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Thank you to everyone who entered the Geometry | Open Book Poetry competition. We enjoyed 
reading all the entries.  
 
The poems that made the judges’ list stood out as having something to say, and also a specific 
approach to how to say it. The words in a good poem are deliberately chosen to do exactly the 
work the writer intends - convey the literal meaning but also create tone, spark associations, 
sound good. There are so many ways to make a good poem, and the ones on this list are united 
by the care that was taken by their writers, their clear and subtle intentions, and their ability to 
execute the saying of the thing. Most of all, they were joyously satisfying, the same way that 
watching Simone Biles land her triple double was joyously satisfying. Great craft, beautiful 
result. 
 
The winning poem - Janis Freegard’s ‘Mikey’ - is plainly spoken, its repetition and seeming 
transparency of language building into a swell of grief and helplessness and love. What 
fascinated us was the way in which the lines with their richness of detail appeared to be listed in 
a random order - but it was one with rhythm and intention, something so difficult to achieve 
when the tone is colloquial. Phrases like ‘he and our flatmate, Jane, had a thing going on’ and 
‘you’re always too young but he was too young’ could easily weigh a poem down with bagginess 
- instead, here they’re given the time and space to make absolute sense. The poem is rich and 
asks for several readings, each one opening to the reader a new facet of the speaker’s 
relationship to the Mikey in the poem. We admired it for so many reasons, and ultimately 
because its loud but gentle voice is left to do its own speaking. 
 
Rebecca Hawkes’ ‘First date with background apocalypse’ delivers what its title promises like a 
crazed catalogue of worry and attempted seduction. The poem follows a pattern of pairing 
loveliness with discomfort, potential romance with cataclysmic destruction. Though piled heavy 
with imagery, there are incredibly delicate moments like the sibilant and tender ‘eyelash SOS / 
spelt on your earlobe’. The poem is self-aware all through its luxurious dramatisation, drawing 
the reader back to humour - ‘sort of / sensuous oil spill oozing through nightclub / like a penguin 
in a little black dress’ - despite the constant existential and environmental anxieties, bushfires 
and bees and anemones that fill its lines. We loved that the opulence of this poem offsets the 
‘background apocalypse’ such that both the awkward dating and falling around of humans and 
the dying and dying of nature are equally brightly lit. 
 
‘Annihilation’ by Hannah Lees is funny and bleak and reading it feels as though one is listening 
to a rambling conversation, albeit a perfectly crafted one. It’s another one of those poems that 
could drown in its colloquialisms, but each line finds a way to surprise - like these: ‘But since I 
now only tell vegan jokes I’ll say that/The canary in the coal mine was the coal mine’. As with all 
the poems on the judges’ list, its voice is strong and subtle. Like Hawkes’ poem, ‘Annihilation’ 



picks up and places down carefully the facts and crises of the speaker’s world, so that we 
understand exactly what is being said without didacticism. 
 
Dadon Rowell’s ‘Lake Kainui’ is the briefest of our selected poems and its precise, short lines 
form a gentle love lyric. The poem is comprised of a sequence of images that convey a 
dreamlike and somewhat out-of-body experience of being in love and in a pair and whiling away 
the time. How do we even know they are in love? It’s the language of surrendering, with verbs 
like ‘slipping’ and ‘lie back’, and the suggestive, flirting ‘pirouette and wink’ of the pohutukawa. 
The images are simple and sweet - strawberries and milk and flowers and paint. Each image, 
perfectly observed and related, brought us a little piece of joy. 
 
Finally, there’s Jordan Hamel’s ‘Tammy the Briscoes lady plans my funeral’, a treat of a poem, 
playing on our collective close acquaintance with the Briscoes lady of incessant advertising. The 
breaks in lines bring a disconnect to the poem, an arbitrariness that echoes the idea of having a 
brand spokesperson, as it were, plan the final event of your life. There are moments of horror 
here, but they are never too horrific; ‘peel back my skin / mince it / into pulp’ is bodiless and 
laughable when followed by ‘I’ve been a bad, bad / sack of biological possibilities’. The humour 
in this poem is careful, dense, twisted, and delicious. It is a gleeful read. 


