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The Silver Wyvern Award

The wyvern, a two-footed dragon with a serpent's tail, is carved on the splendid Romanesque pulpit in the basilica on the island of San Giulio that was once, according to legend, rife with dragons and serpents. Another wyvern, dating from medieval times, was taken annually in procession round the island and may be seen, even today, in the sacristy.

Dragons are part of the island's history, they allude to hidden treasure, of which they are the guardians, their breath is as fiery as the words of the true poets, they recall the vast archaic subterranean halls of the mysterious subconscious that the poet attempts to illuminate.

And silver because silver are the lake waters at dawn and at dusk, silver is the poet's verse, silver the bell sound over the lake, silver is St. Giulio's urn, silver is the path of the moon over the waters... 

Il premio ‘Silver Wyvern’

Wyvern è il nome inglese dato a quel tipo di drago alato che ha solo due zampe e una coda da serpente.  Lo stesso drago appare sull'ambone romanico della basilica (dove viene spesso ed erroneamente chiamato un coccodrillo) e nella sacrestia ("il drago delle rogazioni").

I draghi fanno parte della storia dell'isola, alludono a tesori nascosti di cui sono i guardiani, richiamano il vasto mondo sotterraneo, misterioso, arcaico del subconscio che i poeti tentano di illuminare.

Silver perché argentee sono le acque del lago all'alba e al crepuscolo, argentee sono le parole dei poeti, argento è il suono delle campane intorno al lago, d’argento è l'urna del nostro San Giulio, argento è il sentiero della luna sul lago...

VIII INTERNATIONAL POETRY COMPETITION

Silver Wyvern Award 2008
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photo of Jo Shapcott by Caroline Forbes 

Jo Shapcott is one of Britain’s leading poets and is President of the Poetry Society. She’s also a frequent BBC radio broadcaster and presenter. She teaches on the MA in Creative Writing at Royal Holloway College, University of London, and is a Visiting Professor of Poetry at the University of Newcastle and at the University of the Arts, London.. In 2006 she received a Cholmondeley award from the Society of Authors.

Jo Shapcott è docente all’Università di Manchester e al Royal Holloway College, Presidente della Poetry Society, Visiting Professor all’Università di Newcastle e all’Università delle Arti, Londra, broadcaster per la BBC.

Silver Wyvern Award 2008
Prize-winners: 

1. Caroline Carver, Flushing, Cornwall 

2. Charles Evans, London    
3.  Peter Wyton, Gloucester  

4.  E.C. O’Leary, Glasgow, Scotland



Commended (in random order)


Victoria Field,  Roger Elkin, Sue Kindon, 

Chris Considine, Susi Clare, Gillian Nicholson, Mario Petrucci, Emma Harding, 

Clare Crossman,  Paul Mcloughlin,  

Competition report by Jo Shapcott

‘The competition entries for Poetry on the Lake spilled out of the parcel in a bright, shimmering pile.  All shades of reds, blues, greens and yellows were there; a few greys and blacks; some poems infused with whole rainbows. For the theme of the competition was colour and the entrants responded with the full palette. Gradually, the winners emerged: in fourth place ‘Tangled up in Blue’ with its wonderfully understated sensuality; third, ‘Colouring In’ whooshing us back into the language and concerns of childhood; second, ‘Red Rose’ a poem which makes its narrative glow and spit above the darker emotional undertow;  and in first place ‘Slave Ship’, a beautifully made and considered poem, and at the same time frighteningly charged, powerfully revealing.  A fine set of commended poems make worthy runners-up, and the whole group is a wonderful read, a small anthology of glowing poems.’

