sfSchool

3

51: Bcdc

Ycar 7
Foctrg ComPct

1on

&

' 4




St. Bede’s Year 7 Poetry Anthology 2019

Foreword

Writing poems is hard, I'm not going to lie - it'’s hard, frustrating, unsettling, lonely, time-
consuming and spectacularly badly paid! But it is also exciting, enthralling, satisfying,
expansive and more often than not incredibly moving. For all of these reasons, I want to
applaud your children for being willing to put themselves through such a process in order
to produce the poems selected for this anthology.

‘Working consciously on a poem can be like when a name is on the tip of your tongue; the
more you search, the further you push it down your throat’. This is what Peter Sansom
says of his experience of being a poet, and from my own experience, I agree. There’s a
particular tic a poet has, fleetingly at first, that they then go onto develop into a talent
over a number of years of throwing balled up drafts into the wastepaper basket (and
usually missing); something about not looking at an idea for a poem directly, but being
aware of it flickering just on the edge of vision, allowing it time to gather and brew until
one is certain it is ready for words. With all five winning poems, I felt the poets had fully
considered the ideas they wanted to develop into poems. It was evident that they had
been open to the possibility of a collaboration with their own imaginations and had also
risked failure, as well as the not-knowing where their endeavours might take them. This
is an uncomfortable but necessary aspect of being a writer ‘Because to write is to take
risks, and it is only by taking risks that we know we are alive’, says Margaret Atwood.

In 1st place, Jamella Valdez’s ‘How to Eat a Book’ is a deliciously witty poem that made me
gasp at its opening injunction to ‘crack the spine’. The poem is both playful and assured,
as well as being incredibly inventive with form. In 2rd place, Bethanie Ayres’ beautiful,
visual and atmospheric ‘The People of My Village’ is evidence of our deep attachment to
place. In 37 place, Abigail Bruins’ ‘Snow Girl’ is both confident and accomplished with a
sure use of language that I would associate with somebody much, much older. 4% place
goes to Harry Grove's for his poem ‘My Brother’ which is a moving testament to the many
facets of the filial relationship. In 5% place, Marcos Rodriguez-Montano’s ‘My Solitary
Days’ is an evocative and mournful poem that made me cry.

Even today, archaic misunderstandings about what a poet is and what poetry is for
persist. It would be such a shame if our children grew up believing (as I did for many
years) that a poet could only be an old white man with a posh voice and an expensive
education who uses perplexing words and wants everything to rhyme. This couldn’t be

further from the truth.




Poets don’t look like this anymore:

Alfred Lord ennyon

In 2019, poets look like this:

Danez Smith Kaveh Akbar ~ Emily Berry

Luke Wright K Tempest

The function of poetry, now more than ever before, is to say the difficult thing, to express
the difficult feeling, to reflect the culture and society we live in warts and all by exploring
what it is to be a complex human being right here and right now in 2019. In these times
of over-exposure to screens, toxins and politics, I urge you to expose your children to
poetry. Watch these poets on YouTube, buy their books, read their poems alone and then
aloud to one another, follow them on Twitter and Instagram, find out when and where
they are reading, go to festivals to see them perform, let their work inhabit your families,
and most of all encourage your children to express themselves freely and boldly using the
best possible words in the best possible order.

Congratulations to everybody who participated in this year’s competition, I am, once
again, assured that the future of poetry (and indeed the planet) is in very safe hands.

Kaddy Benyon, April 2019
Cambridge
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How lo Read Scmeonc°s

Mind . (P“"’" 1
o Sumia H‘m
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A mask to cover wp Tl
The wnknown pouls e

The  Scous o}, the clouwws

The Mind s the same

One’s thoughts cannot be erased
They trowvel through the bradn
Bad thoughts equad to poun

To read someone’s muind.
Req/u,u‘r;o Powers and.  strengths
To seasrch bencoth the s O ee
nvislble  on the roce

There  cowdd, be wolls
There couwdd be Lrogps

For thoughts crounl deep
Andl they remadn  steep
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Undess | get up, ! wih not Kpow
Now spring s a sieeping beor

Slouuly) Slowl% dfb}t&\\g Unto o dream
Without a cove...

By

Sumin Han and Rebekah fohr




#he sky is a chameleon Hour upon hour he lies )
Lounging all day Hiding in the everlasting skies % 7AHe
For blue to black to grey  Invisible to the human eyes X

; And when the dark cloud sours
He hides his head and snores
& The dark cloud lying over him

His friend the sun, he has to follow ,
o When the sun goes, he feels quite holiow §
kHe turns black tgsawake the night away. §
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Wanted: The Snow

He arrives in the night

when the street is still -

He dances on the rooftops

and somersaults round my schoc— &
His freezing cold fingers

spread across my garden

Settling on the swings

and whispering though the bushh e s
Children love his Icey hair

slipping, sliding

with little care. e
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The Holiday Tree in Poland — Mirella Smutek

When I’'m hopeful and cheerful

| race along with my friend

To our good time place.

Then | bounce off my feet and grasp

To the tree.

These jokes and pranks and laughs are never to beat.

When I'm down and | frown.

I melancholy walk down the street with my gloomy feet.
Up on the tree, pick the best beam

Through all the leaves my eyes peek

Up to the sky watching birds fly

And then | smile

When I'm in a rage and temper
I run to my tree and climb to the top
Lean by the trunk and stare at the leaves.

| close my eyes and listen to the wind.

It's a hat summer day

Taking all my worries away

- While | jump around the branches

| look for my friends.

| rattle the leaves and swing off the tree.
Above the scene below

There’s me

Finally feeling free.
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St. Bede’s Poetry Competition - 2019

Amelie Austin

Em_:,:?w Girl

This is a great example of a concrete poem that
makes good use of its two longer lines just at the

point where the shape of the poem expands, only
to reduce again into a fine ending.

