ERIN’S  POEM

She froze as she stared 

at the Arctic wilderness

that stretched before her.

I felt her pain, her lack of self, 

uncertainty denying her from 

sketching life into bleakness.

The others clamboured, brimming over

with ideas, enthusiasm, confidence, completion;

wanting to know whose words were best.

She stared at the still blank paper before her.

I knelt beside her, spoke quietly, encouraging

with the idea of an illustration.

A spark ignited her hazel eyes,

her hand lifted graphite and trailed the story

of her favourite place in town.

From the bleached, barren void sprung

a princess’s castle bedecked with rich jewels

of the sea, and on the ramparts -

Erin.

