g"A,r‘t, Tales

Abbut the Contest

Af ‘Begmmng in 2008 the City of Ventura, in partnership with E.P Foster Library, has
,,7 sponsered Art Tales,” a creative contest for local writers inviting them to submit an
@mgma\ short story or poem inspired by selected works from the Municipal Art collection

;f/" g;m exh|blt at the Library.
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y I the contest writers are asked to Interpret an artwork broadly using a technique callea
i.v” ! . :
(ﬁ p/oraS/s This method, which literally allows one work of art to inspire another; has been
ﬂlnpprac’tme for over 2,500 years, giving a fresh “voice” to art and offering a unigue and

gym lotic exchange between two creative and Iinspired minds.
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i A Unique Contest for '
- Greative “Writers

&Hsmg this method, for example, a writer today could compose a poem or story that
mterprets the enigmatic smile on the Mona Lisa, painted more than 500 vears ago.
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@@fé ha\/e risen effectively Mot 914 do12

lyvtq;gtms cha\lenge producing Entry Information
: s ch«l‘ﬁe extraordinary literary

k reéﬁ?,@nses,;mducmg these
six prize-winning works
from the 201 | contest.
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Art Tales

A Unigue Contest for

Creative Writers
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Art Tales 2011

First Place
Youth Poetry
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Beaded Glory
By Sophia Dufau

Wire Reflecting,

Twine so tight.

Gone are the fish

that once held the light.

Green Is the center,
Agua surrounds.

People are wandering
throughout the grounds.

wish | could touch It.
t seems so far;
°lastic 1s covering,

Slightly ajar.

People surrounding
SOON are gone.

| am the last.
Second to none.

\/\/aH<|ng away slovv\y
_Longing to stay.
7 Butlll come back, - AR BEASER X RN
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Art Tales 2011

Honorable Mention

Youth Poetry

The End
of the Rainbow

By Alexis Kost

the dark sky

shining star

fields of corn

a vase of love

the eye of gold

the clock is ringing
from side to side

a fresh orange smell
the green color of grass
the blue color of sky
an egg going to hatch
the red of the sun
the blue of waves
paths for walks

a window for a house

Inspired by “End of the Rainbow" by Hanna Lore Hombordy



Art Tales 2011

Third Place My Pond

Youth Poetry
By Annie Castaneda

| am a rock,
The biggest of all the rocks.
love my pond,

But | would like to be In different spots.

Vaybe at the bottom of the ocean,
Where | will look up

And see shark and fish

And many other sea creatures,

Beautiful, Interesting ocean

But | can't even If | was able to.

must take care of leaves, smaller rocks, or even

The reflection that comes on the puddle.

| am not nalve but very strict.
am grateful for this.

Beautiful and quenching pond that | love so,
am In charge of everything,

-ven the |leaves.

nere IS a nearby mountain,

nis puddle used to be just airt,

Plain dirt and water

nen a fool walked by and yelled and screamed and clapped,

nen he ran.
| had no Idea why,
But then | realized | was a part of an avalanche.

fell with the crowd and splashed into this quenching pond

And to this day I'm still here, warting for a change.
Maybe someone will pick me up,

lake me home,

And put me In a pile with a bunch of decorative rocks.

T hen take me to the beach,
Leave me there,

And the waves will take me away.
And my dream will come true

And see many creatures, but | am still here

Just waiting for something to happen,

Just warting In my pond.

Inspired by “October: Waiting for EI Nifio” by Connie Jenkins




Art Tales 2011

Honorable Mention

Adult Poetry

Crow and 1
Search the Harbor

By Tim Pompey

Black feathered vagrant
orips his talons on a glass ledge.

30th our eyes skim the air
ke psychics reading tea leaves.

His robe a solemn shield,
my shirt and hat wind-blown.

Where to go from here!
Bird and human joined In quest.

Joward this end we fly, but |
with rising fear like waters to my neck.

One to another; journeyed by fate,
‘we both sit still and walt.
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Art Tales 2011

Second Place

Adult Poetry

Four Seasons
By Kimbrough HErnest

Spring Fall

She was In need of a good, hard rain, All eyes turn,

one that would wash away this stubborn eager with anticipation,
hesitation as she sweeps In

and get the calla lilies to bloom. ate to the party,

orilliant with possibility.
VWhat she got was this decadent wind,

wind that stirred things up, oo soon,

blew the dead fronds off the palms, they have had enough.
and put a wild look In her eyes. She hints at more

than she can deliver,

She left the letter under a glass aughs too loud,

so It wouldn't blow away; and doesn't know

and held the door so It didnt slam behind when to leave.

her.

She knew she was going to disappoint Back home, alone,
someone, ‘ she drops her bright garments
but it wouldnt be herself. before the mirror,

= | umbly

Summer reminded
w‘;Remember here was that camping trip~that she is not

S N WO Lake Evelyn, in the” rlmty Alps Wilderness, evergreen.
our one and only 9ac|<3ac|<|ng excursion,

Tarzan and Jana with a French press ‘"Win’t‘er” R \ R < % G r S
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Art Tales 2011

Honorable Mention
Adult Poetry

Here

By Consuelo Castaneda

Shush shush shush

ne twin trees say to me

ne world Is quiet here.

Here-

N this moment-

s where | stand.

(on solid earth that pulses with life)

Crisp whispers of wind fan across my face.

[t 1s here

that | understand with clarity all | could not see previously.
—ere,

am statuesque and Infinite.

_ife courses through my veins, my soul ignites.

Across the landscape the ocean’s faraway cerulean merges
with ochre skies:

a world both separate and nigh.

Inspired by “From Two Trees” " by Robert Engel .
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