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Tower Poetry is an organisation based at Christ Church, University of Oxford, 
which offers opportunities and resources for young British poets. 

 
We aim to develop the role of poetry in education and enable new poets to 
develop their talents through a series of exciting initiatives ranging from courses, 
competitions, and workshops to readings and publications. 
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THE CHRISTOPHER TOWER POETRY PRIZES 2021 
 
 
First prize 
 
Dance of the Prisoner 
AMY BEVERLEY 
St Leonard's Catholic School, Durham 
 
Second prize 
 
15 days in a cage with Charlotte Brontë 
VICTORIA FLETCHER 
St Paul's Girls' School, London 
 
Third prize 
 
Victoria Street 
AYRA AHMAD 
Dyce Academy, Aberdeen 
 
 
Commended 
 
Daughter 
NAZ KAYNAKCIOGLU 
Exeter College, Devon 
 
A House With Narrow Windows 
SKYE LINFORTH 
Sir John Deane's Sixth Form College, Cheshire 
 
Ode To All The Locks 
EM POWER 
Esher College, Surrey 
 
  



4 
 

AMY BEVERLEY      FIRST PRIZE 
 
Dance of the Prisoner 
 
Suspended in a slight bubble of glass, 
Porcelain arms contorted unbearably, 
I dream of being able to surpass 
The imposition of that wretched key. 
It turns. I dance. It turns. I dance. It turns— 
This sentence in a spot I don't belong 
sparked an insatiable fire which burns 
Through freezing water. Electrified song.  
I imagine words, and with no great haste 
Sing to the tune: o, o, o, to be free. 
No cure for a ballerina encased. 
No respite from the merciless brass key. 
Forever plagued by the oppressive sound 
Spinning around and around and around. 
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VICTORIA FLETCHER     SECOND PRIZE 
 
15 days in a cage with Charlotte Brontë 
 
1. 
Charlotte Brontë was born on the 21st  
of April 1816. That made her an Aries, 
like me. That made her headstrong. 
Note that she was nearly a Taurus. 
Make of that what you will. 
 
 
2. 
Charlotte Brontë – like me –  
was insecure about her nose. She drew herself 
weighed down by it. She was less than 
five feet tall, and had little feet 
and even littler shoes. 
 
 
4. 
Charlotte Brontë’s house is now a museum. 
I have seen her shoes and clothes 
stuffed up in a glass case. I have bought her heart 
for five pounds in Waterstones and read her, 
a dead bird splayed open in one hand. 
 
 
7. 
Charlotte Brontë, short-sighted, lived inside 
her head, stepping out sometimes to drink 
the watery light of the sun shining through clouds 
on the moors. She was not a caged animal; 
unlike her sisters, she did not rattle the bars 
or bite at passers-by. 
 
 
10. 
Charlotte Brontë wrote a lot 
about men with dark hair and darker, 
brooding souls. Charlotte Brontë, 
like central London, had bad taste in men. 
Our astrological compatibility is bad, 
but I’d like to put my tongue in her mouth, 
show her how it’s done, and find the key 
to freedom behind her tonsils. 
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13. 
Charlotte Brontë poured her heart out 
in letters. If she could have laid her hands  
on their recipient, she would have kissed him, 
then strangled him, stepped on his Belgian throat 
and left him for dead. 
 
 
15. 
Charlotte Brontë knew how to do the worm. 
Sometimes, when it all got too much for her, 
she would lie down on the wooden floor 
of her father’s parlour and undulate 
like an ever-breaking wave. 
  



7 
 

AYRA AHMAD      THIRD PRIZE 
 

Victoria Street 
 

Rows upon rows 
of merry little wreaths,  
flaunt the many uniform doors 
that distinguish the Street. A foggy air  
looms over the mannered town. No birds fly  
over the Street. They caw - not too often - but often enough.  
 

Everything is perfect on Victoria Street. 
 
How many times a day, I wonder,  
do these residents lock their doors? Watch 
the key turn, feel it heavy in their hands; click...click... 
Keys. A beautiful thing to those who live on the Street.  
Midnight emerges. It suits the residents rather splendidly.  
 

I’ve heard the rumours on Victoria Street. 
 

It’s a rusty relationship the Owens’ door hides, 
an abusive one behind the Barrons, 

a teenage pregnancy concealed by the Khans, 
and a teenage father by the Bathgates. 
 

