
President’s Prizes «In the Quiet’
President’s Prize winners set new precedent of conservatism
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Judging by this year’s entries in 
York’s third annual President’s 
Prize literary contest, “there is a 
trend toward more conserva­
tiveness in writing,” says Prof. 
Matthew Corrigan, head of the 
Creative Writing Department. 
“It’s less experimental than 10 
years ago.” Yet Corrigan also 
notes that creative writing is 
“alive and well, particularly 
prose.”
The winners are:

POETRY:
Penny Johnston: A Time for 
Planting
Laura Lush: In the Quiet 
LICTION:
Mark Kemp: Road Signs 
Margot Rosenberg: The 
Barracuda 
STAGE-PLAY:
David Burgess: The Great One 

Lor the second year in a row, 
there was no prize awarded in 
the screenplay category. All of 
the literary w'inners are second 
and third year students, and 
each winner is awarded S250. In 
the case of tie-breakers, the 
award is split between the two 
winners.

T.xcaltbur showcases the 
award-winning work ot these 
five authors:
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