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GENESIS AND AFTERWARDS

When they made you it took a long time to decide
what lengtn of metal tubing to use for your left arm
and whefher your Hight breast should be

made of tin plate or cast iron

which, considering the possibility of strain on the lungs,
and the number of stresses to which

the heart was likely o be subjected

would probadly prove more economical in the long run.

Having removed the surrounding scafolding
the question is simply one of

The neccessity to maintatn equilibrium in all ctrcumstances
in the foremost concern.

The lungs can only fulfil their function if the laws are

observed;

the funciion of the heart is shielded from the possiblty of
rain

by the nature of gravity and tin plate or cast ron.

Press the button and you are walking here
untouchable.

What, in the caged world of our animal minda
can vou find to frustrate you ?

The shadow vou cast Cantot frighten you:
fear is not metallic.

The laughter .nmu up inside you

1oill choke in the crevices and drown
the joy you cannot feel.

Don't worryi—

Love will never wake you,

it will die before it can penetrate your walls
of tin lut or cast iron.

My animel nmux couldn’t know;

How could it

You were too unwwl.

Don't worry.
A bolt doesn't bleed,
S e ahays the porsiSUi of 6 kind of craving
e 3 o
for which a screwdriver will not de & mu/ Clory remedy.

1 think you will bleed sometimes.
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THE JOURNEY OF THE MAGI

The'stongs are always

are

Rarder than stone:

B itas ond ‘pocting hrough the stone treets
of ‘an 9 throu

toward CM"II%I 2

Frost hengs on the edge of winter
and fce freezes its centre.

If the wind howls in our houses

‘naked flames will drown,

Dut the lights of Christmas burn until someone’s finger touches
the switch on the wall,

Fairy lights do not falier with the frost.

Thelr glare, in winter, i3 always

harder than stone.
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S0 we walked through the streets of unflickering light
tward Christmas. Ldbpniinlod

Transistorised bells sing to the sky
and the pine cones on.
the plasfic Christmas tree in the square
will spurn the snow to sparkle
thelr message of tinselised grecting.
Children clutch their parcels of guni-shaped happiness,
and synthetic Santas, reindeerless,
in the doorioay of the department store
groffer their wage;packet grins at the pasgers-by.
ho cares if the darkness and ice-wind of winter
shatter unnoticed and drown tn
the silver clink of currency?
The man with his hand on
the mind of a child, at Christmas, is harder than stone.
So we laughed
‘as we walked through the streets of unflickering light
foward Christmas.

Our pockets weighed down with our hands,
and the colder-than-stone

‘cotns, clinking together for warmth

‘e walked,

watching in whispers,

waiting for the creak of the ice to say.

which way

e would find him,

spurning the grins and the glare,

fondling the sparkie of ice

with his hands and his mind

at Chritmas, we knew we woulé find Rim

ere.

And e walked to the frost-frozen pane
ind stood in the street

and gazed through the glass

and watched him.

In the dark house
we saw a tinsel'd pine cone
sparil dellght to a child
tree of lights, a roof of paper shapes
engrossed his eyes.
Crepe paper shells of parcels fuel'd the fire
and humanity surrounded him.
4'warm draught from the door
blew down the cardvoard crib figures to the floor.

We brushed the ice flakes from our hands
Frroirgh ine fatdering light
of Chyistmas,
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Music

ELOW are three of the
poems submitted for this
year's The Birmingham
Post Poetry Prize. * Genesis
and Afterwards " and * The
Journey of the Magi * are both
by the winner of the £25 prize,
20-year-old [Alan| Booth,|an East
Londoner who is in his second
year as a drama and English
student at Birmingham Univer-
sity.
“ Billie Holliday " is the
work of 19-yearold Miss

Stephanie Smolins, also a
Londoner and a second-year
English honours student at the
university. Her poems were
highly commended by the
judges, whose chairman was
Professor Terence Spencer, Pro-
fessor of English Literature at
Birmingham University.

There were 14 entries for
the prize, the highest number.
for several years. The award,
which has been made annually

' PRIZE-WINNING POEMS

since 1951, is open to students.
at Birmingham University and
is for poems not previously
published.

[ATar| Booth, adopted child of
a Cockney labourer and his
wife, writes his poems, he says,
for relaxation. His special
interest is in Shakespeare's
tragedies and he hopes to
spend a fourth year at the
university on research into
them.





