Poetry Virgins

FIRST PRIZE 

I Live in Harrogate

I live in Harrogate

It’s a cushti place to chill

I’ve got plenty of mates there

So I won’t be on my bill.

I see lasses

They’re so hot

But I forgot

They’re posh

And I’m not.

When night appears

It always drags

The bull are around

And they make me sad.

They always search me

And give me a warning

In a couple of hours

It will be morning.

I wake up

Sound as a pound.

My family are here

Helping me around

They’re loving and caring

And always supporting

Because I always end up in court g.

I walk into town

And catch the train

My brain on the charge

But I don’t feel large

I go to the student bar

And get a pint

Cost me 50p

And it’s a delight.

Then it happens

I get into trouble

End up in prison

With the double vision.

by Chris Lazenby
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SECOND PRIZE

Footloose on the Humber

Woken by the rhythmic slapping of a halyard come loose in the night,

I roll out of my berth; feel the crisp somewhat salt encrusted planks beneath my bare feet,

Climb the steep, well worn teak companionway steps and sense the chill wet breath of the Humber.

A billion distant stars caress the stillness and light my sleepy celestial way.

The non-skid walnut shell deck pricks gently at my bare soles as I work my way forward,

Step on the cabin top, and arrest the only disturbance in the world,

save for the barely audible dream sound of the Wind

Hissing around the masthead and following the tide flow north between the sandbanks as the flood slowly

buries that musty rotten low tide smell only a sailor could learn to love.

Where I live is wherever I want; so long as there is four feet of protected water at high tide.

I have screeching gulls for my alarm clock and diving cormorants for entertainment.

An ever changing panorama of neighbours and scenery are mine to choose, as easy as lifting the hook and making sail.

Property ladders, commuting, grinding out forty hours have always been demons to avoid, and the only extra shift I want is on the helm.

Coastal drifter, boat bum, yachtsman, take your pick, but Yorkshire through and through.

by James Peterson
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THIRD PRIZE

Bitter Sugar

Now we are on the Copacabana beach

we wear white robes

it passes well in the pleasant heat.

Just now, throwing roses on the sea, the white clothes pass well

I feel the sea waves on the feet mine, as they were clouds;

some of them are dark, other strong, for the most: soft and quiet,

but all are alike human soul.

My name is Rita, I am a black woman,

one hundred and fifteen years old

I am not more than five feet height;

I am shrinking me in a foetal form.

I would say to my grandchildren:

bury me direct in the ground,

in the foetus position and without a coffin,

because I suffer from claustrophobia.

I was born as a slave in this land.

When I was two years old, the liberty came for all,

but nothing changed for us;

we were a long-time generation of slaves.

Rosa, my grandma told me many stories at the night,

she repeated it many times

until the stories were really true,

also, as other people do.

So we could conserve our culture,

symbolism and remembrance, our treasure.

I can neither read nor write,

but I will tell you this recipe

as my grandma did for me.

It is not permitted to forget any detail

because you will tell it to your grandchild.

“Feijoada” is an example of the Brazilian

traditional home made food.

African culture has influenced so much of the Brazilians:

from fifteenth to eighteenth centuries there was

an illegal trade of African black slaves.

They came over the Atlantic to Brazil as workforce.

“Feijoada” was in the beginning a disdain full food.

Master’s unwanted pork-bits or the leftovers,

were the main ingredients in the recipe.

Slaves mixed up black beans

· as Master neither wanted them for their colour and

their dark-origin in the American Continent –

with pork tail, pork ears and snout in a big casserole.

It must be flavoured with a lot of love,

some woe (afflictions), one litre tears, pepper, salt,

some kilos of overwork, onion, a parsley bunch,

lot of aspiration, garlic and plenty of glad.

Meanwhile as the mixture cooks, one must sing

and dance moving actively the feet.

Rhythm comes from their remembrance

and at the same time beats heart and drum …

so the “samba” was born!

The “Feijoada” it is served with white cooked rice,

green cabbage, orange, a large portion of exotism,

dignity, sensuousness, symbolism, some piquant …

and much, much freedom …

“Caipirinha” is the drink which best suits

this well loved dish.

“Caipirinha” is obtained by mixing cane sugar liquor

with dreams, lemon, hope of change and some sugar

… if you wish.

“Caipirinha” shakes in the stomach

while you are dancing the samba.

As a dessert:
Today “Feijoada” is very popular in Brazil.

It is eaten as a commemorative dish,

on Saturdays in the company of relatives and friends

“Caipirinha” is shaken continuously with the rhythm

of the “samba”, “bossa nova” and any other modern

music

by Maria Nascimento