Bethanie Agnes

7LMP

The People of My Village

A beautifully visual and atmospheric poem that
has a great sense of rhythm at work alongside
the village routine of the days it is describing. I
also loved the illustrations!

2nd Place

Sophie Bickerstaff

7LMP

Midnight

A short, sharp poem that uses both concision and
precision of language to great effect. I like the
varied line lengths and the single-word lines that
open and close the poem.

Madeleine Munnelly

7AB

The Night

This is a gorgeous poem that personifies night to
great effect. There is lots of wonderful imagery
to enjoy in this poem, in particular night rolling
the moon in his fingers.

Louisa Howe

7RW

A Week of Autumn Weather

This is a lovely poem that uses the frame of a
week as its structure. The poet also uses rhyme
well - it never feels too heavy. [ loved the way
this poem was presented and illustrated.

Lilian Brown

7LMP

Rush Hour

Hal This poem really made me laugh after
getting stuck in traffic for half an hour on Mill
Road today. There’s a lot of playful energy in this
poem.

7

Ingrid Villis

7AHO

A Week of Spring Weather

A lovely poem about the beginning of spring
with some standout lines: ‘the sky of china blue’
& ‘winds blew like willow the wisp’, The rhyme
slips slightly at the end, but it doesn’t matter.




St. Bede’s Poetry Competition - 2019

Anneliese Rosenstiel

7GP

Winter, Spring, Summer, Autumn

This is a poem that made me think of Edward
Thomas’ poem ‘Spring’ as well as the Hans
Christian Andersen fairy tale The Snow Queen. 1
wonder if it would be stronger if shorter?

Sumin Han & Rebekah
John

7LMP

How to Read Someone’s Mind

What a great collaborative poem. ] know how
hard it is to write as part of a pair, so well done
to Sumin and Rebekah. You could cut everything
after ‘steep’ and still have a cracking poem.

Hannah White & Kalina
Mikolajczuk

7AR

The Sky is a Chameleon...

I found the presentation of this poem charming. I
like the way the sky and the chameleon make 3
metaphor. I particularly liked the line about the
chameleon snoring!

John Munnelly

7GP

Wanted: The Snow

A vivid and atmospheric poem with great use of
imagery, especially in the line: 'he somersaults
around my school’. I also loved the description of
snow ‘whispering through the bushes’. "

12

Sumin Han

7LMP

A Week of Spring Weather

This is an adventurous poem which manages to
avoid cliché at every turn. There are many
startling and bold word choices. I particularly
liked how the weather made the poet feel rude!




St. Bede’s Poetry Competition - 2019

13

Lucy Humphreys

7AHO

How to Read a Friend

Iloved this poem as it captures exactly how |
feel about books and reading. There is a fluidity
to it that works alongside good word choices to
create a friendly atmosphere for the reader.

14

Lucy Humphreys

7AHO

Bunnies

Another charming poem with some wonderful
descriptions: ‘a mini pink nose’, ‘a great big ball
of candy floss’, ‘eyes are shiny, big, black stones
that shimmer in the sunlight’. Just gorgeous.

15

Sofia Slocombe

AR

Wind

Wow!  was quite literally (and excuse the pun)
blown away by this poem. It sticks to its own
scheme throughout and sustains a brilliantly
unsettling atmosphere until the end.

16

James Hill

7KFL

Fog

A stunning poem that personifies Fog and
creates a dense and sinister atmosphere
through layers of language. This poem is proof
that poets are allowed to make up words!

17

Abigail Bruins

7RW

Snow Girl

This is an incredibly accomplished poem that
makes me think of a book called The Snow
Child by Eowyn Ivey. The way the poet uses the
word ‘chill’ in the first line is perfectly judged.

3rd Place

18

Jamella Valdez

7KFL

How to Eat a Book

Oh my! What a delicious and witty poem. Such a
good example of content and form coming
together to create something exceptional. I can
feel the pleasure the poet had in writing it!

1st Place

19

Marcos Rodriguez-Montofio

7LMP

My Solitary Days

Wonderful, wonderful poetry - this poem made
me cry. It is evocative, atmospheric, mournful
and vulnerable all at once - several of the
ingredients essential for the very best poetry.

5th Place




St. Bede's Poetry Competition - 2019

20

Jacopo Cannizzo

7GP

A Poem About Poems

Ha! This poem did make me laugh and it is a
valiant attempt to address many perceived
difficulties in poetry. There is definitely room
for more playful poetry (e.g. Jack Underwood).

21

Charlotte Southgate

7GP

Norfolk

This is a gorgeous poem that resonated with me
strongly as I too have spent many holidays in
Norfolk. Although Ilike it as a poem, I think it
could be expanded into a wonderful short story.

22

Aidan Lee

7GP

The Great Unknown

This is a beautifully illustrated poem that
personifies fog in several different ways. I found
this a very interesting poem and it was
rewarding to re-read also.

23

Harry Grove

7AB

My Brother

Ilove this poem. It is simple but incredibly
authentic and affecting. The metaphor is
sustained for as long as it is needed. Thomas is
very lucky to have this poet as his brother.

4t Place

24

Edward lent

7LMP

My Special Place

This is a lovely poem which feels both gentle
and melancholy as it addresses the importance
of connection to a certain place, and then the
loss of that place.

20

Mirella Smutek

7KFL

The Holiday Tree in Poland

I really enjoyed this poem which has such a
strong sense of place. I like the way the poet
describes several different moods that make
the tree an appealing place to retreat to.




