SAVE AS  awards:
31 Jan 10

I. My reading – 5 mins

II. Prose competiton

1. 3 prose winners

2. One by one announced? Do they know? Or read and then announce?

III. Poetry competition

1. 10 shortlisted poems

“Aubade” – Marilyn Donovan

“Rest of My Life”

“Skin”

“Toward the Sea” --- Jo Field

“Child’s Picture of a Monster” – Alan Gleave

“Sea Turtle”

“Girl”   -- Nicky Gould

“Passing It Forward” – Gary Studley

“Man With an Arrow Through Him” – Tony Watts (read by Chris Hobday)

“Counting the Strokes” – Vicky Wilson

2. Top poems

a) In 4th place, or Honourable Mention: I was impressed by this poem’s deceptively simple surface – a gorgeous, perfectly formed sonnet – which ultimately has depth, subtlety and impact. “Girl” by Nicky Gould.

b) In 3rd place: this poem makes a place for itself. Fresh, but pastoral, in the long tradition of landscape poetry – with a contemporary twist. There’s an unusual lyrical sweep here, and a fine, quirky eye for detail: “Toward the Sea” by Jo Field.

c) In 2nd place: I was drawn to this poem immediately. It has wonderful energy, real movement, but matched by a firm grasp on technique. Even to look it, it swings across the page, gathers itself, and lands upon the present and the past all at once. Moving, about family, men, childhood, and one of those wonderful open moments in poetry at the end: a kind of silence of understanding.

d) Finally, the 1st place prize. I have to come clean and say that from the first time I read this poem, I knew it was the one to beat. It’s just stunning. Elegant, tender, knowing, frank, and immensely moving, it’s “Skin” by Jo Field. 

The calibre of poetry this year was fairly mind-blowing. There were lots of entries, many of them really very, very accomplished. And so very few of the sort I sometimes find when judging competitions: those with little idea what makes poetry, what poetry is…There were really next to none in that category.

The poems that made it to the shortlist and then finally to the top prizes were poems with evident technique, and evident energy, and often poems with an element of surprise or impressive structure – whether through the use of scale, through metaphor, through a freshness of language or observation. All the poems too, had an assuredness about them – and even if not perfect, or squeaky ready for publication, every poem in the shortlist has the confidence of ‘voice’. They made me sit up and listen, watch, experience, and feel. They tapped into something.

My commiserations to those who did not make it to the shortlist this year – but I thank you for submitting. The work as a whole gave me such a sense of hope and belief in writing, in poetry and what it is and can do in the world. The work brought home why we’re here.

I’ll just say one last thing: the poems on the shortlist, and all the prize-winning poems, all took RISKS. It’s a simple thing to say and think about, but not easy to do. It’s about writing right at the edge of what you think is going to work, and not letting yourself take refuge in what you know or think you know. It’s about taking the chance to write something that might completely and utterly flop, and to which you might devote loads of time and then give up on. The best of the short listed poems, and all of the prize-winning poems, especially the work of Jo Field, took these risks and then brought craft and technique to bear, making the pieces hard and permanent – without dulling their shine, their freshness and risk. This is the conundrum of poetry, which when solved,  gives the work flight. Thanking you for allowing me to be a reader of it. 

