Winners of the Ted Hughes Young Poets Award 2009

First Prize – 6-10 years old 

If the World Was Different by Eva Bruce   
If the world was made of glass, I’d throw a rock at it.

If the world was made of glass,

the people would be made of bendy plastic,

the animals would be made of bricks,

the plants would be made of eyelashes,

the houses would be made of waterproof clothes,

the sun would be a hot air balloon,

the moon would be a salad shaped sphere,

the babies would be made of metal

and I would be made of rubber and I would feel great.
Runner Up – 6-10 years old
Winter Where I live by Emily Mouland

It is winter where I live and somewhere so familiar has transformed

into a whole new world.

Frozen cobwebs hang down like curtains of heaven

sparkling with intensity.

The lake is frozen over and newly fallen snow has settled

upon it as if it’s finally found its place in the world.

Glistening eyes of the tree tops shine like stars that have
fallen from the sky and landed softly in the care of the 

white bed of the forest.

The hammering cold air pushed against your chest.

The sun comes out and makes the frost glimmer like a 

fairy story in the heart of a young child.

The sun is beautiful to look at but melts you and then stiffens you.

Robin’s song chimes in your ears heightening your senses.

I would have stayed forever if I could but I knew that was 

impossible.

I came to look the very next day and saw the stars from 

the treetops had risen back to their place in the sky.

The robins still sang as they did yesterday but it was not

as sweet and true as before.

The lake had lost its lustre and had become a dull

murky shadow.

I visited more often than before hoping the wonder of the 

white world would some day return, but it never did.

Runner Up – 6-10 years old

Lightning Trance  by Rhiannon Paton

Crouching at the big window,

Ignoring Mummy’s calling,

The sky’s black as a witch’s heart,

I’m waiting for lightning.

Looking up, half-nervous,

Half-guilty, and tingling,

Impatient for the sparkling bolt,

I’m waiting for lightning.

Wow! Now! The zigzag shining

Flashing glee above my world,

Leading thunder in my direction:

Fascinating lightning.

First Prize – 11-14 years old

The Sorrow Storm by Anna Llewellyn

I stand by the cold, double-glazed window,
My left leg perched on the hard, wooden window seat.

A splatter of rain hits the glass. Pat, pat.

The raindrops fall slowly, one by one,

From the heavy, gloomy clouds above,

Indicating a storm.

As the branches of the old oak scrape across the window, 

A memory comes flying into my mind:

The scratching and smashing of car parts,

Which my dad always messed around with 

After an argument.

A loud clap of bubbling thunder shatters the memory, 

But another one takes its place:

The raised, shouting voices in court,

Each voice saying something about my parents’ divorce.

Lightning sears through the sky,

And the rain, harder now, comes shooting down

And lands. Splash, splash.

Then I think of Ollie,

Drowned in a pool.

A lovely day to start with,

The sun beating down

And, for once, everyone happy.

Ollie jumped into the water,

Went under,

And never came up again.

The rain is softening now,

The clouds pushing out the last drops of water.

Pitter, patter.

I see my grandmother, lying on a stiff hospital bed,

In a starched, white room.

Her pale lips open,

Her last breath of air,

Her papery lids slowly closing.

The storm has stopped.

The sorrow storm has stopped.

With that, I sink to the floor,

And begin to cry.

Runner Up – 11-14 years old
Disturbance by Jemima Childs

I have been to the start of the world

where floods fall from the sky

and storm into rapids.

Crashing, booming explosions

echo-o-o

around a roaring torrent of frothing white water.

I feel the power of the raging wildness,

it tastes cold and bitter

like the beginning of the earth,

smelling fresh and airy

like a new start.

Everything active and impatient;

vast and wide.

Great mists rise,

and spill,

to form vivid shapes in the ether-

each bent line a different colour;

orange, indigo and turquoise.

Behind, grey clouds

watch the disturbance.

I have been to the start of the world

-and it is beautiful.

Runner Up – 11-14 years old

A Wet Conversation  by Ella Holden

On the subject of rain:

The Toddler said: Why are tears falling from the sky?

The Newsreader said: Umbrella sales have reached a record high.

The Housekeeper said: We’ve got a leak- GET A MOP!

The Farmer said: The weather will surely damage my crop.

The Parents said: Put on your willies and watch for the mud.

The Weatherman said: All this rain will result in a flood.

The Postman said: I hate my job!

The Little Girl said: It’s reaching the doorknob.

The Bus Driver said: I can’t see a thing.

The Pessimist said: It’ll never stop raining.

The Teacher said: The weather is a great inspiration.

The Headlines said: RAIN IS SWEEPING THE NATION!

The Artist said: My paint’s gonna smudge.
The Builder said: The cement’s turned to sludge.

The Shepherd said: It’s swamped our moors.

The Met. Office said: REMAIN INDOORS.

The Nanny said: Wear your rain hat.

The Rain just said: pit-pat, pit-pat.

Runner Up – 11-14 years old

The Gods of the Sea by Josh Penrice

The wee, little boy, he was only a child,

Stood up by the sea, in the weather so wild.

