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POETRY COMPERT ITIONR

Thank you to all whe aentered,

The English Department will be delighted to see
and discuss your writing with you personally.

'Workshop' sessions and poetry readings are
planned for the coming months. Try to support
these lunchetime events,

Entries can be retrieved from E.4,

In the following selection of poems, prizes of

£4, £ and £1 will awvarded. All other vublished
poeta will receive 50p.

EXTRA

'Critical Quarterly' are holding a poetry
competition, exelusively for sixth-form
students. Prizes are £30, £20 and £10,

The closing date for entries is 31at Decegber
1978,

See Mr. Bell if you are interested,




FIRST PRIZE C. Woolfrey T.4.

The room was appres'ive
Genteel china colinked
Syonoopating the éui« tick

of mantsl elock.

ds sscaped:

Down the sunken road.

tard of honour
ware bare winiter elms

whoge twigs were swiiches

gainst dark grey cloud

lowering over a fisld of red ploughed soil,
We tzsted the salt as we came to the beach.
The dog barked st the icy waters
wenf in pursuit of a fiat pebble

ried to gkim on the swell.
cae ran off
he shingle glithered from under her feet.
The wind snarlied her bhair with sea-spray
and snatched my voice
an I calied the dog

nd we laboured up the path
to the ftop of the cliff.

© iay an our bellies and looked over the edge
where the white sea was swirling
into a nglﬁow gouged from the rock base,
Compelling us to jump.
Rain fell like spears
So we set off homewards

for supper
And the viciousness

of which only families are capsble




DRT A IOV

SR

ght poet's cheeks
stringy neck
bobbing as if
pecking out lyrie
from grey vords,

Pasgive savage audience
analyse the rhyme

of personal experience
discuss the enjambement
nake you sweat

under spot lighis,

Dissect vour memories
in silent consensus
regurgitate you whole.
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goad {ry,

but wing
in slings
won't carry vou to the front
Thatts blunt
you
crust.

The third elass
The third and final ¢lass

Belongs to those whose motion is limited to the
flaring

2 of a nostril induced
pinned to the floow,
dead to the core

by a snore,

the stragglers.

They are the pecple waith squatty little legs,

Stubby,

fat little smug-faced

WOrms .
U, 8ir, are a strageler,

Yo

A peasant,
Despite the length of your legs.

fou were meant te be behind,

Behind in birth, life, death,

ehind in thought, speach,
movement,
emotion, pain

You ave a strageler,

Born & peasan »

Behind in growth,

Born a slug,




Take me
shouted
The sun to the moon.

Hake me
shonted
The gon to the man,

Gave me
s“ou%ed

The seagull to the awallow.

WEAETE me

alaty

Love me
shouted
The sunset o the virgin.




ROSE

Brushing away the dust
from the mstchbox,
Then pushing it open
Just took

a few seconds.

Inside

a beautiful
mper rose

lay,

its petals g
vivid red,
rreserved long.

I put the lifeless rose
wetween my forefinger
ind thumb,

hen I squeezed.,

o

ot 0

'ha shatiered rose
ell to the floor
amongst the shadows,
I tried to find it
but could not,

By )




Tim Pericdn T.41.

Candy Flogs

i -~\“{,’i

of urdv-.f' 9}?,

of d?cams and hepes,

Of mickly sweet illusions.

A vorld of shallow relationships

Concealed feelings.

bitter flaveur of loneliness and

20rTew

by a thin coating of honey
arely hidden,

unt 1c*ﬁd

the black-space within ne,

t only my God can fill

A Ged T reject and hunt

fet the condy-floss isnt't satisfying,
Isn't lasting
=
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Price's Revisited

(A long way after Wordsworth and others}

Pive vears ave st, five summers

With the length of five long winters,

And again T stand beside ihe apoy

Where lies, memorisl to Willism Price,

4 simpiec stone praising his bounty,

¥hat would he think if he could gee

The stream of stulenis rassing constanily,

2o ueiformly denim-clad,

shepely, shapeless giris shoghornad in
Josng,

nr Far more straining canvas

e carried by o elipper flest,

recelied the day,

that many years ags,

ne agsietants, chic, sudace,

® usad Lo our monamtie wWaAys,

Had wentured in wearing s {rouser suit,

that consternation in the staff romm}

What apoplexy in the offics!

But Tom had werned in wain

About the monatrous reginent,

For here they wers, unmmbered,

Some drieping ethnie tat:

Others, nore charitably inelined,

Gwad fheir sppearance mere to Cxfsa,

But who wasz thias 2oming =y way,

With hair s%reamimg'wmldly in the breesze?

