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Terry Kelly by Tom Kelly 

Terry was born in Jarrow, attended Saint Mary’s Junior School and went onto 

Saint Bede’s Senior School, Jarrow (which no longer exists). 

After ‘A’ levels at South Tyneside College he obtained an English degree at 

Sunderland University and later an MA at Newcastle University. 

He became a junior reporter for the Johnston Press, trained at Harlow and had 

his first reporting job with the Blyth Post. After a number of years at Blyth he 

returned to South Tyneside and spent the rest of his career at the South 

Shields Gazette.   

He was above all an avid reader and particularly loved the work of Bob Dylan 

and the poet Philip Larkin and wrote many articles and reviews on both.  

He enjoyed regular correspondence with poets including, Hugo Williams, Barry 

MacSweeney, Tom Pickard and Brendan Cleary among many others. Hugo 

Williams said Terry knew his poems better than he did!  

Terry’s writing skills saw him become not only a respected Gazette reporter 

but a reviewer of poetry collections for major magazines including Poetry 

Review and London Magazine. He was also a regular contributor writing 

articles to About Larkin the Journal of the Philip Larkin Society and was a 

mainstay to the Bob Dylan fanzine, The Bridge. 

 

Michael Gray, Dylan Scholar said, 

‘Terry…was a shrewd devotee of, and writer on, the work of Bob Dylan.’ 

Finally, here is a poem by Terry inspired by the ‘Couple’ an offshore sculpture 

by Sean Henry which can be found at Newbiggin-by-the Sea. It is very short but 

captures the subject and has such resonance.   
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Out Far (After Robert Frost) 
The couple staring out to sea 

never glance at me. 

Perhaps there are better things to see 

by dreaming of where we want to be. 

 

Terry Kelly  
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On the Poetry Prize 
 
The Terry Kelly Poetry Prize (TKPP) celebrates the life of Terry Kelly. The prize 

encourages young people across the North East of England to develop a love of 

poetry.  

The annual awards are a cornerstone of The Takeover Festival. The Takeover is 

a unique youth arts festival. The festival is programmed by the Takeover Team, 

a group of young people bringing excellent arts activities and events for other 

young people to enjoy at The Customs House. This is the second year The 

Takeover has been kindly supported by The Scottish Power Foundation (SPF).  

2019 has been an incredible year for The TKPP, in fact it’s been award winning. 

The prize was recognised as a valuable opportunity for young people by the 

High Sheriff of Tyne and Wear from Paul Callaghan, CBE, 

Additionally, generous funding from the Gillian Dickinson Trust has allowed 

The Customs House to try new exciting things. Alexander Dickinson, a trustee 

of the Gillian Dickinson Trust, said, 

“For 15 years the Gillian Dickinson Trust has been supporting artistic excellence 

in the North East by focussing on a number of organisations which embody the 

highest standards. With this objective the Trust has agreed to support The 

Terry Kelly Poetry Prize in its aim to inspire children in the North East to develop 

a passion for poetry. The Trust considers that the exposure of children to high 

artistic standards at an early stage will encourage them to strive for high 

standards in all fields as they mature, and in their adult lives." 
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The trust’s generosity has helped more diverse young people take part. It 

wonderful to see some familiar names from 2018’s anthology featured again 

but great seeing so many new writers and particularly people who might 

imagine this prize isn’t for them entering. 

Young poets with additional needs worked with Matthew Kenneth Sokell aka 

Ken Masters. The young people from Bamburgh School, Lawnmowers Hip Hop 

School and Woodlawn School deserve a special mention for their 

contributions. 

The trust’s grant also enabled us to appoint Lauren Aspery as the TKPP 

coordinator providing an important developmental opportunity for an aspiring 

young writer. 

We were also able to commission Tom Kelly to produce a poetry teaching 

resource. This will support and encourage more entries for the Secondary 

Category for The TKPP 2020. 

On behalf of The Customs House we wish to thank: 

The Kelly Family; Arts Council England; South Tyneside Council; Scottish Power 

Foundation; The Gillian Dickinson Trust; The High Sheriff of Tyne and Wear; 

South Tyneside Council; The Shields Gazette and CVN Print. 

Thank you also to judges Tom Kelly, Alistair Robinson, Sheila Wakefield and 

Lauren Aspery. 

Finally, thanks go to the young poets and their friends and families for 

believing, as we do, that poems can do amazing things. 

 

Elizabeth Kane 

Learning Officer The Customs House 
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The TKPP Coordinator 

Post funded by the Gillian Dickinson Trust 

 
From the excitement of winning the prize back in 2017, to the shock of winning 

it again in 2018, I am absolutely honoured to have worked as the Poetry Prize 

Coordinator and Young Judge at the 2019 competition.  

It has been a pleasure receiving so many wonderful entries from young people 

all the way from primary school up to university. This competition is a 

testament to the young artistic talent in the North East and I am so proud to 

be a part of it. 

 

Lauren Aspery 

Terry Kelly Poetry Prize Coordinator 
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Don’t Put Plastic in the Sea 
 
Don’t put plastic in the sea,  

it’s just not meant to be. 

Fish, turtle, shark and seal,  

really think this food is real. 

They eat it up in their tummy, 

then start to feel a bit funny. 

They get stuck in nets all tangled, 

this they really can’t have handled. 

So please don’t put plastic in the sea, 

it’s just not meant to be. 

 
Sophie Barnard  
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The Future? 
 
