Wclcomc to Alcxandrial

One of the best things about ]iving in A]exandria is the
citg’s devotion to the arts. Evergwhcre you look as you
walk around town, there are signs that this citg

understands the imPortance of art to the life of its

citizens. | rom our art ga”erics to the studios in the
Torpeclo Factorg, from the sgmphong to MctroStage, from the sculPture and
Photographg in Public venues to the brightlg~Paintec} buses, it is clear that art

}‘nas a P]aCC }161"6.

As Poet | aureate, J've had the Privilege of helping to make the litcrarg arts a
vibrant part of Alexandria, Writing poems for various occasions in the life of the

cit\(j) ] have been given an amazing oPPortunitg for Personal ]eaming and growth.

In this book, we have collected the “occasional” poems [ve written for events in

the Past two gear——and added on additional one forluck.

] hoPe you enjog them—and our beautiful ci‘cg.

Marg McElveen

Foet Laureate

Thc Citﬂ of Alcxanc{ria



Citg of Songs

Historg wrote refrains here—

Thc rattle of carts, the chime of church be”s)
The muffled drum of famed gootstcps
Reverberating on our cobbled streets;

Old rhgmcs writ with images

Glimpscd throug]ﬂ a ripplcd mirror——

SOﬂgS O‘F remcmbrancc.

Todag is an unwritten poem
Crackling in the nighttime air.
Rhgthms ride the streets on Har]cgs
Staccato beat on ‘high‘,

And couPIets crowd the corners
\With their conversations

In raucous bar-time voices.

Monuments punctuate the traffic

T hat flows in measured time,

Craw]ing in iambic meter

(Stop, start. StoP, start)

Toward the beltway’s Perpetual rondo
That rePeats, rePeats, rePeats

[~ ach dag and night.



But the river remembers a slower song
]:]owing like an eecummings poem
Unhindercd and Peace?ul

Fast lorc”g houses stacked

[ ike sg”ables in haiku formation,
Shouldering for space along its banks.

We are tomorrow's unwritten poems:
Home]css and bui]c}cr,

T ourist and truck driver,

Lawger and artist— all of us
Speaking our souls to cell Phones
And singing to the empty air.

Who listens for our voices?

Who speaks the soul of the citg?

Who is historg’s troubadour, the future's oracle?
Alexandria is an unwritten poem:

Pick up your pen.

]t’s our turn now.

APril 11,2007



Wind from the River

Tl’xc wind from the river breathes a lament
Over the grass under which theg lie,

And our sighs blend and fill this place:

T his grave of innocence

Where Fatl'xer, mother, child
| ie gcnt]y wrappcd in this free soil.

Tl’xe wind from the river bade them come
And claim anew a world thcy’cl been denied-—
A P!acc to clrcam, and hopc, and work:

A land they believed in

Where Father, mother, child

At last stood equal to their brothers.

Thc wind from the river stirs memory's flame
And ﬂickering shadows rise like ghosts.
Wl‘\at answer can we givc tl’\em,

T}‘IC Peop]c of this P]ace,
[Tather, mother, child,

Who lie unmar!«td, unnamed?

Death knows no limit, time, nor P]ace,
Yet l‘IOPC sPrings up like a summer breeze

With Promise of healing rain.

Tl’]is Familg, knit of freedom,
Fathcr, motl'ler, child-
Sha”, in the end, Prevail‘

Mag we all abide in peace.

Kedcdication, Freedmen’s Ccmctcrg
Mag 2007



One American High School

We are many; we are one.

We are brown~blaci<~reé~white~g6”0w
and none of the above.

We are ‘iglﬂtning, thunder, sun and rain
stardust and moonshine,

clouds and fresh breezes.

wise and Foo‘ish, intertwined.

We are music

that ﬂows, that marchcs,

that swings,

that dances to its own drumbeat.

We Forge a Pat}ﬁ, and 9ct we follow.

We are children; we are men and women.

We are in between.

We are fearless and a)craid)
Avrticulate and tongue—tiecl,
confident and hesitant.

We are tomorrow, we are l’xistorgj

We are the quuisitc intersection o{:generations.

This P]acc lets us go and holds us caPtive

EVCI’\ as we ﬂg FI"CC.

We are the Promise

Made to our Parents,

Made to sons and daughters:
Tl’xe ghct of leaming, Freelg given:
T.C. Williams,

One American high school.