Now this little boy, stamped his foot in distress,

“I shall not walk on this earth while the sea is a mess.”

So he went to his father and asked for some help,

Though his father at first offered only a yelp!

“Are you mad? Have you lost it? There’s nothing to do.

For the gods of the sea they shall rip you in two!”

But the boy was a winner, and winners don’t quit,

So he left and he vowed not to give up one bit.

So the boy went away to the gods of the sea,

Climbed the staircase to heaven quite perilously.

When the boy had arrived, he bowed down on his knees

And somehow impressed the gods of the seas.

They heard out his plight, and they strongly agreed,

“The water should now be calmed down, yes indeed!”

So this wee, little boy, still only a child,

Stood by the sea in good weather, not wild.

And this wee, little boy was something unique

To have rendered the sea no longer bleak.
First Prize – 15-18 years old

Rain by Violet Macdonald

Rain-

I’d rather you didn’t

Make the ink run down the page,

As you reach in through my open window,

Cackling evilly as you take

My thirty five page essay

On global economics;

Freshly printed on crisp white sheets.

And I’d rather you didn’t

Soak my hair and shoes

With water; the kind of rain that

Never goes but stays in unified

Obsession with the folds of my clothes.

And I know it must be hard

To wake each day and find you have no heart

Or arms or eyes;

But I’d rather you give me a slight warning,

Before waning and pouring

And letting rip your saltless tears-

For I have nothing to do

With your bitter,

Limbless,

Existence.

Runner Up – 15-18 years old
Fell by Joseph Allan

As I was.

Sitting in mists of anaesthetised bliss-

Yearly, our taste of world’s welter and tell-

Cold cyclamen’s clad in grey’s greyest kiss,

Brockle Beck, Castlerigg; Bleaberry Fell-

Sifting for fragments of their coup de foudre,

Winander’s bright raiment or Sylvia’s Heights,

Old Mr. Edwards in Ward Number Four,

Knows exactly the weight of these God-given sights.

But such are as stone, to my bloody alone,

Mounds unto men do kill to compose this-

Mocks the pale carnage of eye-lid and cheek-bone;

Dandruff, gaut and deep vein thrombosis.
My eyes flicker back, to the reader inside,

Seen through the glass all his rhythms seem still-

A whisper, a dance; the milk and the bride,

Jack shall have Jill, and naught shall be ill.

[Except that damn NHS, A deep-patterned row, Branding dark lines, Into his brow.]

He pours over his intestinal words, impassioned; Le Petit Prince, Flaubert, drunk and delirious, wearing

a shirt so implausibly out-fashioned; As to back unwittingly into genius.

Schoolboy PT shorts cover knotted blue veins, 

Over pale, willowed legs they trickle and run,

Despite an old Achilles snap, and grains and stains:

“The Finest Man In All of Yocklington.”

“Never forget, my dearest boy, when you build your own family and it starts to grow,

And they want to know just how much you love them, make sure you tell them.

Or how else will they know?”

And then from my seat, midst sheep’s bleats and heat,

And flowers in milk bottles all around my feet,

I look to the sky, and see soaring on high,

A pale young boy with his wings all awry

And he’s falling

Down

Down and down again, arms flapping wildly, wildly in vain, and he stops

A stain.

There lies Icarus, foot still trembling,

Catching the light from the damp milk bottles

With the flowers inside.

There he lies; Icarus. Tarred and feathered.

World is perhaps more abrupt than we might make.
Runner Up – 15-18 years old

Sundown  by Phoebe Power

A theatre sky, well-lit

with watercolours;

lambswool softlight clouds.

Flotillas of birds sketched

lightly on the sky, on glossy lake.

Space.

I want to dive

through these sheets of glass,

ink footprints in miles of beach,

swim in swirls of air

like pushing up

through water, underwater.

Ink spills. Flying foxes

flap purposefully. Vampire bats

perverse in this rose-bulb sky

lit darkling red, maybe. Mount Doom.

This poison lake could suck,

a kidney-shaped mercury drop.

Runner Up – 15-18 years old

Wildness and Calm by Rebekah Vince
The roaring spring races to the

pattering puddle below while

the childishly cheerful streams

bubble with excitement. The great

river meanders through like a

scribbled line through a still painting.

The wind marries the rain as they

conjure up a mutual tempest.

Clouds cry out in agony; they

long for mother to stifle their

frightened sobs, while babies in bed

curve into comfort, shuffling in

in their sleep with a thunderstorm

for a lullaby. Father snores.

The pack pulses on my bent back.

Crippled with cold, the resentful

rain insults me. The bog beneath

my feet is loose as change in

my pocket, full of useless things.

The gusty wind tries to master

me and for a moment I’m pinned

down to the ground by its whirling

pitchfork, terrified, too young to 

die. Saved by a trig point, up there

on the hill, do you see it?

The only reassuring thing

(apart from that) is the bobbing

bag in front – my companion’s- which 

is as comforting as Christmas.

I squeeze my eyes as tight as a 

fist to force some kind of sob, but

tears don’t come till I’m home and those

remote memories take shape. Tears

 of rain and relief fall down my

face as I succumb to slumber.