Nave Negriera

Quando i raggi del sole pomeridiano colpiscono e       

                                                              illuminano le vele

lui si congratula con se stesso per la netta 

                                                         simmetria

del modo in cui essi si adattano bene sotto i ponti

l’efficienza con la quale la sua ciurma li stipa

a riempire gli spazi       

lasciati da quelli finiti in mare quel giorno

                                        per una ragione    o per l’altra

ma di notte

con gli occhi rossi     insonne     con la bocca di un vecchio ippopotamo

tenuto lontano dal fiume

s’infuria

ricordando l’insolenza degli uomini fatti salire sul ponte

quel giorno a prender aria

appena il tempo sufficiente

per mantenerli in vita per il mercato

Che cosa sanno?              Il capitano fa sogni terribili su sua moglie

la notte scorsa l’ha vista

brillare morbida e bianca come la luna vespertina

infilata in mezzo a tutta quella lucente carne nera

accarezzare uomini da ogni parte

finché le loro membra incatenate si contraevano

ed emettevano gemiti

dalle bocche quasi morte

Non importa quanto stretti serri gli occhi

vede le sue mani      ancora una volta

vagare sui loro corpi

come se con l’Amore

come se non ci fosse tanfo di Purgatorio

come se ognuno fosse stato plasmato

dalla stessa carne e dallo stesso sangue di lei

trad. Laura De Matteis

Silver Wyvern Award               Caroline Carver
Slave ship
As shafts of afternoon sun strike and brighten the sails

he congratulates himself on the neat symmetry    

the way they fit below decks

the efficiency with which his crewmen slot them together

fill in the spaces           

left by those gone overboard that day

for one reason       or another

but at night

red eyed    sleepless   bad-mouthed as an old hippo

kept away from the river

he rages   

remembering the insolence of men brought up on deck 

that day for air

just long enough

to keep them alive for the  marketplace

What do they know?      This captain has terrible dreams about his wife

last night he saw her 

glowing smooth and white as the evening moon 

slotted in among all that shining black flesh

caressing men on each side of her

until their shackled limbs twitched    

groans came 

from near-dead mouths  

No matter how tight he squeezes shut his eyes

he sees her hands     once again 

stray over their bodies

as if with Love

as if there’s no stench of Purgatory

as if everyone’s made 

from the same flesh and blood she is

Caroline Carver, Flushing, Cornwall

Rosa rossa
Entrai nel negozio di Rosa la Fioraia

E mi avvicinai al banco

Ascolta, dicevo, sono nei guai
La fighetta veniva da me

Abbiamo garofani, diceva, bianchi, bellissimi,

Tre cinquanta o a scelta per cinque.

La scolaretta mi sorrideva

Dipende quello che vuole, ci sono diversi significati

La cicciona col golfino stava scrivendo fatture

Niente carte da credito, disse

Andai vicino a vedere i fiori

Non è un semplice compleanno, dicevo

Vorrei qualcosa di molto serio

La fighetta limava le unghie

Se c’è stato un lutto

sarebbe meglio una corona

La scolaretta prese in mano dei fiori

I gigli vanno bene per i lutti, forse rosa

La cicciona col golfino sorseggiava un tè

Niente consegne a domicilio, disse

Mi avvicinai alla vetrina

Non capite, dicevo, l’ho picchiato
Abbiamo litigato

La fighetta masticava una cicca

Non mi viene in mente niente d’appropriato, disse

Non è che me lo chiedono spesso

La scolaretta pose un mazzo di fiori azzurro

Questo non va, diceva, è una violazione di diritti
La cicciona col golfino pulì gli occhiali

Chiudiamo alle sei, disse

2nd  Prize                                              Charles Evans
Red rose

I turned in to Rose the Florist

And went to the counter

Listen, I said, I’m in dead trouble
The tarty one came over

We’ve got carnations, she said, nice white ones

Three fifty or choose your own for a fiver

The schoolgirl helper smiled at me

Depends what you want, they have different meanings

The fat lady in the cardigan was writing bills

No credit cards, she said

I walked over to the display

It’s not just a birthday, I said

I want something serious

The tarty one examined her nails

Has someone passed over

You might do better with an arrangement

The schoolgirl helper picked up some flowers

Lilies are nice for bereavements, how about pink

The fat lady in the cardigan sipped tea

We don’t deliver, she said

I went to the window

You don’t understand, I said, I hit her

We had an argument

The tarty one chewed her gum

Can’t think of nothing for that, she said

Don’t often get asked

The schoolgirl helper put down a blue bouquet

That’s not on, she said, violation of rights
The fat lady in the cardigan wiped her glasses

We close at six, she said

Mi sedetti sulla soglia

Gesù! dissi, sono fregato
E’ la fine

La fighetta si stava mettendo il rossetto

Sarà stata colpa di lei, disse

Si tranquillizzerà. 

