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On the Origin

                                                                          Identify yourself.

                                                             Show me your phosphate

                                                           bonds,  that  backbone

                                                        twist belonging to each

                                                      generation.  Roll your

                                                     tongue if you can,

                                                     the phenotyoe

                                                      is waiting

                                                       DNA

                                                   DNA DNA

                                                  Replicating.

                                                 All  it  takes  is

                                                                 a break,  

                                            a translation    mistake.
                                         Linked alleles decide, split

                                        blond  hairs  through  blue

                                         eyes.  Genes, inheritance.

                                               What’s the chance

                                                     of fitting in

                                                             the

                                                       wrong skin;

                                                  dark eyes as likely

                                                as an accidental curl

                                             of hair. See that man

                                           back there. It could

                                        have been me.     
By Nichola May

Runner up 

Threading the sunshine
Carnelian rounds harness the sunshine, absorb and radiate. I want

to put them in my mouth.

Refracted light dances from quartz facets. The colours sing – 

fuschia, cobalt, carmine. Moonstone guards a blue shimmer,

mysterious. Shy moonlets on black velvet.

Haematite is heavy, cold, lustrous;

Polished ovals of black agate:

licorice sweets. Pearl nuggets reveal modest rainbows.

Fruits of the earth and work of human hands.

Wire, silver findings, found. I lay out my pattern. Rearrange. And again.

Blunt-nose pliers crimp the silver toggle clasp in place and

the stones, the stones call, beckon.

They tell their own rosary as they click into their pattern.

I thread and weave, thread and weave.

The stones form a necklace of sunlight. 

By Gill Connell

Runner up
Linkage

Linkage is a word I’ve seen and heard

but seldom use

an abstract noun 

too big, perhaps,
for small talk

but linkage is a subtle word

which moves around

and makes connections

looping and linking

a lighter kind of chain

linkage is a useful word

it holds the family, the tribe, the group

together now and then

each of us a loop

which links another

but linkage is a neutral word

and lends itself to darker themes

ruling elites   conspiracies 

viruses  authorities

and super cyber-thieves

linkage is a liberal word

it allows a sense of freedom

link in  opt out

join in   drop out

linkage is a lighter kind of chain.

By Susan Denny

Commended

A Cormorant Between Us

Behind my eyes

against a paper sky you come

eight thousand years:

browned and whittle boned

from wandering, 

hands searching the silver
line of Severn Estuary.

Tidal mud a slick suck

round feet broad

and leathered as the land

running down to the river.

Picking weed and peeling shrimp,

your ghost self in a wave

as you graze the water’s edge.

Over the sea a dark bird

watches sun glint on white puddles

as water fills the indents of your feet.

Black mud spreads like history

peeling back river

showing your tracks

where I walk now, young in time.

Above, in clouds’ grey hearts,

a cormorant like an ancient spear

slips through a rift in the paper sky;

drifts there while I compare

your footprint to mine.

By Heather Freckleton

Commended

Rue Vivienne

for Judith

This length of string is exactly the width

of the Rue Vivienne, brown work-a-day stuff,

twine really, singed and still smelling of tar.

It would stretch precisely, kerbstone to kerbstone

between the Bibliotheque Nationale and the Galerie Colbert

where I found it, tossed aside by road workers

putting the finishing touches to the new crossing.

They had measured out with simple chalk and string,

then freshly buttered each broad yellow stripe

step by sticky step across the narrow street.

I rescued this discarded coil from the gutter

where the old white lines lay scorched and treacled,

street rind, torched and peeled from the hot tar.

Now I trust it to you, this worthless thing,

this priceless piece of string,

not yours or mine but ours,

a keepsake shared like a heartful of memories.

By Noel Connor

Commended from the Youth Section

‘Strained chains’ (Linkage)

Come hold my trembling hand

And we’ll face this world together.

Come hold and squeeze it tight

And we’ll be unbreakable forever.

Man roams this Earth menacingly

Carving a path of destruction

Don’t let them take this world tonight

With their wars and their corruption

Come hold my trembling hand

And we’ll face this world today

Come hold and squeeze it tight

For tomorrow our minds may sway.

What did we expect with our greed,

Our pollution, our irresponsibility?

Our fuels are finally fizzling out

Weak are the chains of sustainability.

We can now see the fragility

Of the Earth we know,

Our unity is breaking down,

Our connections growing slow.

But we can change this, let’s do it now.

Come hold our hands, don’t wait.

Make these chains mighty strong,

Adrift we can relocate.

By Alice Touhy 17