I know the real future, it doesn’t sound true, 

but if you come with me I may be able to show you. 

There is Tom Kelly checking his books, 

and there’s Linda Kelly who’s the BESTEST of cooks. 

 

Three doors down is Dave and his collies*,  

two ladies in Morrison’s holding their trollies. 

One of the teachers is teaching a class, 

while me and my friends play on the soft but wet grass. 

 

This could be you! Acting super cool, 

or maybe……swimming in a nice relaxing pool. 

Here is the President changing the rules, 

hope this one doesn’t turn out to be a fool. 

 

Amanda’s here going out for a walk, 

as Daisy and Lucy have a big talk. 

Mum and dad smile as they shut the door 

as Emily sits near a hole in the floor. 

 

What is the future tell me that? 

It’s not now or yesterday, it’s just past! 

 
Sophia Beharall 
 
*type of dog 
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Bold 

My fingers are freezing, my thumbs are cold,  

I don't know why but I feel so bold.  

I like the ice, I like the snow,  

I wonder how far I can go. 

It feels like Christmas in the middle of spring, 

I wonder how to do my thing.  

I sing and dance around the park,  

I stayed out till it got dark.  

 
Finn Edmonds 
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Peanut 

  
Scuttle scuttle scratch, snuffle nibble run, 

oh little hamster, are you nearly done? 

  

While you have slept, I’ve worked hard all day, 

Maths and English, Art and play 

  

I’ve had my shower, story and tea, 

and now it’s time for me to sleep. 

  

Suddenly you’re ready to have some fun 

your wheel is spinning, oh, go on! 

  

Half an hour won’t hurt, I’ll let you out, 

but please be quiet or we’ll get found out! 

  

While Mum and Dad sit and watch TV, 

we’ll play together, just Peanut and me. 

 
Alice Jeane Maguire  
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My Town 
 
I love where I live ‘cause it’s next to the coast, 

It is the best although I don’t like to boast. 

Under the sun is the best place to be, 

Then it is time to cool down in the sea. 

 

Taking a picnic is the best idea, 

after it’s time to take a walk on the pier. 

The colours explode around my head, 

as the sun sets before I go to bed. 

 
Poppy May Pattinson 
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Caravan 
 
C is for cosy a warm place to sleep. 

A is for adventure exploring new places. 

R is for riding my bike round the site. 

A is for an amazing time with my family. 

V is for van my holiday home. 

A is for animals I spy through my window. 

N is for nap after a long day I climb into my bunk bed. 

I LOVE MY CARAVAN! 

 
Robyn Leia Pattinson 
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I Love School 
 
My teachers, clubs, 

Teddington the class bear. 

Dolls and books, craft, 

my friends.  Curly haired 

girl and I 

play outside. 

The Rabbit Game - hop! 

Mums and Dads - pretending - 

running, bell rings - stop! 

“Children line up”, playtime ending. 

Choosing to play on computers - 

purple Mash! 

Making models, 

French and PE - 

jumping on crash 

mats. Uniform, 

cosy and warm 

jumper.  Show and tell. 

Cooking, sport, dressing up, 

listening to shells. 

Certificates in assembly, 

lunchtime ballet, 

movie night, reading. 

What will I do today? 

 

Alexandra Prideaux 
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A collection of untitled winter poems by Year Two at 

Westoe Crown Primary. Written as part of the school’s 

Artsmark journey. 

 
In winter… 

I see a thick blanket of snow, 

I can hear nothing but the loud wind blow, 

I can smell the delicious aroma of a warm winter stew, 

I love summer so I can have a BBQ, 

I am sick of being cold, 

winter is very old. 

 
Lewis Dixon 
 

 
As I stomped through 

the thick white snow 

my feet were cold as 

ice. As the hail was 

slapping me in the face. 

The snow was so deep 

it went up to my knees. 

The wind was blowing 

wildly and it nearly blew 

me away. In the distance I 

could see a tall, snowy ice 

palace. Then a big block of 

ice fell from the distance that 

must be the door. It was 

quiet in the palace. 

 
Joshua Hall  
 

 

 



22 
 

 

 
In winter, 

sparking brightly, 

perfectly white, 

ground covering, 

a wonderful sight, 

snow. 

 
Lucy Hogget 
 

 
Winter, 

I hear the awful wind blow, 

I feel the crunchy snow, 

I am a bit bored and cold, 

the winter is getting old, 

I can’t wait to go in and  

get very warm chocolate, 

I will have some corn. 

 
Erin Jewitt 
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As I stomped through the  

thick snow I felt so cold. 

I felt like an ice cube. The 

wind was as loud as a pack 

of wolves. I could hear the 

whistling wind. Everywhere was 

covered in a white blanket. In  

the distance I could see a  

majestic palace. 

 
Lilly Murray 
 
 
 
As I stomped through the  

wet and cold snow I feel as 

cold as a cube of ice. I 

can hear the wind howling. 

The freezing cold snow is as 

wet as water. As I kept on 

going the harsh hail slapped 

me and my cheeks ended 

up as red as some rosy 

red roses. I felt so 

anxious as I sobbed. 

 
Nerida  
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I am… 

sparkly brightly and 

sharp like a knife. 

I hang from the roof, 

I am see-through 

and very cold. 

Icicle. 

 
Theo Parker 
 
 
 
 
 
I am… 

dripping from a bare tree, 

sharp like a sharpened pencil, 

glittering and frozen, 

a wonderful sight! 

