
poetry competition 2018    

Seasons 

Junior Category 

First prize  Ms Emily Zajac, in troisième at Lycée International Saint Germain-en-
Laye for her poem ‘At dawn, light fills the room’.   

Second prize Ms Daphné Chieusse-Gérard, in seconde at Lycée Georges Duby,  
Aix for her poem ‘O great mastery of seasons’. 

The six remaining finalists are 

Mr. Aaron Bendor, in troisième at Lycee Français Charles de Gaulle, London

Ms Kanika Moulet in troisième at Lycée International Saint Germain-en-Laye

Ms Talia Laizeau in seconde at Lycée Honoré Balzac, Paris

Ms Gessienne Grey in seconde at Lycée International de Ferney-Voltaire

Ms Alexia Laurie in seconde at Lycée Notre-Dame du Grandchamp, Versailles

Ms Julie Vendeville in seconde at  Lycée International Manosque. 

Senior Category

First prize Ms Natacha Normand, in Terminale at Lycée International, Strasbourg for 
her poem 'Rivulets of Winter'

Second prize Ms Claire Femano, in première at Lycee Victor et Helen Bausch, 
Rennes for her poem 'The Other Side'

The five remaining finalists are 

Ms Helena Nisser, in Terminale at Lycée EIB Etoile, Paris

Ms Caroline Grand-Clemene, in première at Cité scolaire internationale, Lyon

Ms Sive Gaudy, in première at Lycée Georges Duby, Aix

Ms Maud De Smet in première at Lycee Jean Monet, Brussels

Ms Ana Breham, in première at Lycée Saint Charles, Marseilles



Seasons 

At dawn, light fills the room; 

a bright, warm summer gleam 

which stains the shadows that had settled for the night. 

All rise lazily from a dreamful slumber; 

all but one whose last summer has wearied. 

At the window overlooking the street, 

leaves; red, brown, purple and gold cascade to the ground. 

Despite my prayers, still they falter one by one; 

the last breath of air before the frost  

in this hospital bed.   

 Emily Zajac, First prize Junior Category, Lycée International Saint Germain-en-Laye 

Seasons 

O great mastery of seasons 
How you remind me of a comforting song  
The soft melody of rebirth  
As voluptuous petals of life sparkle the earth  
The warm tone of the sun’s violin  
Vibrating along my skin  
The red song of golden leaves  
Dancing graciously down the trees  
The whispers of a fire by the chimney  
Snow flake notes all upon my hair  
And with the same loitering air  
How seasons gently remind me  
Of a great symphony of colourful chords  
On a spinning broken record  
Lost in the endless track of Time.  

Daphné Chieusse-Gérard, Second prize Junior category, Lycée Georges Duby, Aix 



Rivulets of winter 

Rivulets of winter, clinging to your eyelashes, 
Echoes of your frosted breath drawing patterns on your cheek.  
Melting, crystal clear teardrop tracks, 
Pooling at your feet, a past life’s wistful reminiscence.  

Flowers growing in your hair now, climbing up your legs, 
Fragrant foxgloves in the crook of your elbow, thorns in your side.  
Petals drying up, poor imitations of their previous technicolor,  
Fluttering onto the ground, whirling in the still, humid air.  

Thunder crackling, filling the air with impatient electricity,  
Ready to snap at your viridescent skin, your hair frizzy. 
Your steady forest colors, blending together in an endless blur,  
Eyes the color of the late night sunset.  

Your greenness is fading, filled instead with reds and yellows, 
Violent purple in your steady gaze. 
Your lips are no longer red, steadily turning bluer than even the iciness of 
the freezing sea,  
Your skin cracks and creaks, there they are again, those rivulets of winter.  

Natacha Normand, First prize Senior  Category, Lycée International, Strasbourg

The other side 

Time. Invisible trap. Bittersweet illusion.  
Like the blooming buds of spring  
The blissful summer air  
You are ephemeral 
Unfit to stay.  

Click. 

You stand still 
So close yet too far.  
The leaves, automn-painted,  
Fall. You wither with them, yet your soul  
Is trapped in this black and white photograph.  

