mockingbird Fires 

                  	Beautiful People Sleeping Soundly Empty Mansions 

                  	You Will Have Your Body Soon 

                  	Only the Air Knew What We Had Done 

                  	A Future is a Collection of Bodies 

                  	Would it Not be My Prerogative to Bury Him Here? 

                  	Good News 

                  	And Then the Sky Pulls Up in a Silver VW Polo 

                  	In From the 90s His Body is Trudging 

                  	For Those Waiting and for Us Who Waited 

                  	People Die When You’re Not Looking 

                  	In Memory of My People 

                  	
Trees6


                  	Nothing and Nowhere is Only Itself 

                  	Home Alone Trying Not to Eat 

                  	A Brief Final Outing 

                  	Sibling Dream 

                  	My Father Follows the Years Down to the Lake 

                  	There We Go 

                  	Before Violence 

                  	Late from the Water 

                  	Notes 

                  	Acknowledgements 

                  	About the Author 

                  	Copyright 

               



         

      

   


   
      
         7

         8

         9

         
            for us

         

         10

      

   


   
      
         
11
            In the Late Forevers

         

         12

      

   


   
      
         
13
            Drive This Tired

         

         
            
               
                  and when          the person

                  we were trying          to love

                  carried their          body

                  past all the          violent

                  picnics          of our lives

                  and when          from the

                  trees we          heard from

                  somewhere          deep inside

                  the bastard          hymn

                  of that slip          knot dream

                  the future          it knew

                  we were          suckers

                  brushing          crumbs from

                  a chequered          blanket

                  applying sun-          screen

                  to the          nth degree

                  our parents          they

                  teach us          how to die
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                  as if in the past          it’s about to snow

                  when snow doesn’t exist          imagine being

                  the night who first          watched snow

                  or the lake who first believed          it was

                  the night’s doing          there would be

                  history here          rolling over in its sleep

                  imagine being the wind          in that snowless

                  dream or the trees          gathered like bodies

                  at the edge of the water          i won’t ask

                  what any of this means          the snow

                  falls first through the sky          into a dream

                  of history          will you hear me this time

                  when i call your name          through the snow

                  before it makes a white roof          of the world
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            for Caitlin

         

         
            
               
                  before violence          we were tiny

                  in the afternoon          of our longing

                  our parents kissing          near a fruit machine

                  we slept through Sun-          days on pub sofas giant

                  as the fields above cliffs          sister tell me

                  how old is the oldest child          in your body

                  how young is the last star          of its sleep

                  we were once so small          we fitted in the palm

                  of a sofa our father          was gentle

                  when he lifted our bodies          into the future
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            Will This Train Take Us Home?

         

         
            
               
                  parent kills themselves          during awful picnic

                  after long series of cumulatively          awful picnics

                  would not          be a bad way of describing

                  the yellow summer of my childhood          ask me

                  later and i’ll give you a straight          answer

                  it’s just          the tea is getting cold and there’s

                  weather in my hands          weather in my face

                  such a pity there’s weather at all          for a

                  second i’d like you          to imagine a weather-

                  less evening no history          attached to the

                  patio no future          fizzing in the apple blossom

                  when the nice therapist          from across

                  the Zoom call defines my          family

                  in such terms it’s the word          exactly

                  which scares me          tell me what more

                  could your family have          done

                  what else did your family know          exactly
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            Legend Has it

         

         
            
               
                  shortly after i was born          my father

                  took me to visit          his father’s grave

                  he carried my body          to the top of a hill

                  where his father          was buried

                  this story has become          a family legend

                  there was a time before          violence existed

                  in my family          this was not necessarily

                  during that time          at the top of the hill i cried

                  depending on who you ask          i was asleep

                  at the top of the hill          it was a Tuesday

                  or it was a Wednesday          my father was

                  between jobs          he wore a red puffer jacket

                  i slept for the duration          of the train journey

                  i cried          for much of the morning

                  my father held me high above          his father’s grave

                  no witness          to corroborate events

                  i cried only when          my father held me

                  when he          put me in the sky
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            Factual Pain Music Viewed from the Round Window of a Submarine

         

         
            
               
                  there is no limit          to the amount of time

                  you can wait          for someone to die

                  but when they do die          just know

                  it will be your waiting          that killed them

                  believe it or not          there is a room

                  in your body          for every person you’ve known

                  and when a person dies          their room opens

                  and when their room opens          it tastes acutely

                  like          being fourteen and wanting

                  what you can’t have          when my dad

                  turned sixty i took him          to the cinema

                  and between sips          of cider he’d smuggled in

                  he told me how          he never expected to live

                  this long          and then we just watched the film

                  and that statement got          real comfy

                  like the time          we got drunk together

                  after school and he told me how          last summer

                  he’d taken a shotgun          to a field and spent

                  a weekend deciding          whether or not he

                  wanted to be                   alive on earth anymore

                  and the following morning          i was just

                  a kid hungover in assembly          sometimes

                  my dad looks like          a kid and sometimes

                  my dad looks like an old man          drinking

                  super-strength cider alone in his          flat on a

                  Tuesday it’s true          sometimes i want to die

                  before violence          we were children
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            But Ryan Gosling Will Die One Day and the Trees Are More than Certain

            after Sasha Debevec-Mckenney

         

         
            
               
                  he will die driving covered in          tattoos

                  and his body and the          corrugated wind

                  last summer          Ryan and i played a game

                  with the trees          we decided

                  they were well aware          of our bullshit

                  the fact we shouldn’t          have been driving

                  Ryan changing gear and the          click click grrrrr

                  as the engine          held its breath

                  which Ryan          would come to tell me

                  was merely the sound of matter          changing place

                  like when a blue whale          yawns

                  and the lights go out in a          school hall

                  or like the time          i got a salary job

                  and my dad called me          middle class

                  and i believed          nothing would change
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            What Does a Month of Sundays Mean?

         

         
            
               
                  i have a very small lake          would you like

                  to help me move it          from one end

                  of the garden to the other          honestly

                  don’t worry about the fish          their sleep

                  is guilty and entirely          its own problem

                  oh and the blue whales          we get a few

                  of them pass through          i’ll take you down

                  tomorrow night          do you ever worry

                  about shame          blue whales are naked

                  even when they sleep          i tend to just

                  walk around a lot          did you know blue

                  whales sleep          upside down like sky-

                  scrapers          sunk hospitals tipped over

                  honestly most of the time          i just want

                  to imagine the word Sunday          picture it

                  in the water          or failing the word

                  the smell of rain on Sun-          day the hills

                  purpling above          the garden all of this

                  more or less relaxed and OK          and yes
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            Almost Back Where We Left Now

         

         
            
               
                  knowing there will          be weather

                  and to be gormless in          its coming

                  it’s summer and every-          one’s upset
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