Icicles. 

 
Rose Pearson  
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As I stomped through the thick 

white snow it was really 

deep and freezing. My toes were 

numb. The tall icy tree was 

as tall as a mountain. 

The wind blew inside like 

a storm and it was 

freezing. 

 
Logan Russel  
 

 
I am white and thick, 

perfectly covered, 

sparkling brightly, 

sparkling snow, 

snow. 

 

Jay Sanderson 
 
 
I am… 

a snowflake floating snow in 

the sky. I am perfectly 

white and I am shining bright 

like the moon 

shining bright. 

 

Grayce Wakefield  
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I am… 

high twinkling, 

sky swirling, 

smile lifting, 

gently falling, 

white sparkling, 

softly fluttering, 

snow drifting, 

ground sparkling, 

coat covering, 

cheek stinging, 

boots stamping, 

hand freezing, 

land quilting, 

soon melting, 

I am snow. 

 
Hannah Sibbald 
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Poets 11 to 16 (Secondary) 
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A Racial Fight 
 
Black is black 

white is white 

why is there always 

a racial fight? 

  

Black is beautiful, 

black is excellent, 

so why is it when people do bad things, 

they expect it us and say stay silent? 

  

Racism is a human mouth, 

it has a tongue of hate 

and a mind of discrimination and death. 

  

Black is black 

white is white 

so why is there always 

a racial fight? 

 

Why does it matter? 

Why does it care? 

Would there be difference if skin wasn’t there? 

 
Tibyan Al-Ahmar 
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Confidence Trick 
 
I’m feeling confident, I’m feeling strong 

or not, maybe I got that wrong? 

I want to be big and strong like King Kong 

but my mind goes back and forth like ping pong. 

One minute I can’t be bothered, the next I’m motivated, 

I’m crazy, I’m creative, I’m gloomy, I’m animated… 

Come on! I’m loud and I’m proud 

feel like a God on a cloud but I might fall down, 

but I’ll pick myself back up again. 

If I need some extra help then I need to phone a friend, 

if they’re going round the bend then I’ll do the same for them. 

We’re all each other’s super heroes but we’re real, not pretend 

(The end) 

 
7ZD - Bamburgh School 
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The Cameraman 

 
Another time, canvased there locked in frame by frame on polaroid grain stood 

the scene of a murder, butchered bodies in melancholy grey emblazoned... the 

inspectors feelings chastened with the solemn visage worn, to hide the pain 

and scorn.  

 

Behind him lay the crimson trail leading to Moira, dead and frail with her 

heirlooms stacked around the room, delicate china, smiling faces shining in 

porcelain grey, ornamental cups and saucers arranged in delicate rows, 

trinkets with their hidden history catching the onlookers’ eye. 

 

A table overturned with reckless abandon, a smashed china cabinet in the 

corner of the room, scraps of sinew strewn across the carpet, an aged 

chandelier with 3 of 5 bulbs broken, an elderly Catholic butchered and 

battered in the centre of the room. 

 

These components of the scene are remembered by the observer, painted 

there in black and white through the magic of dark rooms with skilful hands, 

skilful hands which set the scene made from shutter clicks, but they do not 

remember him.  

 

They do not remember how he stood there, the scent of stab wounds cloying 

the air, winding through the home click by click to make it stick to the film, 

stained with tears for the inspector to rifle through over pre-lunch beers. 

 

They do not remember how his hand trembled then as it often did, preparing 

to douse the room in light to make the scene permanent, not dissimilar to how 

it always played in his mind on a scattered morning which neither dusk nor 

dawn could dispel. 

 

  



31 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

For every time he closes his eyes, he trembles like he often does. 

 

One hanging from a bridge in a nameless town. 

 

One shot dead, caught in a drug bust. 

 

One stabbed in an alley, lying face down. 

 

A strangled child in Somali dust… 

 

and though he weeps for the nameless slaughtered who within his mind, have 

taken root  

but a new day dawning means a brand-new slaughter. 

Another day, another shoot. 

 
Isaac Brown 
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Thimbles on Fingers 
 
Thimbles on fingers, 

the people that use them are not singers, 

they shine in the light, 

but they aren’t used in the night. 

 

 

Thimbles on fingers, 

the most caring of things, 

at the end of the day they cling, 

to your skin, 

and all they want to do is grin. 

 

 

Thimbles on fingers, 

the most important thing, 

and string you need to bring, 

a thimble gets bought every day, 

even in May. 

 

 

So care for a thimble, 

any which way or in a kind way. 

 
Kate Farren 
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The Colours of a Rainbow 
 
Red for times of danger, passion, excitement and energy 

just like the storm coming North Westerly.  

 

Orange for creativity, adventures, youthfulness and being fresh 

just like the young people from Bangladesh.  

 

Yellow for optimistic, playful, happy and cheerful 

just like the young puppy, not yet fearful. 

 

Green for vitality, prestige, wealth and being natural 

just like the jumping Spanish mackerel.  

 

Blue for being communicative, trustworthy, calming and depressed 

very unlike the sour lemon zest.  

 

Purple for being mysterious, spiritual, majesty and royalty 

like the crystal ball people claim has loyalty.  

 

Finally, pink for being exciting, romantic, sentimental and feminine 

very unlike the doing of an ungrateful sin.  

