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Winning poems 

Thursday’s Child 

by Grace Copeland 

 

They say you’re like a hunger noise; 
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You are not a proud sound, 

Not the godly thrum of Mariners beating their soles against dry land 

Nor the Promise of a flood. 

 

You are the almighty drench of Life, 

Dancing itself twistedly into the fabric of the air, 

The crunch of a spine broken a thousand times from reaching to feel the reason.  

 

You terrify and crush me, for you are not like anything. 

 

You are a discharge of electricity, 

30,000 degrees of death, 

And ions tearing themselves apart.  

 

No myths or giants or even gods could ever contend with that. 

 

 

Some Shadows in St James’s Park 

By Joshua Clayton 
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a single pair nested in 1998, and in 1999,  

for the first time, no birds bred. 

MICHAEL MCCARTHY 

 

for D. S. 18.05.18. 

 

I’d waited for you by the biggest tree 

I could’ve seen from the lip of the park, 

but before I sat and pushed my back 
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No distance, no hesitation, no frown. 

 

I saw you appear all those weeks ago, 

Bringing light in a time of dark. 

You brought happiness and colour to my bedroom, 

The four walls from which I could not part.  

 

Now you return with your rose-tinted confetti, 

Full of spirit, life, and love. 

Stuck inside I long for your vivacity, 

Enamoured by your blushing elegance and splendour. 

  

Cherry blossom lining the street below as I wander freely about your petals. 

Falling then, 

Falling now, 

Falling forever. 

 

Telemachus At Afales 

by Will Andrews 

  

 

    The sun rises brazen out of the 

    deep close sea slowly rolling into 

    the white stone harbour cleaved at 

    Afales beneath our home still sleeping 

waves                     crash 

 

 

waves 

    so I step beyond the oak threshold 

    and down to the sloping beach where  

    I sit amidst the seaweed on the sand 
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crash 

 

 

waves 
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A January Afternoon 

by Christie Patel 

 

Golden light like gossamer threads 

Entangle and knot as they pour through the window –  

Watch how the flecks dance on the wall and spread, 

Bathing my hands in the sunflower glow. 

Would that I could dissolve into the chiffon haze, 

For I am in the mood to melt and disappear: 

As if spiralling steam consumed by the heat 

Escapes and disperses into the warm air. 

Tell me, where you are does it shine like this too? 

Does it drip syrupy through your room and stick to the walls, 

Or do grey fingers of mist stifle the yellow hue? 

This is a light not crisp – but creamy, inspiring drowsiness 

Slowly squeezing time through an hourglass as you sit careless. 

I try to drown in the sunlight, but it is fleeting, gone by four 

Yet seemingly eternal; molten gold will sing through my window once more. 

 

Frog-song 

By Alastair Smith 
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