Claire Femano, Seconde Prize Senior Category,  Lycee Victor et Helen Bausch, 
Rennes



Fluctuations – A collection of haikus for the school year 
!
As the leaves tumble  
Down to the roads, the wind blows Them up all over 

As the days retract  
The frost takes over our hands Turn up the heating 

The pathway to school  
The sound of the snow crunching Beneath my wet socks 

The frost thaws upon  
The slippery pavement risk Becomes terrifying 

At last, the sun peaks  
Out from behind the clouds We can all rejoice 

Mum, where did you hide My favourite tee shirt I Need it for the spring 

The endless search for  
The sunglasses makes me mad 

I’ll just buy some there 

Aaron Bendor,  Lycee Français Charles de Gaulle, London, Junior Finalist.  



loss and mourning 

“move on.” they said.  
 

and I did try my best 
 

but only Darkness and Silence were fed, when I looked away to focus on the rest. 

“move on.” they said.  
 

but sweet sounds and sights on the first day of spring only put my laughter and joy to bed.  
 the season did not soothe the cold sting. 

“move on!” they said.  
 

but summer was a frail and fragile heat, compared to your hand. oh, the warmth that had 
spread ; warmth that my soul, can never again meet. 

“move on!” they cried.  
 

yet autumn reminded me of you.  
 

in the trees and cities death hides.  
 

the tears, they still threaten me, as if on queue. 

“move on!” they cried.  
 

and I shout : “winter makes it hard for me to breathe!  
 

the cold, like the empty space of my chest is wide.”  
 

they can not tell me to move on, when all I have of you, is my grief.  

Helena Nisser,  Lycée EIB Etoile, Paris, Senior Finalist.



Poem for Spring  

To the days where we’d drink warm wine,  
Under the glowing trees.  

Rose-pink flower spikes across the plains and  
Skirts of red, violet and blue.  

But somehow, I itch to remember  
Your ambiguous, enthralling smile  

To the days where I would see,  
Beauty in no less than a ray of sunlight. 

When butterflies could inadvertently spark happiness,  
Flowing in an appeasing and mild gust.  

Meanwhile, I’m forgetting  
Your compelling and statuesque ways. 

To the scarce days when I’m with you,  
For which I condemn the russet grass patches and snow-covered huts. 

A requited melancholy,  
Both interminably awaiting their nymph. 

Once more, before I forget  
Your lips are petals reinvigorated by the aura’s mist.  

Sive Gaudy, Lycée Georges Duby, Aix, Senior Finalist



The Empty Pen

Across the page it slowly stirs,  
Like rising fruit and blooming sun, And so for spring my mind concurs That gliding 

ink should make a pun.  

For when the summer's well arrived  
And all my thoughts are berry sweet,  
The words I write may well derive  
From danceless dance and sleepless sleep.  

It cracks and crys when Autumn comes, It steps on straw and loses breath  
But darling ink is much like crums,  
It stays to clean well after death.  

Now winter's come, I've reached the top But here the pen is bound to stop. 

Talia Laizeau, Lycée Honoré Balzac, Paris,  Junior Finalist



The Water Wheel

This ceaseless swell and circle of your art —  
Persephone — rose-fingered/streaming light  
Soft is the river issue of your heart —  

Barefoot and blazing, sun-smeared, dragon-cart  
Of Helios-Medea — sea-sprayed/bright  
This ceaseless swell and circle of your art —  

Leaves darkening, wings flutter and depart  
Demeter — boundless womb, stormcloud/birdflight  
Soft is the river issue of your heart —  

Now candle wax, and rime, and no birds dart  
And Nyx — cold stars/deep ocean-bed of night  
This ceaseless swell and circle of your art —  

And never do you scatter, break, or part  
You flow and flow — crisp/flaming/moonglow/white  
Soft is the river issue of your heart —  

You’re whispering that each end is a start  
Your love — a rock ’mid seas of sinking spite  
This ceaseless swell and circle of your art —  
Soft is the river issue of your heart — 

Gessienne Grey, Lycée International de Ferney-Voltaire, Junior Finalist



Unchained 
Little did he know  
The mid-season rain  
Was poisoned with pain  
And dyed with sorrow  

as the light drizzle caressed his cheeks, whipped his gentle face,  
he did not notice the blizzard frowning down upon him  
ready to curse him with an everlasting feeling of emptiness and suffering! 

Then came the earthquake  
Guiding the invincible leopard  
That sang the lullaby of self-hatred  
Which at night kept him awake.  

the lion became tiger which in his mind lit a fire,  
setting his spirit ablaze, clawing at the screaming silent emotions  
which out of his lugubrious labyrinth of a mind dared not walk!  

Winter came, and yet it passed,  
Abandoning the lonesome boy  
Who had himself abandoned his joy,  
Leaving him to confront the scars of his Past.  

and when, once again, the mid-season came, he awaited the rain,  
but found himself welcomed into a new age which offered him acceptance.  
so to his scars he smiled, and with his mind he reconciled.  

