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TRIGGER 

WARNINGS

This poetry collection deals with the following themes: abuse, death, heartbreak, societal collapse and ableism. If any of these are triggering to you, please put the collection down, read something else, and pick this back up when you can. 

Take care of yourself. 

Eri 

​Introduction


I

f you were to suggest that there are many tenants of identity in many different forms, I would agree with you. However, I want to stress that there is a caveat here that it depends on the aspect of identity you are investigating. In my view, the fact is that different parts of identity deserve to be investigated differently. I would not want to investigate the aspect of myself which labels my occupation as a writer or a teacher in the similar way that I would investigate my disability, or my gender identity. One is an occupation, another is an aspect of myself. 

What I mean by that – not to give the game away completely – is that you can take my teaching job away, and I would still be disabled and Queer, but you cannot take the Queerness and Disability away and expect me to remain whole, because those are more fundamental aspects on which I identify with and present to the world. This is a collection of poetry that tries its best to investigate my individual relation to society, my own identity as a disabled non-binary person functioning in twenty-first-century society, and how my experiences have transformed me. That is one of the reasons I decided to name it A Survival of A Gruesome Societal Identity. Without giving he game away, I want to point to the double use of “A” in the title, and draw your attention to the verb “survival”. 

I don’t claim to have all the answers, in fact I think this inherently unhealthy to pretend you know everything. This collection, like the novel The Burning Throne before it, is a collection of highly concentrated musings about negotiation of identity. With that, let’s get onto the more academic grounding. 

Disability poetics – which is the lens I’m using to understand and contextualise my work here - is a fascinating field of study and one that I’ve only started looking into for this specific introduction. Although I say that disability is something of a constant in today’s society — all you’ve got to do is look at my favorite quote from Stuart Murray’s introduction of the Cambridge Companion to Disability literature, in which he suggests that disability in literary production is as common as breathing — and the difference is that the “meta-narratives” which govern us, try their best to oppress us and force us into little boxes. These narratives are rife, he suggests, and as a human being with lived experience and academic expertise in this area, I would agree on both fronts. 

However, I think it is important to consider the rise of specific spaces for maganised voices. I say this as the founder of The Writer Den, which is a social action project which aims to provide education and a platform for marginalized writers. Outside of myself, however, other spaces exist by other creators. All it takes is a quick look into literary journals such as Wordgathering and HNDL Magazine​[*] which aim to shine a light onto the disabled experience and publish disability and more widely, minority-centered narratives. This, it has allowed me to write this introduction to my own work – knowing that my voice (as a person who is a part of these groups) is welcome.  

Of course, as there is precedence for this type of idea, then it makes sense that writers – whether classically trained in poetics, novel writing, other types of writing or not – want to tell their stories. As for the meat of this introduction, I will be exploring the brief origins of poetry and disability poetics more specifically, then concluding with where my work fits into all of this. 

Critics suggest that poetry has one widely accepted origin: oral storytelling. John Carey uses a definition of poetry which I really enjoy: ‘poetry relates to language as music relates to noise. It is language made special, so that it will be remembered and valued.’ (n.p, 2020). He goes on to suggest that the oldest work – The Epics of Gilgamesh – was uncovered by a working-class man named George Smith by studying clay tablets in the British Museum.  The reason why I bring it up, is that considering the oldest written languages in poetry was done without regard to audience, preserved in clay tablets, in cuneiform. 

I say this because poetry – in the new age – is about performance but in a difference sense.  I’m sort of giving a duality there, because storytelling has always been about the oral form. Poetry is just a rhythmic version of that. Homer’s The Odessey is a great example of this – which uses familiar rhythm to allow the audience and speaker to remember the story and creates ‘anchor’ points for the narrator and audience. The same can be done in poetry, but the essence here, and why I bring it up, is the performance aspect. 

Writers, even now, especially with the advent of social media, are making literature – the reading and consuming of it – a performance of sorts, and when poetry is considered, this is very exciting.  

One look on social media, such as Tiktok, is a great example of such a phenomena. I attended a poetry night with some local people in Derby to perform some poems, and the energy of performance, of the spark it brings, is exciting. 

In the same way plays are written to be performed, poetry is written to be performed. Like songwriters, who consider how songs feel live, poetry is about the performance. The power individuals get by the act of having a room full of silence and being listened to. When I did it at university, I really enjoyed it. 