La scolaretta si mise il cappotto

La compatibilità, diceva, non è di tutti

La cicciona col golfino toccò la mia spalla

Una sola rosa rossa, disse

I sat on the sill

Jesus Christ, I said, this is it
It’s the end

The tarty one was putting on lipstick

I expect she asked for it, she said

She’ll come round

The schoolgirl helper put on her coat

Compatibility, she said, some people just don’t have it
The fat lady in the cardigan touched my shoulder

A single red rose, she said

Charles Evans

Charles Evans, London, was educated at Keele, London and Oxford. He served in colonial Borneo before entering the Royal Navy. He lectured at the Royal Naval College, Greenwich, specialising in Communism and Russian life and culture, and was a Royal Navy-sponsored graduate of the British Theatre Association's drama course. He has travelled widely in Russia on Leverhulme and British Academy Travelling Fellowships. In 2005 he was awarded a Hawthornden Fellowship to complete a narrative of travels in the (then) Soviet Union and the new Russia. His poems have appeared in a variety of journals. 

Aggrovigliato nell’azzurro

Il vestito azzurro

mi ricorda quello di una ragazza, un vestitino.

Un indumento con cui correre

e ridere.

Un abitino orlato alto sulla coscia,

che rivela un ginocchio sbucciato.

Ma questo vestito è indossato da una donna

e quando ride

ride nel bar, senza freni,

ad una storiella sconcia

e quando corre

è per prendere un taxi

che ci riporterà a casa sua.

Al nostro arrivo, il cane,

molto eccitato al vederla

(non mi vede nemmeno)

le salta addosso e lei cade a terra

rompendo il suo collant

sbucciando il ginocchio.

Prepara un tè

e mentre aspetta che l’acqua bolla

fuma una sigaretta

e gioca con l’accendino

Pone le tazze sul tavolo

e si abbassa su di me

in modo che il suo vestito

mi copra il volto.

‘e io sono cresciuto’

penso fra me e me,

‘aggrovigliato nell’azzurro’.

4th  Prize                                                     E.C. O’Leary
Tangled up in blue                                         

The blue dress
reminds me of a girl’s; a play dress.
A dress for running 
and laughing.
A dress, hemmed at the thigh,
showing off a scraped knee.

But a woman wears the dress, 
so when she laughs
it is in the pub, raucously
at someone’s dirty joke

and when she runs
it is to catch the taxi
that will take us back to hers.

When we get there, the dog,
who is excited to see her
(and doesn’t notice me)
jumps up at her, and she falls
tearing her tights
scraping her knee.

She makes tea
and waiting for the kettle to boil
she smokes a cigarette
and plays with the lighter.

She sets the mugs on the table
and lowers herself on to me
so that the dress 
covers my face

’and I just grew’
I think to myself
‘tangled up in blue’..

E.C. O’Leary, Glasgow, Scotland

Il lago e la poesia
Nel 2001 Poetry on the Lake lanciò il primo dei suoi festival annuali, a coronamento del precedente concorso internazionale di poesia in lingua inglese. Grazie al grande critico e autore Al Alvarez che, con la sua saggezza ed esperienza ci ha indicato la giusta via per il futuro del Festival, e ai consigli preziosi di Kevin Bailey, quest’anno siamo all’ottava edizione di Poetry on the Lake. L’entusiastica partecipazione dei poeti – fra cui b, e la bellezza del Lago d’Orta, ha fatto sì che è diventato un festival importante, unico nel suo genere, con il patrocinio della Regione Piemonte, della Provincia di Novara, del Comune di Orta San Giulio, del British Council e del CICT-UNESCO – e con un premio – the Silver Wyvern – sostenuto da Alessi. 

