As part of the 2009 Trails and Sails Program of Essex CGayte, C. Heney, Poet
Laureate of North Andovergave a tour of th&essex Art Centeat 56 Island St.,
Lawrence, MA. anthught attendees how to write ekphrastic poetr{gudents

and mentors fom Lawrence participated, thanks to the encouragement of
Wetherbee School teachekrjsa Stott Residents of Methuen, North Andover,
Lawrence and Lowell joined together to write a poem as a grdupey offered
suggestions as to the elements of a poemjckimight include: sound, simile,
scenery, soul, imagery, imagination, movement, metaphor, mystery and meaning.
Then, each person selected a photograph from one of the two galleries and wrote
an ekphrastic poem, based on theidividualexperience with hat artwork.

Eleven poems were submitted to thoet Laureate for inclusion on this website.
Each poem representspersonalexperience with art, something the Essex Art
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Gayle Heney wampressed with the caliber of thekphrasticsubmissions, which
appear below:



Lost
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enclosed lonely world.
Trying to find my lost
soul.
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cold dark mind.
Days have passed and everything
seems gone and forbidden.
| wanna get out but no one
seams to hear my loud
cries.
By:D. G.

Tired but not Defeated

How long have we been walking?
Where are we?

Dryer than the sand in the
desert.

Are we going to live through this?
Having no life in me.

My young soul has left

me to die for.

I will not give up.

| am tired but | will

not, be defeated.

By. J.S.

0KA A&

K 2 LJS

Ay

0KA A&



Rose Hips
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Insignificant we are
In this majestic world

Where students throng to learn
The mysteries of life

In hallowed halls,

and venerable towers
Insignificantwe are

Who grow by the shadows

of these golden stones

Never so high will we grow

Nor do we aspire to such heights
But we bloom, our delicate red fruit
bears witness to this

Those who glance out the windows,
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Contemplating nature from afar
Look beyond usg
Insignificant we are

By: Pilar Quintana

Through the looking Box

Look at this girl

Looking outside

Wanting freedom

Just looking at the people who are free
As she wants to be free

Wanting to escape

Wanting to see the other side of the
Box

But for now shesees the world

From the inside of the box

By: C. O.




Hope

Is this a sign of hope?

An angel lightly falling down,

calling to me, yearning for

me! Do you need me? Or are

you just a mirage tricking me

luringme into your trap?

| know you or once did beaae

to me you were once hope!
By: S. M. R.

The Darkness

Dark, Dark,

AlQa Ittt L a
The emptiness.

Where is the peace
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Where is the peace

The emptiness
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Dark, Dark

Is it me or is this

poem deep

| see connections and reach to

a level that pu never understand
By: T.
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Stanislaus Umpapuffnik and Penelope Pumpernickle
Thought about trees, sky, and mist.
Then they thought about each other.
Then they thought about their thodmgs, reflected on their reflection.
The entire experience was uplifting, exhilarating, and
confusing.
Finally they started talking with each other.
By: Ray Landry



Into the looking glass
| look inside the glass
And | see many things
| see a field of giss
| see people playing
| see trees as tall as the sky
| see everything
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| see a girl drinking a glass of milk.
By: S. R.
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A sign of imagination

colors all swirled in one

am | seeing corly

or have | come to my senses
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By: A. R.

| throw on my shirt

keys to my Volkswagon van in hand
and drive.

Nowhere to go

just trying to find a place to hide.

Steering playing

music leaves a trail as | dritree deserted
Highway.

Just me and my van.

Nowhere in mind

just a place to hide.
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in a town where the homes look cozy

and the people are warm.
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He looks at me and my van
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And hide away from the world.
By: Z. A.

Tired but not defeated

brought down but not beaten

dying but not dead

crying but said
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