~ POETRY

First prize: Paraliax, by John E. Tranter

Second prize: Tar Flowers, by Tery
Larsen

Third prize: Student Nouse, by Sally
Neinerey

SNHORY STORY
Fist prize: Not awarded.
Second prize: Miss Jackson, by Peter

Ross
‘m\m‘ prize: Ants and Elephants, by Jon
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THE POET LARSEN
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Many of the poems entered for this year’s
competition contained excellent

Some (but far fewer) embodied
genuinely interesting ideas. Neither of

these implies a good poem. To my mind,

about half-a-dozen of the many scores of

entrants actually wrote poems. For the

rest: nobody seemed to understand the im-
portance of sound as a technical device in
poetry. This may derive from year afier
tedious year of being told about allitera-
tion and assonance in Keatss “Ode to
Autumn,” but it’s a pity zll the same. No-
one seemed capable of qualifying or par-
ticularising a statement or an image except
by heaving in great ungzinly clumps of
adjectives.  Very few seem to regarC the
verb as anything other than a disagreeable
grammatical necessity. Most of those who
wrote in rhyme appeared to be unaware
that one can wse rhyme rather than being
used by it. It was a2 common delusion that
a mziaphor needs, for God’s sake, to be
explzived somewicre else in the poem.
evalent concept of free verse

must have been that it consists of writing
a hefiy slab of prose and it

into line 15 of sticking a pin into

-

the fext there. Most of the en-
frants I take o be of the opinion that there
is such a thing as poet language: those
who escaped that booby-trap ten to say
“fuck” every line, with “cunt” in-

terspersed i oresumably as ccun-
terpoint.  And, same subject, it
seems to have occurred to almost no-one
(there are ome or two honourabie excep-
tions) that the word “fuck” is a legitimate
part of the Engiish language, and is a per-
fectly valid way (indeed, according to
Wayland Young, the only valid way) of
speaking of the activity which seems t

have precipitated about half the poems in
the first place. It need not always be used
as punctuation, or, in R. P. Blackmur’s
phrase, “as gesture.” Finally, granted that
there may well be only a few things that
the poet can talk about (cf Seferis: “I am
a tiresome old man who keeps talking about
the same thing”—but oh for our very own
Seferis!), there is still, quite literally, an in-
finite number of ways of talking about
them. Cavafy, Lowell, Borges, Po Chu-i,
Morgenstern, Trakl, Akhmatova, Rilke,
Davie, to take a particularly heterogeneous
set of good to great poets, have essentially
the same preoccupations—time, loneliness,
alientation, love, futility, and so on—but
though the hand of cards is the same, the
bidding and manipulation aren’t. Onz need
not accept other people’s patterns of being.

iv: beyond the community of dreams
Concerning the b&ithapoems in the com-
petition. The poem that most appealed to
me was Terry Larsen’s “Tar
Flowers”; nevertheless there seemed to be

-at-one,end-om-at'-tbe-other

boigid” was both the most ambitious and
probably the most flawless of his poems,
I have awarded first prize to his

powerful “Parallax.” Here he has managed
to sustain a difficult rhyme scheme, a metre
that tempts towards facility and a diction
that just manages to be successfully flexible
throughout, while still creating a poem/
object/experience that batters at the mind.
I am not sure that he doesn’t overdo it
here and there, in such lines as “ . . .fort;l:
the cock / spews a raucous warning to
sun,” and I think that such rhymes as
“sloop” in the same stanza are forced, but
overall T feel (and such criticisms are minor,
anyway, even carping) that “Parallax” is a the abyss.
fine enough poem not to be damaged by :
comparison with such poems as Lowell’s ¥ =
“A Mad Negro Soldier Confined at Munich” ;
and Anne Sexton’s “Ringing the Bells” or
“Music Swims Back To Me.”

Despite all which, the one entrant whose
poetry I wish I could emulate is Mr. Larsen. 2
His achievement is too uneven to justify
first prize, but “Tar Flowers,” to which 1
have awarded second prize, strikes me as
being a near-perfect poem of its kind.
What Mr. Larsen seems to have is a rare
(perhaps an instinctive) feel for connoia-
tion. To analyse a poem as seemingly
simple as “Tar Flowers” is an immensely -
difficult task: critics are still struggling over -
Blake’s “Tyger, Tyger” and “The Sick e
Rose.” Mr. Larsen has somehow con-
trived to “break bitter furies of complexity” I felt
and create a beautiful, evocative and
genuinely sad (and joyful) poem with the =5z
sparest of means. g
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STUDENT HOUSE

Wood fires in winter.
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We felt their life was stored
ephemeral as flowers.