¥as that a nacklace ha was wearing,

¥eeping above a gaudy oriental soardy

He passed, hie chrigtisa name on ewery lip,

iwaving me perpiexed. There followed

4 small band of youths, obvicusly hotfoot

From lambeth, sporiing sach 2 pectorsl cross

Of messive sizZe, Iohind them, mors wwillingly,

Cams three, bavirg a fina) iingering puff

Before they reachsd the gatas,

¥ith memories of yourg peanltleaen,

e
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Uniformly sobar-suited snd wearing the

school tle,
vhom T hed known five years befors,
T called to one of then.

He game, nis earring glssaming in the sun.
T asked for explamatieén of the change.
*Oh well, you see, it'scos were mixzed

These days,' wes his reply.

He stubbed his tag and, turning,
continued on his way,

Leaving me much mixed in thought
ind far from copprehienszion.

C.H,

&
%
¥

Rachel Hedliey

Vogas tendrils of zmoke
Zame, drifting tovwdpds me
on the siiff air
Manacing fingers

Tried to capbture my being
S

pieces.
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Kitty and Alisoun

Lecend of a Goodwif

4 maid ther was of Portsnouth Towne
& =

Her nape it was Teresa Broung.
When +thet she was 18 years of age
Shﬁ was ensnered in pariige;

3
& bouncer was he, ful big and strong
Aad he nyl nat do her no wron
They met at & place from here na% far
Yher 'arsce® showeth at a cinema
Thlﬁ man, I cesse, was seldon herde -~
Like marked currency spent he ech wordes
ind whan that evere to speke he chese
He med ful many a wight ‘11 at ese
He had faire legges two, so they +9119t% me
Somathing of a churl, socthly for to seye:
smonges othere thyngs he hadde the name
of his loved one tattooed on his arme,
And eke o lusty smyle he hadde
Which mad nﬁﬂv a maid right gladde.
His body lacked fairnesse, with muscles large
Mpmwsmimﬁwmﬁras~wﬂasatmmy.
Quod Teresa, in ful womanly voys:
ui4¢ nedeth me to throw awa me toys -
ut T shall nat me fair body defile

3 Al

Rifor I have walked docon me aisle,

In parfit chastitee I shall mat falter

741 me housbounde pace with me from th'aliar®.
Thus she Sp&k, and mad his herte ful soore
Although she had hir true love swocre.

mut bifor six months hadde run thelir course
mh 1

£

is lusty con had gained his force.
A likerous man he proved to bea
nut Teresa loved him in ech degree.
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Of ghostly | Te;,

Stretel ut wiry wisps

Znvel ard eating all in its path.
It ut vords,

But i on thew

As it es even the loudest eries,.

It se . the very hearts
Of me t and rack &13xe

then
callous cloud.
1Shes one
edge of a precipice
of sparkline pure

e
W
i
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Sarsh Crawley T.15
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Shirt-collar upturned, impressions of security

Constructed carefully into his image

Transmitting btlotted signals to the empiy.faced

girl;

Her bright-eyed, bright-stoned companions

Glitter siyly in their complacence

She hag 2 vacant Tinger; they are one.

Hands clasped, they walk the nocling precinet -

In the Tashionable shops lie pieces of themselves

and

Towar blocks stand €81l in the night*s black womb.

Mutual instinct for the night's desperate zames

Sends sweaty signals from palm to palm; while

¥Mutval confusion for an explanation

YWhirlis in seperate breins. Drink

crasbhing through blank minds

Crushes objections and smudges tomorrow

Incongruity exists in frantic efforis

to exchange fulile details, resignation and

Ivevitability silence the staccato ping-pong.

The tousled morning lends no help; she deparis

To the whirling, buzzing cogs thait bloek her
conscience

And he fite another fire Tor yesterdays pleasure,




Gail

Some Hovs

nwn&cteﬂ 5 dress,
some boys,
lat dress for themselves,

I'm 8 girl,

hoys desire things of me
“ﬂmm mgt have what they want,

%“otb r or not I wish to give, or take.

1 tel boys,

That don't want to krow,

Some s O sneer, L
Some curse me, dome drink, some

:
smoke dope.

Some boys will never learn
+
t

Why
Ttm hard way,




1. "The room was oppressive ?.}y C. Yoolfrey
FIRST PRIZE.
2. "Performances® by €. YWoolfrey,

B P izige ™ by Kate Barke:
SECOND PRIZE

.

5. "Make me. by Tim lLes
THIRD PRIZE,
6. fRoge" vy Tim Lee

Y poma adred 1 T
10, #Yague tendrils Hedley
& Ik he of Slky® Roard
12
1w

1ok by Hile Hughes
14. by