 
Megan Forbes 
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Loud and Clear 

 
When you love something so much you never want to give it up, 

you do not care what others think, 

you know who you are not them, 

so why do we hide when we need to show ourselves, 

it's not as easy as others think, 

showing difference, 

being brave, 

dye your hair purple, blue or pink 

make a statement, something that represents you 

you not her or him, 

be yourself loud and clear! 

 
Isabel Golding 
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The Shildon Cantata 

Memory-foam cloud, 

slithers like snails 

to Cheapside Avenue. 

  

A plane heads north, its jet-trail 

dragging like stretched-out chewy. 

  

On the wall near B&M, 

a collage of corroded names: 

Stickman FC, colonised by sodden moss, 

its thick lips cracking with the cold 

  

Luna sniffs out a trace of fox; 

the trees stripped naked, 

the path a bog, 

a bird bleats out its winter song. 

  

Outside Costa, 

an obese blue-tit 

is scranning crisps. 

  

The factory shop drunk 

is talking to his ghosts. 
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December air fans leafless trees, 

sculpts our words, makes laughter freeze; 

  

the church street rainbow robbed of colour. 

  

These confined streets, they interbreed… 

friends are important. 

  

Maddie lives in Canada 

we talk between time-lines 

sharing stories, sharing love. 

  

There is too much grief, not enough love. 

  

Me head is battered; 

  

a mosh-pit of corrupted thoughts 

charging like rhinos around my skull: 

  

cola cubes & Brussels sprouts, 

Boris Johnson, MMA, 

  

seagulls and clowns, 

Guadeloupe, Herräng, 

  

Toby carveries, Menorcan sun, 

caravans at Crimdon Dene, 

  

joy & guilt, love & hate 

the curse of romance, 

the pains of war. 
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I have a photo of my great grandad Jack 

taken some time in the First World War … 

  

he’s still dead young, he looked like me. 

  

War is the fracture in a broken heart. 

War is a hole in our wounded chest. 

  

War is a mad man let loose from his cell. 

War is the deadweight of a lifeless child. 

  

War is victory, war is loss. 

War is a flood of painful tears. 

  

Hate is a bomb, hate is a blade, 

hate is the weight of a flailing punch. 

  

Hate is bankrupt, hate is fear. 

Hate is darkness, Hate is fire. 

  

Hate is toxic, hate is cruel. 

Hate is judgement, hate is a curse. 

  

There is too much grief, not enough love. 

  

Injustice is a ghetto, injustice is a cage. 

Injustice is a foodbank & a derelict street. 

  

Injustice is a barrier, injustice is neglect. 

Injustice is voiceless tugging at your heart. 

  

There is too much grief & not enough love. 
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Compassion is a tender touch, a quiet smile, 

a shoulder to cry on, a listening ear, 

  

Compassion is caring, a gently wiped tear, 

compassion is love. 

  

Love is safety, love is hope. 

Love is family, Love is friends. 

  

Love is kindness, love is real. 

Love is remembrance, love is a smile. 

  

Love is honest, love is true. 

Love is laughter, love is song. 

  

Love is the warmth of my nana’s embrace. 

Love is selfless, love’s hard work. 

  

Love is resilient, love will survive. 

  

I’m down the 3 fields with the dog, 

out on a trek searching for some peace. 

  

A plane heads northward, its jet-trail 

dragging like stretched-out chewy. 

  

A bird bleats out its winter song. 

I think of my nana singing at the telly… 

  
Ends. 
 
Greenfield Community College 
Ebony Allison, Connor Bland, Taylan Childers, Amber Dent, 
Brendan Haigh, Skye Long, Halle May Race, Matthew Roe, 
Charly Spence, Darren Waites  
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Put the Moves into Words 

 
Put the moves into words, the emotion into motion, 

this is our life, our pride and devotion. 

Represent the real me, being free, 

intercontinental we travel across the sea. 

CC, Floorwork to Freeze, 

bring it back up to Top-Rock with ease. 

Breakin’ limits, we can rise to the challenge, 

ripping up the rule book, readdressing the balance. 

Inspired by a blast from the past, 

we are the future, time’s travelling fast. 

Take it slow when you’re stepping up to the plate, 

take control of your own fate. 

In the driving seat the destination is destiny, 

feeling alive and free with my family next to me. 

The beat is my battery filling me full of energy, 

give it back to the people, it’s all about the chemistry. 

 
Lawnmowers Hip Hop School 
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Everyone and No-one 
 
CAPTURE… 

A family life, friends and colleagues. 

A life that everyone expects - happiness and tranquillity, 

yet hidden underneath some damaged cracks, open wounds and dreadful nightmares 

lies a deep bed of scarred tissue, full of infectious serpents  

of captivity and wealthy lives. 

Their scent of richness leaves a psychotic world of 

hopeless dreams and vicious nightmares. 

  

Vulnerability lurks in sight. 

  

CAPTIVITY 

An isolated world enhanced with claustrophobia and fear of the 

otherworldly parasites of human beings is where work on the 

plantation would begin. 

The trepidation in our fearsome eyes would freeze all following 

surroundings; 

the voices haunting us will push and shove until we were loured 

into the axe handles and getting hypnotised by the toiling  

workers. 

Hewing and cleaving, we worked away at what used to be a 

deserted land of waste, to try and produce a farmland. 

Left with teachers wounds the size of jam jars - oozing and  

rupturing with a deadly, yellow - green liquid poison. 
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CONTROL and RESISTANCE 

My blood deeply yearns for that chance of freedom. 

My mind constantly thinks of family. 

My body craves for health and healing. 

