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  Thanks to the English Literature and Creative Writing Department at Lancaster University, whose ongoing support throughout our project has provided us with much guidance, and whose financial donation has enabled this project to truly accomplish its goals.

Thanks to our Poetry and Prose judges, who volunteered their time to the difficult task of shortlisting our many excellent entries and provided us with wonderful feedback.
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  Foreword


  The Literary Lancashire Award was founded in 2019 by Ruth Walbank and Lara Oriss and is now in its third year of running.


  The award is designed to be an opportunity for young writers in Lancashire to experiment with creativity whilst simultaneously taking that first step into building an impressive portfolio.


  This year’s entries were extremely fun to read, and our team has been eagerly anticipating the publication of The Literary Lancashire Award Anthology 2021.


  Our team has worked incredibly hard since October 2020, so a big thank-you to our wonderful team members:


  Millie Holden, Online Content Officer


  Ellen Darbyshire, Online Content Officer


  Khatijah Balu, Funding Officer


  Sravudh Tanhai, Admin Officer


  Daniel Findell, Co-Head Organiser, Judging and Recruitment


  Amy Cavanagh, Co-Head Organiser, Finance and Marketing


  We hope you have as much fun exploring the creativity of Lancashire’s writers as we did.


  Our Themes


  Each year, we set several themes for entries to be submitted under. We find these themes can be a useful way to get ideas flowing, as we keep them open and broad in their interpretation. This year’s themes are:


  
    	A Glimpse of Familiarity


    	Locked Away


    	A Shift in Time


    	Out of Control


    	The Creature

  


  ‘Loss isn’t an absence after all. It is a presence.’


  —Jackie Kay, Trumpet


  ‘‘…to me life had lost its relish when liberty was gone.’


  —Olaudah Equiano, The Interesting Narrative of the Life of Olaudah Equiano


  Short Form Poetry


Winners


  Sam Allport

  Beth Train-Brown

  Alex Roman


X+Y

by Sam Allport

Friendship is terrible. It leaves you head-spun,

Half-chewed, tossed off-axis and

Talking in axis tongues.

You and I and I and you

Are fused in each other’s minds, chainmail

Hula hoops, Olympic rings. Our Gordian knot

Is stretched taut

But we cling.

I cling.


wail at the foot of Lia Fail

by Beth Train-Brown

i kissed a sìdhe

in a circle of mushrooms

next to the house

in the middle of the M6

(he tasted like beer)

(he tasted like an open fire)

i taught him latin

and watched him cry

watched him palm the tears

and swallow them

(i bit the Blarney Stone)


The Mouth of Heaven

by Alex Roman

The friction of the putrid machine

scorches the surface of this world,

laminating it in polyethylene,

as all life furled

Blood drips from our wallets,

earned through gritted moans,

all to build these whatchamacallits,

packed like sardines with human bones


  Prose
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  Winner


  Pando

  By Katie Kingsman


‘I loved the ambition of this story in both its use of point of view and its structure, oscillating between different time periods, sometimes millions and thousands of years apart. The story is revealed to be voiced by the ‘Pando’ itself. There was extensive research used to write this story, but this was so deftly included, and couples with a lovely use of imagery and detail.’

– Zoe Lambert

Head Prose Judge


  Pando

by Katie Kingsman

1980 AD.

I used to be Sisyphean.

I am not recollection, or memory.

I am the last of the vagabond.

Seven Million Years Ago.

On the Saharan planes, alone amid the dust and dried-out yellow grass, an early human leans back, stretches, and walks on two legs for the first time.

1972 AD.

I’ve heard the names, dropped from tourists with waterproof hiking boots (PAN.DO). They walk across the terrain. Carefully constructed ergonomic soles pinch at my exposed roots, eroding away at the fine soil I rest in. (Forty-three hectares).

200,0000 BC.

For many generations, it existed as a myth, an incomprehensible mirage creeping in from the edge of the world. Tectonic plates still moved beneath the surface like disrupted algae. Seeds sprouted, and the sand solidified into land. All the time, it crept across the ocean until it crested the horizon of a curious group of humans. The rest of the world unfolded itself.

1968 AD.

Org-an-ism.

80,000 BC.

The wild still rules the world. Storms rear waves through the sky as if a megalodon still ghosts its territory. People run from beasts with claws and fangs. In a land still void of humans, a seed of quaking aspen takes root.

Neither knows how big they’ll become.

1790 AD.

Urbanisation, materialisation.

(The Wilderness Tamed)

64,000 BC.

A Neanderthal sees the shape and pattern the days take and starts to wonder. The way the wolves move makes him feel something strange, something more than fear. He looks at the setting sun, the breath of a bison, the cloud of hot mist that rises above the herd on a cold morning.

Something compels him to capture it on the walls of a cave.

A red stencil to outlast the ice ages and species that made it. Until the cave it resides in comes to be known as Maltravieso in Caceres, Spain. It is the oldest known surviving cave painting, and the earliest evidence of art.

1492 AD.

They smelt like smoke. Salt and burning and rot. I was centred on a wood pigeon, sunken in my arms as it took its last few breaths, but with the step that unloosed earth, my entire being shivered.

2611 BC.

Pharaoh Khufu stands in the shadow of the Great Pyramid of Giza. The sand at his feet has been kept from the sun for hours now, and despite the prickling wind that pulls the sweat from his veins, the ground remains cold in the wake of his vision.

His tomb reaches to the sky. The wind’s course is cracked by the monument’s weight. Around Khufu and his legacy, the sands still shimmer and migrate. But not here, where Khufu stands the wind, and the sun cannot reach.

2,227 BC.

More People come. Eventually, people die.

They put their bodies in the ground. To me.

They return my old branches, marred with whorls and horsehair. Chipped, oiled, loved. Arms to arms.

600 BC.

Enlightenment. Before this moment, he must have been blind. The past becomes grey, flat, prehistoric. The words push through the bones of his fingers and change the world. In the Ancient Kingdom of Magadha, Siddhartha Gautama discovers a new type of truth and Buddhism is born.

5,401 BC.

He stays in my sphere. Pulled, lulled like a satellite. Hunting elk, forging new things from my branches. The closed-cup mushrooms and dark, blue berries make him smile.
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