Sun-kissed by a new desire to survive,  
Summer opened his loving arms  
And asked him to forget his inclination for self-harm,  
His young self-loving giving him the will to revive.  

Now he is blinded by the sunlight found in the darkest of places,  
And contemplates from afar the days of suffering which guided him to such 
serenity...  
And to his great surprise, when he looks into his own eyes, he is the first to notice 
he has healed. 

Maud De Smet, Lycee Jean Monet, Brussels, Senior Finalist



Pomegranate Seasons 

Little pomegranate seeds, one, two, three 
Icicles hang upon leaf, upon tree.  
On howling winds snowflakes twirl angrily  
Frost spreads its fingers, treacherous and free  

Little pomegranate seeds four, five, six  
Is it rain or shine? the weather plays tricks  
Life is reborn as she crosses the Styx  
The world is painted back with coloured bricks.  

And pomegranate seeds seven, eight, nine, 
Sunlight drowns the earth in its golden shine  
The air is drowsy with perfume of pine  
Heat haze: as intoxicating as wine.  

Pomegranate seeds ten, eleven, twelve  
Green leaves turn crimson, diving down they delve  
To deeper darkness, themselves they must shelve  
Landing on ledges, catching on hedges.  

Winter; Persephone is prisoner  
Spring; Her return, the earth is merrier  
Summer; times with her mother, Demeter  
Autumn; the trees flush red from calling her. 

Alexia Laurie, Lycée Notre-Dame du Grandchamp, Versailles, Junior Finalist



Chapters 

Watch the blazing queen  
Sun, holy priestess  
Dancing on top of the flames  
Offering us warmth and cloudless days.  

Chilly-ambered Spring now awaits,  
Pumpkin spice, cinnamon taste,  
Crimson leaves, misty mornings. 
 
Desolation calls upon the skies  
As general Winter cold as ice  

And mother nature fearless knight  
Ravage our wandering star.  

The time now comes  
For Spring is revealed  
Flowers bloom, puddles rise  
A small breeze, bumblebees.  

Watch them pass, child  
Watch the seasons go.  

Ana Breham, Lycée Saint Charles, Marseilles, Senior Finalist



Seasons (''Naked, vulnerable trees stand in the blurry frost'')

!  
Julie Vendeville, Lycée International Manosque,  Junior Finalist



SUMMER  
(call you jaw pried open  

call you earthquake  
call you wildfire that spares no dandelion) 

clumsy hands that don’t fit together  
picking flowers & wishing for  
something better something 
wiser than desolation  

(call you uncertain tornado  
call you natural disaster every time we kissed  

call you falling bowling pins)  
AUTUMN  

(call you rock  
call you moss  

call you collateral damage) 
cuddling on a couch that can’t  
keep secrets from ourselves  
seeking warmth in emerald  
scented illusions  

(call you anchor to keep me afloat 
 call you aborted mission  

call you bad timing)  
WINTER  

(call you hidden face of the moon  
call you planet with too many rings  

call you fist on cheek with knuckles bleeding)  

drunk on doom & moons that 
never shine together fire hydrant  
glowing too bright against a 
pool of delusions  

(call you river through my veins  
call you ocean too wide to cross  

call you crater carved under my eyes)  
SPRING 

(call you grass blade  
call you soft breeze  

call you something that doesn’t hurt)  
something too new too fast 
too colorful & we lose ourselves 
in music that we never knew 
it is tender it is risk 

(call you rainbow  
call you coconut cake crumbling through the cracks  

call you whispered nights with nothing but skin) 

Caroline Grand-Clement, CSI Lyon, Senior Finalist  



Beyond

The night always passes without notice,
Until I wake up to see the ground covered,
With glistening, blinding white snow.
Dead.
Yet strikingly beautiful.
She was graceful in her own way,
Her hair like the soft snow,
And her crinkling warm eyes
Perfect, crystal snowflakes falling through the sky,
As my tears meet the cruel truth of death.
Smiling, cold, callous,
As sharp, as painful as ice,
Slicing it's way decisively to my heart.
But it falters, melts,
Because I now,
Where she will go,
After the bleak, bitter winter,
There is always a spring.
Sun peeks over the snowy hill,
A new dawn, a kindle of light,
Hope.
Her place warmer than spring.
And more stunning than winter.

Kanika Moulet,  Lycée International Saint Germain-en-Laye,  Junior Finalist