My soul desperately pines for a presence and a voice. 

Someone has stolen my identity, majorly tampered with it and kept it locked away 

in a caliginous dungeon of deep emotional dismay and distress! 

My plan to abscond and escape continually plays out in my mind. 

With a piercingly sharp axe and other excruciating machinery 

my escape is accomplished! 

  

Only footsteps behind me, 

I then remind my tribe of their extraordinary mightiness….. 

  

Life is a gifted journey, 

no one should ever walk alone, 

everyone is never just no - one. 

 
Elena Mills 
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An Unexpected Family Heirloom  

 
The factory shift has ended now, 

he holds his tongue, he's not sure how 

he hasn't screamed and cried today. 

This world has never gone his way. 

One wrong move and he'll lose it all 

his family'll starve, both old and small. 

How any man can keep his head  

in a universe that wants him dead 

is beyond him. He must work, must toil 

or his love will slide off the mortal coil. 

 

A century later in an eastern strait 

a man fights a war of fear and hate. 

His ship's torpedoed, his comrades gone 

and the sharks gather in a toothy throng. 

Will the inclement God spare his life?  

He has three children, has a wife 

and monsters come in human form 

brutalise him until his soul is torn. 

He sees this hell every waking day 

perhaps another drink will take the pain away. 
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Seventy years later, some high-end school 

where terror and danger forever rule. 

In the mind of a girl taking an exam 

she'll answer these questions, anyone can 

but the words drive daggers into her mind 

and leave her trailing so far behind. 

Every word she writes, everything she hears 

is overshadowed by an unholy fear 

of pain and death and loss and woe. 

She wants to run, but where will she go?  

 

But she knows what's wrong and she must not stop  

so she picks up her pencil from the table top 

and fights all of time and space 

and the evolution of the human race 

and every last twist of her DNA 

just to guarantee herself an A. 

Her family have walked too long in fear 

but she will not be defeated here, 

"We've feared this world too long, you see 

so it's time for the universe to be afraid of me!" 

 
Lucy Snowdon 
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The First, the Last. 

 
The first we heard 

was distant screaming, 

the first we saw 

was the shattering glass, 

the first we felt 

was the butt of their guns, 

the first we smelt 

was the tang of panic, 

the first we tasted 

was a splatter of blood. 

 

The last we heard 

was the so called shower, 

the last we saw 

was the gas of horror, 

the last we felt 

was the first limp body, 

the last we smelt 

was the toxic stench, 

the last we tasted 

was the bitter end. 

 

It’s over now 

so remember us. 

 
By Thomas Whatmore 
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Who We Are 
 
I am an adventurer 

I am an explorer 

I am a cat lover 

I am a dog lover 

I am a scientist 

I am a palaeontologist 

I am an artist 

I am a fish 

I am one of nine 

I am humorous 

I am nocturnal 

I am a super-hero 

I am animated 

I am Nu-metal 

I am double-jointed 

I am Dusty Divot! 

 

We are people, we are kind, 

we are stars and we shine. 

We have dreams, we have wishes, 

we are a group and we are ambitious 

We are on a pathway to discover 

we are a team, we look after each other. 

We are respectful, we are fantastical, 

we are incredible, we are radical! 

 
Woodlawn School Form AB 
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Thinking Back 

Thinking back, back in time, 

it was never to be the same. 

Tears broke out  

just hearing your name. 

 

There in your room,  

which is frozen in time 

as if it wasn't true  

that you aren't there any more 

yet you are the perfect part of me  

that I just can't ignore. 

 

Each night awake 

thinking of you 

dreams await, yet are out of reach. 

Tears caught by my pillow 

as I call your name, 

an emotion inside 

I tried to hide, 

impossible to say nor teach. 

 

If only I could hug you 

or just see your face 

yet now only memories 

to stand in your place. 

 

She's still in your heart  

is what they say 

which will always be true 

yet I feel so far apart from you. 

 
Brody Wotherspoon 

In memory of my sisters Everly Grace and Molly Mae 
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Where I live 
  
Sunny South Shields. More like sandy South Shields. 

On top of a huge hill near the roaring sea, 

is a funny looking house that when you stand under it, 

it towers over and makes you feel terrified! 

  

In my house you can smell the lovely fresh air with a 

hint of golden chips with specks of potent salt. 

I go to scouts we bravely dare to go on the not so crystal blue sea. The wind 

blows us along and sometimes if the wind is angry, you might capsize. 

  

We pass by the red vivid groyne stands tall on the mile 

long pier. We also see the beach and we wave to people likewe are the queen. 

 

Someday I get to go to the best ice cream parlour in the world, Minchella’s the 

white creamy vanilla ice cream is so yummy but my dad put the ice cream in 

his mouth and says be careful the ice cream is cold. 

  

The fun fair is so crazy at night there are bright flashing lights everywhere and 

really loud music and people say roll up, roll up have a go at knocking down 

the clown 50p for 3 balls. 

 

My favourite is the swing ride where you go up and down in the air filled with 

excitement and joy and something you start to feel nauseous when go get to 

the top and then you swing back down again. 

 

I also like the helter-skelter which is where take a small mat and go up on your 

journey to the top of the millions of stairs and when you get to the top it's a 

relief you don't have to do any work, you get on you mat on the slide and you 

start shouting weeeeeeeeeeee 
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weeeeee 

weeeeee 

 

weeeeee 

 

until you get to the bottom 

and then the thrilling excitement is over. 