Considering this in the disabled lens, then, because a significant amount of the experience of disability and the narratives around it rely upon the idea of shame, doubt, and negativity, poetics allows for both a recognition of this fact and the ability to rebel against it. It is healthy to consider the way the world is going, how it is treating minorities and the like, but it is also important to rally change positively. Additionally, going back to the poetry as performance, it allows us to demonstrate a side which others may not see. A side which may be potentially more “raw” and “unfiltered” comparatively to the dieas of professionalism in other areas of our luves. To be creative in this space, it seems, is to have the space to resist, rebel, and reconstruct. 

With all this said and done, however, if we consider poetry is a performative art with its origin in symbols, then where does the negotiation with identity come in? Here I am specifically interested in what about what I write about: disability poetry, and also a little bit of identity poetry? 

Jennifer Bartlett and Sheila Black argue that the idea of a “crip aesthetic”​[†] which seeks to re-create and resist the ideas of ‘normality’ regarding the body and the mind; the historical tug of war which has always been raging. The pair argue further: 

A crip aesthetic centers what has been in the margins while charging those marginal spaces through repurposing, redirection, and frankness in including and forging new art out of the pieces or traces or symbols, linguistic and otherwise, of the historical oppression of disabled people. 

The crip aesthetic prides itself on recycling and re-purposing the objects and furniture of organized ableism, taking a lively, inventive approach to overturning aesthetic conventions, such as “classical beauty.” (n.p: n.d)

From this suggestion, then, it makes sense that these are a form of reclaiming a part of themselves lost (or dependent on how you look at it, and I would argue gained) which has been gotten by time or even more circumstance. 

The same thing has happened in recent years with individuals claiming the word ‘Queer’ back from the jaws of oppression as a form of resistance against anti-LGBTQ people. Like disability in the modern age, what you get is artistic responses to the state that this government (at time of writing Conservative) has put us minorities into. Disabled people are considering to be “benefit scroungers”, “people that cannot be fucked to work”, and other horrible, lies because the government has spun narratives that disabled people are not somehow worth the graft. As such, they do the bare minimum, and depending on who you ask, even less than. Queer people, too, are seen as “confused”, “needing male privilege”, “wanting to be sexualized” and again, artistic movements (like reclainiming the word ‘Queer’ does) are similar to understanding this suggestion of the “crip aesthetic”. 

Intersectionality would be an interesting consideration, but specifically, these, what I am going to the term ‘differing aesthetics’ open themselves up to a variety of different forms – unpredictability with the rhythm when writing about ADHD, for example. These pre-existing poetic tools, rooted in the ‘crip aesthetic,’ create structures (poems) that make something previously invisible and shied away from prominent, and visible, and the people talking about it and creating it make a lot of noise. 

Alexis Shotwell suggests that this idea of being the antithesis of what is normal, practicing some form of ‘antinormativity’. She argues that this idea is placed within the confines of oppression taking the form of forceful compliance with what it is normal and resisting that is the best way forward. She goes onto suggest that resisting this compliance both: ‘individualizes our resistance, obscuring the agency and power involved in setting norm’ (p992). She goes on to suggest that in order to make these claims of resisting normativity, we need the concept as something to strike out against. She also makes the point that normativity is constructed locally and how social construction and gender, and therefore as far as it concerns this collection, a facet of my individual identity, is a construction. How my writing – and this collection’s poetry – reacts with that is something that I won’t try to untangle; that’s up to any scholars who pick up this book

Furthermore, scholar Tom Shakespeare argues that disability in a combination of social and physical factors interacting together to further disable disabled people (Disability Right and Wrongs, 2007). What he means here in practice, is that while the world is a place which disables people, the structures we have put in place – reliance on time for example, reliance of routine for another – and the interaction with societal structures and disability further disables people as society has been structured to keep disabled individuals at a lower rung, due to a perceived inability of compete (when in actual fact navigating adversity increases “grit” and natural problem solving ability) with others who are deemed, societally as “competitive” and “normal”. 

In this case, poetry, and furthermore, this collection can be read as the reaction to society doing its best to keep disabled people down. It's that act of resistance and a showcase of the interaction between the facets of my identity which make this collection worth writing. I hope you enjoy the labour of love which this collection has been, over the years, and the many experiences shared which have shaped it. 
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