Nel corso di questi sette anni, abbiamo arricchito il palinsesto con ulteriori avvenimenti. Intorno all’equinozio di primavera festeggiamo la giornata mondiale UNESCO della poesia con letture itineranti nel bosco e fra le cappelle del Sacro Monte d’Orta, sito dichiarato dall’UNESCO Patrimonio dell’Umanità. Poesia e musica, poesia e danza, letture e workshop negli antichi palazzi di Orta e dell’isola, o d’inverno all’Hotel San Rocco e nella basilica di San Giulio alla presenza della Madre Abbadessa; una giornata al Sacro Monte di Varallo, ospiti dall’Ente Riserva. 
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Villa Tallone, Isola San Giulio

Poetry and the Lake
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Isola San Giulio

In 2001 Poetry on the Lake launched the first of the annual autumn Celebrations, following an international poetry competition earlier in the spring. It had seemed a crazy idea to hold a festival of contemporary poetry – mainly in English – in a tiny Italian lakeside town. Notwithstanding, the idea received the backing of the Regione di Piemonte, the Provincia di Novara, the Comune di Orta,  Alessi  and the Hotel San Rocco, and both the British Consul General and the Director of the British Council attended the Celebration, together with the then Mayor of Orta. 

Advice and assistance came and comes from Kevin Bailey, back in UK, and Robert Morley lends a hand here in Italy. And it worked. Thanks to a number of factors, chiefly the participation and enthusiasm of the poets –  among whom Carol Ann Duffy, John F. Deane, Penelope Shuttle, D.M. Thomas, Brian Patten, John Hartley Williams and Mario Petrucci – and the beauty of the surroundings. Outstanding was the presence of the great critic, author and poet, Al Alvarez, who gave an imprint to the celebration that has endured. 

Other events have been added: spring readings with Carol Ann Duffy and Anna Maria Cànopi  (author,  poet  and Abbess  of the Benedictine 

Poetry on the Lake ha pubblicato negli anni cinque antologie di poesie, scelte fra tutte quelle inedite (quasi 3000 sin d’ora) partecipanti ai concorsi, inviate da ogni nazionalità.  Al nostro avviso è venuto il momento di sviluppare un dialogo con i poeti e lettori e quindi abbiamo deciso di iniziare la pubblicazione di questa rivista.

In questo numero vi sono saggi dai poeti britannici, italiani e rumeni sulla traduzione e il linguaggio della poesia, il rapporto della poesia con il corpo, un’intervista con un poeta italiano che scrive in inglese, il resoconto da un nostro festival da un noto poeta britannico e, naturalmente, molte poesie.

V’invitiamo a visitare Orta, paese antico e incantevole sulle rive del lago più romantico d’Italia, a vagare per le sue stradine acciottolate fra ombrosi palazzi, a prendere un cafè o un aperitivo nella piazza-salotto con davanti l’isola con le sue leggende e il suo mistero. Dall’isola arrivano le dolci note dalla musica classica di Villa Tallone e le voci purissime delle suore di clausura. Dall’altra riva dal lago le colline sfumano verso il maestoso Monte Rosa con i suoi ghiacciai, e da Pella 

(paesino citato da Robert Browning nelle sue poesie ‘From the Fireside’) si può prendere la vecchia strada dei pellegrini che attraversa i boschi e supera la montagna per approdare nella valle più verde dell’Italia, ricca di chiese affrescate e di antichi altari pagani, arrivando fino al Sacro Monte di Varallo tanto amato da Samuel Butler:

“Torniamo ora a Varallo o piuttosto al modo di raggiungerla attraverso la Colma. Non c’è nulla in tutta l’Italia settentrionale più bella che questa passeggiata, con i suoi declivi simili a parchi coperti di castagni e di pascoli ondulati, punteggiati da deliziosi fienili quali si possono trovare soltanto in Tiziano”. (Samuel Butler, Alpi e Santuari, 1835). 


Vi aspettiamo!

Gabriel Griffin

N.B.: ho voluto offrire traduzioni sia di prosa che di  poesie per migliorare la comprensione e l’interscambio culturale. 

Nella sua intervista Alessio Zanelli rileva la vivacità della scene poetica in Gran Bretagna (e negli Stati Uniti) a confronto della sonnolenza che permane in Italia. Mi auguro quindi che questa pubblicazione funga da stimolo anche per la poesia in Italia. 