  

This is where I live. 

 
Amy Wright 
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Poets Over 16 
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Blue Hydrangeas 
 
Looking back, I see the small obsessions – the deliberations 

bordering on annoyance when you failed to find the thing 

to fill the space. 

The plastic greenhouses, oak sideboards, and 

the china cockerel which we joked I would inherit when you were gone. 

So, when I came across those Blue Hydrangeas, and carried them, 

priest-like through the cul-de-sac to your door, 

I linked our lives with more than Christmases. 

Flowers that made me the golden granddaughter for a few dog walks. 

Those Blue Hydrangeas picked out from life’s little day, 

Earth’s joys, and a vicar telling me that December is a 

Good Time To Die. 

Blue Hydrangeas which you planted 

in a water trough a little taller than you. 

 
Julia Atherley 
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Earth 
 
I gave you a home.  

A home  

is what you asked for. 

I let you breathe 

air that you could breathe,  

isn't that amazing? 

How I wish  

I could breathe. 

 

But now I am choking. 

Slowly dying.  

Dying slowly. 

I can't  

breathe 

anymore. 

 

I was ugly, 

but then beautiful.  

Smooth and pure, 

untainted by your deeds. 

Like water  

I was vital,  

and so I was respected  

like the Goddess  

that I am. 
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You tell me to work harder,  

but I can only work  

as hard 

as I can.  

Please give me mercy,  

no, 

you can only give  

demands. 

 

But now you trample  

all over me.  

Sucking away mercilessly  

at my long lived life.  

A paragon of  

sustainability,  

but now I am  

imperfection.   

 
Stephanie Cartledge 
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Potter’s Field  
 
How can you 'blackened' priests beseech 

the Lord’s divine judgement 

and humble penance you all preach 

whilst you plot and plan around resentment? 

And when Judas saw Jesus condemned 

he did return his blood-stained silver 

for tormented turmoil he could not mend 

took his life and slept in sombre. 

But your wielders of sinners to be 

did deny the silver from your treasury. 

And condemned Judas for his desperate plea 

and used the silver for an unholy cemetery. 

Alas such fools! Who bought a land that could not yield. 

God shall cast you out and send you to your potter’s field 

 

Lyndsey Darcy 
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Drifting into Space 

Sometimes I wake up at night, 

not in fright, but in feathery silence. 

I float up and defy worldly science. 

I’m wrapped up in a quiet kind of longing, 

blankets collected around my sides like wings 

as I drift ten feet up, forget routine, all my daily things. 

I’m seeping through the ceiling now. 

I’m not sure how but I’m above the chimney pot still on my side. 

Foetal, warm, pink-toed like a mouse. 

I allow the house to shrink, left behind. 

The moon bathes me in lunar light 

and I’m still a kite, papery thing, rising to meet the silver sliver, 

her drifting rings of content. 

Hours I’ve spent to reach this height. 

Passing the atmosphere, comets come near. 

Sherbet trails and glass eye spheres brush past my feet. 

Pinpricks, the stars greet me with a glimmer. 

A discrete blink of acknowledgement. 

I hope it’s acknowledgement. 

It’s silly, I know, but part of me wants the Universe 

to love me, perhaps cry, 

turn an eye to this average human body, 

confused human mind and find it meaningful 

in a way, inexplicable. 

Up close, I want the moon to watch me, 

swaddle me with motherly light, 

but as I reach her surface, 

lie across gloomy expanses, wide white waste, 

I feel little. Soundless sheets. 

My constructed fancies. Fall asleep. 

 

Imogen Davies 
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Bad Memories 
 
Your words are honey  

collecting in a silk sheet  

that hangs above  

          me.  

 

The weight  

of a great dark stain  

spreads and blurs  

through stitches 

like a gunshot wound.  

I try not to make a sound,  

my lips tight and white,  

refusing to receive  

the beads of honey  

that are drip-fed to me. 

 

But seeping raindrops stick to my skin.  

And I feel the sting of bees.  

 
Fae Horsley  
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The Culprit Who Goes Unnoticed 
 
I 

What are words to me? You may ask, 

for words are thought to be friendly, 

they can be known for their fine beauty, 

but this is merely a mask. 

 

II 

Are these words of which we speak, criminal? 

Deceitful, harmful, known to lie, 

are these such words of which our mouths occupy 

the culprit of many troubles? 

 

III 

When we have cause to doubt such Truth, 

when we believe in our deceit, 

we look to blame Truth, yet words cheat 

and belittle us to our youth. 

 

IV 

The culprit who goes unnoticed 

is veiled behind many a conscience, 

Truth perceives, a look of disgust 

proving her yearning for silence 

 

V 

marks her face. Yet betrayed is she 

when words create such illusion 

of Truth as dishonest, costly 

are words that add to our devotion. 

 

VI 

The soft dove that unfolds its wings 

still echoes in tales of sweet love, 

the false profession unheard-of, 

still in our ears does Love ring. 
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VII 

These words which express this Love true 

can make a mockery of us, 

our real feelings we then harness, 

dishonouring Love and Her value. 

 

VIII 

Victims are Truth and Love it seems, 

I long for the list to end there, 

yet Into its grasp do words dare 

to involve Beauty in its schemes. 

 

IX 

The flowing river reflects beams 

of soft white light from the new moon, 

whilst Nature hums a lulling tune, 

nature to her death do words deem. 