It’s an alcoholic behind the Croys, 
and an addict in the Cruickshanks, 

an elopement for the Malik’s, 
and a secret lover for the Fletts’. 

Every night, they thank the heavens  
 

we have no locksmiths near Victoria Street. 
 

Winds whistle down the Street. 
The chuttering of a car’s engine  
can’t hide the constant clicking  
and checking of door locks.   
What would make one click 
...tick...turn their key? 
The keys in my hand feel  
violent; the limp body  
will be a whisper.  
 

People talk on Victoria Street. 
 

It hits the water  
just as a churning trickle  
of blood hits the concrete. They  
have their secrets... now I have mine.  

 
Another key to keep on Victoria Street.  
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NAZ KAYNAKCIOGLU     COMMENDED 
 
Daughter 
 
My father would hoard all the keys in the house, 
Whichever house, from the Mediterranean to the North Sea, 
A collection of all the lives we have lived, a medley.  
The key, he says with a smile, or he would if we spoke the same language, 
The key, he says, is to make your edges sharper, your borders straighter, 
It is to be cut out with blades of a machine, sparking with heat. 
 
But what even am I without my walls falling apart? 
I am so soft, mutable, built like a master key 
From the chaos I was born in. That is what I am meant to be 
Or some sort of room without a door. 
I come from him, so I must know what I am doing 
But I also come from people who never know where the keys are. 
 
I come from witches and people you would hide in the top shelf, 
Broken trinkets that are pretty until the second glance 
Hiding away from a culture that prides itself in its structure 
And sharp edges that cut people like me.  
So I sit back, watching from by bed the chaos I have created  
 
With my own two hands. And I can’t help but think, 
Think to myself in the middle of my sleep, 
Where did I put my keys this time? 
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SKYE LINFORTH   COMMENDED 
 
A House With Narrow Windows 
 
The night is starless and wounded, 
And streetlights glow like static, stoic fireflies in the dark. 
You are swinging my hand like a child as we walk. 
You say, There are parts of you that I can’t see. Your windows are very narrow. 
I smile wryly and ask, Am I a house?  
 
Dawn creeps in like a traitor, 
And you and I are Caesar with his back turned. 
Ready, unwilling targets.  
You say, Wake up. I can see through the curtains. 
I groan and ask, Et tu, Brute?  
 
In the day, we are children again, 
Or maybe for the first time.  
You flick water from the tap at me and I throw my tea towel at you. 
You say, You’re very hard to navigate. I keep getting lost in your corridors. 
I laugh and ask, Who said you made it past the front door? 
 
Dusk chases away the sun, 
And you are all caught up in me. 
You are dying to be let into the house that I am so content to keep you out of. 
You say, If I am not past the front door, then give me the key. 
I sigh and ask, Is it not enough to see me? Must you understand me too? 
 
Time is irrelevant to your obsession. 
You don’t respect our routine anymore. There is no rhythm left in us. 
You just keep asking and asking and asking. 
You ask, Will you give me the key? Will you let me through the door? 
I grimace and say nothing. 
 
The truth has gone sour and mouldy in my mouth. 
It’s been there too long. 
I could try to explain it to you. I won’t. 
You ask, Why won’t you let me in? 
And I don’t say it, but it’s there on my face. 
 
If I gave you the key, you would unlock me 
And you would realise that I am a house 
With no furniture and nothing 
Inside. I am awfully cold in the winter.  
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EM POWER     COMMENDED 
 
Ode To All The Locks 
 
that I am not allowed to have. 
To my mother threatening to 
knock the bathroom door down. 
To the blank in my brain. 
To my cold tears, my twitching 
hands. To the horror and delight 
of the metal bar sliding forth – 
to the click. To the dog locked 
out back, barking the night black. 
To my brother, sat on the stoop  
by our front door forever. 
To the rainwater clinging to 
his red hair. To the overflowing 
gutter. To the empty in his 
pocket. To the empty under 
the doormat. To the shed, 
to the grease-slicked padlock,  
to my high-pitched let me outs. 
To slippers, to smoke in the dark, 
to the soft crunch of gravel, to  
the vacuum of street corners.  
To the absence of air, or else 
anything but air. To the long 
silence of trouble, and to all  
the doors that wouldn’t budge. 


