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UNWRITTEN WOMAN


‘This collection comes at you like a lantern from the shadows. With a creak of the floorboards and wash of delight, Hannah Lavery has brought something gothic and gorgeous to life in these pages’


WILLIAM LETFORD


‘Gloriously unrelenting in its ferocity for life, and righteously rallying in its deftness of consequence. This book is galvanic, gallus, gritty and gallant aw at once. Never without its theatre, never without its thrum, through the tenderness it thrashes. As brilliantly bifurcated as Edina itself: from hauntingly elegiac to sharply tender; from deftly sparing to triumphantly trenchant – this collection thrills, throbs and soars in muckle measures’


MICHAEL PEDERSEN


‘Part a love letter to her lost father; part homage to the silent women in Stevenson’s Jekyll and Hyde, Hannah Lavery’s Unwritten Woman is a great broth of a book. A nod to Ntozake Shange with the haar coming in from the sea, Lavery takes us on a new uncharted journey. Tender and fierce. Hers is a voice to reckon with!’


JACKIE KAY


‘Unwritten Woman is a shock of poetry, a propellant collection, that forces us to explore what skin means, what body becomes, what the place of woman is both historically and in a contemporary context. It is one woman alone in a dark room with a torch. Delicate and furious, Unwritten Woman is an instant feminist classic, and a collection that should be on every young woman’s bookshelf, and beyond. It announces Lavery as a thinker of width, nuance, and challenge, asking the questions that might help us answer to ourselves. Outstanding’


JOELLE TAYLOR


‘Unwritten Woman is an exquisite collection that highlights Hannah Lavery’s masterful skills with narrative and form. Lavery’s skilful hand as a playwright adds thrilling dimension to these poems, and she crafts scenes that are imbued with a stunning poetics’


ALYCIA PIRMOHAMED


‘I loved reading this collection. Hannah’s poems give me the best sort of shivers; this was incredible. The best poetry books for me allow the most wonderfully wrought and writhing insight into other worlds, minds and memories; this did that in so many extraordinarily written ways. This book is a wonder; like sitting in a roomful of flickering midnight candles gazing into the most vivid of flames; utterly illuminating. Extraordinary! Thank goodness for Hannah Lavery’


HOLLIE MCNISH


‘Hannah Lavery is a resurrection woman, poet of genius, citizen of an unseen city, chronicler of hard times and enduring love, a conduit for rarely heard voices. Unwritten Woman is an extraordinary collection, absences revealed through erasure and attention to what is truly there. These poems are worthy of their source material. Read them’


LOUISE WELSH


‘These essential poems perfectly capture the “dreadful shipwreck” of not being easily categorised as one thing or another in a world that already resists writing you into its histories. Hannah’s words reveal the enormous strength required to heal that fracture’


MARJORIE LOTFI


‘Lavery’s poems lift the woman from the margins. Often dark, sometimes hilarious, occasionally brutal, Unwritten Woman is a vital look at our culture through the lens of the other’


JIM MONAGHAN
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For Adrian and our children,
and in memory of my father.
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Sràid nam Marbh


i’m always (was always) will always be


the girl who threw herself


down like a challenge


to the world / this mornin


i haled her to her feet / as i walked


this street of the dead / left her standin


by st columba / to join my sisters


dancin at the shore.




edinburgh (is a story)


My father another walking ghost finding this city as it was and can never be again.


Memory is a shifting thing, like this city it cannot be relied upon.


Like Hutton discovered in the rock we are layers upon layers; lives built upon lives. If you reach out you can feel our dead. We don’t let them lie here in their shallow graves. We dig them up. Offer them eternity in drunken tales.


They live on in the haar. They will run you down. Come at you as sharp as the rain comes. As unrelenting.


My father said he dreamt of these streets in his sleep but like his dreams these streets flit. If you spend too long away you will find they have changed just enough to remind you that time has passed. Hutton in Salisbury Crags. Time showing itself.


A deep abyss. It can be a dangerous place if you want to hold on to your certainty.


I can’t be sure but looking back at ourselves there is nothing here that offers that sort of comfort.


It is a hard place for faith. The imagination threatens you like the weather here.


We hold no truck with neat endings. It is a never-ending still-tobe-done place; cradled by seven hills (made in fire, made in water) and we struggle still with the spark and the urge to dampen it.


We mock surety in the flyting. We will make you cry and then we will carry you up to see the world as it is . . .


Our good doctors turning devil in the middle passage; our daft wee gadges, satirical poets rich wi contradiction; our dinnie get above yoursel, wind ye neck ins; our communities of wash yer step tenement dwellers; our appointed: worthy folk, midwives of the imperial dream. Our better nature caught wi his flies doun (passing around the plate . . .)
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