 

X 

The quick swift movement of an axe 

which cuts the branches of the heart, 

to steal life from its roots, apart, 

to the ground it falls from attack.  

 

XI 

To the habitats of the beasts, 

vulnerable, they become prey 

When these yellow jacket fiends say, 

to replace the green, “use concrete”. 

 

XII 

Plans made of words destroy nature, 

yet what care do these sly words have?  

We use words for knowledge, they laugh 

and we become Eves in our failure.  
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XIII 

There is a victim not yet told,  

one quite different from the others, 

he is often met with shudders, 

he is seemingly uncontrolled.  

 

XIV 

Power conveyed in his pure force, 

his voice as thunder in the sky 

commands the earth to amplify 

the echoing of his brute roars. 

 

XV 

Such a figure you can now tell 

words have abused and corrupted, 

for these words who are wicked 

have left Power alone, to dwell. 

 

XVI 

No longer can Power be pure, 

no more can Power be so fair. 

And now, a faint state of despair, 

as abused Power hides in flaw.  

 

XVII 

As the truth unfolds of these words, 

we should reflect upon their crimes, 

love, Truth and Power for some time 

were mistaken, but now like birds 

 

XVIII 

their wings flutter and flee the cage, 

these victims should not be to blame, 

for under the light words are shamed, 

words are guilty when wrote on page. 

 
Georgia Lambert 
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First Fruits 
 
"It's been a dry season, no good for the land. 

Once the rains come - then - then they can grow." 

Our eyes up to the cloudless blue,  

sent by demonstrating hand. 

Before us his suff’ring trees, row upon summered row; 

  

Leaves under hazy sprinkler veil, 

roots plumbed to deep-reaching wells. 

Months in the growing, we, 

knowing nothing, see these fruits won't fail. 

From such concern and care they'll bring forth bushels. 

 

On the wayside wounded apples littered - 

"They've made good mulch in plantings past." 

Premature, overripe,  

windfalls from older orchards; 

how is it that infertile fruit can make the fertile last? 

  

Brown barrels ready to be red-laden 

with authentic fruit from golden boughs.  

After years of rusty re-grafts, 

their biting’s crisp, their flavour fresh, their juices clear for pressing. 

The sharp first-fruits lie prime for pulping now. 

  

His hope set on these future harvests, 

the farmer stops to breathe, deeply. 

Firm in the good soil,  

he can already taste the cidery sky 

as harvested beginnings lace the air.  

 
Toby Lucas 
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Weather Perspective 

 
The hilarity of one splash can be striking 

when it comes on a Monday of 

dropped eggs, 

ticket fines, 

spilt coffee 

and laces run loose. 

 

It comes as an explosion, 

a releasing reaction from the 

tinkering torments of 

continuously crushing moments. 

 

It comes as a cliché 

in a puddle. 

Smashed by a bus, it showers 

 

into an easy outburst of laughter 

and realisation. 

 
Iona Mackay 
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Guilty of the Crime of Holy Reverence 
 
Antigone is fire and brimstone 

she is the blood smeared on a golden  

crown 

blood from her own torn hands – 

torn as she grasped too quickly  

too hungrily 

at the crown that was never meant  

to be hers 

  

she is the whirlwind of anger and fury 

  

she is the fire in the earth 

  

she is the embers of a dying fire – the 

wisp of smoke rising from a candle 

burnt out too soon 

 
Hannah Mortimer 
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Check Yourself Before You Wreck Yourself 
 
Ask anyone about the game of chess 

every move can backfire but still win. 

Wreckless movements will make your board a mess 

but to check mate, oh wow what a feelin’. 

 

To win is the peak of satisfaction 

it may even catalyse unity, 

not to mention the boost in attraction, 

forget not to pray for immunity. 

 

As every match has the implicit risk 

of someone feeling; cheated, betrayed, lost. 

So before diving into lustful frisk  

pose to yourself the question, ‘At what cost?’ 

 

Stopping chess is not what I mean to say, 

carefully select whom you choose to play. 

 
William J Nsieyanji 
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Young Hearts 
 
Our shared light has began to fade 

and our honeymoon has began to wane 

our words left unspoken 

leave our hearts left unbroken. 

 

But loose lips can’t be bound forever 

and our entwined threads of fate 

will someday fray beyond repair 

through no fault of our own. 

 

Like so many lovers before us 

and so many who’ll come after. 

 
Daniel O’Donnell 
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A Box of Stars 
 
Our mum has been ill for two years 

and will be for as long as she lives, 

she’s been surviving off luck 

and stuff that the hospital gives. 

She had left a note in the boxes 

with all the decorations inside – 

I loved Christmas, please celebrate, 

I’ll see you on the other side. 

 

Because someone we love is in heaven, 

there’s a little bit of heaven 

at home 

– Five different stars with this message, 

each one of us had our own, 

no need to argue who gets one, 

cancer’s enough reason to moan. 

 

Because someone we love is in heaven, 

there’s a little bit of heaven 

at home 

Imagine our surprise: 

another Christmas with mum still here; 

so, back in go the note and the stars, 

we can unpack them again, next year. 

 
Oisín Power 
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Outside Judgement 

 
Maybe now they look at me- 

the steel in my eyes, circles under my eyes 

the way I shuffle my feet and glance at people sideways 

(like a cornered animal) 

 

and they think 

oh dear, not her. 

She must be 

a troublemaker. 

 

Even though I don’t 

try 

to break..... rules 

 

even though I  

don’t  

try to frighten them. 

