
Thank you Gee long Write rs. I have  to  say I was de ligh ted  to  see  such  
experim e nta tion  and  crea tivity in  th is shortlist. I’m  a  b ig fan  of th is genre , it’s  
cha llenging and  it was re fresh ing to  find  a  com bina tion  of poe try, fiction  and  
crea tive  non-fiction  a nd  som e m ash-ups of d iffe ren t genres.  

You m igh t like  to  know wha t I was looking for in  critiqu ing these  p ieces. I have  to  
adm it it was agonizing in itia lly because  each  p iece  dese rved  to  be  on  th is list. I 
had  to  whittle  them  down over severa l re re ads and  I m ade  m y se lection  over 
ve ry fine  poin ts. I was looking for connection  with  the  top ic Remna nts. It d idn’t 
have  to  be  obvious. I was reading for fresh  and  origina l approaches. I was 
looking for m aste ry of language , genuine  e m otiona l engagem en t and  with  tha t 
com es a  kind  of in tegrity and  consistency. In  such  short p ieces I was looking for 
strong beginnings and  endings and  the  a rc or sh ift in  the  na rra tive . Aga in , it 
could  be  subtle . Afte r m uch de libe ra tion , and  I m ean m uch, I cam e  up  with  two 
com m ended p ieces and  three  p lace - ge tte rs and  he re  the y a re… 

The  first com m ended  p iece  goes to  Gue nte r Sahr for St Fra ncis a t the Field of 
Ma rs.. This work gives us windows in to the  b ligh te d  life  and  im agined  voice  of 
one  of our grea test ye t underapprecia ted  poe ts Francis Webb. Guente r takes 
aspects of Webb’s life  in  the  asylum , suffe ring ep isodes of sch izophrenia , and  
revives h im  in  journa l form  so we  have  an  insight in to the  poe t’s m undane  da ily 
life  cu lm ina ting in  the  Electrothe rapy he  was forced  to  endure . It m ade  m e  read  
Webb’s poe try and  m arve l a t the  m an’s skill and  scope . 

The  second com m e nda tion  goes To Jenny Macauley for On the Rim of a  Wheelie 
Bin. This reads as m em oir or fiction  and  cra fted  surprisingly in to  a  ha ibun  
incorpora ting prose  and  ha iku . Jenny captu res a  m em ory of those  passed  on , of 
ch ildhood, a  d iscovery, a  d isca rd ing. It reads like  an  like  an  e legy or a  tribu te . 
Sim ply written , a s required  by the  ge nre , th is was an  a ffecting p ie ce .  

Third  prize  goes to  by Kerstin  Lindros for The La st Bottle. This ticke d  a ll boxes as a  
p iece  of fla sh  fiction  as m urder-m yste ry. It jum ps righ t in to the  na rra tive  from  
the  opening d ia logue . A m arried  couple  sha ring a  d inner to  ce leb ra te  the ir 
b reak-up  was cred ib le , the  d ia logue  ve ry rea l and  funny. A thre ad  of hum our 
was woven through the  p iece . The  e nding was surprising; a  double  twist. I fe lt 
h ighly en te rta ined  and  sa tisfied  by the  end  of th is we ll-cra fted  vigne tte .  

Second Prize  goes to  Alana  Ke lsa ll. ‘When I hea rd  Reckless com e on’. We can  a ll 
re la te  to  m em ories triggered  by m usic. I liked  the  response  in  the  form  of a  
contem pora ry poem  in  fragm ents of m em ory and  thought. It rea ds like  a  stream  



of consciousness – poe tic and  dynam ic. It ha rks back to  another tim e , of be ing 
young, of decisions m ade , regre ts and  longings, those  life  questions. I en joye d  
the  energy in  the  poe m  and the  drive  to  the  end . It m akes re fe rence  to  lines in  
the  song but it s tands a lone  withou t the  m usic. It reads like  a  confessiona l poem  
and the  stand-ou t to  m e  was the  poe tic language , urgent and  powerfu l.  

Ist Prize  goes to  Jo Curta in  for The Pa rt Leftover. This is  anothe r p iece  about the  
fa ilure  of a  m arriage  but with  a  pote n t sense  of confusion  and  deep  loss. This is  
a  crea tive  p iece  of prose  and  poe try. Jo captures the  im m ediacy of lost love  and  
life  a s it was in  poe tic form  but then  it sh ifts  to  prose  and  the  pa red  back 
descrip tion  of a  key p lace  in  the  past, a  powerfu l m e taphor for the  doom e d 
m arriage . We read  of a  p lace  often  fog bound and  sh ipwrecks litte ring the  coast, 
a  p lace  where  lives a re  lost. It’s  the  kind  of p iece , like  Alana’s, tha t you  can  read  
severa l tim es and  find  som eth ing new each  tim e . There  is  hope  a t the  end , a  
sh ifting, you  can  fee l a  new beginning.  

Congra tu la tions to  a ll. I would  encourage  you  to  keep  experim e nting and  loving 
language  as you  do. Write  your passions a nd  be  bold , don’t be  a fra id  and  don’t 
be  a fra id  to  cu t cu t cu t. And don’t forge t to  read . 

 

Ju lie  Maclean , Octobe r 2023 

 

 

 