TC Wi”iams High Schoo] Dedication

October 14, 2007



Half Turn

[f the road through our city were a ribbon,
it would spool out along the river

in a silken band, twisting and turning
upon itself in a sumptuous tangle

of historfj, culture and accomplislﬂmcnt:

a spcctacular Mobius striP

of memory and vision.

We are artists on that road, each of us,

making art, making laws, making room, making time
forthis community, our city,

I~ nriched bg and enriching lives

of artistic visions made real,

of cjailﬂ realities fathered

B}j our fantastic dreams.

QOur road, this twisted ribbon,

holds the nexus of life and art:

the half turn that blends the Possiblc and the certain,
concrete and ephemeral, imagination and creation

in the se]F~renewing, continuous Path

we trace each dag

in A]exanciria.

A]ex Awards

Novcmber 2007



Birthclag (Cake

Take a deep breath.

Ringed around you, smiling faces,
T he flames and fireworks

Of Passing years.

Your historg

Shimmering in can&lc%glow.

A slice of time, a dish of memory
T o savor here and now:

Your bir’c}v&ag...

rﬂow sweet the taste.

Alexandria Birthc[ag (elebration
July 2008



Makers of Rainbows

T he light of living,

Fractured into a million crgstal shards,
Scattered and buried and dimmed an all but lost
In a c]oudg rainswept world,

]s caPturecl for an instant.

Dazzlinglg focused, bent bg insPiration)
Reflected, distorted, embellished

53 the human ]ens,

]t burns a rainbow blaze across the skg.

We are the Prisms
Through which life bleeds

And dies

And is resurrected.

\We are the makers of rainbows.
Through facets of talent and insight
We build visions.

["rom storm and sun]ight

We fashion Promises for the future.

We make art.

SPecial Fresentation to Magor Wi”iam Eui”e

A]ex Awards

October 2008



Building

New bui]c]ings start with tearing down,

With structures being brought to earth,

With land swept clean of all that hinders progress:
Digging &CCP and bui!ding strong,

Brick }39 brick and stone }:)9 stone,

We make foundations that endure.

(Charles [Houston was a builder

Who wrestled with injustice:

Who tore down restrictive laws,

Swept clean the field of oPPortunitg;
Digging dCCP and bui!ding strong—

Prick 53 lcga] brick, stone }33 hard-won stone,
[He built foundations for the future.

This bui]ding, his namesake,
Bome of hoPe and strength,

[Honors him..and this communitg.
His values, rooted dceP) maintained so strong,
Brick on rcmcmbering brick, stone on historg’s stone:

Avre the foundation that endures.

(Charles Houston Recreation (Center Dedication Ccremong
Februarg, 2009



Women of Alexandria

Around each corner

ls & woman making history,

Redeeming family, friend, and neighbor
With prayers and elbow grease-

She teaches and inspires,

Tackling women’s work,

And men’s wor1<, too.

SHC does not recognizc that }Doundarg.

She walks and dances, runs and marches
Through these houses, along a”cys,
Across gardens and streets,

Across time.

She may lack the luxur9 of choice,

But lives with generosity and faith,
Responsibility and hope.

5}16 is the life of her community.

5}16 steps out of her own definition,

Doing more forless, being more than exPcctcd.
Sheis everywoman, every sentient soul

Wl‘lo sees ajob and does it

Without qucstion, Prompting or excuse.

She is our finest hour, our minute oFg]org,
Our asPiration) our realitg)

OUI" l"ICrO and our dream.

She is a woman of Alexanclria.

Alexandria Commission on Women Sa]ute to Women Awards
Marcl'; 2009



Old T own Bricks

|t took me months,

Stumb]ing on uneven brick sidewalks
Pefore | got the hang of it:

Unconsciouslg ]hcting my feet

A fraction higlﬁcr

Or measuring my stride a bit more careFu”g

Against the variable curb.

Magbc it was Iﬂistorg | tripped over:
T he thin overlay of events
Scatterccl across the centuries,
Abandoned on our wa”<wa35~
Molecules of revolution)

Of civil war, of heroes and villains

Whose commerce filled these streets.

Living with the past,
We see our present less defined;
[ ras b]ur, and their murmurs claim

]t’s not so different now:

T rees and brick and 5‘49 and river,
SHOPS and voices, chilc}ren, churchbells...

ClOSC 3OUF 6965 and Sce.

] walk the Pudc”c streets

With shadow-steps and ghostly figures
Mirrored on the rain-slick stones.

Theg hurrg through their own dimension,
[Jeads bent against the storm,

OStepping over yesterdays, a fraction at a time,
As do we a”, tomorrow and toclag.

March 2009