 

Even though there’s a prim proper hand  

under the old coat 

and a full wallet in the pocket 

and a wedding ring on the finger 

 

they just don’t care. 
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They can’t know 

that  

I 

don’t try to cross my territory. 

 

Only I woke up and forgot to shower 

and now my hair clumps 

and there’s steel in my eyes 

and sleep on my skin 

 

and sudden suspicion everywhere I look. 

As if I’ve put on a skin 

with the old worn coat. 

 

Meg Stockwell 
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Ormulu at the Mad House. 
  
Here, Forbesy Daubs and daddy Daffydd 

a right bungling pair for the car boot 

Dafty Daffydd waiting We’re late-ing 

Dai’s diabolical give him an insulin 

while Forbes Daubs - fat Artsy old fart – 

finishing up the plum job dabs in 

lwyau caru by carbolic soap wrapped up. 

  

On the TellyVision I saw a collared man, not the vicar one but 

spikey with a belly held taut in a latex trousers 

they had to cut him out of them with a scissors 

when he had that heart attack. 

  

There was not enough rage in cynddaredd. 

  

Decipher it then, another Thomas in 

BitterEnglishSyllables - a sloe 

puckers when – have I told you ever cariad 

of the two riggers, both Daffyd, that we had - One worked six year at the 

morgue 

and two whistled opera down by the forge – oh, Dai Riggaleto 

and Dai Rigger Mortis - Made foreman, the latter, lazy was the former. 

  

Knitting biscuits for the British Heart Foundation 

where the statuesque Margaret (Marge, pet) 

tells always Keep Guz-berries (the Mexican way) 

in surup (slurp the word though it sticks). 

 
Anna Thomas 
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Tom Kelly – Head Judge 

Tom Kelly born in Jarrow has had a varied career from his first job in a Jarrow 

shipyard Time-Office; to a song writing contract and writing the BBCTV musical 

documentary Kelly, with Alan Price (of the Animals) and writing songs for a 

number of artistes including Marianne Faithfull. 

He has had six full-length stage plays produced by The Customs House, 

including wad winning I Left My Heart in Roker Park which has been produced 

four times. Tom’s musicals, written with John Miles include: The Dolly 

Mixtures, Geordie, Tom & Catherine, Dan Dare, The Machine Gunners. 

In 2016 he was a runner-up in the Journal Culture Awards, in the Writer of the 

Year category, for Geordie-The Musical, produced by The Customs House in 

2015 and reprised at the Tyne Theatre & Opera House, Newcastle in 2017. 

2016 also saw his eighth poetry collection Spelk published by Red Squirrel 

Press. Of late his poetry has appeared in the ground-breaking anthology Land 

of Three Rivers-The Poetry of North-East England.  He was Writer-in-Residence 

at The Word from March to May 2018. 

More recently he has the short story pamphlet The Last Clock Whippet on the 

Tyne and a short story collection Behind the Wall published by Postbox Press. 

For more information on Tom Kelly see http://tomkelly.org.uk/ 

  

http://tomkelly.org.uk/
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Alistair Robinson - Host 

Alistair Robinson is a poet, musician and journalist. 

He is a senior lecturer in Journalism at the University of Sunderland, where he 

runs the BA(Hons) Journalism degree programme. 

Among his poetry publications are South of Souter, published by Sand in 

2003; Stereograms of The Dead, published by Red Squirrel Press in 2009; 

and The Land Before Yoghurt (Red Squirrel Press 2014). He is working on a new 

collection, As Blind As Rain. In 2004 he won a Northern Promise Award from 

New Writing North for his poetry. 

Alistair is the author of two books on theatre history and one on the history of 

Sunderland. 

He plays guitar with the Bicycle Thieves, a jazz trio that performs at venues all 

over the North East of England and has released Stolen Moments on Road 

Goes On Forever Records. Alistair’s compositions for that album were 

published in the USA by Bug Music. 

For many years he was the Entertainments Editor of the Sunderland Echo. 

Alistair is married with three children and lives in South Shields. 
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Sheila Wakefield - Judge 

Sheila Wakefield is a poet, editor and publisher. She founded Red Squirrel 

Press in April 2006 and has published over 200 titles to date, mainly poetry 

pamphlets and full-length collections. Postbox Press imprint was added in 2015 

and publishes literary fiction, short stories, novellas and novels. She has an MA 

in Creative Writing from Northumbria University and her pamphlet, Limerance, 

was published by Talking Pen in 2012. 

 

 

Lauren Aspery – Young Judge and Poetry Prize Coordinator 

Lauren Aspery is an emerging poet and children’s literature-enthusiast from 

Middlesbrough. She studies English Literature at Newcastle University. Lauren 

is a two-time winner of the Terry Kelly Poetry Prize 16-25 category with her 

poems, ‘Home’ and ‘My First Pair’ and recently placed second in the Young 

Poets Network International Carol Ann Duffy Prize. She has also had her poetic 

children’s fiction used to engage children in schools and museums in her 

hometown. 

Since a young age Lauren has written poetry. While fascinated by traditional 

structures and forms, Lauren has expanded her work to more contemporary 

and blank verse. Lauren believes young people deserve recognition for their 

contribution to the contemporary poetic moment and encourages young 

people in the North East to share their poems as she believes poets should not 

wait for opportunities but seeks them out.





 

Terry Kelly Poetry Anthology 2019 

A collection from young poets from the North East. 
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