Per le versioni in italiano delle poesie, ringrazio Olwen, Pierpaolo e Giancarlo per le loro pazienti correzioni e ringrazio in particolare modo Laura Grimoldi per. il suo  intervento su 

molte delle versioni 

Monastery) in the island Basilica;  readings at the Hotel San Rocco and, for World Poetry Day, at the Palazzotto; workshops, itinerant readings, poetry and dance and poetry and jazz in the square at dusk; poetry and music in Sala Tallone on the island. An entire day at Sacro Monte di Varallo, guests of the Ente Riserva, reading through the glorious 

autumn woods and chapels.  

In 2001, the first poets participating in the celebration had bravely taken a plunge into the unknown. So it is an enormous pleasure for us to see that many participants return year after year and that there has developed a wide network of ‘Orta’ poets.

Poetry on the Lake has published five anthologies of poems selected from the entries to the annual competition (many with translations into Italian facing). It is time to develop further, to establish a dialogue with poets far and wide. So the annual publication becomes a journal, publishing selected poems, essays and interviews. This first issue presents essays on language in poetry written by Michael Swan and Gary Bills; on the translation of poetry by Massimo Bocchiola; information on the contemporary poetry scene in Romania contributed by Lidia Vanu and Elena Nistor; an interview with the Italian poet Alessio Zanelli who writes and is published in English; an essay on the relationship between poetry and the physical body by the actor and theatrical director Franco Acquaviva; the account of our recent festival by John Hartley Williams, and many poems, including selected poems from the 2008 spring competition.Submissions for the next issue are welcomed, as are your letters.

And we hope to see you here at Orta, one of the world’s most romantic places with its cobbled streets, old stone buildings and frescoed palaces set in the Alpine foothills, not far from the towering mountains of Monte Rosa and of Switzerland. Here is the flagged square walled on three sides by porticos and open to the lake and the island on its fourth, the cafe tables out in the sun all year. Small boats ply to the island where the cloistered gardens are scented with wisteria and roses, music floats over the waters from Villa Tallone, Gregorian chant is sung by nuns in the basilica. Above Orta is its Sacro Monte, declared a UNESCO World Heritage site, with 16th and 17th C. chapels in the woods, in each of which are life-sized statues displayed to represent episodes of the life of St Francis. 
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memorial to Samuel Butler at Sacro Monte di Varallo

Alps and Sanctuaries and Ex Voto, both books by Samuel Butler, are devoted to the Sacri Monti of Italy, with especial reference to that of Varallo, Butler’s favourite. Not only are these books extremely informative, they are also delightful and humourous.  They may both be 

downloaded free from Gutenberg.

From Orta you can walk the pilgrim path through the woods and over the mountain pass of La Colma to the enchanting town of Varallo on the silver Sesia river that winds through the ‘greenest valley of Italy’, past frescoed churches and pagan altar stones. Here on a steeply wooded mountain is the first and the finest of the Sacri Monti, the most important of North Italian sanctuaries, that ‘new Jerusalem’ so loved by Samuel Butler, with its superb art works inside the many chapels.

But it is on Orta’s Sacro Monte where Nietzsche lost his heart to Lou Salomé and it was from the mountain behind Orta – Mottarone – that Robert Browning gazed on the little lake and received the inspiration for his poem in ‘From the Fireside’. 

Literary references to Orta are many: Besides Robert Browning and the Nietzsche of Thus Spake Zarathustra (dated von Orta an), the lake has inspired, George Meredith, William Stewart, Edith Wharton, Honoré de Balzac, Eugenio Montale and many others. For here is an enchanted world and a myriad of stories reflect in the shimmering waters.

Gabriel Griffin                                                             Isola San Giulio, autumn 2008

Please note: I wished to give translations of both the poems and the prose in this issue in order to further comprehension and intercultural exchange and present British poets to Italian readers. As Alessio Zanelli states in the interview published, the British poetry scene (the American, too) is far more lively at present than that of Italy. It would be pleasant if this publication could stimulate the poetry scene in Italy. Regarding the Italian versions of the poems, I thank Olwen, Pierpaolo and Giancarlo for their innumerable corrections and I must thank most heartily Laura Grimoldi for stepping in and polishing so beautifully many of the versions. Any mistakes or clumsy translations in the remaining poems and prose are mine alone..
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